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A SOFT SCUND, AS OF SO L CRUVBLING BEHIND HHM ... The thing would sneak up on him Ch so slowy,
Daham Dr akesh turned his head on its scrawny neck and | ooked back and down. A nound of dirt was
form ng, pushing up fromthe | oose, lunpy floor. And in a nonent a snall eruption, when a | eprous
grey-green tentacle or pseudopod pulsed up into view It thickened, swaying |ike some weird

subt erranean cobra, and formed a rudinentary eye in its tip. Wiat the thing saw, if it 'saw or
‘recogni zed' or 'renenbered' anything at all in the accepted sense of those words, Drakesh
couldn't say. But what it sensed was food! The food in his lap ... or perhaps Drakesh hinmself. The
tentacl e thickened nmore yet, and he felt a creeping, shuddering, threatening notion in the earth
all around. Then the eye dissolved, refornming into facel ess gaping jaws and twin rows of

ni ght mari sh teeth! The swaying increased, the earth trenbled violently, and the drooling jaws cane
ever closer. The thing was on the point of striking when Drakesh turned abruptly towards it - -
And sml ed. ..

EPI LOGUE Harry Keogh is a young nman in another man's body: his mnd has reani mated the brai n-dead
Al ec Kyle. Recently he has had to get accustoned to the idea - to the feel and | ooks of his new
self - which would be probl em enough without the additional conplications of being Harry Keogh

For Harry is the Necroscope, the man who tal ks to dead people in their graves! Mreover, enploying
the formul ae of the | ong-dead mathematici an and astronomer, August Ferdi nand Mobi us, he has

| earned the secret of instantaneous travel in space and tinme. He's a teleport But since his
"death’ and net enpsychosis the Necroscope's probl ens have been unending. H's wife, Brenda,
traumati zed by past events and faced with the prospect of life with a total stranger,' has taken
their infant child and vani shed off the face of the earth. The agents of E-Branch - the British,
London- based ESPi onage agency Harry worked for - cannot find her, and despite his skills Harry,
too, is at a loss as to Brenda's whereabouts... or perhaps not He knows his son's powers are at

| east as great as his own. It is possible that the baby has taken his nother and hidden her away.
But where? In order to devote hinself to the search, Harry has left E-Branch and returned to his
hone outside Bonnyrig, near Edinburgh, Scotland. Unknown to him however, Darcy C arke, Head of E-
Branch, has taken certain neasures to ensure the Necroscope's unique skills can't be put to use by
alien powers. For British E-Branch isn't the only parapsychol ogical intelligence organization in
the worl d: Red China and the Soviet Union have long followed sinilar lines of research and run
simlar covert agencies. Carke couldn't sinply let Harry wal k, and take a chance that he woul dn't
be recruited or coerced by sone foreign agency or crimnmnal organization. |Indeed, the Necroscope's
wi fe and baby may wel |l have been stol en away by such an agency! Wich is why, before Harry left E-
Branch, d arke had hi mdrugged, hypnotized, and his m nd seeded with post-hypnotic comands
forbidding himto divulge or display his powers to anyone el se. That was three and a half years
ago. In sone ways C arke's schene has worked out in Harry's favour; in others it has added to the
conplications of his rehabilitation, his conmng-to-terns with the weirdness of his situation... In
Scotl and, lonely and pl agued by nightmares - residual 'echoes' of Alec Kyle's precognition

i nexplicable glinpses of future events -Harry has devel oped a ronmantic relationship with Bonnie
Jean Mrlu, '"a wong-headed girl" who hel ped himout of trouble on a case in London. Wth a staff
of attractive girls, B J. runs a wine bar in a seedy area of Edinburgh. But the bar is a front,
and BJ. Mrlu is nore than she seens. In fact she is a two-hundred-year-old vanmpire thrall who
all her life has kept watch over an ancient horror froma nonstrously alien parallel world. Her
Master is Radu Lykan, whose lair is an inaccessible cavern conplex in the high Cairngornms. Wiiting
out his tinme in suspended aninmation - as he has waited for six centuries - Radu is Wanphyri! The
first of the Wanphyri were bani shed into our world al nbst two thousand years ago. There were four
Nonari the Gross Ferenczy, the Drakul brothers, and the dog-Lord Radu Lykan, a werewolf. And they
brought with them a bl ood-feud that was al ready hundreds of years old. But our world was different
Its teeming tribes were warriors who had their own bl oodwars, in which the Wanphyri might easily
get caught up and crushed. It was a far cry fromtheir honme world, where they had only one rea
eneny - thenselves! At first they failed to adjust; the tinmes were many when they cane close to
extinction, before learning the golden rule for survival: that longevity is synonynmous wth
anonymty. Then, gradually, they began to blend in. Wth their nmetanorphismit wasn't dif ficult
to play the roles of nmen; in their own world they had been men before they were Wanphyri! Now they
must be nmen again, find positions best-suited to their skills, use themto build their power-bases
in this new world. So the bani shed vanpire Lords went their diverse ways. They became sparing in
the dissemnation of their evil; they chose their egg-sons carefully and nmade fewer bl oodsons.
Mainly they settled in renpte areas, and kept thenselves secret fromthe affairs of nmen. The
Drakuls built their redoubts (or aeries) intheTransyhranian Muntains, where in nine hundred years
t hey becane powerful Boyars. Nonari Ferenczy fled east fromthe dog-Lord Radu Lykan; he changed
hi s name, became a citizen of Rone and eventually the Governor of a small province on the Bl ack
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Sea. He got vampire sons out of conely slave wonmen; these made fives of their own in the gl oony
east-faci ng nountains, which Asiatic invaders were loath to clinmb. Cenerally the Drakuls and
Ferenczys would renmain covert in their ways; they desired that the | egends arising out of their
earlier days on the Danube and the wooded hills of Dacia - terrible | egends of bl ood-sucking
beasts and | opi ng man-wol ves - be forgotten by nmen in the wake of all the bloody wars that had
washed across those parts. And in the main they were forgotten. But as for Radu Lykan: Wth that
of a wlf in him he was the wild one. Initially Radu ignored the tenets of the rival Lords - he
woul d not hide hinself away but go out in the world, become a nercenary, revel in the reek and
roil of warfare! Wiich he did with trenmendous enthusiasm And as the other vanpire Lords
establ i shed thenselves in their various places, Radu and his pack becane war hounds cari ng nothing
for isolation or anonymity but lusting after the spoil of sacked cities. They fought as
nmercenaries for personal gain - as well as for the sheer joy of it! - under human warl ords whose
know edge and skill in battle was varied far beyond that of any vanpire Lord in the world of
Radu's origin. Thus he becane an artful warrior in his own right But eventually, follow ng an act
of human treachery, Radu knew it was tine to take stock. Returning to Romania, the dog-Lord
determned to isolate hinself in a nmountain 'den.' Except he nust find a |livelihood, and the only
way he knew was by the blood which is the |ife. Werefore he built an aerie, and set hinself up as
Voevod - a warlord protector - to the nountain-dwelling peasants of the eastern Carpathians. But
the Drakuls, long-established in the western arns of the Carpathian horseshoe, knew his plan. They
swept down on himto nurder him and destroy his nmanse. Radu wasn't to house; but when he returned
and saw what was done... he knew who to blanme. There was nothing he could do about it; yet again
hi s pack had been deci mated, and Radu hadn't the nmanpower to fight back. But at |east the Drakuls
had shown their true colours, and from now on Radu woul d know where he stood with them |ndeed, he
had al ways known, but this was in effect the first actual 'declaration' of war. A bloodwar, aye!
Down all the centuries fromthat time forward, no quarter would be given or expected by the riva
Wanphyri factions. Drakuls and Ferenczys, their descendants and thralls, Radu and the pack: they
fornmed a far-flung triangle of nutal aninpbsity, of a hatred and | oathing far beyond the passions
of any nerely human adversaries. Fromtinme to tinme they mght cone into contact - though usually
they would find it prudent to avoid one another - but in the right place at the right tine......

Bl ood win out And blood will be Iet out! Keeping his band small and fighting in many of the
ancient world' s great battles, Radu went on as a nmercenary. Wen tines allowed he would return to
Romani a, which he considered a hone of sorts. But he knew that the Drakuls continued to Lord it in
the mountains, and that his worst enemes, the Ferenczys, were still abroad in the world. He
begged of his mistress noon that eventually he would neet up with themto right the wongs they
had worked against him And in a way - though not entirely as he had wished it - his prayers were
eventual ly answered... Tinme went by; the world changed; a new terror came ravagi ng fromthe east
No conquering Mongol horde this time, but a horde of rats! The Black Death had conme to Europe -
and vanpires as well as entirely human beings were dying fromit In the Vanpire Wrld there'd been
only one human di sease that the Wanphyri feared: |eprosy, which infected their netanorphic flesh
faster than their | eeches could repair or replace it. Nowin this world there was another. It
seenmed grotesquely ironic: that where the Wanphyri were the greatest parasites of all, this plague
was spread by the very snallest - the fleas that infested the Asiatic rats! The |ast Drakul (Egon
a Starside original) lived in Poland for the duration of the terror, Poland suffered little or no
pl ague nortality. As for any remaining Ferenczys: at |east one may have seen out the plague years
on some easily-defended island, for at that time they were powerful in the Mediterranean. But Radu
Lykan was ever the nmercenary, the adventurer and wanderer. And he was caught out in the open

Fl eei ng west through a panic-stricken, plague-ridden Europe, Radu was attacked, wounded, and
infected with the plague. Overburdened with Radu's strenuous physical life-style and the disease
in his blood both, his parasite grew weak and began to M him So that by the tinme he and the
survivors of his pack reached Scotland, he felt exhausted and had but one recourse. For a |long
time the dog-Lord had pondered the preservative, perhaps curative powers of resin. Now he woul d
take refuge in a resin "tonb,' imrerse hinself in a great vat of the stuff, and place his trust in
the tenacity of his leech. Relieved of some of its burden, his parasite would have an opportunity
first to cure itself, then to work on him And it would have anple tine in which to performits
duties. Radu had a skill other than his hypnotismand nentalisn he was a server on future tines,
whi ch he glinpsed in oneironmantic dreanms. Scanning the future, however, is a dubious art The
events wi tnessed may not come to pass exactly as foreseen. But the one thing Radu 'saw quite
clearly was the duration of his planned 'sleep’ - nore than six hundred years! It came as a bl ow
at first but as the dog-Lord got weaker so he resigned hinself to the idea. In the high Cairngorns
he prepared a lair and set watchers over it; when all was done, he consigned hinself to the
resin... That was then and this is now The centuries are flown and the tine is right; Radu wl|
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return. Except first he awaits the coming of a certain 'Mysterious One' - a 'Man- Wt h- Two- Faces' -
whom he has scried close at hand in the i mmnent hour of his resurgence. And B J. Mrlu has
brought just such a one to her Master's attention: the Necroscope, Harry Keogh. Radu contmuni cates
telepathically with BJ. fromthe resin vat in his Cairngorns hi deaway. Wen she attends him they
converse as if he were up and about He has ordered her to present Harry at her earliest
opportunity. He wants to know the Necroscope's nmind, to see if this is indeed the nman of his
dreanms of the future. But Radu is not nerely curious. Since his nind is mainly 'divorced fromhis
physi cal body by virtue of his |long period of suspended ani mation, he cannot be sure that his body
is fit and well and that his | eech has beaten off his di sease. However, and even in a worst-case
scenario, he believes he may still survive resurgence by use of netenpsychosis: mnd transference -
to the body of Harry Keogh. In which event the Keogh identity would be entirely subsuned, and
Harry woul d be Radu! Bonnie Jean knows Radu's plan and is in two minds about it Soon to be
Wanphyri hi her own right - if indeed she has not already 'ascended" - she would have Harry for
hersel f. For the nonent, however, she is under Radu's spell no I ess than the Necroscope is under
hers. She must obey her Master, even though her every fibre cries out against it Perhaps if she
knew Harry's history, his esoteric skills, she would be of a different m nd. But she can't know,
for despite that BJ. is a powerful beguiler, second only to Radu hinself, E-Branch got to the
Necroscope first Even tw ce-hypnotized he is forbidden to reveal his talents. Radu's hypnotism on
the other hand, is of a different order. It is possible he can even use it to enter Harry's mnd

I ndeed, to achieve netenpsychosis he will have to do just that! Thus Harry's secrets may yet be

di scovered... Radu is not the only G eat Vanpire who survived the turbulent centuries. The only
original, yes, but not the last On Tibet's Tingri Pl ateau, Daham Drakesh, a Drakul, is the self-
procl aimed H gh Priest of a nonastery where he is breeding an arny of vanpire thralls. Ostensibly
he is in |l eague with a parapsychol ogi cal unit of the Chinese Red Arnmy, based in Chungking. But in
a regi on as desol ate and inaccessible as the Roof of the Wrld, Drakesh is left much to his own
devices. He knows that Radu Lykan is still "alive,' and that hell soon return as a power in the
wor| d. Drakesh emi ssaries, vanpire disciples, are searching for Radu's lair, to destroy himbefore
he can re-establish hinself. Likewi se the |ast Ferenczys, twin brothers, have risen to the status
of Dons of Dons in Sicily. They are not part of the Mafia as such, but they are 'advisers' to the
heads of all the Fanmilies on a world-wi de scale; also, they are part-tine advisers to the K@, the
ClA, and other intelligence organizations. Their 'oracle,' the source of their information, is the
vastly mutated Angel o Ferenczy - great-grandson of Nonari the Goss! Some three hundred years ago
Angel o' s parasite suffered a netabolic breakdown; his metanorphismoverran him reducing himto a
freakish, lunatic Thing who is now confined to a pit under Le Manse Madonie, a Villa' in the
Sicilian nmountains of the sane name. Hi s bl oodsons, Anthony and Francesco, feed him extorting the
i nfornati on that keeps themin business. For, paradoxically, Angelo's vanpire talents have been
enhanced by his disorder; he is a server and seer of extraordi nary power. Being Wanphyri, however
and nad, Angel o's solutions, his answers, are seldomdirect he obfuscates and plays word-games to
keep his bl oodsons guessing. But he has warned them of Radu Lykan's immnent return, and of what
the dog-Lord will do when he returns: that hell seek themout to destroy them Recently then, both
Daham Dr akesh and the Ferenczys have set to with greater deternmination to find Radu and kill him
in his lair before his planned resurrection. They have di scovered his keeper, B.J. Mrlu, and know
that she has the assistance of Harry Keogh. Except they believe himto be Alec Kyle! Also, it
woul d appear that this sane Kyle has sonehow contrived to break into the Ferenczys' treasure vault
at their 'inpregnable manse, and nake off with mllions in negotiable currencys. Daham Drakesh -
who has kept hinself secret even fromthe Ferenczys - is playing agent provocateur, he has sent
disciples into Scotland to take out Bonnie Jean Mrlu and stir up additional trouble between Radu
and the Ferenczys. Drakesh's plan has backfired; protected by the Necroscope, BJ. has survived;
Drakesh's bl oodson and a thrall have paid the ultinate price. At Le Manse Madoni e, the Ferenczys
are furious over their own | osses; they believe the break-in was a 'pre-enptive strike' by Radu's
peopl e, to discover their weaknesses before the dog-Lord' s return and the comencenent of all-out
war. In addition, they are now aware of a third player, for one of their thralls, a sleeper in
Scot | and, has w tnessed sonething of the death of Drakesh's disciples at the hands of Harry Keogh
But while Drakesh's | osses are considerable (and while he has inadvertently shown his hand in
things), he still plans to be the Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. H ultimte agent

provocateur. In possession of a nmeans to set not only vanpires but nations at each other's
throats, the last Drakul is sinply biding his tine while continuing to plot against his own kind
and humanity in general ... and BJ. Mrlu and 'Alec Kyle' specifically. There are desperate,
dangerous tines ahead for Harry and Bonnie Jean - not |east because the Necroscope's nmind is under
her control. Already, many of the things that have happened to himare bl ank spaces in his nenory,
mssing fromhis life |ike pages ripped froma book. As such, they are part of the | ost years... o
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s | Two of themwaited in the snow, both predators however disparate in neans and notives. The
first was a man, while the other... was O her. It was other than wholly human. That of hunmanity
was in it, but there was a great deal of sonmething else. It was part-human fenmal e, and part O her
Though the man was unaware of the Thing's presence, it had been here for sone tinme, watching him
put the finishing touches to his lair. This was sonething that it understood well enough: the
conmpul sion to build a lair, a base of operations, a secret, private place to call one's own.
Indeed, far to the north, inaccessible in a nountain fastness, the Thing knew of just such a lair:
not its own, but that of a Higher One. Normally at this time of the year, the nonth, the thirty-
day cycle -at this oh-so-dangerous tine - the she-Thing m ght even be there, attending her Master
inhis lair. But not this time. For this tine one of her own was threatened, which neant that she
herself was threatened. And this was her response: to watch and wait, for the nmonent, while the
human predator prepared his lair. But there are lairs and there are lairs... The man's lair wasn't
i ntended as a pernmanent structure. Scarcely a structure at all, it was... a hollow, a burrow, a

| ow cave scooped out of the snow drifted against the side of a knoll at the foot of the hills,
like a play-place such as children m ght nmake; except it wasn't a play-place, and he wasn't a
child. Its roof was the hard, crystallized snow that crusted the drift, |layered now with the grey,
canoufl agi ng cover of a fresh fall; its floor was of hard-packed snow, conpressed by the body

wei ght of the man during the process of excavation. The cavity was eight feet long, four and a
hal f wide, three and a quarter deep. A fragile/tenporary place at best, yet still a lair. The den
of a monstrous human beast And the beast had conpleted his work on it a full ten m nutes ago.

Nt croscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Sonmething | ess than one hundred and fifty feet away, and
seventy higher up the steep hillside in the lee of a rocky outcrop, the Thing sat, watched,
scented - generally sensed - the man's activity. She knew what he had done, the preparations he
had nade and those he was naki ng even now. Her eyes, of a penetrating feral yellow with crinson
cores, yet alive with a sentience far beyond the ken of the wild, a nore than nerely aninal

cunni ng, gazed down on the snowcapped knoll and the man's lair at its base. She watched the soft
outlines and sil houettes disrupted by his work gradually regaining their bland white anonynity, as

the snow continued to fall. Penetrating eyes, yes: they saw the fault red glimer of a torch
swi tched on, even through the cave's ice-crystal roof; and a second torch, to lend the lair a
sensual , bl ood-hued illumnation. At last all grew still, except - to the Thing's differently

intelligent mind, her alien perceptions - a sense of the man's actions inside his lair, his final
preparations. At which she knew that the human predator intended to go through with it Then

mai ntaining a low profile - her chest ploughing the snow, which tunbled before her in a small
silent aval anche - the Thing cane down fromthe hillside. Where the ground was uneven she
wriggled; where the snow was thin she slid on belly and paws; but on a weathered snow covered
scree saddl e between the hillside and the knoll she halted, crouched down |Iow, |istened, and
continued to sense. She was now | ess than sixty feet fromdie man's lair and only twenty feet

hi gher. As yet, the Thing's telepathy wasn't of a high order - it could scarcely be conpared with
the "mentalism of her Master in his northern lair - but there are other arts, and the human
predator wasn't unknown to her. For which reason she attenpted to reach out to himacross the

di stance of two dozen paces and inplant this nessage in his mnd: You were given a warning. There
is still time to heed it. What you do now is of your own free will, and its result win be as you
willed it. Perhaps sonething of it got through to the nan; he switched off a penlight torch
paused in his pig-eyed scrutiny of grotesquely | ewd photographs in a wallet of pornographic poses,
cocked his head on one side and adopted a frowning, listening attitude. But there was nothing to
hear - except in his head, like a nmenory: This one is not for you. To pursue and take her wl|

pl ace you in extrene jeopardy! No, not like a nenory, it was a nenory - but fromwhere, from when?
Sone t hought he'd had? Some prenonition? The customary lunp in his throat as the final phase of an
operation noved towards its inevitable conclusion? An attack of... what, conscience? Scarcely
that! H's 'good' side, then (did he have one?), telling himthis need not be inevitable? But it
was! It was, and he nust have her! (A glance at the luminous dial of his wistwatch... 7:30 p.m)
By now she would at be on her way, com ng. Soon he'd be coming, too! Then her blood coming... hot
spurts fromthe raw red gash of her throat, gradually slowing, like a well drying up: the well of
her life. Her hot breasts cooling, elastic for now but slowy stiffening. Her face pale as the
snow, eyes gl azed as the ice on the beck. He shuddered. It was awful... and it was wonderful! Like
being a strange dark god: the power of life and death. But not really, for a god has a choice and
the man had none. Afterwards ... she nust die. Only let her live and she'd talk; it would be the
end of everything. They would find him she' d identify him they'd crucify him Not |ike the son
of a god but like a beast Not on a cross but in a cell, behind bars, forever - or for as long as
the other inmates allowed himto live. Strange how even the nost vile and violent nmen hated his
sort... He had been to the place where she worked. (Funny, but he couldn't renmenber nuch about it)
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A darkish place, and red like his snow cave of red light So she'd lived and so she would die -
like a tenptress. Al who lived as she had lived, luring and teasing and prom sing, but never
living up to the prom se, took their chances. So she'd taken hers. And he had taken his, just
going there, to the place where she worked... but of course he nust in order to know all about
her. He'd gone there two or three tinmes, yet couldn't renmenber a thing about it except... it was
dark, red-lit with dark-eyed Loreleis serving drinks. The Lorelei... a legend out of Germany... it
was associ ational. There'd been places like it hi Hanburg: low nusic, lowlights, lowife... He
had been a Sergeant then, but his rank had given himno special privileges with the nightclub
girls. Onh, the nen in his platoon had had them - whores galore! - but the only way he'd been able
to get it was to pay for it How he'd hated that the fact that they rarely took hima second tineg,
not even for his |lousy 'geld*. There'd been sonething about his eyes, sonmething... cold, in his
eyes. Cold, yes. For other nmen it was heat that went with lust but for himit was the cold that
turned himon. Six years ago in die Harz Mountains, on a winter warfare course (before various

m suses of rank and privilege had come to light sufficient to see himreduced froma prom sing

m ddl e-ranker to an out-of-work bumin a society with little or no use for die specialized skills
of a conmando), he renenbered being hol ed-up for a week on a snow covered nountain, allegedly
acquiring survival skills while in fact fantasizing about sex with hot quivering, naked wonen.
That was where die notion had first occurred to him in die Harz, in Gernmany... Necroscope: The
Lost Years - Vol. Il ... But snowis snow the world over, and wonen are wonen: good for nicking
but small use for anything else. Except a man can't be a 'real* man wi thout he at |east has the
use of a woman's body; but only the use, since the permanent possession of a woman, the burden of
ownership, will very quickly reduce himto I ess than a nman! That was the |air-bunder's

under standi ng of nml e/fenale relationships, anyway - a paradox where the nman al ways cane out the

loser. And it had seened to himthat there ought to be an alternative. WIlIl, and so there was, and
this was it But since it served only the needs of a minority of one (nanely hinself) it was
unacceptable to the majority. So... fuck the majority! How he wi shed he could, except fromhis

poi nt of view the society that rejected himhad its own predators. They were called police and he
was their prey; or would be, but he was wily and they hadn't caught himyet Al nbst but not quite,
not yet There are predators and predators, known and unknown. Even anbng the known sort you are
only a small creature of the kind, while anmong the unknown things you are a speck, a note, a

nm nuscul e! So back of f now, while yet you may... What? Tal king to himself agai n? That recurrent
dream he' d been havi ng: of sonething awesone stal king hin? Not conscience, no, but guilt pure and
simple. For he was the stal ker, the Awesonme One. He shrugged off the feeling of eyes where there
were no eyes, and warning voi ces where there couldn't possibly be. A short distance away, the
Thi ng crouching at the crest of the scree saddl e sensed the man's rejection of her - her what? Her
rem nder? |Its suggestion? Sensed, anyway, the human beast's resolution, his determnation, the
fact that he would indeed go through with it. So be it it was of his own free will. Beyond the
knol I, the narrow road was an icy black ribbon chopped two feet deep through the snow. Mintained
by the snowpl ough teamthat serviced the local villages, the road had | ast been cleared two hours
ago. Since when it had furred over again with a pelt of fresh snow, through which the tarmac's
black ice glittered like jet. In these parts conditions such as this were comon; the weather
woul d have to be a | ot harsher to dose the roads conpletely. And in any case, this was only a
service road to the haml et The mam hi ghway, to Perth in the north and Dunfernline and Edi nburgh in
the south, lay a nile and a half away through a pass hi the Cchil Hills. The tiny hanmlet itself,
Sma' Auchterbecky, lay in a valley or reentry in the Cchils. This was the only road hi; it cane to
an abrupt halt at a wooden footbridge over the currently frozen beck. Were the road ended a

bl ackt opped rectangl e served a dual purpose, as a turning place for vehicles and as the hamet's
communal car park. The squat hunped, anonynmous shapes of jacketed cars, three of them- Sma'
Aucht er becky's total vehicular conmpl enent - crouched on the parking area like a trio of oddly
frozen manmot hs on some Siberian tundra. No | onger black- but grey-topped under a |layer of snow,
the rectangle turned briefly to glittering white as the light of a full nmoon penetrated the
threatening cloud blanket Only a nonmentary effect -a churning of |eaden, snow | aden cl ouds,

all owi ng just one blink of the silver Cyclops eye - still the Thing felt it Iike the jab of a
cattle prod. Magnetized by the noon, a ridge of erectile fur stiffened along her spine; lured by
the Lunar orb, & sound died unborn, aborted with difficulty in her throbbing throat But at the
sane tine a need was born in her belly. The crinmson cores of her eyes expanded, driving back the
feral yellow, her jaws dripped saliva; her head turned, nuzzle twitching, fromthe safely seal ed
vault of the sky back to the cyst in the snow that was the man's lair. Al of her awareness was
now centred on the cavern of the beast - the human beast - where he lay on his back, nasturbating
by red torchlight to a pornographic centrefold ripped froma nmen's namgazi ne. The Thing snelled his
sex, heard his pounding heartbeat and sensed the coursing of his rich blood. But this was scarcely
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the climax of the man's activity, nmerely a part of it The last part as he... readied hinself. For
everything was now in position and the predator was poised. Only one thing was missing: the prey,
and she was coming. It called for one final effort on the part of the Thing; for to sinply |et
this go ahead - to encourage it if only by non-interference - mght in the |long run nmean
endangering hersel f. Indeed, in any other scenario but this one, the man m ght even be consi dered
her ally, her cover! But not when he threatened one of her own. \Werefore: You are nmaking a

ni stake. There is great danger here! But despite all the effort she put into it the man heard
nothing - or if he heard anything at all it was only an echo fromthat dreamagain: O the red-lit
darkness... of the Loreleis taunting, and flaunting their flesh... of the Awesone Stal ker, not
hinsel f'after all but sone other, or rather sone other's voice in his head, questioning, whose
simpl e questions he couldn't refuse but nust answer. That was what really stal ked him gnawed at
him the idea that he m ght have told soneone (sone thing?) his innernpst thoughts. But... in a
drean? It returned, as dreanms are wont to do, unexpectedly. Finally he remenbered it something of
it at least He stood on a black road on a bl ack night and gazed into the yawning throat of a bl ack
tunnel cut in a black nmountainside. And he was frozen there, bereft of will, unable to nove a
nmuscl e as sonething (a vehicle?) approached, bearing down on himin dreadful, inexorable slow
nmoti on out of the tunnel Its yellow headlights shone on him fixed himin their Necroscope: The
Last Years -Vol. Il blinding glare, froze himlike a rabbit in his tracks. Then, fromthe utter
dar kness behind the dazzling yellow lights, a question: 'Wy?" And he knew the neaning of it, also
that he must answer. 'Because | want her.' 'For her body? eYes.' 'Only for that? 'And for her
life." '"my? 'l can't leave a tndl. Can't |eave any tracks.' 'Tracks? 'l mean, she would talk.'
"You've done it before...' (But since it wasn't a question, there was no requirement to answer
that one.) 'Have you done it before? Yes.' , '"How often? | 'Three tines.' p 'Murder? (A
question this tinme). 'Not for the sake of nurder, but for the sake of ny needs.. .at first,
anyway.' 'You've killed innocents? "They weren't innocent! Shaking their backsides, flashing their
[ tits! They were asking for it!' And att the while the yell ow headl i ghts expandi ng, com ng ever
cl oser; and the darkness behind them and surroundi ng them growi ng darker yet... , 'Wen? | 'Soon
When it snows good and deep.' \ 'Wiere? \ (Hesitation. He shouldn't be telling this, not even in a
dream not even to hinself. But he couldn 't refuse to answer). TH do it where she lives.' 'How?
"Il wait for her, and do it in the snow.' A long pause, and then: 'COfyour own free witt, aye. But
I warn you: rtts one is not for you. To pursue and take her witt place you in extrene jeopardy!

But if you, must - so be it..." Then: The headl i ghts sweepi ng upon him expanding to envel op him
The darkness opening, as if to swallow himwhole! A runmbling grow that wasn't the thunder of an
engi ne. And the headlights ...the headlights! Not yell ow but- I -Red? The nman gave his head a

shake, snapped out of it He had been daydreanming, staring at his red torches where he'd ranmed
their tubes into the soft snowwalls. Staring as if hypnotized by them Hypnotized? Had he been
hypnoti zed by soneone, sonewhere? He blinked, then issued a snort of self-derision. Maybe he was
losing it Maybe he was mad! (Well of course he was, had to be - a homicidal maniac!) But it didn't
change anything. Neither did his dream already slipping away, fading into the nists of his

twi sted m nd. Nothing had been changed. H's course was set He was going to do it So be it! Hidden
in the shadow of the hillside, the Thing slid and tobogganed on her chest and belly down the sl ope
of the saddle to level ground. She was only fifty feet or so fromthe predator's lair now, his
man's scent hung heavy in the sharp, otherw se clean night air, which pulsed with his vibrations.
He was a strong one, just as she renenbered him Good! And his timng was perfect Headlights on
full beamsliced the night cut twin swaths through the silently falling snow, swng |ike
searchl i ght beans towards the ham et across the frozen beck but wi thout reaching it Mriads of

drifting snowfl akes diffused the light reducing its penetrative power; |ikew se the sound of the
taxi's engine, muffled by the snow. Maybe this was what the predator had been dreaming of: the
arrival of the taxi, its lights and the purr of its engine. And out fromhis lair he crept

invisible in a white nylon track-suit and parka, the hood zipped to the neck and his face hidden
behi nd a white stocking nmask. Meanwhile the taxi had slowed, turned, halted on the hard-standing;
a female figure was getting out standing in the pale glow fromthe driver's wi ndow. The oval of
her face was visible inside the fur-lined hood of her coat; she funbled with paynent for her ride.
Then the taxi's door slammed; it pulled carefully away in a crunp of crushed snow and a puff of
exhaust snoke. And cl asping the neck of her coat close to her throat the girl tranped fresh-fallen
snow towards the footbridge. But before she could reach it- -Qut of nowhere, the predator was
there before her! Her instinctive, involuntary gasp gal vanized himto violent action. As her eyes
went wi de and she tried to jerk herself out of reach, he stiff-fingered her deep in the stomach
And as the air she'd drawn to scream whooshed usel essly out of her and she folded forward fromthe
first blow, he hit her again; this time in the throat... but not hard enough to kill. Not yet

Choki ng, she crunpl ed; her feet shot out from under her on the Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol.
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Il icy surface. If he hadn't caught her she would have fallen. And with his right arm under her
neck, breast, and arnpit, and his other hand in her hair, he dragged her withing form back across
the road to the side of the knoll. He was tittering now but couldn't help it - little girl's

| aughter that bubbled up in his throat to spill fromhis nouth in short bursts -hyena | aughter
excited but nuted: the call of a wild dog to the pack as it tracks its wounded prey. Hooting and
giggling, but softly. And between each crazed burst, a guttural, frothing spray of obscenity:

" Fuck, fuck,/we*/ Fuck, fuck, fuck? And his flesh hard and throbbing under the zipper of his track-
suit trousers. The girl was making a recovery. She fought harder as he dragged her round the foot
of the knoll to his snowcave's |ow entrance. He paused to grip her throat and crush it, shake her
head |i ke the head of a rag doll until she went quiet Then he was dragging her into his den ..

his red-glowing lust-lair. Inside, he hauled her up al ongsi de, kneeled over her. She npaned and
clutched her throat, trying to breathe as he showed her his mad snile, his teeth, his pig eyes. He
wrenched at his zipper and his steaming neat jerked and nodded into view Snelling it, her eyes
went wide with know edge; she knew his intention, what he would do! Her coat was open; his hand
raked down the front of her blouse, caught at her bra, popped buttons and ripped material. Her
breasts lolled out, hot and quivering. 'For you!' He waved his swollen, throbbing penis at her
"Ur-ur-urghf She gurgled and choked, trying to rise up on her el bows. He backhanded her - not too
hard, just a slap to | et her know who was boss here, which rocked her head back and stretched her
prone - then reached down, snatched up her short skirt and groped between her legs for her

panties. God! He'd be into her in a mnute ... biting her tits... shooting his spunk! A whole
year's worth into her hot, slimy little- -H's obscene giggling and nout hings were cut short in a
monment . For hol di ng her neck, |ooking down between her |egs, |ooking back at the burrow
entrance... sonmeone was there! He recognized the scene i mrediately, the prescience of it falling
like a hammer blow on his mind, so that he jerked back fromit as if shot. H's dream but no

| onger a dreanl The dark tunnel and yell ow headlights; except, as he now saw, the headlights were
eyes! Great yellow eyes, triangular, unblinking, hypnotic, and oh so intelligent! And the voice
when it came - that soft burr of a Scottish brogue, nore grow ed than spoken, but hinting of a

monstrous strength - no | onger the suppressed nmenory of a conversation but real, imediate, now
You were warned, were ye no? /warned ye!' e<Wa-?Wa-?Wa-?'" 'l warned ye: this one was no for ye.
To pursue her would place ye in jeopardy nost extreme! Aye, but ye ignored nah warning! So be
it..." ma-? Wha-? Wha-?' He groped for his knife, found it; the blade gleamed red in red

torchlight But the Thing inching forward in the tunnel wasn't in the least afraid. And suddenly:
it was as if the predator were really there, back in his dreaml Once again he stood on a bl ack
road gazing into the yawning black throat of a tunnel, and as before he was frozen, unable to nove

a nuscl e, as sonething awesonme bore down on himin a dreadful, inexorable slownobtion. Its yellow
eyes shone on him freezing himrigid, while the darkness surroundi ng those eyes grew darker
yet... It had never been a dream (he knew that now), but it was a nightrmare! The headlight eyes

expanding to envelop him The darkness opening to swallow himwhole. The runbling grow that
wasn't the roar of an engine. But the eyes - those awful eyes - no longer feral yellow The face
energing fromthe darkness wasn't human. It was triangular. Ears pointing forward, pointing at the
man; bottom jaw yawni ng open; great yellow headlight eyes... turning lumnous red. As red as

bl ood! 'Eh?!' said the man; sinply that It scarcely qualified as a question, and wasn't even cl ose
to a scream- no nore than a squeak or a whinper - as a hand, a paw, sonething, reached out of the
tunnel, arched for a nonent like a great grey furry spider over his |leg, and drove honme inches
deep through track-suit trousers and flesh to scrape the bone of his thigh. TJien he screaned,
dropped the knife, tried to hang on to the girl where she had finally managed to sit up... and
where she sat there smling at him But there are snmles and there are snmiles. And her eyes were
as yellow as the Thing's had been just a nonent ago, rapt on him watching himbeing dragged into
the tunnel; and her ears seened to reach trenblingly forward, |ike the Thing' s ears, eager for his
panting, bubbling screans and the terrible rrrip! of his clothing and flesh, as talons sharp as
razors opened himup the mddle |like a steam ng, scream ng joint of neat After that, anid all the
sl obbering, snarling and panting it was as nmuch as the girl could do to cramherself in a corner
and so avoid the hot red splashes. Knowing the Thing the way she did, she knew how dangerous it
would be to try to take her share. Well, not for alittle while, at least... PART ONE. THE
SLEEPI NG AND THE UNDEAD | NSPECTOR | ANSON | NVESTI GATES It was ten in the norning, but at this tine
of year, in this place, it might just as easily be four in the evening. Under a heavy bl anket of

| owering snow clouds and in the shadow of the hills the time made little or no difference:

everyt hing | ooked grey... except that which now | ay exposed, with the snow shovel |l ed back fromit,
under the canopy of a scenes-of-crine canvas rigged up by the local police. That - what was |eft
of it - was not grey but red. Very red. And torn... "Animal,' said old Angus McGowan, giving a

curt, knowing nod. 'A creature did it, an' a big yin at that!' 'Aye, that's what we thought,"'
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I nspector |anson returned the old man's nod. 'A beast for sure. That's why we called you in,

Angus. But now the big question: what sort of a beast? And how a beast... | nean, up here in the
snow and all?" 'Eh?" Angus McGowan | ooked at the Police Inspector curiously, even scathingly. 'Up
here in the snow and a'? Wiy... where el se, man?' |anson shrugged, and shivered, but not entirely
fromthe cold. 'Were else? He frowned as he pondered his old friend and rival's neaning, then
shrugged again. 'Just about anywhere else, | should think! The African veldt, maybe? The
Austral i an out back? | ndia? But Scotland? What, and Auld Wndy, Edinburgh herself, little nore than
seven or eight nmles away? No lions or tigers or bears up here, Angus - not unless they escaped
froma zoo! Wiich is the other reason | called you in on it, as well you know.' Angus gl anced at

hi m t hrough rheuny, watering eyes. The cold -and, just as the Inspector hinself had felt it, naybe
sonet hi ng other than the cold - had seeped through to the old vefs bones. But then, the sight of

bl oody, violent, unnatural death will have a simlar effect on nost men. Necroscope: The Lost Yean
- Vol. Il Inspector lanson was tall, well over six feet, and thin as a pole. But for all that he
was getting on a bit in years, George |lanson remained spry and alert, nmentally and physically
active. Homicide was his job (he mght often be heard conplaining, in his dry, enotionless brogue,
"Man, how | hate mah work! If s sheer nurrrderl'), and this was his beat, his area of
responsibility: a roughly kite-shaped region falling between Edi nburgh and d asgow east to west,
Stirling and Dunfries north to south. Qutside that kite a man could get hinself killed however he
m ght or might not choose, and his body never have to suffer the cold, calculating gaze of George

| anson. But inside it... 'Africa? India?" Angus echoed the gangling Inspector, then squinted at
the tossed and tangl ed corpse before shaking his head in denial. 'No, no, George. She was no big
cat, this yin. Nor a dog... but like a dog, aye!' It was lanson's turn to study the other, dour

ol d Angus McGowan, whom he'd known for years. A living caricature! Typically a 'canny old

Scot snan,' huggi ng his know edge as close to his chest as a ganbler with his cards, or a rich man
with his wealth. Hs rheuny grey eyes - the eyes of a hawk for all that they were nisted - nissed
not hi ng; his bl ue-vei ned nose seenmed sensitive as a bl oodhound's; his know edge (he'd been a
recogni zed authority in zoology for all of thirty years) brinmed in the library of his brain |ike
an encycl opaedia of feral lore. Quite sinply, as the Inspector was gifted to know nmen -their ways
and m nds and, in his case especially, their crimnal ninds - so Angus was gifted to know ani nal s.
Bet ween the two of them on those rare occasions when the one might call upon the other for his
expert know edge, it had becone a gane, a conpetition, no |less than the chess gane they played
once a week in the Inspector's study at his hone in Dal keith. For here, too, however serious the
case, they vied one with the other, trying each other's mnds to see which would come cl osest to
the truth. The beauty of it was this: in chess there's only one wi nner, but here they could both
win. 'Like a dog?' |anson | ooked again, deeply into McGowan's watery eyes, his winkled face. Ad
Angus: all five foot four or five of him shrivelled as last year's wal nuts, but standing tall now
with some sure know edge, sone inner secret that |oaned himstature. Nodding, and careful to avoid
t he bl oodi ed snow, he went to one knee. Not that it mattered greatly - no need to worry about the
destruction of evidence now, the scenes-of-crime men had been and gone all of an hour ago - but
Angus didn't want this poor devil's blood on his good overcoat Looking up at |lanson from where he
kneel ed - and had the situation been other than it was - the slighter man m ght well have grinned.
I nstead he grinaced, tapped the side of his dripping nose with his index finger, and answered,
"Shall we say - oh, Ah dinnae ken - a dog o' sorts? Shall we say, a dog, or a bitch, o' a
different colour? Like maybe, grey?' A great grey dog. Angus could mean only one sort of beast.

Ri di cul ous! Except he wasn't given to making ridicul ous statenents. Wherefore: 'Froma zoo?

| anson gri pped McGowan's shoul der as he nmade to straighten up. 'O maybe a circus? Have you heard
of an escape, then? Has one got out?' 'One what?' The other was all w de-eyed i nnocence. 'Cone

now, Angus!' The Inspector tut-tutted. '"A wild creature of the snows, |like a great, grey, handsone
dog? You can only be hinting at a wolf, surely? 'Hintin', is it!' the other chuckled, however
drily, and was serious in a moment. 'Ah'mno hintin', George. Ye want nah opinion? This was a
wol f, aye! An' one hell of a wolf at that! But escaped frae a zoo... ?' He shook his head; not in

denial, nmore out of puzzlenent 'Ah've never come across a beast this size - no in any zoo in

Engl and, Scotland or Wales, at least. And as for yere circuses - what, at this tinme of year?
Certainly no up here! An' so, well, Ah really canna say; Ah nean, Ah woul dnae care to conmit
mahsel'."' 'But you've done exactly that,' the Inspector pointed out. The piece is noved, Angus.
You can't put it back.' 'WlIf, aye!' the other snapped, nore decisively now 'But as for how she
got here, her origin ..." He offered a twitch of his thin shoul ders, stanped nunmb feet, blew into
cupped hands. 'If s your nobve, George. It's your nove.' '"Me ... | say we nove in out of the cold!
| anson shook hinsel f, both nentally and physically, breathed deeply of the wintry air,
deliberately forced hinself to draw back fromthe norbid spell, the dreadful fascination of the
case - for the nonment, anyway. For if MGowan was right, which in all |ikelihood he was (or there
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again not, for after all, the Inspector did have information to the contrary), then it was out of
his hands. Murder by a man is one thing ... but by a dog, a wolf, or sone other wild creature,
then it becones sonething el se: a savaging, a m sadventure, sinply a killing. (And what of a man
and a dog?) But "/MGowan was right then they'd need to call in a different kind of hunter with a
very different brief: to kill on sight! Od Angus guessed what he was thinking - the latter part
of it, anyway - and was quick to say, 'But first we nust try to prove it or narrow down the
suspects, at least' 'Back to the house?' |anson ducked out into the open with his small friend

cl ose behind. The house he referred to was one of a picturesque cluster standing some three
hundred yards away across Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. U the footbridge. Once a great farm

wi th outbuil dings, now Sma' Auchterbecky housed a small community, scarcely a hamet, in the very
| ee of the nmountains. 'Ah can nake a few calls frae there, aye,' Angus nodded. 'D ye see the

tel ephone wires?" '"And |1've a few nore questions for the girl,' the Inspector replied, turning up
the collar of his coat He scanned the land all about, noted that it had started to snow again:
great fat flakes that fell straight out of a |l eaden sky. In the | owering atnosphere there was
little or no wind. 'A pretty enough place in the sumrer,’' MGowan commented. 'But in the winter? A
hell o' a place for a man tae die. Huh! An* a hell o' a way for one tae die, too!' They stood side
by side a while, scanning the valley between the hills. Nearby, a police Land Rover hunched on the
verge at the side of the road, also a squad car fitted with snow chains, and an ambul ance with its
rear doors open, waiting. The blue lights of the vehicles, silently revolving, |oaned eerie,
intermttent illumination to the handful of stamping, armflapping uniformed policemen and
paranmedi cs i n attendance. Exhaust fumes fromthe Land Rover went up in a blue-grey spiral

m m cki ng the snoke fromthe cluster of near-distant cottage chi meys. |anson signalled the

par anedi cs forward; now they could take the body - its remains - out of here. The forensic lab in
Edi nburgh woul d be its next port of call, then the norgue. But there wouldn't be much gutting of
this one. He'd had nmore than his fair share of that already. 'A hell of a way to die? The

I nspect or echoed his compani on curiously, enigmatically. 'O maybe a weird sort of... | don't

know, justice, maybe?' There was that in his voice which caused old McGowan to gl ance at him
sharply. Sonething he'd not been infornmed of, then? Ch, the vet would stand by his claimto the
bitter end, that this was the work of a wolf. For he'd seen (indeed he had sensed./fe//) evidence
which to himwas indisputable. But |anson was the policenan after all, and a dammed good one!
Anyway, it wouldn't do to press the point; a nan can't be seen to know too nuch, or he night have
too much explaining to do. A hunch is one thing, but an assertion needs proving. 'Justice? Angus
I et his sharp tone reveal his own suspicions. 'Sonethin'" ye' ve nae told me, CGeorge? It was hardly
surprising; this was the way their gane usually went lanson's snile was grim '"Ch, a lot to cone

fromthis yet, Angus... not |east fromyou! Nothing' s solved until everything is known.' And
before the other could question further: 'Let's get on over to the house now. W can talk as we
go..." 'l know him"' lanson adnitted, as they crossed the footbridge. The victin?' 'Victim
villain, whatever,' the Inspector shrugged. 'John Mdffafs his nanme. | wouldn't have known his body

- who woul d? But | recognized his face. Mdffat aye: prime suspect in a nmurder case in d asgow j ust
a year ago. Then, too, he'd done it in the snow, a park on the outskirts of the city, in the wee
smal | hours of the norning. The sane nodus operandi: he dug a hole in a snowdrift, chose a
prostitute on her way hone and dragged her in. He raped and nurdered her. Slit her throat ear to
ear. He'd been seen in the park earlier. There were one or two other bits of inconclusive

evi dence... not enough to pin it on him' 'He wal ked away frae it' MGowan nodded. 'But not away
fromthis one,' lanson's voice was grim 'So it's one down... but it's still one to go.' 'Ye're
saying that this was... what, revenge? Wi ch neans ye believe it was a man. A man and hi s bl oody

bi g dog, maybe?' |anson glanced at himout the corner of his eye. 'Maybe,' he answered. "Which
woul d put the whanrny on your wolf theory.' The other made no reply. It suited himeither way. He
knew t hat | anson woul dn't have asked himalong if he hadn't at |east suspected a | arge canine or

sone other animal. The Inspector had adnitted as much. "I only know t hat someone protected the
girl," lanson went on. 'Except he did too damm thorough a job of it!' 'Soneone close to the

d asgow prostitute, maybe?' 'Eh? Aye, possibly. Cose to that one, anyway.' 'OCh? Has there been
nore than one, then? Unfair, George!' MGowan tut-tutted. 'A man cannae play if the lights are
out! Ah have tae know all yere noves.' 'One nore at least,' |anson said. 'deneagles, two winters
ago.' 'In the snow again! And no too far away, at that A prostitute, was she?' 'Aye. W didn't

find that one until the first of the warm weat her when the snow nelted. She'd been there a nonth
or nore. Any evidence had been washed away. Qur wee man back there could have done it, though.
Agai n, same nodus operandi. But of course we didn't know himthen. He didn't conme into the picture
until the dasgow thing.' "And that's it?" That's it for the prostitute nurders... well, as far as
I'"maware. O course there could be others we don't know about Peopl e di sappear and are never
found - as well you know.' And again he gave that sideways glance. 'But if our man John Moffat
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wasnae |inked to the G eneagles nurder, and if who or whatever killed himwas sonebody out for

Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il revenge, then this new killer can only be sonmeone who knew
the Aasgow girl, surely? lanson frowned. 'Or sonmeone who knew John Mffat, what he was doing -
soneone close to him nmaybe? - who thought it was tinme he was stopped.' 'No just someone
protectin' this girl especially, then?" 'Eh?' |anson paused and stared hard at the other. "Wen
sai d she'd been protected, | neant by accident; by someone just happening on the scene, as it
were.' 'Ye hadnae thought o' the other sort o' protection, then? That this one's pinp night have
been [ ookin' out for her? 'Pinp?" 'Well, it follows that if yere man only kills whores, the girl

must be one. And if so, she probably has a pinp. Soneone - and his dog? -who was waiting for her
when she got dropped off last night!' The Inspector started, then grinned and took the other's arm
above the elbow. Frail as old Angus seened, the resilience of his flesh never failed to surprise
| anson; he felt the nuscles nove under the nman's clothing, bunching at his unexpected grip as if
resenting it. 'Now see!' lanson said. 'Wat a grand team we nake! Wy, it's possible ye've just
hit the nail right on the head!' MGowan freed hinself and said, 'Maybe. But it's |like ye said:
nothing's solved until everything is known.' And now it was tinme to change direction again:
"Personally, well, Ah still opine tae a big animal. On its own. Awld thing cone down out o' the
hills tae hunt' 'I thought we had discounted the wolf theory?' The |Inspector was making for the
houses again. 'No, you had,' MGowan told him 'But ne, Ah have several theories. See, if ye'd no
told ne about they other nurders, or that this John Mffat was a suspect, Ah'd still be thinkin'
interms 00 a wild yin. And deep down inside, Ah still am' '"A wild one? How | ong ago since there
was a wild wolf in Scotland, Angus?" Two hundred and fifty years, that we know of,' the other
answered. 'But Scotland's a big place, and plenty of wild country still. Al over the world the
wol ves are stealin' back down frae the north, so why not here? 'Because we're an island, Angus,
that's why!' 'Is that so? Then explain the big cats on Bodmin Mor, and Dartnoor, and ot her

pl aces. Sheep killers, them- and real!' 'Not proven,' lanson said. 'Proven for nah noney!'
McGowan snorted. 'Ah was down in Devon and Cornwall, renenmber? They called nme in on it. No, Ah

di dnae see the beasts in question, but Ah saw their handiwrk! Big cats, George. Take mah word for
it!" "My God, you'll be swearing an oath on Nessie yet!' |anson grinned. They called you in on
that one, too, didn't they?' That Anerican tean? Three nonths' work there, George. It was the
easi est nmoney Ah ever nmade in mah life! What? A summer holiday on the banks o' Loch Ness, with al
found and noney in the bank?" MGowan chuckl ed and smacked his lips, and then was serious again

" Anyway, Ah was only a "technical adviser." Ah didnae have tae believe ... no as long as they

t hought Ah did! But a wolf is no a plesiosaur, CGeorge. They big yins have been gone a long tine,
but there are still wolves in the world.' "Not in Scotland,’ the other was stubborn. 'Ah, but
there could be soon enough!' 'Eh?' There's talk o' stocking a sanctuary somewhere up north. They'd

have tae cull them o' course, or shoot any that strayed too far. But there's a study on it.'

"Real ly?" 'Well why not? The wol ves have been here just as long as we have. And there are stil
foxes, after all. Even the cities have foxes! Ah nean, is it no ridiculous? The Irish have their
Irish wol fhounds - and never a wolf to be found!' 'Except here? But Angus only shrugged. From now
on he woul d take a back seat and only do or say what was expected of him He had tal ked of nmen and
he had tal ked of wolves, but he'd not once nentioned the creature in between. Nor would he. Unlike
the Loch Ness Monster, who really didn't exist, that would be just too close for confort But in
the final analysis - if and when it should cone to it - it would be no bad thing for |nspector
George lanson to have a wolf on his nmind... or even a werewol f. For as a | egend the creature was
far enough renoved fromcertain other nyths to make it unique in its own right No one in his right
m nd woul d confuse an isolated case (or even an outbreak) of strictly medical or pathol ogica

| ycanthropy with vanpirism It might alert humanity to the one type of nonster in its midst, but
the other would renain obscure as ever... Wiile the Inspector talked to the girl, Margaret
Macdowel | , ol d Angus spent the tine on the tel ephone. When both were done they thanked the gir

for coffee and sandwi ches, then wal ked back to lanson's car. It was snowi ng again and the path was
white under foot. On their way into Edi nburgh, they tal ked: 'No whore, that |ady,' |anson said.

' She sells booze, not her body. Works at a wi ne bar in Edinburgh. That's why she was | ate hone:

| ate opening hours. It mght easily have been later still, but her boss | ets Necroscope: The Lost
Yean - Vol. Il her off early if the forecast is bad. As you probably overheard, Mffat had been
frequenting the bar, chatting up the other girls, too, but paying particular attention to Margaret
Macdowel | . She knew his first name, that's all. She did recognize him however - barely, or
briefly -during the attack, after he'd dragged her into his... what, his den? And she knew t hat he
woul d kill her. Before she passed out she sensed that soneone el se was there. And she woke up
to... all that mess! She thinks she renenbers snarling and savage notion, and sonet hing of Mof

fat's gi bbering. And that's about it' 'Ye spoke to her before the police drove nme up here,' old
Angus was thinking out |oud. 'Didnae ye get any o' this then?" 'She was tired, shaken, shocked,'
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| anson shrugged. "'Still is, but refuses treatnment Can't say | blanme her. She has a few bruises,
that's all. She's young and the shock won't |ast Yes, | got something of it, but the stuff about
the snarling is new. She may renmenber nore as she settles down.' 'So, no whore,' MGowan nused.
"But easily mstaken for one,' the other returned. 'A bar girl - all long | egs, a backside |Iike an
appl e, and a hal f-bare bosom - decked out in a short dress, black stockings and garters, serving
drinks to a mainly nale clientele. Ch, our M Mffat could easily get the wong idea, |'msure.’

"A nodern Jack the Ripper,' MGowan grunted. 'Except this one got ripped,' |anson remninded him
grimy. "And no surgical instrunments did that to him be sure.'" 'A man and his dog,' old Angus

mused. 'But no tracks...' The snow,' the Inspector grunted. 'So, what's next?' 'For you? | expect
you'll carry on contacting and checking out all the zoos and wild-life parks in the area,' |anson
gl anced at the snmaller man. 'So that we can be absolutely sure that there's been no escape. 1'd

certainly appreciate it, Angus, for theyTl talk nore easily to you than to ne. As for ne... IIl
need to be talking to the other girls at Margaret Macdowel|l's place of work: B J.'s Wne Bar, in
town. But I've little doubt they'll corroborate all she's said.' 'So why bother?" 'Ch, routine,’

| anson shrugged. *Wio knows, nmaybe they can tell ne nore about John Mffat? Did he have any

enem es or such that they m ght know of ? That sort of thing.' 'Like a man and his dog?' ' Just
so..." O, the Inspector wondered, nmaybe a woman and her dog? On that point, there'd been several
occasi ons when the old vet had nmentioned a 'she' in connection with his wolf, like 'she' was a big
yin, and so forth. And anyway, why had Angus strayed so far fromhis argunment, his origina
concl usi on? Had he or hadn't he given up on his wolf theory? What about his tel ephone calls? 'Wo
did you speak to, Angus?' |anson glanced at him The zoo people in Edi nburgh?" They' re on nmah |i st
Ah have tae do it ye understand, if only tae settle it in mah owmn mind." "But in fact you' ve given
up on it now?' Od Angus nerely shrugged. Wl l?'" 'Mirder by dog. It seens nore and nore
feasible...' The Inspector was mldly concerned. McGowan was saying so very little now, probably
because he was... what hiding sonething? This was usually how he was before naking sone surprise
nmove on the chess board. Maybe |anson should | ook nore closely at the case fromold Angus's point
of view - wherever that was coming from Since he now seened to be making light of his wolf
theory, perhaps the Inspector should pay nore attention to it Except if Angus was onto sonething,

| anson felt certain he wouldn't get nmuch nore out of himjust yet. Wierefore a second opinion
nmght be in order. And if his nenory served him he knew just where he night find a lead to that
second opinion: in the unsolved files at Police HQ in Edinburgh... After dropping McCGowan off at
his place in a sagging, decaying district east of the city, the Inspector called in at Police HQ
and nade a request to Records: for a list of attacks, savagi ngs by animls, of people and
livestock, occurring in the last five years. Then a quick call to New Scotland Yard for nore
infornmation, and by the tinme he was through Records had run off sonme stuff for him Too nuch
stuff: the incidence of aninmal attacks, usually by 'pet' dogs, was surprisingly high. He spoke to
the clerk in charge and asked hi m about ol der cases: 'Sone thirty years ago? | was new on the
force, but seemto renenber a case somewhere up north that made a big splash at die tinme. A
sighting? A savaging, at one of the wildlife parks, followed by the resignation of a | oca
policeman. He quit after his report was rubbi shed and he was ridiculed. Do you think you could dig
it out for me?' The clerk, a man thin and tall as |lanson hinsel f, wearing spectacles, squinted at
himand said, Thirty years ago? That's a heU of a nenory you've got Inspector! But Fmafraid those
old files aren't on mcrofiche. It could take a while. However, 111 nmake a search if that's what
you'd like.' lanson nodded. "Yes, go ahead. If you find the file, you can contact me at honme.' He
took the sheaf of papers honme with himto his spacious garret flat in Dal keith, made hinself a
l'ight lunch, then took his food and work both into his study and sat with themat his desk under a
huge sl oping skylight. lanson |iked natural |ight best, even when it was the dimgrey light of
winter. His chess board stood on a snall table to one side of the room with the pieces in
position just as he and old Angus had left them sonme nights earlier. They would get to finish the
ganme eventual ly, but now there was bigger 'ganme afoot" Minching on chi cken sal ad sandwi ches, the

I nspect or began scanni ng the pages of information printed out for himfrom Police HQJ s mnicrofiche
files. But after a minute or two, realizing that it would take a while to separate out the stuff
that interested him and because tonight he intended to visit BJ.'s Wne Bar in the city, he
paused to nake a tel ephone call and reserve a little time with the boss of the bar now Margaret
Macdowel | had given himthe nunber; using it, he found his call answered by a fenale voice with a

soft Scottish burr. He asked for the proprietor, and was told: That!! be nmahsel' - Bonnie Jean
Mrlu." "Mss Mrlu - or is it it Mssus? - perhaps you're already aware of the attack on one of
your girls last night? And follow ng that up quickly, in case she hadn't heard: 'I'mtalking
about Margaret Macdowell - but I'd like to reassure you that she came to no harm |'mthe

I nspector on the case.' 'It's Mss,' the voice told him 'Just call nme BJ. And Ah've heard, yes -
Margaret called and told me. |Is there sonethin' Ah can do for ye. Inspector, er... ?' 'lanson
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George lanson. |'ve a question or two you could perhaps help me with, routine stuff. Perhaps

toni ght, opening hours? fll nake it brief as possible and try not to keep you from your business.
"But what could Ah possibly know? It was mles frae here, and he wasnae even a regul ar custoner.
Just a pest to the lassies, that's all."' 'You knew him then? | really nust cone to see you, BJ.'
She sighed and answered, "Well if ye nmust ye nmust, but Ah cannae see what ye're hopin' tae |learn
frae ne.' 'How many of you are there... in the bar, | nean?' 'Four, all girls, and nahsel'. But
ye'll surely no be wanting to question us all, now wll ye? 'Probably. But only a few ninutes
each, | pronmise.' 'Verra well, then,' she agreed, grudgingly. 'Say, eight-ish? That'll do
nicely," he told her. "Until tonight, then.' But after putting the phone down, the Inspector sat
frowning to hinself before returning to his papers. Sonething about her accent, Necroscope: The
Lost Years - Vol. |l he thought Oh, it was a very good imtation, but it wasn't the real thing
wasn't the genuine article. O naybe it was too genuine. He pondered it a while |onger, then
snapped his fingers. That was it! B. J. Mrlu's accent wasn't phony at all; it was sinply out of
date, not quite the nodern vernacul ar he was used to hearing in the city. She sounded nore |ike
sormet hing out of the last century - out of the Highlands, maybe - like G anny |anson, God bl ess
her, when George was a |lad. Maybe this B. J. Mrlu was fromup north, then, and the high-falutin
accents of Edinburgh still alien to her tongue. It was sonething he woul d have to ask her, if only
to satisfy his own curiosity... It took the Inspector sone two hours to sort through the photocopy
files. Closed cases (prosecutions nainly, brought by individual conplainants on their own behal f,
or by the parents of children savaged by 'pet' or domesticated dogs, and a number of cases where
enraged farmers had shot dead strays found worrying their flocks) went into one sheaf, and open
cases into another. Then this second sheaf was sub-divided into attacks on animals, on people, and
sightings; the latter because there was no | ack of reports of large, generally unspecified
creatures wandering in the wild. Just such cases as interested Angus McGowan. But the |nspector
woul d have nothing to do with the |ikes of Bodmin Myor wildcats, great hounds of Dartnoor or
Nessie o' the Loch. Hs nonsters - the nonsters of his calling - were invariably human. O in this
case, maybe a bit of both. A man and his dog, aye. O maybe a woman and her dog... Before | anson
could look at the relevant parts of the subdivided paperwork, his phone rang: a call froma friend
at New Scotland Yard, in Crimnal Records. 'George, we got your request,' Peter Yanner told him
Yanner was an ex-lnspector seeing out his time to retirement behind a desk. 'And | saw the

morning's sitreps. You'll be working on that case at, er, Auchterbecky?' 'Sma' Auchterbecky,’
| anson corrected him 'Nasty stuff, Peter. One case closed, and another opened.' 'lIndeed,' said
the other. 'And | suppose you'll be torn two ways: glad to see the one go down, but unhappy that a

new one's come up. Like the gang wars down here. W're never too unhappy about it when a bad | ad
gets hit but there's always the question of who did it A pity they can't all kill thensel ves oft
eh?' 'Murder is nmurder,' lanson replied. 'John Mffat's paid his dues, but who to?" He shrugged,

if only to hinself, then asked: 'So what have you got for me?' 'I'mjust trying to clarify
things,' the other answered. 'Big dog attacks, you said: aninmals. But what about |ycanthropy?
Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il <Eh?" "W had this bl oke who thought he was a werewol f. A cop-

killer, too! That was three, maybe three and a half years ago. W got him.. but the whole case
was weird. There were a lot of threads |eft dangling, you know? But when the Home O fice puts the
cap on sonething, that's it, case closed.' 'So?' The Inspector's mnd had begun to switch

el sewhere as soon as |ycanthropy was nentioned. He couldn't see any connection with the current
case; he had taken in very little of what he'd been told. 'No big savage dog, then? No genuine big
dog, anyway.' Well that's why | phoned you,' the other explained. 'l mean, you can't get much

bi gger than a werewol f, now can you?' Finally lanson's m nd focused. He knew that this wasn't for
him yet his instincts told himto follow it up. "You say the case is closed? You got hin? So what

makes you think that I'd be interested? | nean, |ycanthropy, Peter? Wuat's on your mnd? 'It's
just funny, that's all..." '"Funny?" 'Not ha-ha, just funny. OK, you're probably not in the
picture, so let ne explain. This thing with the werewolf, the guy was killed with a crossbow, with
silvered arrowheads.' 'What? The police used a crossbow?' |anson was |ost again. 'No, whoever

killed himdid.' 'W had outside help, then. The SAS?" 'No.' 'Secret service? 'Not that |I know
of . Just soneone out to get him as far as | know.' And before |lanson could question further

Then, a couple of nonths ago, we had this other case up in your neck of the woods.' 'Wat case was
that?' (H s neck of the woods? The I nspector's attention was suddenly riveted). 'Miurder, up on the
Spey not far from Kincraig? You surely renenber those Tibetans who got killed, George? Sectarian
warfare or some such? Two dead up there in a wecked car, and a whol e bunch of them got tossed out

of the country.' lanson frowned. '| renenber the headlines but I wasn't on the case. It was
outside nmy jurisdiction. Anyway, what does it have to do with attacks by big dogs - or

| ycant hropy, for that matter?' 'A possible connection, that's all,' Yanner told him 'It was the
same ki nd of murder weapon: a crossbow. The same silvered arrowheads, too...' 'Boltheads,' |anson
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grow ed, nore to hinself than to the other. «What's that? 'A crossbow doesn't shoot arrows but
bolts.' 'Watever,' Yanner answered. 'But a silver bolt killed our werewol f nut, and |ikew se one
of these Hari Krishna types. The other one fried in the wecked car. It mght not nean anything, |
don't know. | just sort of connected it up, that's all. A so-called werewolf, and a crossbow with
silvered arrowheads - er, to/neads! And your request for stuff on dog or big aninmal attacks:

Scotl and, nurder, and silver boltheads again. A bit of a tangle, | know, but that's how nmy nind
works.' lanson licked his lips, then shook his head despite that Yanner couldn't see him 'But
what is there to connect the murder |ast night and these killings on the Spey? | nean, how does
our John Moffat fit in? | don't see it, Peter.' 'Me neither, but that's not what |I'mpaid for.
only keep the books. You're the man on the ground. Anyway, maybe | shoul d have kept ny nose out
I"'msorry if I've confused the issue.' "No, no, not at all. In fact you' ve interested ne greatly.
Let nme have all you've got on this lycanthropy thing, will you? |I nean, as well as the routine
stuff?" 'Sure.' 'And the case is closed, you say?' 'Yep.' 'Wthout a nmurderer? A second murderer

I mean?' (An invisible shrug). The guy was a cop-killer, CGeorge.' 'And everyone invol ved was
satisfied with the conclusion? 'Apparently.' '"Wird!' That's what | told you ..." 'Peter, thanks
for calling.' "You're welcone. And this stuff will be on its way ASAP.' 'Cheers...' And slowy,

| anson put the phone down. After that the paperwork was boring... for a while. Until the |nspector
began gl anci ng through the 'sightings' list. At first he would read, shake his head and nuttering
disbelievingly to hinself, put the report aside. These so-called 'sightings' covered just about
every eventuality. 'Nessie' was in there, of course (as reported by a drunken ganmekeeper to the
police station in Drumadrochit). Al so feral cats in an attack on a chicken farm at Aboyne; stray
dogs worrying sheep at Braemar near Balnoral, and also at the foot of Arthur's Seat in Edi nburgh
itself. And... ... And wolves seen at Newtonnore, Blair Atholl, and in the Pass of Killiecrankie.
Also at Crianlarich under Ben Mire, and at Carrbridge and Nethybridge on the Spey! G eat grey

wol ves, by CGod! Half a dozen cases. Too many bl oody wol ves by far! So, perhaps old McGowan did

know sonething after all. But if so, why wasn't he saying anything? O could it be (the Inspector
gave his head a worried shake) that he, George lanson, was sinply letting hinself get tangled up
inthis thing - in a load of hogwash, that is? And what the hell, weren't there always boogy nen

in these out-of-the-way places? And woul dn't there always be a Nessie lurking in the | och? Wl
yes. Just as long as there were tourists there would be, for sure! A great grey dog with eyes |ike
| anterns seen padding the road on a m sty night at Newtonnore ... a wlf? Not a bit of it, just a
big dog. And the pair spied in the Pass of Killiecrankie? Rationalization: a man out wal king his
Al satian dogs steps into the bushes for a pee. Hi s dogs stand waiting; they maybe rear up a
little, and draw back onto the verge as a car passes. The notorist - with a dramor two under his
belt, no doubt - sees their eyes turn to flames in his nmain beans. As for the valley of the Spey:
why, a man could swear to seeing anything on a msty, noonlit night, on those w ndi ng wooded | anes
and rocky hillsides! Dam, it was only a year ago that they'd been seeing flying saucers! And the
sane down in Sussex, and crop circles in Devon and Dorset! So what was it that was bothering him

| anson wondered? And a nonment |ater believed he had the answer. He hadn't been able to renmenber
much about it at Police HQ but nowrecalled it clearly enough. These damed silly reports had

j ogged his menory: about that constable who had quit his job sone thirty years ago over just such

a sighting. But there'd been nore to it than that. Not/Hsf a sighting ... but a killing, too! Not
of a man but an aninmal! And not just any aninmal but a bison! A creature as big as that, gutted! As
for the location... ... It had taken place at the Highland wildlife park near Kincraig. Then the

park had been the nerest nucleus of what it was now, indeed, it hadn't opened properly unti

si xteen years later. Even so, it had been stocked with a canny conpl enent of 'Hi ghland creatures,
many of which had vani shed from Scotl and centuries ago: brown bears, beaver, reindeer and the
like. And bison, yes. Kincraig. On the River Spey. And these Tibetans had died there, too. And
then there'd been those sightings up at Carrbridge and Nethybridge. But as for wolves - and bl oody
wer ewol ves, by God! -why, |anson could al nost break out |aughing at hinself. But he didn't, and
woul dn't Not until he checked with the wildlife park that they didn't have wol ves, too! Was that
what ol d Angus had been hinting at? Had he been | aughing up his sleeve at | anson when he'd told
himthere was a schene afoot to re-introduce wolves into some wild place up north? Had he known

that they had already introduced thenf? In which case Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. 11 he
was cheating! What, old Angus? Huh! His 'A man cannae play if the lights are out'' And, 'Ah have
tae know a' yere noves, George.' The canny old devil! It should be easy enough to check out A cal

to the park could settle it right now Except the Inspector knew that sonething el se was bothering
him sonething out of myth and | egend. He snapped his fingers as suddenly it cane to him silver!
Silvered crossbow bolts! And you'd need a silver weapon to kill a werewol f, wouldn't you? So, just
what sorf of outside help had the Metropolitan Police called in that tine to deal with their

| ycant hrope; or rather, their lunatic? And whoever the hunter was, why had he used a silvered
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crossbow bolt? Not for the 'obvious' reason, surely? O was he sone kind of lunatic, too... ? The
I nspector sat there a long tinme, just thinking ... or not thinking very nuch at all. Sonetines

thi ngs worked thensel ves out better that way. The |ight was fading. Short days, |long nights, and a
full moon rising. |lanson renenbered it froma night or two ago when he'd sat in here with sone
case or other the nobon nearing its full, hanging | ow over the horizon. So last night... would it
have been full? Now what was he thinking? Wat the hell was he thinking? He stood up, stretched,

gl anced at his watch. God, it was 4:45 already! The afternoon had flown. And going to the w ndow
he | ooked out across the rooftops of Dalkeith, to where a full nobon was three-quarters free of the

grey evening haze... He turned on the lights, headed back towards his desk, and junped |like a shot
rabbit when the phone rang. It was the records clerk at Central HQ 'Ill be shutting up shop in a
couple of mnutes,' he said. 'Just thought you'd Iike to know, | found your case file - that

busi ness at Kincraig nearly thirty years ago? WIIl you call in for it tonmorrow, or what7' 'No,'
lanson told him "Ill be in town tonight Leave it with the information desk, will you? Ill pick it
up there.' "Very well, as long as youH sign for it And one other thing. That constable you

menti oned who resigned? | traced himthrough the pay office... a disability pension for sonme snal
injury he got as a serving officer. He's Gavin Strachan: a Kingussie nman, but he noved down here
shortly after quitting.' 'Down here?" 'One of those coincidences. Lives not far fromyou in

Dal keith. A ten-mnute wal k al ong the Penicuik Road.' The Inspector was grateful and said, Thanks.
That takes a lot of the effort out of it' <You' re welcome. And goodni ght' Necroscope: The Lost
Years - Vol. Il 'Goodnight' |anson answered automatically. And gl ancing at the nobon again through
his wi ndow, he hoped it would be. It had started out good, anyway... Since it was too early to
eat, and nmuch too early to get ready for his appointment at BJ.'s Wne Bar, |anson checked through
the reports again. Now he was | ooking at cases covering attacks on people. And though five years

was a long time, still, in his opinion - based on the nunber of savagings alone - there were far
too many Rottweilers and Dobermanns around! As for the incidence of people bitten in the face..
it was horrific! Wrse, several of these attacks had been fatals. Wat the hell is it in a dog,

the I nspector wondered, that will make it bite a child in the face? And what the hell was it that
caused themto carry on even after they'd reduced the victimto a bundle of red rags? The wolf in
them he supposed. The only good thing was that in al nbst every case where a rogue pet dog had
savaged soneone, the beast had been easily tracked back to its owner. And nine out of ten such
animals - the dogs, that is - had been destroyed. |anson had never been much of a dog-Iover, and
he didn't go a lot on their owners, either. And then there were the unsol ved cases... But the

I nspector's eyes were tired; the rest of the reports could wait; he would take a break fromthe
paperwork and try contacting ex-constable Gavin Strachan instead. He was in the book - several of
themwere, in fact |anson nmatched addresses with the one he'd got fromthe records clerk and gave

his man a call. 'Eh?' said a rough voice at the other end of the Iine. 'Good evening, sir,' |lanson
answered. 'Gavin Strachan?' 'Aye. Wat is it?" 'Ex-constable Strachan?' 'Eh? No for a long tine,

it isnt! Anyway, what of it? 'lInspector |anson,' lanson told him "W never net, but | would
certainly like to.' 'Wwy?' (Strachan's voice was rough as sandpaper, and full of suspicion). 'Oh,
routine,’" (lanson's stock answer). 'A case you dealt with up in Kincraig thirty years ago -
sonet hi ng that happened at the wildlife park... ?' For a nonent there was silence, then: 'Sone
kind o' joke?' Strachan's voice was harsher still. 'Joke? Not at all. 1'd just like to hear it

fromyou what really happened that night Wat you think you saw.' Think, is it? But Ah told them
what Ah think thirty years ago - told the newspapers, too. Hah! Tellin' mah story was |ike pissin'
in the wind. Aye, and it pissed mah career away, too!' 'M Strachan, |-' Tuck ye!' the other cut
himoff, and sl ammed the phone down Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il n STRACHAN, BONNI E JEAN
AND ... McGOWAN? |If there was one thing guaranteed to get George | anson's back up, it was soneone
talking to himlike that Very well, maybe the man had cause, or thought he had. He'd better have
or, by God, lanson would see to it that his bad nmanners brought hima great deal of trouble!
Easiest thing in the world to have himcalled in to the |ocal police station, and there et him
cool his heels for an hour before seeing him Aye, and the | aw was on | anson's side all the way.
Judge's Rul e nunber one: "Wenever a Police Oficer is endeavouring to discover the author of a
crime, there is no objection to himputting questions in respect thereof to any person or persons
whet her suspected or not from whom he believes useful information may be obtained." So fuck ye,
too, Gavin Strachan! |anson thought as he knocked solidly on the door of the man's ground-fl oor
flat in the Penicuik Road. W can do it the hard way or the easy way, it's up to you. H s knock
was answered by a tall, surly-looking, stocky man in his md- to late fifties. He stood straight,
but still had to look up a little at |anson. And he recogni zed a policenman when he saw one, by
whi ch the Inspector knew that this was indeed his man. One copper can spot another a nile away;
even an ex-copper. To prove the point, Strachan squinted at himthrough red-ri med eyes, and
grunted, 'lInspector |lanson. Wll now, and is it no strange Ah was expectin' ye.' It wasn't a
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question. 'Gavin Strachan,' lanson replied, 'l need to talk to you. What's nore | will talk to
you, here or elsewhere, in ny time or yours, if s your choice.' 'And have Ah done sonethin"
wrong? 'Not that |I know of. | was hoping you'd want to do something right, that's all. It could
be you can't help ne; if so this won't take very long and 111 not bother you again. It's only on
an off-chance that |'mhere. But... here | am' The other grunted, stood aside and let himin.
"Huh!1 he said. *Ye may have gathered that Ah'mno well pleased tae see ye. Polis? Aye, Ah was
one, and a good yin - much good it did me! So it's bad enough tae have tae entertain ye w thout

that ye have tae revive a' that stuff up at the wildlife park.' 'But | do have to, Strachan,

do,' lanson answered. And there was that in his voice that nade the other turn sharply and peer at
him 'So... what's happened?' It could do no harmto tell him In any case, the story was in the
newspapers. 'A killing' s what happened, like the one up at the wildlife park. But this tinme it
wasn't a bison. Murder, Strachan. It could be - it probably is - that the two cases are

unconnected. But it's one of those things | have to check on. That's why | need your story. |
renenmber some of it fromthe time - fromthe newspapers, yes - and m be readi ng up on the case
file tomorrow. Until then the details have sort of faded in ny nmenory. Though not in yours, |
suspect.' Wiile he had talked to the man, the Inspector had | ooked himover. Gavin Strachan | ooked
gritty, tired and bitter. The bitterness had been there a long tine; it was etched into his face
like coal dust in the pores of a mner. Behind their red rims, his blue-grey eyes seened trapped,
whi |l e the bags under his eyes spoke of sleepless nights. And in his every word and nove there was
a whole world of suspicion, just as |lanson had detected it during their brief tel ephone
conversation. On the other hand, the Inspector had al ways consi dered hinself a judge of character

and it had to be said that he could find little to actively dislike in Strachan - well, apart from
the man's obvious dislike of hinl And even that seened to be on the wane now, as finally Strachan
waved himinto a chair in his drab sitting-roomand said, 'Coffee? Mght just as well, for as ye
say, ye're here now ' I|Indeed Strachan had appraised his visitor, and the Inspector's open attitude

and honesty had stood himin good stead. For a policenman -and a senior one at that, used to at

| east a nodi cum of respect - he was a hard man to dislike. 'Coffee will be fine," he answered.
"Wth alittle sonethin' in it, maybe?' 'Just a touch,’' |anson answered. Thanks.' 'What, on duty?
Strachan had gone into his tiny kitchen. The Inspector couldn't see him but he could hear the
genui ne note of surprise in his voice. 'Are ye sure?" This isn't official, Gavin, if | may cal

you that |1'mhere on spec, as | said.' The other came back out of the kitchen, stood feeing him
He had a bottle of good whisky and two gl asses that he placed on an occasional table close at

hand. 'Guid!' he said. 'For if ye're wantin' me Necnscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l tae go back
over a' that business, Ah for one will pour mahsel' a draml Ye can join ne or no, as ye will." And
why not? One shot couldn't hurt The kettle whistled as |anson poured hinself a drink, and Strachan
went off again to fix their coffees. And by now the atnbsphere was nuch nore rel axed. Except..

the I nspector could feel a definite tension in Strachan, when finally the man sat hinself down
facing him And: 'So,' said Strachan, in a tone that said he was resigned to it. 'Now we get tae
it." He picked up his glass and poured a double shot straight into the back of his throat |anson

wat ched his gasping nouth reform then said, 'Is that what it takes?" 'Ceorge,' said the other
(whi ch surprised the Inspector, that Strachan had renenbered), 'if ye spend thirty years trying
tae forget sonethin', and when it still cones back tae ye in yere dreans, if s no easy thing tae

tal k aboot when ye're conscious. Ye've asked ne what happened that nicht up at the wildlife park
and Ah'mgoin* tae tell ye. But ye'd best hang on mah words, man, for Ah won't be repeatin' them -
ever!' Then, forcing hinself to relax a little in his chair, he lay back and hal f-cl osed his eyes.
And sipping alternately of whisky and coffee, he unfolded his tale for |anson's inspection... It
had been one of those nights. Ask any policeman anywhere in the world, hell be able to tell you
about that one ni ght when right out of nowhere everything decided to happen all at once. Just such
a night then, when Constable Gavin Strachan got caught up in the occurrences at the Kincraig
wildlife park. But in the Hi ghlands? And the night not even a Friday or Saturday, when you m ght
expect a bit of trouble fromthe lads at the various socials and community dancehalls, with a
couple of drinks too many in themand their bright young eyes full of the other fell ows'
girlfriends? In fact it was a Wednesday, wintry even for the mddle of May, the sort of night when
anyone with tuppence worth of sense would be hone toasting his feet in front of a warmfire.
Anyone but a policenen on duty, that is. And over the past three-nmonth Strachan hadn't covered
anyt hing worse than a bad traffic accident on an icy road. So he certainly hadn't been on the

| ookout for anything big going down m dweek on a night as wild as this. So maybe it was the ful
moon ... but whatever, he hadn't stopped noving fromthe nonent he woke up the day-shift nman at
the tiny Police Post in Kingussie and relieved himof his duties. That had been about 6:00 p.m,
and of course there'd been nothing for the day-shift constable to pass on; the Daily QOccurrence
Book showed a bl ank page. Like yesterday, and the day before that and the nights in between, too
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Ah, but this had been one of those nights. Strachan had no sooner got settled in, nmade sone
coffee, opened a book to the first page of a science fiction thriller, when the phone rang - a
break-in at the museum at Newtonnore. A three-mle drive along the Spey road, an hour spent

exam ning a broken wi ndow and recording statenents, and three nmles back again. But before he
could enter the details in the book, another call-out to the Avienore Holiday Centre, where a
guest was drunk and wecking the hotel bar! Ten niles each way this tinme, and Strachan righteously
annoyed and fully prepared to arrest the man - except he was sleeping it off when he arrived, and
the manager of the hotel wouldn't put himto the trouble. Besides, he was sure he could recoup his
damages in the norning. Er, but in the event there should be any problem.. well, maybe the
constable would like to make a note of the breakages now, while he was here? - And that had taken
anot her hour. But at |east Strachan was given a wee dramon the house, just the one, to warm him
up a bit Which should have been ample for one 'quiet' night in the vale of the Badenoch. But no,

t he phone was ringi ng when Strachan got back to Kingussie: a traffic accident at a bad bend on the
Coyl unbridge road. Damm it to hell, but he'd only been a mile or two fromthe site up at Avienore!
If he'd known, he could have gone out onto the road and waited for it to happen! Except that was a
bit of Irish, and he was a Scot and a policeman's lot is not a happy one. But it wasn't all that
bad. Two cars had gl anced off each other. One of the drivers, a young wonman, had scraped her knees
and shaken herself up a bit when she'd run off the road and hit a tree. Strachan had dabbed her
pretty knees with an antiseptic swab (no, not bad at all!) and as al ways when there was an
accident, he'd taken along a brandy flask. So he'd given the drivers a tot each, and one for
hinself, then let the male driver of the other car go off while he and the young lady sat in his
police vehicle and waited for the towtruck. She was a pretty wee thing; far better than sitting
there with sone grunbly old codger. By the tine he'd set off again to drive back to Kingussie it
had been sonmething after eleven-twenty, and a cold mist comng up off the Spey to shroud a ful
noon hangi ng | ow over the valley. Wich was when it happened... Level with the wildlife park,
suddenly there was soneone on the road! A man with a torch (thank God, el se the constable m ght
easily have hit hin), weathed in m st desperately waving Strachan down. It was old Andrew Bi shop
the owner of the site and keeper of the Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il park. H's eyes were
wild and fearful as Strachan pulled off the road and drewto a halt on the verge. And as he got
out of the police car, Bishop was on himin a frenzy. 'Is it Gavin Strachan?' he panted, as he

gl anced back over his shoulder at the misted park outbuil dings and wire-nmesh encl osures. ' Gvin,

| ad! Thank goodness ye're up and aboot!' 'EhPWhafsup?' 'Up? My God, up? I'll tell ye what's up
Sonethin"s in wi' the animals!' Strachan caught at Andrew s arns, tried to hold himstill. Were
are the boys?" (O d Bishop's sons). 'No back frae the dance in Dalwhinnie. And Liz is |locked in
the bedroom at the hoose.' 'Locked in? Yere wife? 'Ah |ocked her in nahsel'! Have ye no a
weapon, Gavin?' 'A weapon? Now Andrew, what woul d Ah be doing wi' a weapon?' Bishop was fairly
dancing in his anxiety. 'Ah have a shotgun in the hoose,' he cried, 'but Ah'mout o' shells. Oh,
hell! Ch, dammation!' Now Strachan held himtighter still. 'Andrew, now come to yere senses, man!
What on earth's wong wi' ye? Somethin's in wi' the animals, ye said.' 'Aye, Ah did,' the other
wrenched hinsel f | oose. 'And nore than one sonmethin', Ah fancy! Man deer are oot and runnin' wld
frae whatever it's that tore its way in tae the pens!' 'Cone on,' Strachan said, naking for the
track to the outbuildings, barns and pens. 'Let's see what we've got here.' But old man Bi shop at
once dragged on his arm 'Wat? And will ye go in there wi'oot a gun?' Wich stopped Strachan in
his tracks. The quaver in Bishop's voice, where the constable never before heard a trenor in al
his life. The fact that he'd | ocked his wife safely away in a bedroom - but safe fromwhat? And in
that same nonent, Gavin Strachan knew there was sonething terrible here... Then, distracting him
even unnerving him there canme the furious, frenzied squawking of terrified chickens. 'Mah hens!'’
Bi shop gasped. They're in wi' mah poor chickens!' 'Let nme get mah licht,' Strachan quietly

grow ed, taking a heavy-duty torch fromthe back of the car. 'And yere truncheon,' Bishop whined
"But by God - a gun would be a sight better... !" Already the nmad fluttering, squawking and
screechi ng was dyi ng down. They were on the track, approaching the outbuildings, when a different
sound brought themto a halt. But there are sounds and there are sounds. This one was a cry:

eerie, ululant, electrifying - and unm stakable. 'Dog,' Strachan breathed, hurrying forward again.
"Qut in the woods back o' the house. A big yin, probably, returned tae the wild.' Even as he spoke
the howl was answered, fromcloser at hand. And when the sound had di ed away, Strachan added, 'O
dogs. There's been sone sheep worrying south o' here.' 'Ye say?' A d Bishop seened to breathe a
sigh of relief. 'Dogs? Ye think? 'Wy, what else? Strachan noved forward again. *Yere aninmals
must o' snelled "em' '"Snelled 'em heared 'em seen 'em probably,' the old man seened steadier
now. 'God, they've been howin' this last half-hour! Put the wind up nme and Liz, Ah can tell ye!
We saw one o' they frae the upstairs window. But Gavin,' again he clutched at the constable's
arm'... ye can damm nah eyes for liars if they didnae see himstand up on his hind | egs! And
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big... man, he was one big yin!' There canme a rustling fromthe nearest enclosure - and a nonent

| ater a squawk. 'Mah hens!' O d Bishop ained his torch, sprang forward, skidded to a halt in
swirling ground m st where a hole had been torn in the high wire-nesh boundary. And Strachan saw
that the wire was of a heavy gauge. Then: 'Dogs,' Strachan whi spered again, his own beam
flickering this way and that, but nervously now. 'Big yins, aye.' Od Andrew turned to himand his
mout h was sl ack. 'God - they chewed through this wire like it was cheese!' And again it was the
old man's voice that did it to Strachan, got through to himlike nothing else could have. And yet
agai n he asked himsel f, just exactly what had Bi shop seen that caused himto lock up his wife and
run danci ng down the road? An old stoic like Andrew Bi shop? Wiy, there wasn't a nore down-to-earth
man in all the Hi ghlands! And so far (Strachan suspected) O d Bishop had been entirely too
reticent, like he hadn't wanted to destroy his salt-of-the-earth i mage. Strachan checked hinself;
he was now as nervous as the old man. It wasn't good enough. Two of us,' he said. 'Wich should be
nmore than enough for a couple of rogue dogs. And anyway, the birds are quiet now In we go.' He
climbed in through the large hole in the wire, with old man Bi shop right behind him The encl osure
was a big one, free range, with hen-houses on both sides and a boardwal k up the centre. But as the
beans of their torches sliced deeper into the swirling nist they saw that the houses had been

wr ecked, wrenched apart And the carcasses of dead birds were everywhere. A d Bishop picked one up
inatrenbling hand; not a mark on it. It was as if the creature had died of fright. But others
wer e bl oody, and sone were without heads. Various alternatives passed usel essly through Strachan's
m nd. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l Usel essly because they didn't work. This could have
been done by foxes - indeed the wanton destruction of so many birds was precisely the fox's nodus
operandi - but foxes would have dug under the wire, not through it; they couldn't have chopped
through it As for wildcats: they would never cone this close, and certainly not at this tinme of
year, when there was plenty of food in the wild. "Wl I, whatever he was, he's out o' here now,'

t he constabl e croaked, and cleared his throat The birds would tell us if he was still here.' Od
Bi shop was wanderi ng anong the shattered hen-houses, gathering up corpses. "Wat birds? he said,
his face a fearful mask in Strachan's torch beam There's no a one o' they left!' And he went
stunbling to the far side of the enclosure. 'Wat about the deer pens? Strachan was acutely aware
of the eerie silence, and he didn't like it *Ye told nme the deer had been scared off?' ' Stanpeded,
aye. Me and the wife saw them scattering away i ntae the woods. Ye'd think the place was on fire,
by God! But Gavin, it's tinme ye knew. Ah don't think the things Ah saw oot here were dogs. Ah'm no
sure. Ah cannae say what they were... but no dogs, they yins.' Before he could continue, there
came an uproar of chattering and screeching froma large cage set well apart fromthe other

encl osures. The pine martens!' old Bishop gasped. 'Quick! Back out through the hole,' Strachan
husked. , But: 'No!' cane Bishop's answer. This wa/1l be better.' Strachan stunbled to hi macross
the shattered boards of a wrecked hen-house, and found himshaking Iike a man in a fever beside a
second hole in the wire-mesh. H's eyes stared fixedly at a trail of bloodied feathers, w ngs, and
bird debris in general, that led off into the night and the nmist 'Enough o' this!' Strachan was
furious with hinmself, disgusted at the fear that the situation and the old nan's obvious terror
had inspired in him 'Let's see what the/fee* this thing is!'" They went through the hole in the
perinmeter and ran stunblingly towards the pine marten cage, where it was at once seen that the

ani mal s had only been conpl ai ni ng about - or warning of - the presence of outsiders and possible
danger. But despite the fact that the cage wasn't danmged, certainly sonmething had been here. The
pine nmartens' fear was manifest in the way they clung cl ose together, spreadeagled on the wre-
mesh ceiling of their cage. The m st was thicker now, swirling knee-deep and sending tendrils up
into the trees bordering the park. This mst," Ad Bishop conplained, and shivered uncontrollably,
"man, it clings tae ye!' It was true: the nmist seened alive, like the thick breath of a beast They
nmoved through it, torch beans stabbing ahead, towards the next enclosure: a small corra

cont ai ni ng Bishop's five prized bison of a species |long absent fromthe H ghlands proper. Wich
was when things livened up again, and in a single noment the night becane a nightmare. First the
agoni zed bel |l owi ng of a beast from beyond the corral's four-bar fencing; then the fence itself
splintering outwards as a pair of stanpeding bison smashed into it, hurling boards and then
thensel ves in Bishop's and Strachan's direction; and a nmonent |ater the sound of breaking gl ass,
and a cry - a scream- fromthe dimMy visible, dark silhouette of the old man's house: 'Andrew
Andrew! Andrew] Let ne out... oh, let nme out.1" Sent flying as the w | d-eyed, fearful bison went
thundering off into darkness, the two nmen picked thenmselves up - only to stunble aside as two nore
ani mal s cane snorting and kicking through the break. Then O d Bishop was off at a run, heedl ess of
life and linb, towards the house. 'Liz!" he shouted. 'Ah'mcomn', lass, Ah'mcom nT And Strachan
was on his own, fairly certain that whatever was plaguing the beasts was in the corral. But all he
could see through the break was a |ake of mist with mlky tendrils |apping outwards from sone
central disturbance. Then- -The bl ack and crinmson hunp of a thrashing animal's back heaved up into
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view, breaking the surface... and other things reached up to pull it under again! Strachan wasn't
sure what he'd seen; it had happened too quickly. But an afterimage, of thick white ropes - or
arms? - fitted with grapples or claws - or taloned hands? - burned on his riveted retinae. He
stood there as if nailed in position, snelling hot blood and listening to tearing sounds... and
the bison's panting and bellow ng, quickly dying away. And then the snarling, and sl obbering of
frenzied - what, gluttony? - as the ripples of mst continued to swirl outwards fromthat deadly
central area... How long? Difficult to say. Mnutes that felt |ike hours, before Strachan could
think again. O before he was gal vanized to activity, as the knee-deep mi st began swirling and
rippling in his direction, and vague outlines were seen within the mst, with eyes |ike |anps that
burned on him He had no weapon but a torch. @ ancing this way and that he saw pi eces of shattered
fence at his feet and snatched up a two-foot I ength of inch-by-four sharpened to a splintery point
where it had broken along the grain. There were three pairs of |uminous eyes in the nmist Three -
what ever they were - were in there; they spread out as they noved towards Strachan. But seen out

of the corner of Strachan's eye, conming fromthe Necroscopt: The Lost Years -Vol. Il 50 direction
of the house and heading for the woods, a figure. Not Bishop but... a figure that |eaned oddly
forward, upright like a badly formed man - or wonman - | oping through the mst And its eyes were

| um nous, too... ... Then O d Bishop was back, and a doubl e-barrell ed shotgun in his trenbling

hands. ' Ah found a couple'ay shells,"” he found tinme to pant... before the scene at the corra

i mpacted on his nmind. And cursing as he pointed his gun - wi thout even bothering to aim- he |et
fly with both barrels. There cane a flash and a roar both dazzling and deafening, which for a
singl e second bl ew apart the nenaci ng dark and stunned silence. Half-blinded by the flash
Strachan threw up an arm before himas the m st erupted! He was bow ed over - something bow ed him
over, and raked at the sleeve of his jacket in its passing. Then there was a blur of sinuous
nmotion, an angry snarling receding rapidly into the woods behind the animal park, and an urgent
how i ng ringing down fromthe foothills beyond the trees. Alnpst as if... as if they were being
called off. And there was a gaspi ng and sobbing fromold Andrew Bi shop, stretched prone on the
earth. 'It's mah damm leg!' the old man groaned. 'Mah bleddy leg! It has tae be broken. But did ye
see, Gavin? Did ye see? No.' Wite as a ghost, the constable went to him ' Nothing that makes
sense, anyway.' 'But... dogs?' the old man pressed. And as their eyes net Strachan was obliged to
admt: 'No, Ah cannae say they were dogs.' 'Wat, then?' Bishop's voice was a whi sper. Strachan
could only shake his head. The sleeve of his uniformand shirt had been sliced as by razors down
to the skin, but by some miracle his skin was unmarked. And no matter what he m ght think he had
seen, what he thought he'd seen couldn't possibly have done that. Not unless it - or she? - had a
handful of razor blades... At the house Liz Bishop was in a bad state of hysteria. Shuddering and
al nost i ncoherent, she told a story that night that she could never repeat to any court, nor ever
commit to paper. Her husband wouldn't Il et her, and he hinself would |ater deny all know edge of
anything but 'an attack by wild or rogue aninmals, probably dogs, on the creatures of the park.'
Perhaps he feared ridicule, but Strachan thought not. Know ng Andrew Bi shop's character, it seened
more |ikely he believed that in denying what he truly believed, he mght make it go away - like a
man whistling in the dark. And | ater, the constable m ght have wi shed that he had taken a simlar
course. As for Ms Bishop's story: Alarnmed by the squawki ng of the chickens and the frenzy of the
pi ne nartens, she'd gone to the wi ndow of her upstairs bedroom and | ooked out | mredi ately beyond
the wi ndow, a bal cony overl ooked the park; and down bel ow, there was the mst, of course: a mlKky
| ake | appi ng between the trees and various enclosures. But al so down there, crouching by the wall
of the house and staring up at her... ... Sonmething wild and naked and awful, and human! O
perhaps not human. For as its yellow triangul ar eyes net hers, the creature had snarl ed, sprung
upri ght, bounded all of fifteen feet into the air to grasp the balcony rail and vault over it And
its face had stared at her through the window, as its |ips became a nuzzle that drew back from
teeth |i ke bone daggers! At which she had picked up a chair and smashed it at the thing through
the wi ndow, then screanmed for her husband, and for her life. But when next she had dared | ook the

thing had gone, and all Ms Bishop could remenber of it was that, 'It |ooked like ... Ah could
swear ... Ah nean, it wasnae all animal, Andrew Am Ah nmad, or what? It |ooked sonmething |ike..
Ah nmean, it reminded nme o'... a lassie? But what sort o' |assie, Andrew? What sort?' And her | ast

few words had been spoken in little nore than an awed and frightened whi sper. That was what she'd
said that night, but the next day she was in too bad a way to record a statenent, and old nan

Bi shop too busy | ooking after her. Meanwhile: 'Mah report had gone in," Strachan finished. 'Ah was
young and eager; Ah would hae made a good cop; Ah tol' it the way Ah saw it Big m stake. \Wen
finally they Bishops did speak about it huh, it was animals did the job. No specific creature, ye
ken, but nost likely dogs. Me? Ah was left holdin' the bleddy baby! And it came out how Ah'd had a
coupl e'ay wee dranms that night! So that was that As for the rest... 1... Ah got no peace frae then
onin - until Ah got out! Wat an idiot, eh? For |like Ah said, Ah tol' it the way Ah sawit, and
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Ah tol' what Ah saw. That was mah error.' 'But what did you see?' Inspector |anson pressed,
fascinated by the sweat on Strachan's brow, despite that his flat was cool. The ot her nodded.
"Hear me well,' he said, for if s the last tine, Ah swear. Ah had seen wol ves, George! Wite

wol ves, or things that noved, crept and snarled |ike wolves. Certainly Ah had seen one wolf - the
one that cane frae the house, after scarin' Liz Bishop half tae death. But the hell o' it is that
as the thing made for the trees, just before AOd Bishop let go wi' that double blast it | ooked
nore like a |assie! Aye, just like the old lady had said. But wolf, bitch, girl or some r
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il sort of weird mixture - whatever it was - it stood on its
hind feet, George, upright! Now how can ye explain that?' The |Inspector believed he had evi dence
that mght explainit. "Wiat if she wasn't a dog?' he queried. 'Or a she-wolf, if you insist Could
it be that what you saw was a nad wonman running with rogue dogs? How about it, Gavin? Could | be
right?" 'Eh?" Strachan licked his lips, frowned, and finally said: There's nore tae yere visit
than neets the eye. Now how about you tell me a story for a change? Like, howit is wi" this case
ye're workin" on?" There are - mght be - simlarities,' |lanson adnmitted. Then, sighing, he said,
"OK, it's adeal. Ill tell you sonething of it, on the understanding it's for your ears only.'
"Done! But let's go through intae mah study... Well, Ah call it a study. As for what Ah'm studyin
- what Ah've been readin' intae for years - Ah've learned better than tae put it on open displ ay.
He got up, crossed the floor and opened a door to a room scarcely bigger than a closet. There was
space for a desk, two chairs, and bookshelves built into the walls; and there was one small, high
windowto let inalittle light in daylight hours. That was all. As Strachan saw | anson seated,
and went off to fetch his bottle and gl asses, the Inspector stared at the shel ved books, so close
at hand, and read off some of their tides to hinself. And because of recent events and
conversations, it didn't take himlong to recognize the nature of Strachan's obsession
Lycant hr opy: werewol ves. Anything and everything in literature to do with them But there were

al so a good many books on predators - real-life predators - in general, but nainly wolves... 'Even
com ¢ books, aye,' Strachan said grimy, as he entered, sat opposite his guest and poured a drink
"If if s tae do wi' the beast, Ah probably have it. An obsession? - nmaybe.' He offered the

I nspector the bottle but lanson turned it down. Thanks, no. |'ve other people to see tonight. But
Gavin, are you telling me that all of this springs fromthat night up in the wildlife park?
Strachan's nod was his answer, qualified by: 'So maybe Ah really amas daft as they say, eh?
Anyway, now ye know what Ah dream of nights, and why Ah'mreluctant tae talk about it. And, now
it's yere turn tae talk.' lanson had spotted a book he recogni zed. Its subject was nature's neat-
eaters, its predators of course, but the Inspector was nore interested in the author. If only
because he knew him And as he told Strachan some of the details of the nurder at Sma
Aucht er becky, so he took the book down, opened it, and idly flipped the pages. WIld Dogs, Big
Cats, by Angus McGowan. This was an earlier printing than the one | anson had seen previously at
Angus's place during a rare, rare visit; it was an old and shoddy copy, strained at the spine and
badly thumbed, with creased and di scol oured pages throughout. Later editions contained a |lot nore
i nformation, the Inspector knew It was definitely MGowan's work, though; despite that the paint
had fl aked out of the spine's stanping, still the lettering clearly displayed his name. And then
there was his picture on the inside back flap. Finally lanson finished telling Strachan about the
nmurder. And putting down the book (frowning as he rapped his fingers on it; sonething bothering
himthat he hadn't as yet pinned down), he said: 'So now you see why | renenbered that business at
the wildlife park and wanted to talk to you. Even now the connection may be weak to nonexistent,
but however rempte the chance, still | had to look into it.' Strachan nodded. 'Ch, Ah see well
enough. But now tell ne, George, and honestly, mnd: do ye believe nmah story?" The Inspector

t hought about it. Til tell you what | believe,' he finally answered. T believe there are sone
things we sinply don't know, can't understand. But | also believe that fear is contagi ous, and
that when people are afraid they .becone victins of their own imaginations.' Strachan said, 'Huh!

So ye don't believe even now, eh?' |anson shrugged. 'Wat does it matter?' he said. 'l certainly
beli eve that you believe! And al so that when you left the force we lost... well, "a good yin."'" He
glanced at his watch. It was tine he was on his way. But at the door he paused, frowned again, and
| ooked back in the direction of Strachan's small study. Strachan followed his gaze, lifted an
eyebrow and asked, 'Is there sonethin'?" 'Do you m nd?" the Inspector said. He crossed to the tiny

room entered, and picked up McGowan's book again. And turning to the opening pages, he checked
sonet hi ng. Then, frowning yet nore deeply, he said, 'May | borrow this? And when | return it, can
we talk again?' 'As ye will,' the other shrugged. 'As long as we can tal k about yere case, not
mne.' The Inspector agreed, and taking the book with himwent to keep his appointrment with Bonnie
Jean Mrlu. But first he called in at Police HQto pick up the file on Strachan's Hi ghl and

i nci dent, and sone phot ographs of John Modffat, plus one or two other pieces of information that
had begun to trickle in. For one thing, the Inspector's investigators had tracked down Mffat's
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address, and for another they'd found his car in a snowdrift half a nmile from Sma' Auchterbecky.

At |least the frame of the jigsaw was taking shape, if not the finer details... Necroscope: The
Lost Yean - Vol. Il The street was awash in snow turning to slush as the Inspector was let into
BJ.'s just ten minutes ahead of his appointnment But she was ready to see him And: 'As ye see,'
she said, in the bar-room 'business suffers a bit on nights like this. Wi in his right mnd
wants tae turn out for a drink on a night like this, eh? So Ah' msorry, but as ye can see no al
mah girls are in tonight. Margaret's no in - Ah've given her a few days off - and no point
bringing all four of the others in tae sit around doing nothing. So there's only mahself and these
two. And besides, as Ah told ye on the phone. Ah can't see how we can hel p anyway.' | anson's coat
was taken fromhimby one of the girls, and as he gave the place a cursory once-over BJ. said,
We'd best talk upstairs in nmah roons. It being so quiet, Ah don't expect well be disturbed.' She
was right: there were only two nen in the place. One was at the bar chatting to the second girl,
and the other at a table, head down, nursing his drink. So now the Inspector could concentrate
more fully on B J. Her accent puzzled himface-to-face no |l ess than on the phone. It was antique,
yet nodern, too - 'stage' Scottish. Wen she used it, it sounded unreal: a sort of'designer'
brogue. Maybe she had an upper-cl ass background while her assuned tongue was that of the lower- to
m ddl e-cl asses, as befitted her position. For what was she in reality but a barmai d? | anson told
hinself that this wasn't his own snobbish attitude but nerely a factual observation. And perhaps
that was the essence of it: she didn't want her clients thinking she was 'a posh yin.' As for the
girl - or wonman - herself: Well, her age was hard to gauge, as w tness | anson's indecision. But
then again (he was obliged to ask hinself), what is the difference between a girl and a woman
anyway? And has age got anything to do with it, or is it a matter of experience? As for his own
experi ence: |anson had never been nuch of a one for the girls. Having never narried, he had to
adnmit that his know edge was linmited. BJ. was undeniably attractive. Tall and well-formed, her
figure was all curves and her posture self-assured as any nodel's. Her hazel eyes were

i nteresting. They had an al nbost Eurasian slant, and yellow flecks in their cores that |oaned them
a golden gleamin the bar's nmuted lighting. One m ght even say she had feral eyes. Her ears were

| arge but not obtrusive; they lay flat to her head and seened elflike with their pointed tips. BJ.
was probably sensitive about them however, for she kept them not-quite-hidden in the swirl and
bounce of her shining, oddly neutral hair. Her nose was tip-tilted and a little flattened, and her
mouth too anmple by far, yet perfect in the curve of its bow. And her teeth were as white and well -
cared for as any the Inspector had ever seen. Thus he captured her description, as years of
practice had taught himto do, while she took himupstairs and nade himconfortable in her I|iving-
room over the bar. There she offered hima drink, which he politely refused, and when she was
settled he quickly got down to it. 'Did you know the man who attacked Margaret Macdowel | ? Hi s nane
was John Mf fat and he | odged on the other side of town.' He showed her a photograph taken from
Mof faf s | odgings. ' Ah recognize him yes,' she answered, staring at the picture. 'But did Ah know

hi n?* Now she glanced at lanson. 'Not at all. The girls get tae know sonme o' them but Ah steer
clear.' '"Your girls -1 nean your staff - formromantic attachments? ' No such thing!' she bridled.
They get tae know the regulars, that's all, just as yell know all the crooks.' 'l see. But he did

used to cone in here. A frequent custoner, was he?' 'As Ah said, Ah recognize him He was in once,
maybe twice a week. But it has tae be said, he did fancy Margaret' 'She didn't encourage hinP" B
J. sighed - patiently, lanson thought 'Mah girls are no like that, Inspector. Ah pay themtae
work, not flirt. And just in case ye're wonderin' if this is a whorehouse, Ah can tell ye nowit's
no! Ah rima wine bar, nothin' nore than that* 'l never once thought differently,' |anson could
afford to be truthful with her, for in fact he hadn't fornmed any opinions as yet As was his wont,
however, he now pulled sonmething right out of the blue. 'How about dogs?' he said, his eyes
riveted to BJ.'s face. She blinked, just once, and her expression registered surprise if not
alarm 'Dogs?' 'Do you have one, Mss Mrlu? A big dog? A guard-dog, maybe, to | ook after
downstairs after you |l ock up?" 'I never considered it,' she shook her head. 'l've always thought
the place was reasonably secure. Anyway, | don't especially like the snelly things!' And | anson
had to smle, if only to hinself. For while she'd retai ned her conposure, that accent of hers had
vani shed into thin air. 'And your girls? Does one of them have a big dog? Margaret Macdowel |, for
i nstance?' She shrugged. 'Not that they've ever brought here, no." 'So what is it that upset you
when | mentioned dogs?' 'Eh?' She | ooked confused, startled. "Wat's that, ye say? Ah appeared
upset?' And the accent was back again. "You're not fromthese parts, are you?' |anson's snile was
open this tine. 'My, how ye junp about!' She managed to snile back at him however tightly. 'One
mnute it's dogs, and the next ye're wonderin" where Ah come frae!' Tour accent,' he told her

"Me, |I'man Edinburgh man. But | try to keep nmy accent under control. | only fail when I'm
excited. Not that |'m ashaned of it, you understand, but if s ny nature to be precise. But .ye...
are no frae Edinburgh. An' no anmobunt o' "frae"s and "ye"s can convince nme otherwise!' "And is it
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part of your investigation, to discover ny origins? She was just a little bit angry now 'Well

to put your nmind at rest - and so that we nmay get on - I'moriginally fromthe H ghlands. M
parents were from Garve and Strathpeffer, but we noved to London when I was a child. So you're
right, ny accent is phony - or not quite phony, but necessary. My custoners like to think I'ma
"wee Jock," so if only for their sake I'ma wee Jock. Are you satisfied now? And if there's

not hing el se-' She nade as if to stand up, but |anson caught her hand, applying just enough
pressure to hold her in place. 'A policeman,' he explained, 'develops certain habits, not all of
them good. | apol ogize, Mss Mrlu-' '-BJ.," she cut himoff. Well, to nmy friends, anyway.' '-For
my devi ous nethods,' the Inspector continued. 'But you see, it |looks |like John Mof fat was killed
by a large dog or hound. And | have to satisfy nyself-' '-That soneone fromhere wasn't protecting
her? I nspector, to ny know edge no one even dreaned such a thing m ght happen! Bad snow was
forecast and | let Margaret go early. That's standard procedure if we're expecting bad weat her;
always let the girls fromoutside the city off early. | mnmyself called the taxi for Margaret, and
it took her right off the doorstep.' (It was a lie, for in fact BJ. had already been on her way to
Sma' Aucht erbecky; she knew, however, that her girls would stand by her alibi to their |ast
breath). Then, the next thing we know, the poor girl has been attacked.' She held up her hands.
What else can | tell you? That"s all there is to it" WlIl, not quite all,' |anson frowed. 'Her
attacker was murdered -or should we say killed? - after all. And nurder is nmurder, BJ., whether
it's done to or by a beast' That wasn't entirely correct, but it accurately described his
feelings. He tried a different tack. 'Could John Mf fat have known she'd be let off early? 'He'd
been in often enough, yes,' B J. answered. But suddenly she was frowning. 'A great hound,' she
murmured. ' Soneone with a big dog. Hm Like, how big? 'Oh?' |anson | eaned towards her again.
"And is there perhaps sonething |I should know?' 'I don't know,' she said. '|Il'mnot sure.'
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Well tell nme anyway, and 111 decide. Wo is it you know who
has a big dog, BJ.?" 'Oh, Ah dinnae ken him' she fell alnmpst naturally, with a sigh of relief, as
it were, back into her brogue. 'Ah only wish Ah did, so's Ah could tell ye his nanme! Al Ah know
is, he watches man place.' 'He watches this place? |anson's voice had tightened in a nonent

" Soneone has been wat ching you, and your girls? Sonmeone with a dog?" 'It... it's probably nothin’
Ah nean, Ah hope it's nothin'!' B J. answered. 'Sonetines he has his dog with him others he's on
his own.' She stood up, said, 'Conme on, Ah'Il show ye.' She took himupstairs to the top floor

her bedroom then to a snall wi ndow that | ooked down at a shallow angle on a recessed doorway
across the road. That's where we saw himfirst' she said. 'H mand his dog, aye.' She was |ying,
about the dog at |east but the Inspector couldn't know that 'How | ong ago?' he queried. 'Ch,

years!' she answered. 'Ah used tae think it was maybe the father of one o' maeh girls - | ookin" out
for his daughter, if ye take mah nmeanin'. Or naybe a detective on the trail of a wayward husband
Ah nean, Ah'm bound tae get all sorts in here, tae ogle the girls and a'.' 'But this has been
recurrent?' |anson was eager now. 'On and off, aye." 'Recently?' 'About a fortnight the |ast
time.' "But... why didn't you speak of this before? On the phone, for instance, or when | first
mentioned a dog?' She shrugged easily, maybe apologetically. "It slipped mah nmind. It didnae

connect until now. Oh, Ah worried about the wee nman at first but nothin' came o' it He watched but
didnae try tae do anythin'. And we... sort o' got used tae him' W?' 'M and the girls, aye. Oh,
and there's sonmethin' else: he has been known tae follow themonce or ... once or tw ce!' Suddenly
she gasped. Her hand flew to her nouth, and her eyes grew big and round. 'Do ye think... ? Mbh
God! That wee man, and his big Al satian!' 'Describe him' |anson snapped. And as BJ. drew back
fromthe force of his voice, in a gentler tone: 'Please, as best you can, tell me what he | ooks
like." And she did... Later, standing at the kerb outside the w ne-bar, breathing the cold night
air and feeling the slush turning to ice, the Inspector waited for his taxi and thought through
the way events were shaping up. There were sone odd circunstances and queer coinci dences here, and
George | anson had never quite believed in the latter. His years on the force had taught him
otherwi se. BJ.'s description of the watcher had been a good one; too good to have been conjured
out of thin air, even if it had been her purpose to deceive (and why should she want to?) But as
it was, the description had been so real it could even fit one or two persons of |anson's

aquai ntance... and one in particular. Ridiculous to attenpt to match it with the latter, however- -
Wasn't it? And yet... The Inspector could feel Angus McGowan's book weighing in the large inside
pocket of his overcoat That old edition, probably a first (according to its date, anyway), but
wrapped in a dust jacket froma nore recent edition - surely? Well, that was possible; it mnust
soneti mes happen, |anson was sure. Yet to the best of his know edge the later editions - one of

whi ch he had handl ed at Angus's place during a rare visit - didn't have the old vet's picture in
the back. And it was that photograph that concerned himnost For if the jacket did go with the
book, if they were both originals... He was tenpted to go back inside and showit to B.J. Mrlu.
He would, if he didn't feel so stupid about it. But he did feel stupid about it, and rightly so.
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What, a bl oody book that was twenty-eight years old, enbellished with a photograph that | ooked
like it had been taken yesterday? But it was the price of the book that really stynmied him The
price on the replacenment dust jacket if it was a replacement Just seven shillings and si xpence,

whi ch nowadays woul dn't even buy you a paperback... ffl DEAD SERI QUS TALK: BONNffi JEAN S DI LEMVA.
On and under the riverbank, it was dark, cold and inhospitable. Above, the cold was the natura
chill of a winter's night and the grass was gl azed and brittle with rime. If not for a recent nelt
up-country, the release of a torrent to stir the water and keep it liquid, there might even be a
treacherous skimon the river itself. Wthout a doubt the water was treacherous in that place. But
in a small backwater where the current was subdued and the ripples sluggish, the ice had nore of a
chance. There, under the overhangi ng bank, under the water itself, in the deep nmud of the weedy
bottom the cold was unnatural, a 'dead' cold. For in and around an unmarked watery grave (but a
very inportant grave, of soneone taken before her tinme) it was the cold of death itself. And she
was Mary, the nother of the Necroscope, Harry Keogh. There she lay, all nud and bones and weed,
and to all intents and purposes, to everyone except Harry hinmself, it was as if she had never

been, because there was nothing physical left of her to rem nd anyone. She was dead and depart ed,
al nost but not quite forgotten. But forgotten by the living, anyway. For the living cannot know
and wouldn't care to be told, and if they were told they would want it proved, and even then they
still wouldn't believe ... that death isn't like that. It isn't The Absolute End that nbst men in
their hearts believe it to be, not entirely. The flesh dies, but the m nd goes on; the G eat

Maj ority go on, in their fashion. Geat thinkers continue to think their great thoughts, to be
shared anong their teemnm ng dead col | eagues. Great architects build fantastic cities of the mnd
which may only exist in their mnds, for their voices have been silenced except to the Necroscope,
Harry Keogh. Great mathematicians and astronomers continue to puzzle out the nature of a universe
whose secrets they can never expose, except to those gone Necroscope: The Last Yean - Vol. Il down
with theminto the earth. And to one other. O maybe two others... Thus, while on the surface the
waters of the pool in that small bite of a bight might seemrelatively calm- rippled by a

mour nful wi nd and awash with stars reflected on the darkly nobile mrror - and the night silent
bar the wind itself - and the ether void of all evidence of life... underneath was | ess than calm
was i ndeed unqui et, where the dead conversed. And naybe seventy-five yards up-river, set back from
the water behind a high wall and a long, wild garden, and standing central between two saggi ng,
derelict conpanions, an old house gl oonmed put across the ruffled ribbon. Upstairs, a pair of dim
Iights behind matching wi ndows were |ike bleary close-set eyes: Harry Keogh's bedroom where the
Necroscope had fallen asleep with the lights still burning, and now lay dreanming. This tinme Harry
dreanmed in sounds, not pictures, and the voices in his pillow were quiet and secretive as

whi spers, and shielded so that he wouldn't overhear them- or if he did, so that he would know he
was only dreanming... Mary, can we really afford to take that chance? Dare we do, or not do, as you
advi se? Surely you know how we ache fromour inactivity? Wiy, it's been years that we've lain here
doing nothing! But it's Harry, Mary, Harry hinmself! And your son has done so very, very nuch for
us. So why won't you let us at least try to do sonething for hin? The dead voice was Sir Keenan
Gormey's; Harry would know it anywhere, any tine. And yes, it had been years, three years at

| east, since he had been in London and talked to Sir Keenan. For there could be no mistaking the
fact that the teemi ng dead were tal king about him And because his nother was close (and her

voi ce, too, so very famliar), he could separate out these individual sources fromthe background
"static' which he alone knew to be the murrmur of a million voices, the private conversations of
the Geat Majority. But this tine that static was far |ess evident, and Harry knew why: across a
vast swath of land - or under it - the dead in their graves weren't talking but listening to this
same conversation. And if for that and no other reason, he knew it nust be very inportant to them
But he must listen carefully - |ike an eavesdropper, yes, despite that he was the subject of their
conversation, or because he was - else they woul d sense himand close himout Do you think | don't
want to help, don't want you to help? (Hs Ma's voice brimed with her frustration.) Can you think
of anything I wouldn't do for hin Can you nanme anything | haven't done for hin? Indeed not, for
there'd been a time when she had even risen fromthe river for him But- No buts, Keenan CGorniey!

| gave himlife, renmenber? Wiile it was you and yours who took it fromhinm For it was the work he
did for you that killed himin the end. Unfair, said another voice when Gorm ey failed to answer;
and the Necroscope knew this one, too. It was his old physical training instructor, G aham

' Sergeant' Lane, speaking fromhis grave in a Harden cenetery. Ch Harry's your son, Mary Keogh -
but you only had himfor a few short years. Me, | watched himgrow up. | sawthe grit in him and
I knew how special he was. He's a fighter, that one! | knowit, for 1've had the privilege of
fighting with and through him W all know it, which is why we can't bear to see himcrash now.
And unfair in another sense, too, Sir Keenan at last put in. It's true that his work with E-Branch
got himin trouble. But he knew what he was getting into. And always renmenber, if Harry hadn't
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| earned what he did when he was with E-Branch - about the Mbius Continuum -then when he died he
woul d have stayed dead! Hi s netenpsychosis woul dn 't have been possible. W wouldn 't be talking
about himnow but to him- and in our own medium on our own |evel! He died, Mary, yes, but now he
lives again. And we want to keep it that way. Harry's Ma let himfinish, but she was stil

consi deri ng what Sergeant had said before him Crash? (Her voice was even nore a whisper). How
crash? Do you nean die, and join us here? What, and are we to ignore all the talented people we've
listened to? And lifting her dead voice for everyone to hear Wat of our precogs, Keenan CGorm ey,
who have told us that ny son is to go on? And singling out Sergeant How can you even think to
presune to know nmy son better than I? W're of one flesh. Wiy, even when he's silent - when he
shuts hinself off fromne - still | know what he's thinking! But we've all known sonething of

that, Mary. (It was Gornley again, but gentler now, for he felt sonething of her fear). No, (Harry
sensed the incorporeal shake of his Ma's head, and her facel ess but unforgotten, indonitable
smle), not like that at all. | mean... the feelings at the very core of him | mean all the aches
and hurts and noods of his heart. | know himlike... like a mother? And who el se could have put it
better than that? And we know himas the one shining light in our darkness, Sergeant was as rough
as ever, but a rough dianond for all his bluntness. Wich we aren't about to see bl own out! A
babbl e of ready agreenent went up fromat |east a dozen nore dead voices that Harry hadn't

recogni zed as yet Yes, (Sergeant continued, cutting themoff), our precogs tell us that Harry wll
go on. But it's the future we're tal king about, and that's an inexact science. Who can second-
guess tonmorrow? Who wants to risk it? So Harry is going to live, going to go on, is he? But who or
what as? Hinself... or sonething el se? Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Know ng the depth of
Sergeant’'s feelings - that he, too, had conme to Harry's rescue in the past as all of themwould if
given the chance - Mary Keogh wasn't overwhel ned or outraged by his passion; she nerely tut-
tutted, and quietly inquired of all the rest So, what would you have ne do? What would you do, if
you were cl osest to hinP What advice would you give hin? W would sinply tell himthe truth, Sir
Keenan answered. And we woul d want to know why he hasn't seen it for hinself! | nean, we know he's
in trouble again; things have cone into our world that are not human, things that were human but
have suffered a change, things that lived between |ife and death. And even truly dead, still they
are evil and the Great Majority of us hold themat bay, ostracised. The Necroscope... sent them
here - but we can't blame himfor that. They're a plague that had to be cut out of a world where
our children and loved ones still live. So, you' d tell himthe truth, Harry's Ma was patient And
how woul d you go about it? 'Harry, we know there are still evil creatures in your world. W know,
because you keep sending themto our world. So tell us: what is it that's caused you to team up
with one of then? And not just a vanmpire, Harry, but a shewolf-a werewolf- too!'ls that what you'd
tell hinf? Sonmething |ike that, yes. But Sir Keenan was cautious. Listen to ne, all of you, she
said then. My son is in as nmuch danger fromhinself as he is fromthem It's been a long tine
since he spoke to ne - or to any of us - but the last tine he did he asked nme if | thought he was
goi ng mad. He thought he might have a drink problem not of his making but one passed on to himin
hi s new body. He thought he might have inherited something of Alec Kyle's talent, too. Hi s dreans
were insane, nightmares in the truest sense of the word. And even awake, during a conversation

with me, he saw strange visions; portent of things to cone, |I'msure, but far beyond his
under st andi ng. And beyond mine -and in life | was a psychic in ny ow right! But because / was a
psychic, and because he's ny son, | heard nore than his spoken words. | understood nore than he

was trying to convey to me. And | knew that he didn't know what was wong with him She paused to
cl ear her thinking, see her way, and then continued: So |I spied on him in his waking hours and

sl eeping hours alike, to see if | could discover what was wong. And | discovered nore than | had
bargai ned for. This female Thing who holds himin her spell: she, this Bonnie Jean, has caused him
tolive in two different worlds, even different minds. In one of these, he knows what she is, and
it horrifies him But yet he is bound to her, in thrall to her-but no, thank God, not as a vanpire
thrall! Yet in his other mind he's also enthralled, but... differently. Wich any man who ever

|l oved will understand. Conplicated? Onh, but that isn't the half of it. Don't you see what's becone
of hin? He is literally, a split-person if not a split-personality! But even before B.J., his
difficulties defied description. Wiat, his mnd in another nman's body? Hs wife and child, fled
fromhim gone off to a place where even he, where even we (and again | thank God, that they
haven't conme anong us!) can't find then? In his search for them ny son has discovered vanpires in
his world - but he can't admit it or do anything about it until B.J. lets him She has..

hypnoti zed him absolutely! But nore than that, | suspect there's sonething el se wong with him
that neither he nor | understand. Sonething that interferes with his talents, his use of the
Mobi us Continuum even his willingness to talk. ..to talk to his own nother! Now tell ne: don't
you think Harry has probl ens enough? She fell silent, and for a while the Great Majority could
feel her anguish like grief ... Then Keenan Cornl ey asked her Wat's your point, Mary? My point?
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She repeated him 'But isn 't that obvious? If ny son is on the brink of nmadness, wouldn't telling
himthe truth push himover? Wuld he accept the truth, or deny it? Wuld he accept his self-
deception and try to put it right - or escape into the unreality of madness? Quite sinply, how

much can his mnd take? It was heavily overburdened before, but now .. ? Wiich is why we can't

tell him because we don't know all the answers. But even though you don't seem able to understand
that, this B.J. knows it only too well. And she keeps himon a tight |eash. She wants hi m sane,
for her own purposes, and for herself! | hate it, hate to adnit it, but she may well be his
salvation. This... she-thing anchors himand while she keeps himsafe, she keeps himsane. For
that reason we've got to let it be, for now at least... Al of themlet her words sink in, unti
Sergeant clarified the situation with: You nean, we do nothing? Fromhis tone of voice, the idea
di sgusted him But then another dead voice cane to the fore. Wll, maybe not exacly nothin'. And

the dreaning Harry knew this one, too. It was R L Stevenson Jani eson, indebted to the Necroscope
as a result of some work they'd done together down in London. R L. Stevenson's brother had been
the Iycanthrope (just a very sick person, not a werewolf) that Harry and his team had dealt with
at the tine he'd first net Bonnie Jean Mrlu. In the nmain, R L owed his acceptance by the G eat
Majority - the respect they gave both himand his nane - to Harry, and he wasn't about to forget
it How do you nean, R L ? Sir Keenan wanted to know. |Is there sone way we can help Harry, without
jeopardizing his sanity? Well | sure can! came the answer at once. See, | has obi. That's obeah to
you. It's in nmy blood, cone down to ne from Poppy. But here in this place | has no great use for
it, excep' to keep ny brother Arthur Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Conan in check. Not
thatA. C.'s much trouble, not any nore. Now, | . wants you to understand, mny obi's the gentle kind
i ke Poppy's before me: , white magic, you 'd call it. See, Poppy wouldn 't a harned a soul. He
was j fust happy with his charms and | ove potions, over in Haiti where | was , brung up. He never
once nessed with poisons or dead folks... er, | \ nmeans the zonbies, beggin' your pardon. My Poppy
was nore into protection, yeah! And in that line, well, he did have sonmethin' nore than the sinple
stuff. ! Heck, he coulda used it to nake hinmself a big man. Wiy, in Haiti | whole governments has
stood or fallen on stuff such as my Poppy's obi! , Yeah, for he had the power to look into a
eneny's mnd and so know his , every nove. And ne, | has it too, only not so strong nowthat | is
dead. \ See when a nman don't use his obi he loses it. It grows strong with | practice, and shrinks
without it. And down here anong the dead folks, | well | haven't had nmuch use for it. Not too many
enem es, down here... j But | knows the Necroscope; we worked together to put some stuff right -1
mean with ny brother Arthur Conan. And | knows that if t Harry coulda found a different way..

(R L. sighed, and the dead j sensed his incorporeal shrug.) But there you go: A C. couldn 't give
a dam for anyone else's life, so in the end his own was forfeit. Anyway, | know Harry's aura. So
inawy | guess |I'msonethin' like his Ma. It's not just that /hear himwhen he talks to us, but

| also knows how he feels. | can feel for him and | can feel out his enenmies, too! Ch, |'mnot
oneforgettin' into their heads like A C. could, but I knows when tkey's around and how nmany they
is and where they's comin '"from Stuff like that. | couldn't -1 wouldn't - tell himwho they is,
but | could at least let himknow that they's there. So... what you think? And Harry's M said,
Good! Yes! It's a start. Down inside, Harry knows he's in trouble, and R L' s obeah can enphasi ze
the truth of it without being specific. After that it will be up to Harry to work it out for
hinsel f, step by step, stage by stage. But Sir Keenan Gorm ey wanted to know. And is that all? W
can't do anything else? Ch, we could probably do a lot, Mary answered. But slowy, and very
carefully. For if it cones to it, well eventually we may have to do an awful lot -1 nean our very
utnost. And each and every one of the teening dead, they knew what she neant... But in a while,
frustrated beyond neasure, Sergeant - who was once a man of action - said, And nmeanwhile we're
even forbidden to advise hin? | nean, there's no other way to help him except by | eaving him
alone? Only if he asks for our advice, she answered, and only if he asks for our help. For that
will be the first sure sign that he's coming to terms with it and is ready to fight back.

remenber when | was a girl, nmy nmother used to tell ne: "No one can help the man who won't help
hinself." I've lived by that maxim and so has Harry - and hell go on doing it. There you have it.
We daren't show himthe light but nust wait till he sees it for hinself. And when he does... he's
going to be one nmad Necroscope! (Sergeant's incorporeal nod of agreenent) Not crazy, just nad as
hell! So maybe you're right and it's for the best. Ch, hell be a |ot nmadder than hell, (Sir
Keenan's short, grimforecast.) Hotter, too. And | fancy that will be his nmain problem for that's
when hell need to be at his coolest. Then, when Harry Keogh is cool... well, Just watch. You'l

see hell itself freeze right over... ! Al talking done, their neeting concluded, they could go
their own ways now, and withdraw to the only places they knew their graves in the lonely earth,
where they lay in their dust and decay and the endl ess night of death. But in that interm nable
darkness, a lonely candle flickering; one source of light and warnth, one heart still beating. One
Necroscope, tossing in his tunbled bed... The tel ephone was ringing. The voices of the dead
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receded, took on the form of 'genuine' dreani ng, netanorphosed into the periodic clanmour of the
phone. Harry knew he should try to hang on to his dream but was afraid to and so let it slide
into linbo. Then the voices were gone and any significance to events in the Necroscope's waki ng
worl d gone with them He woke up. Br-rrring! Br-rrringgg!'- nerve-janglingly. Wth which, the | ast
ring echoed into silence. But the answering nachine had clicked on, and a red light glowed to

i ndi cate a nmessage. \Wat? Who? Harry scranbled to reach for the nonitor, and al nost tunbl ed out of
bed. His mind was fuzzy, he'd only been asleep for an hour or so, and he'd only gone to sleep to
kill sone time until B J. called. If she called. And now? This could be her! He grabbed the
monitor - too late. The answering machi ne clicked off. He sat up, breathed heavily, ran his
fingers through his hair. Tine? Just before ten. He'd been dreanming, and he'd wanted to renenber
his dreans... hadn't he? And then the phone. He played back the nessage: 'Harry, mah wee man. Call
me back, will ye?' BJ.'s husky voice coning out of his answering machine had a weird effect on
him On the one hand he shuddered as a nmournful how ing came echoi ng out of nowhere (in fact from
the deepest vaults of his nmind), while a wolfs head in silhouette angled itself sharply against a
full and shining nmoon, its throat throbbing with its song. And on the other he Necroscope: The
Lost Years - Vol. Il recognized and was hel pless to fight against his dependency, his desire for
BJ., and the fact that he hadn't seen her for over a week now. Then the how i ng was gone into
limbo (along with a dream he knew he should renenber) and all that renmained was the fact that BJ.
had called and he'd missed it. As indeed he'd missed BJ. herself for the last six or seven days.
Too long by far. He blinked his eyes, rubbed at them forced hinmself nore fully awake. Wi ch
wasn't easy. Hi s mind was buzzing with hal f-nenories, dreans and fancies - and fantasi es? Al nost
as if he hadn't woken up at all. O wi shed he hadn't Six or seven days... Wll, the last couple of
days without her were only to be expected; it was her tine, when she would - or should - have been
up in the H ghlands doi ng her own thing, hunting and living off the |land. Wat even in this

weat her?... But the Necroscope didn't even give that a second thought It was one of the nany
things he wasn't allowed to question, sonmething that nmight fromtinme to time register, until his
m nd nade an automatic compensation. For until she said otherwise, BJ. was 'an innocent.' And even
then - despite that in a hidden place inside he knew sonmething of who and what she really was -
still Harry was in thrall to her, beguiled by her, in love with her. He shivered, because in his
hi dden pl ace he did know what was behi nd her, yet took pleasure in her voice - even her recorded
voice - and thrilled to her reality. For his dependency was as much physical as nmental: the

addi ction of her body, her conpani onship, and the fact that she was all he had. ... Al he had,
yes. It was true, and the Necroscope felt obliged to admt it he seemed to be shutting hinself
down. He'd long since severed his connections with his friends at E-Branch - his only real, living

friends - cut hinmself off alnbst entirely fromthe real world, and even negl ected the dead.

I ncl udi ng his bel oved Ma. Sonething of his dream cane back again, fleetingly - only to dissolve
into atons a nonent later. As for Brenda... but who was Brenda? She'd been gone so | ong now t hat
her face, its menory, was only a blur. Harry only renenbered her as she had been: as a girl, his
chi | dhood sweetheart. And the child, Harry Jr... would be four years old now He'd be wal ki ng,
tal ki ng, and doing... whatever he did. Except that woul dn't be what other infants did. Not him
for just like his father he was a Necroscope, too. He could talk to the dead, and knew all the
secrets of the Mtbhius Continuum 'He can go wherever he wants,' the Necroscope told hinself out

| oud. They can hide... anywhere!' O be anywhere, as long as he wasn't there. And he knew that if
they wanted to be found he and the whol e professional arny of investigators that he had bought
woul d have found them Well, they obviously didn't want to be found, and so were gone. But because

it was his obsession now, he had to keep on looking. It was unreal, everything - except BJ., whose
nunber he was already dialling. / chase around after her |ike a puppy, he thought - then |aughed,
however drily, because it seened such an accurate analog or simle -then stopped | aughi ng, because
he didn't know why it seemed accurate. A puppy? The phone was answered by one of her girls:
Zahani ne, he recogni zed her slow, sultry voice. 'BJ.,' he said, and Zahanine didn't even ask who
it was. Then B J. was on the phone. 'Harry?' (That might be a note of anxiety in her voice.)

"Aye,' he mimicked the brogue he knew she affected. 'It's yere wee nan.' (Yere wee fucking puppy.)
And after a nonent's thoughtful silence: 'But are you ... angry about sonething?" The note of

anxi ety had turned to curiosity now Harry shook his head, blinked his eyes, thought Wll, aml?
O was he just blanming her (again) for sonething that wasn't her fault? Something he didn't
under st and but which couldn't be her fault anyway, because she was innocent? 'No,' he said, 'not
angry. Just fucked up.' Another pause, and: 'Something you want to tal k about?" 'Radu,' he said,

al nrost autonmatically. The word, or nane, slipped off his tongue as easily as that popped fromthe
forbidden |inbo of subconscious mnd into his real thoughts |ike a chanpagne cork teased too far
too soon. And for the life of him Harry couldn't understand why he'd said it! But deep down

i nsi de, sonething churned. The chanpagne, he thought But |ong since turned to vinegar, to bile.
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And now he felt sick to his stomach, still w thout knowi ng why. On the other end of the line, B J.
was in the bar. Two of her girls were with her, tidying up. Catching their attention, she put a
finger to her lips. And when they were still: 'Forget what you just said to ne, Harry,' she told

him as naturally as she could. 'You're not to talk about that or even think about it If it's

bot heri ng you, you can tell nme why when you see ne. In an hour's time, nmaybe? |Is that OK?' ' See
you tonight?' he replied after a while, sounding distant and dazed. 'I've... |'ve really m ssed
you, B J.'" And with that she believed she knew what had happened. It had been sone time since she
| ast reinforced the post-hypnotic commands separating his two | evels of consciousness, and a week
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il since she'd had contact with him But this was no ordinary
man; left to its own devices, Harry's nind had been trying to bridge the divide. However slowy,
things were beginning to |l eak fromone level to the other. If the process should speed up and the
two flow directly into each other... it was possible he could even go into shock, catatonic

wit hdrawal . Harry, a cabbage! BJ.'s Harry! No, she corrected herself, Radu's Harry, Her Master's
Man- Wt h- Two- Faces. And her tilted eyes narrowed to feral slits as a grow sounded deep in her
throat. 'B.J.?" Harry's voice sounded tinny and nore distant yet, sad, lonely, and |ost. Suddenly
fearful - for himand nothing else, despite that there was plenty to be worried about - she said,
111 be with you as soon as possible. So why don't you just take it easy now and rest, and wait
for me?'" 'Yes,' he said. 'OK' And a nonent later, 'B. J.?" <Yes? 'I think | may have been

dreami ng.' 'Well dreamtogether,' she pronised. 'Soon.' And she listened for the click as he put
the phone down ... Driving west for Harry's place along lonely country roads outside the city, B
J. thought: So, it's finally beginning to get to him He's wondering what's wong with himand
openly admtting that he's fucked up. Well so he is, because of ne. But at |east he has sonething,
soneone, to believe in, to hang onto - even if it's only nel But what do | have? And like a stab
of pain felt deep inside, coming out as a cry: Oh, Harry, nmah wee nman! You can take it from ne,

i gnorance is bliss! Knowi ng what's happening could be far worse than not knowi ng, and it woul dn't
solve or change a thing. It hasn't for me, anyway. Hah! And you think that your're fucked up? It
was true, she was. And just as she had done it to Harry, so he had done it to her. Differently,

but in the end it worked out the sane. Not so |ong ago, he'd been just one small part of a big
equation, one snall cog in a vast wheel. Now he was a big spanner in the works, the one part of
the equation that refused to work out Harry's nmind was a conputer, and she had put a bug in it.
Two bugs, in fact One was a lie and the other was |ove. He had becone her personal toy. But the

| ove- bug had been virulent and it had escaped back into BJ.'s system Harry Keogh, her wee man?
Not any |onger, and not for quite sone tine now 'Mah wee nman' was the phrase she used to activate
Harr/s post-hypnotic inplants and change his nmental 'node.' Enploying it as an opening, she could
tell him- inpress upon his mnd - anything she desired himto know. And before closing she could
del et e anyt hi ng deened undesirable for himto know or remenber. But as well as a trigger, the
phrase now seened to be nutating into a termof endearnent, and in so doing it had | ost sone of
its potency. B J. had to reinforce it for his sake as much as hers, before his two hal ves cl ashed
and destroyed each other. Her Master Radu Lykan had once told B.J. that he would need a strong nan
in the hour of his resurgence, not a sot That was after she had used an ancient, addictive wine to
weaken Harry's resistance. And the dog-Lord had further pointed out that there were other ways to
enthrall a man than by poisons. He had nmeant her body, her worman's wiles, which in the course of
two hundred years she had learned to use very efficiently. But |ove and sex are two-edged swords,
and Harry Keogh was sonething of a beguiler in his own right. A Vee man?' Scarcely that! For it
now seened nore than likely that he was i ndeed the man of Radu's dreams of the future, in whomthe
dog-Lord might yet rise up again, resurrected fromhis vat of resin. All well and good... if B J.
didn't want Harry for herself. But she did. Except... nothing was that straightforward; everything
was convol uted; BJ. was 'fucked up,' yes. Wthout the gradual encroachnent of the Ferenczys and
the recent declaration of war on the part of the Drakuls (if those red-robed Tibetan vanpires had
not chosen to cone on the scene at this late and difficult hour), then things night be easier and

BJ.'s choice less fraught... (Her choice? Between Radu's resurrection and Harry's continuity? To
even consider that there was a choi ce seemed sheerest nadness! Yet she considered it! Ch, she was
fucked up, all right!) ... But at last the eneny had shown his hand, and BJ. had realized her own

weakness. For all that she was a werewol f she was no warrior, not by Wanphyri standards. As for
Harry Keogh: while he would appear to be both a skilful warrior and tactician - or naybe a

reckl ess madnman? - still he was nmerely a man. Despite that he'd been lucky once, BJ. knew that in
the long run he would be no match for the Wanphyri. Dealing with enenmies as terrible as Drakuls or
Ferenczys was to have been (and would still be, surely?) the dog-Lord s province. The dog-Lord
Radu, her 'Master.' BJ.'s thoughts skipped this way and that contradicting thensel ves as they
went... Radu Lykan: he had becone the bane of BJ.'s life and no small threat to Harry's. And she
was still amazed at the speed of her conversion - which was sonething she scarcely dared to think
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about even now. Bonnie Jean Mrlu, the guardian of Radu's lair for nore than one hundred and
seventy years. Hs "minder,' as it were, whose every effort had been towards his safety and

eventual resurrection. BJ. - atraitor to his cause? Not yet, not physically, but the thought had
been there, certainly. And not only the thought but now, with Harry, the notive, too. Wiat was it
with Harry, she wondered? What was his attraction? He was only a man ... yet the first nman who had

ever put his life in jeopardy for her, which had perhaps been the turning point So that now, even
t hi nki ng such things, she in turn was putting hers in jeopardy for him But was it only Harry, his
natural attractions, or was it a different kind of nature entirely? Was it her own nature, as the
change nore surely shaped her? Was it sonmething - some physical thing - inside her, deflecting her
devotion from Radu and pandering to her own gratification ? And again her thoughts swi tched
tracks, perhaps to escape the inevitable conclusion... Radu, who had burned so brightly in her
mnd: |like a god, the creator and father of his own species! A sleeping god, aye, and BJ. the one
who wat ched over himin his undead tonb. That was how it had been for as long as she could
renenmber, so that it was no easy thing to consider the term nation of everything that she'd worked
so long and so hard for, the efforts and aspirations of a lifetinme. Not a life as long as B.J.'s
had been, or one as long as it mght yet be. The past passed before her in short order At first,
as a girl, Radu's cause had been hard work; but in the course of a century it had becone an al nost
unbr eakabl e habit, and in the next fifty years a binding duty. She'd lived her entire life so that
her Master might [ive his again; which now, if she would go on living, it seened he nust. For

wi t hout the dog-Lord, sooner or |later her enenies nust surely take her out They knew her even now
(she had nore than enough proof of that) and woul d have noved agai nst her |ong ago, but they were
greedy and wanted her Master, too. So nuch for the past and the present, but what of the future?
What would it be - how could it be - without Radu? Wul d she even have a future? What with Harry?

But he was only a man ... and so she was back to that again! So nany uncertainties, and BJ.'s life
in the balance. And Harry's too. Harry: why was he always there, in the back of her mind? She
could do without him didn't actually need himin her life ... did she? Wll, did she? Perhaps
not... but it seemed certain she woul d need Radu; his gui dance when he was up again. She woul d
need to learn fromhim-all the secrets he had prom sed her - in order to understand the nature of

t he Wanphyri, and so understand herself. No | ess inportant, she would need his protection. Thus
for all her dithering, the dog-Lord was her safest route. Safe? tfa/j/The truth of it was that she

was Radu's thrall and feared Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l him She even feared her
own wayward thoughts: that he might discover a germof treachery in them- or nore than a germ -
and find her wanting. So the dog-Lord's cause lived on - if only through revul sion and

fascination, fear and need - and BJ. continued to be torn two ways: between loyalty to a

ni ghtnarish creature froman alien world and a past tine, and |l ove of a man who was very nuch of
this world and ahead of his time. But it was true that her loyalty to Radu wasn't what it used to
be, else there were no contest in the first place. Ch, upon a tine she had worshi pped himwith the
fervour of a dozen thrall forebears before her, noon-children in their own right But that was all
they had been: Radu's thralls and caretakers. Wiile Bonnie Jean Mrlu ... was Wanphyri! There, it
was out, she had come down to it at |ast Like the dog-Lord hinmself, B J. was of that sanme Hi gh
Order of vanpire, and nust soon ascend to a Lady. How this had cone about was hard to say. By the
regul ar, voluntary transfusion of BJ.'s blood into Radu's systen®? But surely that was inpossible;
she had al ways understood it to be a one-way transfer! And in all her time in Radu's service BJ.
had never had physical contact with him except through fluids which had already |eft her body.
How coul d she possibly, while he lay in a vat of semi-solid resin? Ah, but even the Wanphyri
couldn't know everything about their... condition. Its mysteries were diverse as life itself...
Perhaps B J. was a throwback then, through genes as tenaci ous as the Wanphyri thensel ves, to
Starside in a vanpire world. O could it be that Radu had inadvertently issued a spore, to surface
gradual Iy through the resin and pass into her systen? But whichever, she knew she was possessed of
a leech and that her parasite was rapidly maturing. She knew, felt it as surely as she felt the
power ful beat of her own heart, or the breath going in and out of her lungs. And if ever she
doubted it, there was always the corroboration of her vanpire netanorphosis, which she had had for
full forty years now. the change at or near the full of the nopon by which she'd be transforned
into sonething else, sonething other than a wonan. In addition, there was this burning desire in
her: a need to howl, to run with the pack wild in the noonlight - and to hunt! The feel of

enoti ons, of passions that rose way above the nerely hunman scale; a raging, ravaging |ove of life,
and a lusting after the blood which is that |ifel Wanphyri passions all. And one other trait that
identified her species like a fingerprint and made it undeniable: BJ.'s territorialism For al nost
two hundred years the nountains over the |ong, wooded valley of the Spey had been her territory,
whi ch she had protected. Her small 'pack' - the girls she'd recruited to nmake t hem Necroscope: The
Lost Years - Vol. |l noon-children, replacing themas and when necessary - were hers. Even the dog-
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Lord's cavern lair was nmore famliar to B.J. than it had ever been to him To Radu it was nerely a
refuge, a hideaway, a tonb. But to B.J. - an aerie, her seat, the secret heart of her operations
when at | ast she ascended and becane a full blown Lady of the Wanphyri! Perhaps it was an idea that
had been in her head for sone tine, even decades, as the year of Radu's re-birth | ooned ever
closer. So that she had often wondered: How will it be when ny Master is up again, when he is
back? What will be allowed, and what disallowed? And she had thought: Wat if he should return to
Romani a, and take back his horseshoe nountains now that the Drakuls and Ferenczys are no | onger
there? If so, he mght even | eave B J. behind, to watch over the lair in the Cairngorms and becone
a true Lady in her own right. Then he and she would be equals - an incredible concept! Once (oh, a
long tinme ago), when she had been delirious fromletting too much of her blood drain down into
Radu's vat, she had even broached the subject. And now she renenbered his answer Ah, ny Bonnie

But think, just think! If | ama dog-Lord, and the femal e equivalent of a vanpire Lord is a
Lady... what would that make you - a bitch-Lady? Or would you be nore bitch than Lady? And then
hi s coughi ng, barking | aughter had sounded in her mind... but behind his |aughter, the deep and
thoughtful runble of a growl, too. She hadn't understood, but he had brushed it aside, saying: Let
it be, ny Bonnie. For in any case it's all a hundred years away. But you, Wanphyri? First be a
wench, then a witch -or a bitch, whichever... That had been only the first tinme that Radu deni ed
BJ.'s destiny, but there had been many tines since. He hadn't wanted her to think along such
lines, and B.J. believed she knew why. For in the dog-Lord' s vision of a future world there

woul dn't be room for other Lords - or Ladies... The headlights of an onconming car flashed in BJ.'s
eyes, and as the car swept by her m nd was drawn back to the present. Gving herself a shake, she
sat up straighter behind the steering wheel and tried to concentrate on where she was goi ng, who
she was going to, and why. The present was nore inportant than the past, and what she had been

t hi nki ng about was long before Harry's tine. Now, even nore than she worried about Radu's future
or even her own, she worried about his... Need hinP Wat sense was there in fooling herself any

| onger? O course she did, even |loved her "wee man.' Madness, aye! And again BJ.'s mnd went off
at a tangent Radu had warned her against contam nating Harry; she could seduce himby all neans,
but on no account let anything of herself get into him The dog-Lord wanted hi mpure, and of
course she knew why. If Radu's vanpire leech had failed to cure himof the plague in his blood,
then he woul d attenpt metenpsychosis: the transfer of his entire personality into the body of
another - into Harry's body! For Radu had dreamed oneironmantic dreans of a Mysterious One, a ' Man-
Wt h- Two- Faces,' who would be there at the hour of his resurgence. Harry Keogh was just such a
man, with survival skills worthy of the Wanphyri thenselves. In one way the idea was intriguing,
while in others it was appalling. The thought of Harry with the awful strength of Radu appealed to
B.J.; his longevity assured, and with the skills of a special agent, he would nmake the perfect
mat e. But she knew that woul d not be the way of it. For he would have Radu's mind and eventually
hi s netanorphosis. And B J. knew how Harry would | ook then: as Radu Lykan | ooked now He woul d be
as clay in the dog-Lord's hands, to be rebuilt in Radu's image. And picturing her so-called
"Master' in his great vat - his grotesque man-dog outline as seen through the sem -opaque resin
crust - even B J. shivered. No, she couldn't even contenplate that, not for a nonent. And yet in
three nonths time, in the spring, she would have to do just exactly that. For that was when Radu
had determined to be up. He nmight even be up now, but had wanted to see Harry in advance of the
event He shoul d have seen himthree nonths ago, and barring the intervention of a Drakul

lieutenant and thrall would have done so. It had been then that Harry Keogh had once again
denmonstrated his talent for survival - and his feelings for Bonnie Jean, that he would protect her
with his life - for now those Drakuls were no nore. And half-way to Harry's place near Bonnyrig, B
J. renenbered what little she had seen of the Drakul attack, and how it had been afterwards..
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il |1V LET SLEEPI NG DOG LORDS LI E - COVERT SURVEI LLANCE - AULD
JOHN S REPORT - THE LI MBO | NTERFACE BJ. had taken Harry north for a | ong weekend's cli nmbing,
hunting, living off the land and generally roughing it in the Hi ghlands. So she'd told him

anyway. But in fact they'd been going to see the sleeping dog-Lord in his lair. She had had al

ki nds of m sgivings about it; she'd grown inordinately fond of Harry, too fond, perhaps. He'd
aroused enotions in her other than the grand passions of her kind, and she had known that to | et
Radu see him 'talk' to him would nmean sinply giving himup to the dog-Lord. But in any case they
hadn't made it. On the unseasonably warm autum norning scheduled for the clinb, as BJ. and Harry
headed for the starting point in Auld John's car - then the Drakuls had | aunched their attack
There had been two of them red-robed 'priests' in a station wagon that they used as a juggernaut,
trying to force BJ. off the road. She had 'switched Harry on,' told himthat these were two of the
enem es she'd warned himabout. But as soon as she had gained a little distance, rounded a bend
and so passed out of sight of their pursuers, Harry had asked to be dropped off. She had done it,
and a minute or two |ater when the Drakuls failed to catch up she'd gone back for him Sonehow he
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had caused themto crash; their station wagon had left the road over a wooded gorge and fallen to

earth nose-first through trees which had scarcely broken its fall. One of the occupants, the
driver - a lieutenant by his | ooks, and by the way he later died - had got hinself skewered on his
steering colum; the other, a thrall, was uninjured. B J. had cone on the scene barely intine to

prevent the latter's attack on Harry. She had put a crossbow bolt through the thrall's heart, and
Harry had set fire to the petrol leaking fromtheir shattered car. Both of the Drakuls had burned,
melting down in the furnace heat as BJ. and Harry backed off. That had been a horrific thing, but
it had served to confirmthat the driver was a |ieutenant Through the envel ope of bl ue-shi nmering
heat, his blazing figure had been plainly visible where he tried to lift hinself off the steering
colum. Failing, he'd then | ooked out through the wall of fire with eyes |ike peeled grapes. A
monent |ater, his torso had burst open and put out corpse-white tentacles or feelers to lash in
the super-heated interior of the car. Twining together, the tentacles had bl ossonmed outwards

t hrough the stripped-away roof and upward into the fiery slipstream where they floated in the

i ncendi ary updraft like the arnms of a crippled anenone. Ot her tentacles had uncoiled |ike worns
fromthe open car door. They pissed an orange fluid all around that snmoked where it fell to earth.
Then the lieutenant's vanpire had submtted, and he had w thdrawn his nolten appendages, crunpled
down into hinself and begun to slop out of the door around the shoul ders of his conpanion. As for
that one: he had sat there lifelessly with BJ. 's bolt through him And it had been over... They
had driven to Dal whinnie, and during the journey BJ. had cancelled the episode fromHarry's mnd
He'd seen things that just didn't fit the '"innocent' image he had of her, things out of her dark
side that he wasn't ready for. And fromthen on - fromHarry's point of view, at |east - they had
sinply been on a clinmbing and hunting trip, which for reasons of her own BJ. had cried off.
Not hi ng nore conplicated than that... But of course Harry was thinking and acting under hypnosis,
and « for BJ. it wasn't that easy to throw off. Indeed she daren't forget a single detail, for it
was |ife and death. From Dal whi nni e, she had phoned Auld John in Inverdruie and told himto see to
Radu. Unlike BJ., who was Radu's l|ieutenant, Auld John was merely in thrall to the dog-Lord.
Though he had been a nmoon-child all his long Iife, he would never run with the pack under a ful
moon; it wasn't in himto be a werewl f. But he was a very capable clinber, and he knew the way to
the lair. Indeed, as a ganekeeper, in the protected preserve of the Badenoch valley, John had
guarded the routes to Radu's lair for nost of his life. And of course he would attend to the dog-
Lord in BJ.'s absence. That is to say. he would see to Radu's feeding - and to the feeding of his
creature... And doubtless Radu woul d probe John's all too eager mind, to see what had gone w ong.
The plan had worked; two days later Auld John had called BJ. at the wine-bar to tell her all was
well. But as for "Hmin Hs high place,' well, he "wasnae verra pleased!' H's tinme was fast
approachi ng, and his resurgence could not be delayed. Cone hell or high water, BJ. Necroscope: The
Lost Years - Vol. Il would present the Mysterious One to himwhen next duty called her to the
Cairngorns lair. Wich should have been this past weekend. The three nonths' reprieve had flown,
and despite that the weather had worsened dramatically - and that she was |less inclined than ever

to part with her Vee man' - there'd seened no putting it off. But at least (B J. had told herself
anxiously) this would only be Harry's initial audience; after that, there would still be six
months | eft before Radu's actual resurgence. Then, with less than two weeks to go before the
schedul ed visit, things had started to happen ... In fact a variety of things had been happening

all along, ever since the failed attack of the Drakuls. For just a day or so after the rel ease of
the story of a 'fatal Spey Valley accident' in the newspapers, BJ. had been pleased to read how
the Hone O fice had issued expul sion orders on 'several nenbers of an obscure Tibetan religious
order, believed to have been engaged in inter-sectarian warfare in the British Isles.” Not only
were they being expelled but others of their order - the 'Enmi ssaries of Drakesh' - had been
refused entry... This had gone hand in hand with the story of a firefight, and the discovery of
weapons and evi dence of their use at the scene of what was previously and mi stakenly considered a
traffic accident It all fitted, especially that reference to these Emi ssaries of Drakesh. But a
religious order? Hah! An order of Drakuls, no less! And in no way engaged in sectarian or any
other kind of warfare (not until they had met up with BJ. and Harry Keogh, anyway), but in spying
and building up their nunbers in advance of the dog-Lord's resurgence! Well at |east Radu woul d
now know where to |l ook for them- or for him 'D.D.', the last of his line. In Tibet. But if this
sneaki ng Drakul in his far-distant nonastery hideaway knew of Radu's immnent return, then what of
the Ferenczys? For a long tine, even decades, BJ. had suspected that she was bei ng watched; just
as she had wat ched out for, and on occasion even tried to seek out, others of her own and the dog-
Lord's kind. Some years ago she had | ost one of her girls, nysteriously vanished in London. Radu's
opi nion had been that it was the work of Ferenczys, who were seeking himout in anticipation of
his rising. Since when BJ. had been doubly careful, but not watchful enough. O perhaps
famliarity had bred contenpt, and tinme had worn down her vigilance. It had been Harry Keogh who
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first brought to her attention the fact of a secret observer, the little man she had told the

I nspect or about For on Harry's first visit to BJ.'s Wne Bar, he had seen this strange figure
lurking in a shop doorway across the street, apparently taking pictures. But it was only after
Harry had described this watcher to BJ. that she realized she'd seen him too ... frequently over
the years, in and around the city and the rundown district of her wine bar. But only at night, or
when it was cloudy and overcast Then BJ. had renenbered a hundred occasi ons when she'd sensed eyes
on her in a crowd, or heard soft footsteps sounding behind her in quiet [anes, or glinpsed pin-
pricks of gold in the shade of a vaguely famliar broad-brimed hat And not only B J. but nost of
her girls, too... So, was this watcher a Ferenczy spy such as Radu had warned her about? It seened
nmore than likely. A spy - a 'sleeper,' sent to Scotland thirty or nore years ago - with no orders
but to establish hinself, seek out the dog-Lord' s thralls and minders, and through them find Radu
himself in his secret place. Wll, so far he had failed, B J. felt reasonably sure. Her base was
so far renoved from Radu, and her precautions when she paid himher quarterly visits so strict -
and the clinb to his lair so arduous, with Auld John to watch the routes for strangers - that
Radu' s safety seemed assured. But she herself, and the pack, her girls... they had been di scovered
| ong ago. So, why had this Ferenczy scum waited? A hundred or nore tinmes he could have put a
silver bullet through BJ.'s head - yet hadn't The answer seened sinple: to take her out woul d be
to alert Radu's other thralls, if any such existed, jeopardizing both the watcher and his Masters,
wher ever they were!l Also, the Ferenczys could afford to wait, for while Radu was down he was no
real threat And obviously this "D.D.,' the last Drakul, felt the same: |let the sl eeping dog-Lord
lie, and while he lay investigate his thralls, discover his lair and find out everything there was
to be known about himand his. Then, in the hour of his resurgence - strike full force, before his
strength had tine to flow back into him It all nade sense, or would do if the Drakuls hadn't
preenpted things. So what had caused themto junp the gun? And as for Harry... he had seened edgy
fromhis first glinpse of the red-robed 'priests.' Wiat was it with himand then? O was it sinply
coi nci dence, or BJ. reading too nmuch into too little? But that aside, in the quarter gone by since
the Drakuls' failed attack, Ferenczy surveillance on the wine bar, on BJ.'s girls, and herself,
had gone up one hundred per cent. It was no |lie when she'd told Inspector |anson about the
observer; since alerting her girls to his presence, the furtive little man had been spotted a
dozen tinmes. The only lie had been in regard to his 'great dog.' No such dog existed but a wolf, a
great white she-wolf... As for the Drakuls thenselves: BJ. had read in a third newspaper report
how t he police were | ooking for four nore nmenmbers of the sect, believed to be hiding out in the
country. It nmade sense: originally the group had been six menbers strong. So, four of them were
still here, and probably not too far away. Well, no way they could sneak up on B J. now, not in
their red robes, anyway! And be sure that she and her girls would avoid Asiatics of any
description; or, if need be, strike back at thema second tinme. So then, all these reasons to |et
Aul d John stand in for her again, put off her quarterly visit to Radu in his den, and so for a
second tinme delay his neeting with Harry - a neeting which would surely seal the latter's fate.

Al'l these reasons - and not one of them good enough. The dog-Lord woul d doubtless tell her that
since she knew the problens to be overcone, she nust sinply take greater precautions, that was

all. Wrse, he would probably wonder at her reticence, too. Then, with only a week to go, the
reprieve, when fate had delivered a pair of far nore acceptabl e excuses: the fact that one of her
girls, Margaret Macdowel |, had been threatened - a matter which B.J. nmust attend to herself - and

severe weat her conditions, making any kind of Cairngornms venture nore treacherous yet Despite that
she'd had Harry in training (she would protest), he was by no neans the expert clinber; she
certainly wouldn't want to | ose himon sone icy, vertiginous face on the route to the dog-Lord's
lair! Better far if his first audience with Radu were delayed a further three-nonth, when the

weat her shoul d be inproved and the clinmb so much easier. So her excuses were finally sufficient,
and she'd called Auld John in Inverdruie and told himher decision. And because she took time to
list all of her reasons, inpressing theminto John's nmenory, she could be sure that when Radu used
his mentalismto dig themout again - which he surely would - he would know that Bonnie Jean Mrlu
was his true and devoted servant But in fact BJ. knew what she was - treacherous! And she knew why
she was; because she was Wanphyri! Wanphyri, aye, and devious to a fault, as every Great Vanpire
before her. And yet devoted too, to Harry... BJ.'s junbled thoughts returned to the present. She
was driving across an old stone bridge. A quarter of a mile away along the river, silhouetted

agai nst a threatening sky, Harry's house stood like an old, watchful but bleary-eyed ow between
two sl eeping brothers. Watchful but tired, yes... It was only then that BJ. paused to consider how
anxi ous and tired she was, and her actions since Harry's call. For the first tine in a long tine
she hadn't bothered to take any precautions against being followed. But it had been a week since
she'd | ast seen Harry, and he was feeling down and troubled in his mnd. And what with all of
BJ.'s other worries, not least the Inspector's visit, and the fact that she was still waiting for
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a call fromAuld John La Inverdruie to confirmthat all was well with Radu - well, little wonder
she wasn't quite with it! And Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. 11 anyway, what the hell? Wo
woul d be out followi ng her on a night as cold and dark as this? They would, that's who. But too
late now to cry over spilled mlk. And anyway, the odds were that they already knew about Harry.
On the other hand they would al so know he was only a man, her human | over, and of no great concern
to them The Ferenczys would think so, anyway. And the handful of Drakuls were still in hiding.

So, there was really no way she could have seriously conprom sed anything. Still, as she pulled up
out side the old house and di med her lights, B J. narrowed her slanted eyes and | ooked | ong and
searchingh/ into her rearview - and finally sighed her relief. There was nothing back there but
the dark ribbon of the river, suddenly silvered by noonlight as a gap opened in the | ow cl oud

ceiling. Monlight, aye, but two days past its full. In another nonent the gap had closed and it
was dark again. BJ. got out of her car, locked it, and alnpbst ran up the path to Harry's front
door... ... But across the river and roughly opposite Harry's place, on the grass verge of the

country road and hi dden beneath the overhangi ng branches of tall trees, a second car sat in
darkness and silence, with only the occasional tick, tick froman engine that was al ready cooling
in the frosty night air. The car was an old but reliable Vol kswagen Beetl e, whose driver had known
fromseveral previous visits the best place to park. For the next half-hour or so he would sinmply
sit and watch, and wait for the lights to go out, then take his departure. But at first light he'd
be back in tine to see the girl leave. Nor was this any kind of weird | ongdi stance voyeuri sm but
simply his sinister job. For BJ. Mrlu' s habits were all-inportant to him- especially in
connection with the man she was visiting... ... And two hundred yards back up the sane road, on
the sane grass verge, a third vehicle sat in darkness and sil ence; but |Inspector Ceorge | anson was
here for a very different reason. Not to spy on the girl - not at all - but on the spy. And to
wonder what in hell old Angus McGowan thought he was up to!? The Inspector was here by virtue of a
series of coincidences, which was odd in itself because he'd never believed in them H s street
was a no-parking area, wherefore he garaged his car the best part of a mle fromhome. Ex-
constable Gavin Strachan lived only a short wal k away but in the other direction; wherefore on

| eaving Strachan's place, |anson had taken taxis to and fromBJ.'s. But on his way hone - stil
westling with this thing about old Angus's book - Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il he had
decided to pay the vet a visit. It was rather latish, true, and McGowan didn't much care for
visitors at any time, but [anson knew himfor a night-ow and hoped he wouldn't mnd. Al so, he
coul d disguise the real purpose of his visit by asking the vet about his zoo queries, how he was
getting on with them .. though why he would want to use such a subterfuge he couldn't quite say.
So he had taken the taxi to his garage, then driven hinself to McGowan's place east of the city
towards the sea. But as he'd driven into the poorly-lit street of tall dark houses where his
quarry lived, he had been barely in time to see the man hinself leaving in his battered Beetle. It
was the car that gave McGowan away (though again, why |anson should think of it in those terns was
anybody's guess). Unless it was the way McGowan was crouched over his steering wheel, intent on
his driving, staring straight ahead... his furtive attitude in general. O not even his attitude
but lanson's, the way he was beginning to feel about this whol e dam business. A gut feeling, yes:
a hunch. The instinct that sonetines nakes a good policenman great - and sonetines the thing that
makes himfeel guilty/too. Be that as it may, |anson had turned his car around and used covert
pursuit techniques |earned twenty-five years earlier in the Metropolitan Police to follow the vet
t hrough Edi nburgh's wintry night streets. Mercifully, there had been just enough traffic that he
could stay two or three cars back out of sight w thout |osing McGowan. Fortunate, too, that

| anson's seven-year-old car was an anonynous brown nodel of which there were hundreds in the city.
But inalittle while it had dawned on the Inspector that he was backtracki ng much the sanme route
his taxi had taken fromB.J.'s Wne-Bar - returning in fact to BJ.'s Wne Bar! A wild guess, but
it had proved to be an accurate one. And as he drove into the bar's district, lanson's gut-feeling
had begun to knot into sonething el se inside him Once there, McGowan had found a space in a line
of parked cars sonme little distance fromthe bar. Wiile he was engaged i n manoeuvring into
position, |anson had taken the opportunity to overtake and find a space of his own, from where
he'd been able to keep an eye on his rearview and watch both McGowan's car and the street in front
of the wine bar. Then for sone fifteen minutes he had sat there rubbing his hands to keep the
circulation flowi ng, and hoping that the heater wasn't running his battery low But nainly he'd
been wonderi ng what was goi ng on here. Wat, old Angus doi ng sonme investigating of his own? That

wasn't acceptable... MGowan was a vet, not a policeman! What was nore, he so perfectly fitted
BJ.'s description of a watcher who had been seen on several occasions before the attack on
Mar garet Macdowel |. Deep in thought, the Inspector had been very nearly taken by surprise when a

party of girls exited fromthe recess leading to the wine bar's entrance. They were wel | -w apped
agai nst the cold and too far away for himto identify any of them and in any case they had
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quickly split up and gone their own ways into the night. It was approxi mately an hour since the

I nspector had left the bar; obviously B J. had closed early. Wll, that was self-explanatory; she
had had little in the way of business to keep her open. But as the girls dispersed so old Angus's
Beetl e had pulled out and driven away in some haste, so that |anson nust hurry to keep up with it.
And now where was the little man going? His route lay west on a fairly nmajor road out of the city,
so that once again |lanson was able to sit back behind a car or two as he followed the distinctive
shape of the Vol kswagen to whatever was its destination. But as the flow of traffic dropped off
and the night grew nmurkier yet, the Beetle turned onto a farmtrack, reversed and cane to a halt
And its lights went out Two hundred yards behind his quarry, lanson hadn't thought that the track
woul d | ead anywhere. Perhaps McGowan had feared he was being followed and pulled off the road to
test the theory. So the Inspector had turned in through an open gate onto a | esser track, turned
about and pulled forward for a quick exit, and waited. The glint of the Beetle's wi ndows had been
visible through a near-distant hedgerow... And by then there had been only a few vehicles on the
mai n road, nost of them heading into Edi nburgh... The next five minutes had passed slowy, until a
silver-grey car had come speeding along the main road fromtile direction of the city. As it
passed McGowan's farmtrack so the Vol kwagen's di pped |ights had conme on, and McGowan had turned
back onto the main road. Following him |anson had driven on dipped lights, too... ... And now he
had been sitting here in this place for half an hour, and he was still wondering what was going on
and what it was all leading up to. But there was old McGowan down the road, out of his car now and
| eaning on its curving rear end - doubtless for the warnth fromthe engine - and gazi ng through

bi nocul ars at the |ighted wi ndows of the house across the river. Wll, enough of this. |anson had
just made up his mnd to nove on, go hone, ask Angus about it tonorrow, when the lights in the
house were suddenly turned down |ow. A nonent |ater and Angus had got into his car and sw tched on
the sidelights. And it was as much as |lanson could do to squeeze down in his seat, out of sight,
as McGowan turned the Beetle about on the narrow road and headed back his way. But as the car went
by he couldn't resist it the urge to lever hinmself up a little and look directly at the driver.
Angus McCGowan, absolutely. But- -In that same nmonment McGowan | ooked back at him.. and it was a

di fferent McGowan! How different, |anson couldn't say. He couldn't even say if the other had
recogni zed him probably not And he had only recogni zed McGowan because he knew it was him But
that look on the little man's face: the suspicion in those rheuny eyes - those feral yellow eyes.
The evil, aggressive, thrust of the man's jaw... For a good three minutes after the car had gone
the Inspector sat there, then finally gave hinself a shake, started his car and crossed the river
by the old bridge. On the far side he parked and wal ked as quietly as he could along a rutted
service road to where the silver-grey car stood in front of the m ddl e house. Just one car, the
one McGowan had been followi ng. |anson nenorized the nunber plate, checked that he knew his exact

| ocation, went back to his car and drove hone... Half an hour earlier: '"I'msorry I'mlate,' BJ.
breathlessly told Harry in his bedroom '| had to see to the takings, talk to the girls, |ock up.
| got here as quickly as | could.' Harry was fully awake now but still hollow eyed. The |ast week

had been a trying time; in fact the last three nonths had been trying, even if he didn't know why.
But there' d been this feeling of an inpending sonething that had worked on his nerves |ike
sandpaper. And | ooking at BJ. he knew that it hadn't been easy on her, either. Watever it was.
But: She should level with ne, he thought again wondering why. B J. wasn't a telepath. The germ of
the talent was in her, as it was in nost of the Wanphyri to one degree or another, but it wasn't
an art yet by any neans. Still, perhaps she got sonething of what was on his mind. '"Harry, |'m
sorry-' she started to say, and bit her tongue.'-1 nean |'msorry that you' re feeling down.'
"Sure,’ he said, but without conviction. And changing the subject: 'Did you go away this | ast
weekend? Did you go north?" 'Er, no,' she shook her head. 'I was busy, and-' '-The weather?' He
sought excuses for her. 'And the new year just in? W didn't have nmuch of a Christnas, B J.'
Christmas? That was scarcely BJ.'s tine! But still: "Er, no,' she answered, "we didn't And |'m
sorry. But you know how busy the bar is in ... the silly season ...' She tapered off. 'It's been a
week, BJ.,' he said then. 'And a week before that and before that etcetera. In fact it's been this
way for nonths. And when Nectvscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il we're together you' re always | ooking
over your shoul der, avoiding ny eyes, having... second thoughts?" She had been standing there

| ooking at him Now her heart gave a mighty lurch as she flewinto his arns, and said, 'Second

t hought s? Not about you, Harry! No, not about you!' Then say it' he held her tightly, nunbled into
her hair. 'Say it?" She wasn't thinking straight - couldn't not now that she was in his arns
again. 'Call me yere wee man, and put everything right' he told her. Put it right, even if it

isn't. Wll, and she would have to switch himon if she wanted to use the phone in his presence.
El se there'd be things she said to Auld John that he woul dn't understand. 'Harry, mah wee nan,'
she said - and at once felt himreel alittle, the sway of his upper body... ... As the full npon

bl azed down and i ke great wolf lifted his head in tribute, howing froma throat that pulsed with
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the power of his song. Then B J. felt Harry tighten up a little in her arnms, and rel eased him
"It's all right,' she said, fixing himw th those hypnotic eyes of hers. 'But | have to call Auld
John.' Harry nodded. To see how he is, yes?" She nodded. 'And then we can talk.' 'Real talk? It's
al ways real, Harry, always! For ne, anyway. But BJ. knew what he neant, and said: 'Real talk,

yes.' She | eaned towards himand gave hima quick kiss, and he didn't try to draw back. But

nei ther did he respond. Then BJ. sat at the side of the bed, and phoned Auld John ... At his
cottage in Inverdruie, Auld John was just done wapping his wist when the phone rang. Hi s bl eddy
wist! Man, if only his wounds would heal |ike the Wee M stress's. But they woul dnae. He still had

scars frae three nonths ago, where on Bonnie Jean they'd be quite invisible by now. And the

t el ephone was ringing, even as he tied a knot and tugged it tight with his teeth. This would be
the Wee M stress hersel' no doubt. But it wasnae his fault he'd no called. He'd been down and out
for twenty-four hours, aye. A full nicht and a day. And even now he wasnae feelin' too guid. 'John
Qui ney,' he barked into the phone, using a strong voice to disguise the fact of his physica

weakness. 'Wha' is it?" 'It's me, John,' the We M stress's voice canme back, and he coul d al npst
taste the relief init. 'l was worried - you didn't call nme.'" 'Ah would' a done it this mnute!’
John protested, trying not to whine. "But it's no gone easy wi' ne, Bonnie Jean. The clinb took it
Necroscope: The Last Years - Vol. Il out'a me. And Hmup there... oh, but He was a hungry yin

| assie!' '"John, are you all right?" She was anxious now. 'Ah amthe noo,' he told her. And: 'Hush
hush now. Ah'mwell enough. But He bled ne good. No, no - it was nah own stupid fault like a

bl eddy auld fool, Ah fell asleep! And it was Hinmsel' shoutin' in mah head who woke me. Then mah
wound - it woul dnae heal, and the clinb down was sheer nmi'nfer/That's why Ah've slep' like the big

bairn Ah amthis day and a half, and m ssed callin' ye. Forgive ne, lass, for a bleddy fool.’
BJ.'s sigh, and: 'Nothing to forgive, John, as long as you're all right. But you sound so weary!
'So Ah am but never ye fear. Ah'm stoked tae the brimon guid broth. Another nicht shid see ne
fine and dandy. And down inside Ah feel stronger than ever. For think, Bonnie Jean, just think!
It's mah bl ood that sustains Himthe noo!' But a nonment |ater the excitenment ebbed from his voice.

"Excep'...' And he paused. 'Except?' she pronpted him 'Is there sonething, John?" Trenbling, Auld
John sat down with the tel ephone. 'Bonnie, He wasnae pleased. No, not this tinme, and far worse
than last. Ah tol* Hma' ye said Ah shid; it woul dnae do. He spoke tae ne - in mah head, ye ken -

and oh He was angry! No so much wi' ye as wi' they others, they Ferenczys and Drakuls! But angry
anyway. Ah could feel it boilin' in Hm And it's the We M stress He needs, no this auld sod - if
yell excuse mah | anguage.' 'What did you tell hin? What did he get fromyou?' BJ.'s tone was

anxi ous agai n; John coul d al nost hear her heart pounding. 'Wy, only what ye'd tol' ne!' He
trenbl ed again, his old head swimring in a sudden dizzy bout 'Excep' ye ken Ah didnae tell Hm
anythin' nuch, but He took it right out o' mah head.' "Yes, yes,' (he sensed BJ.'s nod of
understanding). 'But what did he tell you?' 'Oh, Ah've a nessage for ye, be sure,' John answered.
"No more putting it off, Bonnie Jean, no any nore. Neither Ferenczys, Drakuls, disaster, nor even
death - nothin's tae stand in yere way. Yell attend Radu in person next time, or it's over and
He's done wi' yel As for yere wee man, that Harry Keogh - he's tae be w' ye. Aye, for he's verra
inportant, that yin.' For a noment there was silence on the line, only a faint crackle of static
in Auld John's ear. He could hear a log hissing sap in his grate, and the wind in the eaves. Then
at last BJ.'s voice again, but faint as a whisper. WII he... is he ... does he think hell be up?
'Eh? The great wolf? Up, ye say? No, no, that wasnae mah nmeanin'. Six nmonths, He said. But that's
why He must see yere Harry next tine, so that He rmay know the way of it But Ah'mno the clever
yin, Bonnie Jean, as well ye ken. Ah wasnae too sure what He neant...' No, but on the other end of
the line Bonnie Jean believed she understood only too well what the dog-Lord neant! Sitting beside
her, drawn and hol | oweyed, Harry Keogh m ght well have understood it, too, if he'd heard. He
hadn't however, and: 'Don't worry about it, John,' she told her old friend. 'I can sort things
out.' And she was at once concerned again, for him 'But what about the clinb? Was it really that
bad?' ' Ch, aye, but Ah took the easy route up, and killed a fine beast along the way for His
creature. That yin's... well, he's comn' on, ye ken?' Tes,' she agreed. 'I know. ..' Auld John
heard the dubious note in her answer, very nuch as his query had sounded dubious. 'Lassie, is a'
well? '"As well as it can be.' she answered. And before he could question that, too: 'John, we

have - He has - enenies here. | hope you were careful not to be followed. Are there any strangers
up your way? Have you noticed anything odd?" 'No one, and nothin',' he answered. 'But ye know ne.
Ah' m no the one tae take chances. Wy, even when Ah answer the door, nmah gun goes wi' ne! Ah
reckon it was sheer luck they picked ye up that time. And as for mahsel' - why, Ah'mjust a cranky
old gillie, as anyone hereabouts will be pleased tae confirm' And sensing her grin, he snil ed.
Then she said: Take care, John. Well talk soon. But don't you call ne, 111 call you. Look after
your... wound. Make sure it heals.' "Ch, it will. But it was only mah duty, ye ken...' And after

he heard the click as she put the phone down, Auld John sat and listened to the purring receiver
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in his hand, and stared at his bandaged wist where a thin red Iine was showi ng through even now.
H s duty, aye - but it hadnae gone unappreciated. And then he renenbered what el se Radu had told
him which he hadn't dared repeat to Bonnie Jean: You are second in line, John, after the We

M stress. Ah, but she is only a lassie after all, and weak as all wonen are. | fear that when ny
time conmes she may bend, or even break. So mark these words, which are for you al one: keep ny
secrets and serve ne well, John, as your ancestors before you. And who can say?' ... One day you

could be first in line! The dog-Lord' s promise! It ran through Auld John's veins |ike w ne and
sang to him It gave a new nmeaning to existence, and was well worth every extra drop of life's
bl ood that he'd let flow down the funnel to the great hound-like thing in the vat. Wrth, too, the

lie he'd been obliged to tell B J. - but that had been on the orders of Radu hinself, and who was
Aul d John to defy Hmin H s high place? Aye, for Radu was qui ckeni ng and He had needed that extra
drop Brian Lutnley Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il or two. Up in a six-nonth? Ah, no ... try
four! But Radu had told John that he couldn't tell Bonnie Jean; indeed, that he nust lie to her
For John was to be Hi s confidant now that the We M stress had shown herself to be ... well, just
a wee lassie after all. It wasn't her fault, though, John was sure. (And he frowned and felt

concerned for the ex-We M stress.) Mre likely it was all down to that Harry Keogh, aye! Ah, but
the dog-Lord had plans for him too. Up in just four nore nonths, and then we'd see about this
Harry! And here's B.J. worrying about John contacting her. Well, he wouldn't. But Radu woul d, be
sure! Three noons fromnow - just thirteen weeks, that was all - and then she'd hear Hi s call.
That silent howing in her head, that drew her like a magnet. She'd get her instructions then
aye. And a nonth later, the one who'd caused her to stray fromthe path... he would get his
conmeuppance! 'Hi s wound?' Harry had overheard one or two things after all. "Hm?' B J. | ooked at
him 'You told himto take care of his wound.' 'He cut hinmself on the rock face,' she lied. 'Oh?
"I's this the real talk you wanted?' She began unbuttoning her blouse. For there are other ways to
beguil e a man, and better ways to ease his pain, too. And hers. 'You tell ne,' he said. «Very
well, you can think and speak normally.' And at once he was hinself, those warm eyes disguising a
cold and calculating brain. 'B.J., did sonething happen that time, when we were up in the

Hi ghl ands? W went up to Auld John's place in Inverdruie to clinb and hunt, but you cried off. And
this | ast weekend, again you cried off going. Well, OK - for after all it's the mddle of winter
now - but what about the last tine?" 'Have you been reading the newspapers, Harry?' 'No,' (but E-
Branch had contacted himthat time three nonths ago, about sone weird shit in his neck of the
woods?) *Why? Was there sonething | should have read?" BJ. shook her head. She'd cancelled the
epi sode fromhis mnd and didn't want to let it surface now, which obviously it was trying to do
'Have you been having bad dreans, Harry? You said on the phone that you' d been dream ng.'

"Dreans, half-nmenories... anxieties and feelings | don't understand. You nane it.' He shrugged,
despairingly she thought. And then, out of the blue: 'B.J., why don't you level with me?' 'Leve
with you?' Her blouse was off now, and her breasts proud and stiff-tipped where they begged for
Harry's attention. Al nost autonmatically, she wiggled out of her skirt 'Ask your questions. If |

can answer them | will.* 'l don't know all of it, do 1? '"No.' '"Why not?" 'l can only tell you
what hell let ne tell you.' 'Radu?" The dog-Lord, yes.' 'But he's a liar!' Harry snapped, his
voi ce suddenly harsh and full of hate. 'He's Wanphyri, and they're all liars!' Again B J. was

taken aback. 'But... did | tell you that, that he's Wanphyri?' Had she? Well| of course she had,
that time when she'd 'explained her purpose - and Harry's eventual role in things. She'd been
thrown, that was all, by the vehemence in his voice, the know edge in his eyes. But damed if she
renenbered telling himthat the Wanphyri were all liars! B J. couldn't know it but Harry, too, had
been thrown into a state of confusion. He'd al nost trapped hinself, tripped over his own tongue.
For the Necroscope wasn't the only one who 'didn't know it all.' There were quite a few things
that he hadn't, or couldn't, tell B J., too. 'Yes,' he said, "you told nme. Radu is Wanphyri - a
Great Vanpire -and he has enemi es opposed to his return: the Ferenczys and the Drakuls. And that
they are full of lies.' She nodded, and thought: He's sweating. Wiy does he sweat |ike that?
What's on his m nd? That oh-so-deep mind of his? Harry didn't know either - not what was on his
mnd - only that sonething swirled there beneath the surface, secret information hidden in its own
mental linbo. B J. had the power to unlock it But... he didn't want it unlocked! If she knew he
had been to those places, she would want to know when he was there, and why, and what route he'd
taken! She woul d want to know about the Mdbius Continuum how he had di scovered it, and how he'd
used it to go to those places! ... But what fucking places? Then it happened. For several seconds
it was what his Ma and B J. had both feared, if not exactly as they had i magined it when suddenly
Harry's two | evels of consciousness and know edge interfaced: He stood in the open, in bright

dayl ight, and craned his neck to |l ook up and up, at dramatically stark yellow and white cliffs and
at the squat white-walled castle, nmansion, or chateau that was perched there on the edge of
oblivion. The scene was Mediterranean, and he knew it well! Knew the castle, too! Le Mnse
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Madoni e! Sicily! Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il The Ferenczys! Wanphyri! Jesus God! Hi s mind
whirled ... and Harry whirled too. He was whirled away fromthere, whirled el sewhere- -To a frozen
nmonochr ome | andscape, the Roof of the World, and a gaunt range of nountai ns marchi ng agai nst grey
skies that went on forever. It was biting cold, and the snow slanting down like a mllion white
spears, fornming an ever-thickening, freezing crust on himwhere he | eaned into the blast. And seen
like a flickering old filmon or through the dot-dash screen of hissing snow, the |ong snaking
wall of a city like a small version of the Great WAlIl of China. Wiile in the other direction, hewn
out of a sheer cliff at the foot of the nobuntains, a great carved face as grimand as cold as its
| ocation. At the head of carved steps, the yawning nouth in the face was the entrance to ... what?
A tenple of sorts? A nonastery, yes, but dedicated to what ancient and evil religion? There cane a
distant tinkle of tiny golden bells, growi ng | ouder even as the hiss of |ancing snow faded. The
scene faded with it, but the bells were |ouder still, sounding sinister now, as the Necroscope was
once again transported, noved by his nmind to yet another forbidden menory... ... He seenmed to be
in a glade where the light was dappled as it fell through the trees. B.J. was with him and they
wer e standi ng beside a car, |ooking back along a track like a |eafy tunnel at a station-wagon
standi ng sone fifty feet away. Leaning on the vehicle's open front doors, a pair of red-robed

Asi atics | ooked back at them One of these 'priests' had a gun in his hand, and both had grins on
their faces. But there are grins and there are grins. In the dappling of the trees, their eyes
were feral, full of yellow, shifting light. And their grins were vacuous, |ike those of crocodiles
or hyenas, and full of nmalice! Drakuls! B.J. had a crossbow and knew how to use it. Her eyes were
feral, too, as she aimed and squeezed the trigger. There canme a thok! sound, and a feeling -
entirely physical - withit... ... Then BJ.'s worried voice: '"Harry! Harry!' - as he was jarred
out of it, back into reality, however confused. H's head had snacked agai nst the bed's headboard
when he'd jerked out of her arms and toppled over. And: 'It's OK ' she told him 'It's OK"' tine
and tinme again, as she lay his head back on the pillows, held his frantically if aimessly waving
arnms, and riveted his pin-prick eyes with her own hypnotic ones - until finally he began to
believe her. That it was OK. Then she was turning the lights down |low - her voice, too - as she
began to reverse the process that had started within him to once nore separate his two | evels of
being... Inalittle while it was as if Harry had been asl eep; indeed he had been in a deep sl eep
i nduced by B J., in a night-dark place where there had been absolutely nothing except her voice
insisting that it was OK. And as he cane out of it, it was OK Her cool fingers were on his brow,
soot hing away the last traces of fever; her body scent - masked or mingling with some subtle hint
of perfume - was in his nostrils; her breasts were within easy reach where she kneel ed over him
VWhat- ?' he said. She gave a little snort and said, 'Some tal ker, you!' Talker?' Harry was

baffl ed, but he was himagain. O the himshe wanted himto be, at least. As if to prove it, he
instinctively lifted his hands and gentled the marble, hard-tipped gl obes of her free-hangi ng
breasts. She threw back her head, stretched to the sensation of his hands on her, and sighed, *W
were to have a "real talk" - but you fell asleep! Sonme tal ker, you. And sone |lover!' 'Knackered,'
he said. 'I nust have been. But I'm OK now. Except...' He paused and frowned. She had left himin
swi t ched-on node. He knew about her, Radu, everything she wanted himto renenber, but everything
el se was safely back in linbo. It had to be that way, at |east until she could check that her
hypnoti c adjustnments had taken. 'Except?' she pronpted him 'Just one thing,' he said. 'Just

one...' 'Real talk?' 'Yes,' he nodded, stood up (a little shakily), and quickly stripped out of
his pants and shirt. 'Real talk - about Radu.' 'Ch?'" B J. tried to remain calm Despite the fact
that his actions as he prepared for |ove had cushioned the inpact of his query, still his words
had seened cold and calculating. '"He's in his vat, deep in a resin bath - yes?" 'In a sleep of
centuries,' she nodded. 'But hell be up soon?' Again her nod. 'Has to be if I - we - are to
survive. We can't fight his enenies on our owmn. Afterwards |... don't want to know about Radu
Only about us.' That last was straight fromthe heart. If only it could be so. He shook his head
This isn't only about Radu, B.J. It's also about you.' 'About nme?'" 'He's in his vat, deep in the
resin. He hasn't ... touched you?' It was as if those soul ful eyes of his were looking right into

her. Soul ful but bottom ess, and sonetines as cold as sonme unfathonmed ocean floor. B.J. thought
she knew what Harry neant, and believed she understood his concern. He was asking if Radu was nore
than nmerely her Master, wondering if perhaps he'd been her |over, too. And maybe, in one sense, B
J. was right to interpret his question thus. But in fact it was deeper than that, and there were
parallels here that only the Necroscope recogni zed, which he could never explain to B.J. because
he'd been forbidden to do so. For exanple: the necromancer Boris Dragosani had al so been the
guardi an of a vanpire's tonb in his tinme, and at first he, too, had been an 'innocent' in his
fashi on. Dragosani's fate, however... ... Was sonething Harry nust steer clear of as best he

possi bly could. He daren't think too deeply about it, despite that it had pronpted his question
For the idea sinply wasn't acceptable, it wasn't tenable, not in tandemw th BJ.'s situation
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Touched me?' She contrived to | ook puzzled. 'But Radu was down in the resin centuries before | was
born, like a great fly trapped in anber! How could he possibly touch me, except in his capacity to
speak to ne through his nmentalisnm? It was the truth, and it was a lie. Awhite lie. And what
difference did it nake anyway? For it was the cure. Harry expelled air in a great sigh, as if he'd
been holding it in his lungs forever. A single word cane bursting |ike a bubble fromhis |ips:
"I nnocent...!" And B J. knew he neant her innocence, the only facet of her post-hypnotic facade
that she'd forgotten to reinstate. So Harry had done it for her. It had been that inportant to
him Now he was satisfied, and so was she. She switched himoff with four sinple words, 'Harry,
meh wee man,' then switched himon again, with her body... Afterwards they slept, but the
Necroscope's dreans were uneasy and fromtinme to tine lurched into grotesque nightmares. Twice in
the night he started awake, fancying that BJ.'s breasts were too many, and that they felt Iike
flaccid, hairy dugs in his hands... THE WATCHER UNMASKED It was a |late night for |Inspector Ceorge
| anson, and an early norning. A late night because he contacted Police Central and requested a
vehicle registration check on the silver-grey car, then waited up until he had the answer; which
had taken all of an hour, because they were busy. And an early norning because he didn't sleep too
well (too nmuch on his mnd) and wanted to do an occupancy check first thing on Nunber 3, The
Ri versi de. What was on his nmind was B.J., the fact that it was her car old Angus had foll owed. But
why? Surely the old fool knew better than to go carrying out his own investigations on B.J. and
her wi ne bar? He had his own kind of investigations to do, for God's sake! And then there was that
| ook on his face when he'd driven away fromthe place on the river. If there was an expl anation
for that - well, for the life of himthe Inspector couldn't think what it mght be. At 9:15 a.m
he phoned B.J. at the wine bar. He couldn't be sure she would be hone yet, or even if she pl anned
on returning hone today, but he had to try anyway. He got her first go, and without ado asked,
"B.J., didn't you fancy sonmeone might be followi ng you | ast night?" He heard her suck in her
breath - and then something that he really hadn't wanted to hear 'Last night?" (Al innocence.)
"When, last night?" So, did she have sonething to hide? ' Come, cone, B.J. Wen you left the wine
bar - and went to see M Keogh?' '"Oh!' But in any case, B.J. had realized her mnistake the nonent
she made it. Stupid to play dumb with lanson. He was no fool, this one. "A big secret, is it?" he
asked her softly, and heard her sigh of resignation. But on the other end of the |line she was
doi ng sone fast thinking. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il "Harry... is a married nman," she
finally said, 'but separated. He doesn't even know where his wife is. She wal ked out on him That
was sone tinme ago, years even, but...' 'l see,' lanson said. Tou're still being careful.'’
"l nspector,’ (now she was pouring it out), 'I thought it m ght be possible that the man who has
been watching nmy place was a private detective enployed by Harry's wife. But believe ne, | wasn't
trying to throw you a red herring. That's why | didn't tell you about himimmediately - the
wat cher, | nean. But when you canme to ny place and nentioned a big dog, and what wi th Mrgaret
being attacked and all... suddenly it all seenmed to connect up.' 'l understand,' |anson said. 'But
now tell me: does Harry Keogh have a dog?' 'No, nor even a budgie! But what are you thinking?
Pl ease believe nme that-' '-I"'mtrying to believe you, B.J. But no nore red herrings, accidental or
ot herwi se, OK?" 'No, of course not. But about last night... was | really followed? By you?' 'By
soneone.' he told her. '"But it just happened that | was following him It was quite
accidental, | assure you. No one is investigating you. Well, not the police, anyway.' 'Wo, then?
she said. 'I nmean, if you were following him... does that nean you know hin?'" 'No,' he lied (for
old McCGowan's sake. He'd known himfor years and had to give himthe benefit of the doubt... for
now, anyway). 'But you might be able to help me. | have a picture of our suspect If you can
identify himas your watcher, I'msure | can trace himagain, nmaybe even tie himto the nmurder at
Sma' Auchterbecky.' Then, too, it would be up to McGowan to explain what he was doi ng wat chi ng
B.J., her place, and her girls. And doing it since a tine before the attack on Margaret Macdowel | .
On her end of the line, BJ. saw it as another chance to throw a spanner in this Ferenczy scum s
wor ks, get himoff her back. 'A picture? she said. 'A photograph? Any time you like, |nspector
Il be only too pleased to identify him if I can.' 'Good!' lanson told her. 'Lef s do it now,
then. I can be there in half an hour.' 'Very well, 111 be expecting you.' 'And BJ.?" 'Yes? 'Don't
worry. You can be pretty sure that this isn't soneone acting on behalf of your Harry's wife.' No,
indeed... Three of B J.'s girls were there. Along with Bonnie Jean herself, they corroborated what
| anson had hoped not to discover, that McGowan - or sonmeone who | ooked just like him- was the
wat cher who had been plaguing their lives. And he'd been doing it for a very long time, yes. Now
| anson nust hope it was sinply a case of nistaken identity, that the old vet had a doubl e. But
quite apart fromthat, there was this other thing that was weird beyond explanation. Od Angus's
book: the photograph on the dust-jacket. But once again, until all the facts are known, nothing is
known... The publisher was a one-man Edi nburgh-based outfit, small potatoes in the vast world of
books, that specialized in safaris and travel in renote regions, zool ogical and ecol ogi cal topics
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in general Its offices were in a quiet tree-lined cul-de-sac just outside the city proper towards
linlithgow. It had turned out to be one of those rare bright and invigorating w nter nornings when
| anson parked his car outside Greentree Publishing Limted, and was seen into the main office -

i ndeed the only office - by the head of the firmhinself, Jeoffrey Greentree. The Inspector had

t hought that perhaps the firmhad been named for its subjects, and had opened by sayi ng as much.
And in fact '"Oh, it has, it has!' M Geentree told him beaning. 'It was sheer good fortune that
ny name fits the subjects too. Conservation, Inspector. The creatures of the wilds and the woods,
and the trees thenmsel ves, of course. Geen trees, Mther Earth, Gaia! W only use recycl ed papers,
you know? The pages nmay tend to brown, but the forests stay green. That should be our notto! What
can | do for you, sir? Beanpole neets bean! |anson thought, but not unkindly. The odd coupl e!
Jeoffrey Greentree was snall and in his sixties, slightly hunched and round-shoul dered, soft-

voi ced and tw nkle-eyed. His chin sat forward alnost on his chest A bean of a man, yes. But for

all that he'd worked with fine print all his life, his eyes were still alert if alittle watery.
H s hair was very thin on top, but his nobile, bushy eyebrows sonmehow made up for it And
Greentree's office was... sonething el se. |lanson had been in solicitors' offices that were far

|l ess cluttered. One entire wall |ooked like a vertical nmaze of allegedly 'al phabetically arranged
pi geon-hol e shelving. Spilling out of the various conpartnents were dusty packages of letters, old
manuscripts, contracts, proofs... and photographs. |anson was pronpted to refer imediately to the
reason for his visit "You can perhaps help ne with this,' he said, placing MGowan's Necroscope:
The Lost Years - Vol. Il book on a typically cluttered and dusty desk, and opening it to the back
flap that showed ol d Angus's picture. 'O if not you yourself, then whoever edited this book for
the author, or anyone el se who m ght know sonething about it It's quite an old book, | know, and
it's been in print - and probably out of print - for years, but..." 'Sit down, Inspector, please
sit," Greentree waved himto a chair (dusty, and covered with page proofs, of course), took up
McGowan' s book and sat down behind his desk. 'And what have we here? Ah, yes! It's been sone tine
since | happened upon a first edition - other than ny own copy, that is.' '"Definitely a first

edi tion? The whol e thing, wapper and all?" 'Hm®?'" G eentree blinked at himquestioningly. 'OCh,
very definitely, yes. And rare, too! But as | said, | do have ny own copy. | keep at |east one
copy of everything | do. It should be on the shelves there, er, sonewhere.1l" He waved a hand, and
returned to studying the book. The shelves he referred to covered the wall opposite the maze of
docunents. |anson stood up, went to them and tried in vain to | ocate Angus McGowan' s name on the
spi ne of any one of nine hundred to a thousand tides. But 'You might have a little difficulty,’
Geentree told him 'People refer to a book, and eventually return it to the shelves... but rarely
in the right place. | gave up long ago. Ah, but that doesn't nean | don't know where they are!' He
joined | anson at the bookshelves. 'But you haven't yet told ne, Inspector. Just what is it that
interests you in WIld Dogs, Big Cats, anyway? And with a marksman's aim al nost casually, he
reached up a surprisingly long arm and took a duplicate copy fromone of the higher shelves.

Bl owi ng dust off it he offered it to lanson. 'Ch, the author's a friend of nmine,' the Inspector

answer ed absent-m ndedly. ' Angus McGowan, | mean.' He returned to the desk and conpared this
pristine copy with Strachan's. Condition apart they were identical. 'Indeed? Wll, |I've only net
the man twi ce nyself, though | did speak to himon the phone nore frequently. But that was a | ong
time ago. An odd sort of man. | do renenber thinking of him er, that he held his years very
well..." Just why that last statenent should hit lanson the way it did wasn't hard to say: it was

the very reason he was here. At the sane tinme, however, M Geentree mght well have produced the
answer - the very ordinary, comonpl ace answer - that the |Inspector had been seeking to what had
becone an extraordinary question, if only in his owm mnd. No nystery here at all, but sinply the
feet that McGowan 'held his years very well.' Ch, really? Then why were alarm bells clanouring
even now in the back of lanson's nmind? "Wen did you |ast see hin?' "Wy, it nust be twenty years
ago,' Geentree replied. "W were reprinting his book - this book, yes, which was ten years out of
date - and M MGowan cane in with a new chapter and a handful of revisions. And a request' 'A
request?’ G eentree nodded. 'He wanted us to replace his picture on the back flap of the jacket
with some extra copy he'd prepared. That picture, yes.' He pointed to the photographs that the

I nspector was conparing. 'lIt seens he wasn't very enanoured of his features. That's when | noticed
that in ten years his | ooks had scarcely changed at all! So | suppose he's a |lucky fellow - or
maybe not. | nean, it probably isn't for ne to say, but M MGowan isn't a particularly handsone
man. But at |east he seenmed to recognize that fact.' Od Angus's |ooks hadn't changed in ten
years? |l anson felt a shudder run up his spine. Wll try the next twenty, my friend, try the next
twenty! And that would rmake thirty in all! But Greentree was right for a fact and now t hat fact
came back to the Inspector nore forcefully than ever. He'd known McGowan for three decades - and
never seen a change in him Wat? (lanson asked hinself). Am| blind or sonething? O had he, too,
been telling hinmself all along that McGowan 'seened to hold his years very well?' Fanmiliarity, was
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that it? The fact that scarcely a week passed that they didn't nmeet for a game of chess or a drink
or whatever? But | have changed, |anson thought |I have grown old, and plenty of nmy coll eagues with
me. Yet 'old Angus was old when first we net! Jesus God in heaven - what's going on here!?

" Sonet hi ng wong?' M Geentree was | ooki ng concerned. 'Yes,' said lanson, nunbly. "No... | don't
know. But you can be sure I'mgoing to find out!' Gimy determ ned now, he sat down with

G eentree at his desk and took up one of the books. And for the sake of clarity - and probably for
sanity's sake, too - he said: '"Now | want to be one hundred per cent sure about this. You're
certain that this is a first edition? 'But of course!' Geentree | ooked nystified. 'I nean, | am
the publisher, after all! The date is clearly shown on the data page: 1952. Seven years since the
war but | was still using the sanme | ow grade paper to satisfy governnment restrictions. And as |
told you, |'ve been using it ever since.' 'And you published a new edition sonme ten years |later?
"Exactly ten years later. Wuld you like to see if %'Please.' lanson sat and waited while

G eentree went back to the bookshelves and returned with much the sane book but in the nore recent
edition that the Inspector renenbered seeing at McGowan's place that time. And: This is the
edition that doesn't carry his picture, right? 'Just as | told you,' the other nodded. 'But why
not open it and see for yourself?' |anson did so and checked; there was nore copy on the back flap
but no picture - 'Because he wanted nore space for copy on the jacket?' 'And because he'd decided
that the picture wasn't entirely flattering, as | told you, yes.' O maybe (the Inspector told
himsel f, getting to his feet) because he didn't | ook any older? And he didn't want the - the what?
- anomaly, nmnistake, repeated down the years in case soneone should eventually notice? This was
crazy! 'Ch, and one other thing,' Geentree frowned. "All of this was sone tine ago, as you'l
appreciate - but now it cones back to ne.' 'What does? 'Well, the fact that M MCGowan is

sonmet hing of a perfectionist' "Go on.' 'l do believe that he so disliked the earlier book that he
bought up a good nmany copi es and destroyed them Though not for the photograph, |I'msure. No, it
could only be that he was dissatisfied with earlier work that he considered inconplete. It's no

rare thing; |'ve heard of several authors doing it. Professional pride or some such...' That would
expl ain why you haven't seen a copy for such a long tine -1 mean, apart fromthe one on your
shelves?' 'Exactly.' Geentree saw the Inspector to die door. 'M Geentree,' |anson shook his
hand, 'it was very good of you to give of your tine like diis-' "Not at all.' '"-But nowl'd like
anot her favour.' "Well, fire away.' 'Don't nention this to anyone. |f things work out, | promse
Ffl get back to you. But in the neantinme... not a word.' '"Well, it's all very nysterious, but very
well. After all, you are a custodian of die law.' 'lIndeed,' said |lanson, smiling. But his smle
was forced. And in die back of his mind he was thinking: A custodian of the | aw? Yes, and far the
last thirty years, of God only knows what else! ... O, it had to be a m stake. There had to be an
explanation. But with this case - this nurder case, |anson nust keep rem ndi ng Necroscope: The
Lost Yean - Vol. Il hinself- absolutely nothing seened to be nmaking any sort of sense. But tonight
it would, or it would start to, at least And it would start with Angus McGowan ... The Inspector

had work to do at Police HQ Nothing connected with this thing, but work nonetheless. It kept him
busy until md-afternoon, when he drove home. Then he called McGowan and waited while the

tel ephone rang and rang. It had al ways been the sane: the little man invariably took his tine
answering the phone. But eventually: 'Aye? came his rasping voice. 'Angus, it's George,' |anson
told him trying to keep his voice as casual as possible. 'W've a gane of chess to finish, as
you'll recall. It's half-played out on the board, just waiting for us to pick it up where we |eft
of f. Your nove, | think. So, | was wondering: how are you fixed for tonight? Onh, and of course
you'll want to bring me up to date on your zoo-quest - that business at Sma' Auchterbecky?' For a
few seconds there was silence, then: 'And Ah expec' yell be wantin' tae fill nme in on yere own
progress. Am Ah no right?' The Inspector tried to imagine hinself talking to McGowan face to face,
and thus keep the conversation natural. But there was a certain something in the other's voice, a
very wary something, that told himit wouldn't be that easy. Perhaps honesty would be the best
policy after all. "Well it's true there have been one or two interesting devel opnments-' he began
But when he heard old Angus's dry, rasping chuckle in response -why, he could al nbst see the
little vet grinning like a Cheshire cat' And that familiar chuckle of his, it was so reassuring
that |anson found hinself wondering where all his doubts had sprung from 'Devel opnents, is it?
the little vet queried. 'Aye, and nuch the sane at mah end, too. In fact Ah fancy Ah'tn ahead o'
the gane, George.' That stopped | anson dead. Dam the man! He had been investigating on his own,
against all the rules, and obviously knew a |l ot nore than he was saying. Wth which, all of the

I nspector's remai ni ng doubts flew right out the window For this was sly old Angus as usual

pl ayi ng hi s word-ganes and huggi ng his know edge tight to his chest like a mser with his hoard.
This oh-so-clever, irritating little man, this friend of George lanson's for so long that the
accunul ated years couldn't possibly be brushed aside on a nere whimor set of weird circunstances.
But aggravating? Absolutely! 'So, ahead of the gane, are you?' he said. "Wll you were |ast night,
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anyway - or behind it, certainly. And | was right behind you!' It was the Inspector's way: a shock
statement like that right out of the blue. But if he had hoped to surprise the other, no such
luck. 'Aye, so ye were,' old Angus chuckl ed again. 'Ah suspected it was yeresel' - even in that

nonedescrip' heap o' old junk ye call a car! But are ye no ashaned o' yeresel'.George? Hidin' in
the bushes an a', as if yere old pal was up tae no good!' Then, for good neasure, he made tsk, tsk
noi ses so that lanson could picture himshaking his head disapprovingly. He had to snile. And it
was good to smile, for he'd been down in the dunps for sonme tine. But now, al nost audibly sighing
his relief, he said: "Well, just what were you up to, Angus? If | hadn't recogni zed your Beetle, |
m ght even have suspected | was followi ng the murderer!' There cane another, |onger pause, then
McGowan' s rasping voice again, its tone nore serious than |anson could ever renmenber hearing it

before. 'Ah, but ye were followin' just such a nmurderer, George. Ye were!" '"Wiat!' 'Not ne - and
AM never forgive ye if that's what ye've been thinkin', even though ye may have had cause! - but
the no so wee bonnie |assie hersel'. Aye, Bonnie Jean Mrlu - and her pack!' lanson's brain
whirled. 'Angus, what in the-?" 'Big dogs, George! D ye no renenber? 'Wll of course | renenber,
but...' 'And what about big bitches, eh? lanson shook his head, for all the world as if he

t hought McGowan could see him 'Bitches? |'mnot with you.' But at the same tine he recogni zed a
not so vague connection with ex-constable Strachan's story. And nore, he renenbered one of
McGowan' s conments at Sma' Auchterbecky, at the murder scene: about a dog or a bitch of a
different colour. 'Not wil nme, Ceorge?' old Angus repeated. 'Are ye no? But ye'd be a damm cl ever
policeman if ye were! O maybe a madman, eh? There's weird here, mah friend, and that's puttin" it
mldly. Ah've been gatherin' it for years, and now Ah have it a'! But there's a hell o' a lot o
it, and it's no the sort o' stuff a man shid talk about on the tel ephone.” 'A lot of what, for
God' s sake?' 'Evidence, nman, hard evidence!' 'Angus, now |listen-' But he wasn't listening. "WII
ye conme?' To your place, now?' 'Aye, the nicht. The sooner the better. The noo!" The | nspector
made up his mind. Ad Angus was eager; whatever he had, he seened ready to spill it all and
delight in his cleverness. Wiich would be his right if he really had stunbl ed onto sonething, and
if it was as big as he appeared to think it was. But 'Bonnie Jean Necroscope: The Lost Years -

Vol. Il Mrlu? MGowan's accusation had finally sunk in. "Are you telling nme that-' 'Ah' ve said
a' Ah'msayin' on the phone, George. So?" '... Ill conme as soon as |'ve eaten,' lanson told him
"As ye will, but don't keep nme waitin', CGeorge. Ah nean, the gane's afoot - and it's big gane this

time!" Wth which the Inspector was finally convinced - at |east that there was a | ot he was yet
to be convinced about And so: '111 be there in about an hour,' he said. '@iid!' said the other
"But drive careful, George. They roads are awfy treacherous wi' the slush freezin' on 'em Aye,
and a man can never tell who's followin' behind him- ye ken?" And in the nonent before the phone
went down, |anson was annoyed yet again to hear the little vet's irritating chuckle... It was
barely five but already dark when | anson reached old Angus's place and parked his car behind the
vef s Vol kswagen. He had been here before - well, on occasion - and so wasn't at a conplete | oss.
But as he left the street through a conpl aining wought-iron gate, clinbed a short flight of steps
to the arched-over entrance, and went to ring the bell, so the stout oak door gaped w de and Angus
was there, waiting on the threshold. At that precise noment sone vehicle nust have gone by in the
road and sent a glancing headlight beamto strike the vet's eyes, which for a second burned yel |l ow
with reflected light It wasn't the first tinme that the Inspector had noted this effect Perhaps it
was the contrast, for behind McGowan the hall lights were out; in fact the entire house seened to
be in darkness. The little vet was dressed for outdoors: a raincoat over his street-clothes and
his customary w de-brimred hat He took |l anson's armand greeted himw th a whispered, 'No, George.
It willnae do tae park just there - Ah'm probably bein" watched! So conme on, well put yere car in
mah garage by the sea.' He led the way back to |l anson's car, and directed himto a row of garages
set back fromthe dark waterfront a quarter-nile away. H s garage was spaci ous but danp, built of
rotting bricks on waterlogged foundations. 'Ah'mtold they're conmin' down in a year or so,' he
said. "Alot o they crunblin' old houses, too. A new pronenade or some such fancy schene. For the
tourists an a'.' And then they wal ked back in silence to his place. But as they reached the house
and McGowan turned a key in the door to let themin: "Angus,' the Inspector took his el bow. 'Man

but _ you're nysterious tonight' | nean | really don't know what to nmake of all this. You're being
wat ched, you say?' 'Aye. if s nmore than likely,' the other nodded, glancing back out Necroscope:
The Lost Years - Vol. Il into the street 'So we'd best no be standin* around out here, eh?' But as
| anson made to enter McGowan bl ocked his path. And: 'George,' he said, staring hard at his guest.
"What Ah'm about tae tell ye - and maybe show ye - isnae for common nen. Wiy, it can change ye
forever, and it's no mah desire tae be the one yell be blam n'!' lanson shook his head in
bewi | derment ' Angus, if | didn't know you better,' he said, Td have to take this as being sone
kind of joke. | can't inmagine what you're into!' 'But ye do want tae know?' 'Of course | want to
know. | have to know' Irritated now, and with his patience quite exhausted, the |nspector brushed
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by him- and McGowan [ et himpass. 'O yere own free will, then,' he whispered, as he | ocked the
door behind them The passageway |eading past the gloonily clinbing staircase to the |living-room
was ni ght-dark ahead. | anson knew the way, however vaguely; in any case it was McGowan's turn to
take his el bow as he ushered hi m deeper into the house. But at |last sone welcone illunination -
even if it caused the Inspector to stagger a little and blink in the sudden glare - as his host
switched on the lights. lanson had never nuch cared for McGowan's house, nor even for the district
in which it stood. The area was too old, cold, and too close to the sea. Only a few of the houses
wer e habitable, and as Angus hinself had pointed out they were being denolished street by street
But it was possible there'd be a governnment subsidy in it if and when he had to nove out. So maybe
that's what had kept himhere all these years. The houses were tall, narrow, terraced Victorian
affairs, with gabled attic wi ndows. They nust have been handsone enough in their day, but the area
had | ong since fallen out of favour with estate agents; much of the waterfront just here was

dil api dated to the point of ramshackle. lanson was fairly sure that was why ol d Angus never asked
hi m round nuch: because he was a little ashanmed of the district But in any case the Inspector's
bright and spacious flat had seemed nore suitable for their occasional get-togethers. And cone to
think of it, it would have been just as suitable for this neeting tonight. 'Wy here?" It was a
trait of lanson's - the hallmark of years of police-work - to ask |eading questions. And sonetines
it could be an error, too. T nean, why couldn't you have conme to ny place? And since you fancied |
had been tailing you, why didn't you call nme, to put both of our minds at rest?" 'Ah was waitin'
for ye tae adnit defeat' MGowan grinned. 'Ah was wantin' tae see how ye'd get on with yere "man
and big dog" theory. Oh, but never fear, Ah'd a' called ye for sure if ye'd taken much | onger tae
call nme.' The living-roomwas L-shaped and hi gh-ceilinged, draughty, yet danp-snelling, too.
McGowan |it a gas fire in a converted hearth, fetched a whisky bottle and gl asses, saw | anson
confortabl e on an ancient |eather couch and seated hinself opposite. And: 'Ceorge, it's time Ah
confessed,' he said. 'Ah didnae do mah job. Ah've no checked up on |l ocal zoos and what a', and Ah
di nnae intend tae. But desertion o' duty? Never! And why not? Because Ah ken only too well where
our nurderin” beastie comes frae - where she lives - and it's no a zoo or a wildlife park! Am Ah
goin' too fast for ye? |lanson took his glass, stood up and noved to a bookshelf. 'No,' he

answer ed, 'because so far you've told nme exactly nothing! You said or hinted that you had evi dence
of something far-reaching - but all we have so far is neaningless words. You're obviously talking
about BJ. Mrlu - and it's also obvious you think she's guilty of something. Mirder, you said.
Well, nmaybe she is,' he shrugged. 'I won't know until | knowit all.' MGowan had foll owed him
'So, ye're ready tae hear me out are ye, George? Guid! But are ye open-ni nded enough? Ah told ye
it was weird.' The Inspector had found what he was | ooking for. The book he'd seen once before on
these very shelves - the second edition of WId Dogs, Big Cats, by Angus McGowan. He took it back
to the couch, and laid it on an occasional table close to hand. McGowan again foll owed him | ooked
at himin a curious fashion, and at the book, and said, 'Well? 'Ill hear you out, aye,' the

I nspector nodded. 'Verra well. But no interruptin', mnd. Mah tale's a long yin, and once Ah'm
started Ahll want tae finish. It's howtae start that's the problem' Try the beginning,' |anson
advi sed. And after old Angus had topped up their glasses, he did... '"Here's a word for ye tae
conjure wi': lycanthropy! Say nothin', George, just listen. Now, ye ken Ah've been interested in
wild creatures a' mah life. Wy, they books on mah bookshel ves there tell it a' - that the

di seases and hurts o' wld things have been mah life, Ah nmean literally. But nah interest hasnae
confined itsel' tae broken bones and ailnents; it's the nature of the aninals theysels that
fascinates nme - zool ogy, aye. And Ah've awiz had a verra special interest in predators, big dogs
or cats. But especially dogs. For y"see there's this tradition in mah famly that certain
ancestors o' mne -kith at least, if not kin - were killed by wl ves. That was here in Scotl and,

of all places, but nore than three hundred years ago. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l "Yel

no doubt recaD mah passion for nmyths and | egends? How Ah cannae resist a guid story in the papers
about beasties killin' sheep on Bodnin Mor, or Dartnoor, or in the Hi ghlands, or just about
anywhere el se? Aye, and even the really big-yins - though often the no-so-real yins, indeed ye

m ght even call 'em bogus beasties, if ye take mah neanin' - in the | ochs and such? How Ah pack
mah bag and go off tae check such things out, and sonetines how they even pay ne tae do it! 'Well
when Ah was younger Ah was very well-travelled. Ah got about in this big wide world, and | earned a
lot o' strange stuff. Ye've no doubt heard o' beast-children, George, brought up frae bairns by
creatures o' the wild? WIlf-children in India and Nepal and Russia, dingo- or hyena-people in the
Australian outback or the African vel dt Whenever Ah heard o' that sort o' thing Ah'd be off again

tae see what it was a' about 'Mdst o' these "marvel s" are faked, o* course - "tourist
attractions,” for want o' a better description, nmuch like auld Nessie hersel', Ah fancy - but in
Hungary and Ronania Ah did cone across the odd case or two that sinply defied explanation. And in
Sicily... oh, a'" sorts o' runours in Sicily and the Mediterranean in general! But in fact it was
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in Sicily that Ah met up wi' folks o' simlar persuasions, people who were interested in trackin'
down the sanme kind o' |egends as mahsel'... 'VWere was Ah? Ch, aye: Ronmnia. 'Wy. it's only
thirty years ago in a place called Dumtresti in Romania that they had a spate o' wolf-killings -
nmurders, mah friend! - by the Iight o' the full nmoon! The | ocal fol ks knew what it was. They
waited a nonth '"til the noon was full again, then sent out hunters intae the mountains wi' rifles
and silver bullets tae kill the beast They knew where tae find him too: near a Gypsy encanpnent
Because they'd made a connection, d'ye see? That whenever the Romany fol k cane this way, the

bl eddy werewol f cane wi' them 'Romany, "Szgany," George; that's what they call Gypsies in they
parts. And these were the Szgany Mrlu! Eh? And did ye no think tae ask that bonni e Bonni e Jean
where she hails frae? Or if not the |lassie hersel', her people before her?" Qddly enough, |anson
had asked BJ. that sel fsanme question, though in a different connection and because of her accent,
not her nane; but as he opened his nouth and stunblingly went to make some conment that he hadn't
qui te thought out 'Ah, no, dinnae gawp and wave yere arns!' MGowan seened excited now. 'Dinnae
start yappin' on about "coincidence" and such but hear nme out! D ye think Ah'm stupid, George? Ah
mean, d'ye think Ah dinnae ken how a' this nust sound? Well, Ah ken well enough, but first let ne
tell it a' and then nake up yere own nind. For Ah mno the luny here. Ye can take bets on that!
"Aye, and there's another good word for ye. Lunacy! Mon nadness! The madness 0' a creature who
howls to his - or her -mstress noon, and whose foam n' nouth contains a bite that's contagi ous
and carries a fever! A fever o' change, aye! What, inpossible? D ye think so? And what about

rabi es, spread bite by bite, that'll change a creature - even a man - tae a ravin' monster? And
doesnae cancer change the cells o' a nman's body? And nal ari a change the col our o' his skin? And
acronegaly his verra shape!? So tell ne, who's tae say |ycanthropy cannae do the sane?' By now t he
I nspector was nore than a little concerned for McGowan; in fact, he was downright worried. Despite
the logic' of certain of the contents of the nan's - what? his 'dialogue,' or harangue? - they
seermed to have no connection with |anson's view of reality. Indeed, the little vet appeared to be
outlining sone peculiar obsession, sonething that he had kept hidden, bottled up inside himfor a
long, long tine. But as yet there was no sense of danger here; in fact if anything | anson was
starting to feel drowsy, lethargic, lulled by the vet's whisky. This despite the fact that old
Angus hi nmsel f waxed ever nore excited, nore animated. 'As for the "nyth" o' the silver bullet,' he
went on now, '-but isnae lead a netallic poison, too? O nercury? O plutoniun? O a dozen others?
Different chemicals affect different species, CGeorge. One nan's neat as they say... 'So, what am
Ah ravin' on about? But by nowit's surely obvious, even tae a down-tae-earth bawbee such as
yersel *. But hold yere fire a while |longer, and AhTI say on. 'Excep' Ah see ye've run dry. So
let's top up yere glass a wee. There - and a drop for nme, too.' As he poured, so | anson found
strength of will to reach inside his pocket and draw out McGowan's first edition of WIld Dogs, Big
Cats, placing it face-down on the table beside the other book. There was no hidden threat in this,
no intention to surprise or startle; he nerely intended to ask McGowan about the photograph and
didn't want to forget, that was all. For surely sonmeone - M Geentree? - nust be seriously in
error here. Indeed, a great many things seened in error here. As in a dream the Inspector opened
the back flap of the book to old Angus's picture, which seenmed to float up off the paper at him
Then he let his hand fall into his lap where it lay trenbling, exhausted - apparently fromthe
effort of handling the book! McGowan's eyes darted fromthe book to | anson's face and back again.
He pointed at the photograph, and his pinched face gave an involuntary twitch as his thin lips
drew back a little fromteeth that were sharp and white. The |Inspector had al ways thought they
were Necroscope: Tke Lost Yean - Vol. Il false, those teeth. And surely they nust be? But:
‘Longevity!' MGowan had burst out, w thout any recogni zabl e sense of continuity. 'Another key
word, aye! And Ah can see ye've been worryin' about it. But o' course, ye woul dnae have any reason
tae check up on that sweet young thing at the wine bar, now would ye? Well, well get tae that -
eventual ly. But for now... '.. .Were was Ah?' (MGowan's voi ce was rough and raspi ng as al ways,
but angry, too, lanson thought; his eyes kept straying to his photograph in the book on the
table). 'Aye, Ah remenber now.' he pulled himself together. Thirty years ago in a place called
Dunmitresti, in Romania. Werewol ves, George, werewolves! They hunters Ah nentioned - they shot
theysel's a wolf. A great grey nonster o' a beast that had one o' they nen's left armoff at the
shoul der before they killed it! Then the authorities had thema' up for trial... for nmurder. For

o' course it was the sane auld story: they hadnae shot a beast but an innocent Gypsy |lad, a youth
frae the Romany caravan site. Ch really? So why were they , acquitted, George? Set free - turned

| oose - wi' never a stain on their characters! 'A backward | and, ye say, and even today full o'
nmonsters in their own right - such as its bl eddy governnent! Well it's true enough. And that's the
noo. But Romania thirty years ago? And so Ah'mobliged tae agree, it's no fair o' ne tae base man
argunent - or shall we say, mah dissertation? - on alleged occurrences taken place in such a
barbaric hellhole. So let's take a | ook at a nore enlightened society, shall we? Like, how about
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Engl and? Or even cl oser to honme, Scotland maybe? What about the Highlands, just thirty years ago?
Aye, just about the same tinme as this incident in Dumitresti. Ah, but it would surprise nme if by
now ye hadnae done yere homework, George. Indeed, Ah'mcertain sure ye ken what Ah'm on about ' So
then, what about it, eh? That incident at the wildlife park on the Spey, eh?... EM'Ah see it in
yere eyes, Ceorge: how would auld Angus ken a' about that? But have ye no been listenin' ? Man,

this is mah field; it's a part o' me no less than police-work is a part o' yeresel'! "But thirty
years ago? Well let ne tell ye that was sone weird tine! It was a phase o' the nmoon, sonethin'
different, a tine o' unrest anong a' the world's |ycanthropes. Romani a, Hungary - aye, and
Scotland, too - it was everywhere. They coul dnae control theysel's; they ran wild for however
brief a spell. The noon held a' the wolf-folk in her power, and the bl oodl ust ran high as the

hi ghest tides... 'So, nowlet's get tae Bonnie Jean. But first... will ye no have another nip?
What, it's gone right tae yere head, has it? Just a couple o' wee drans? Ah, well, it happens |ike

that sometines, when a body's a nmite weary. Maybe it's a' this detective work ye're doin', Ceorge.
Aye, for sone o' us are no as young as we used tae be. It's gettin' time for ye tae quit, Ah
fancy... 'But where was Ah? Ch, aye: Bonnie Jean Mrlu. Ah've been watchin' that yin for sonme tine
now' 'For too long,' lanson gurgled, finding his tongue floppy in his nouth. "Froma tine... a
time before the nmurder at Sma' Auchterbecky!' The nonent after he said it, he could have bitten
his tongue off. But too late, and it had probably been too | ate anyway. The doctored whi sky, and
the fact that old Angus - very old Angus -had scarcely touched a drop. The Inspector could not
possi bly know or even make a guess at what was going on here, but he sensed that he was in serious
trouble. And his fear nmust have shown in his eyes. McGowan sprang to his feet, agile as a youth.
"So, Ah was right!' he snarled. Te've tunbled nme! Ch, ye've no proof positive as yet - no enough
for George bleddy | anson's oh-so-orthodox, down-tae-earth m nd, anyway - but good enough tae start
investigatin' me, eh? Well, Ah'msorry, mah old friend, but it cannae be. And Ah'm done the noo
wi' a' this blether!' But the look on his face: |anson had seen it before, when McGowan had driven
away fromthe house on the river. That | ook of sheer bestial |oathing! Was the nman insane?
"Angus!' the Inspector tried to speak, but could only nmunble. Quick as the vet hinself, he too had
tried to spring erect - only to go sprawing when his legs failed to obey his brainl O nmaybe his
brain wasn't sending or receiving the right information, for everything was beginning to swim
before his eyes. 'Seein' nme at that bl eddy house outside Bonnyrig was bad enough,' MGowan rasped
"Knowi n' that Ah've been watchin' the wine bar and B.J. Mrlu since |ong before she slaughtered
that ot her damm animal at Sma' Auchterbecky is a | ot worse. But now ye've found this bl eddy book
o' mine - mah one error - and nme hopin' a' these years it would never conme up again! Wll, if s a
too nmuch, and ye've done for yeresel', George.' He canme around the table; |anson could see his
feet floating towards him com ng closer, expanding to the size of barges in his poisoned vision.
Then, however nunbly, he felt the vet's arns lifting him- but picking himup like a child - into
the fireman's lift position. The strength of the man! 'In a way, it's opportune,' MGowan was
speaking as much to hinself as to the Inspector. They' |l know ye were investigatin' the nurder
When ye don't show up, they'll probably speak tae the girl again; that'll keep her busy. But
they'll no' give nme a second thought What? But aul d Angus McGowan was yere pal! And Ahll be
properly Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il upset when Ah | earn how ye've up and di sappear ed.

But no as upset as yeresel', Ceorge.' lanson felt hinself carried out into the corridor, turned
inward, into the house, borne along in darkness. Mdtion ceased nonentarily when McGowan paused to
grasp his hair, tugging his face round to look himin the eye. And old Angus's eyes |lit up the

darkness like yellow I anps, like lunps of raw sul phur burning in his face, with the fires of hell
raging in their cores! "Ch, but it has tae be a terrible thing, mah friend,' he said, 'tae stunble
on such truths as these. And even then, not tae be able tae believe them But ye will, ye will...'

There was a door, with stone steps descending to a cellar that |anson had never known was there.
But then, why should he? Nitre-streaked walls brushed the Inspector's thigh and dangling arm as
the stale snell of danmpness - and of sonething else - cane wafting from bel ow. Then McGowan mnust
have tripped a light switch for the darkness was driven back a little, but not nuch. These auld
houses,' MGowan comrent ed, shaking his head as he put |anson down on a wooden table. Wen the
tides are high, why, sonetinmes ye can snell the salt sea down here! But twenty-five years ago, Ah
dug down two or three feet under the foundations - for sanitary reasons, as yell see.' He jerked

| anson's head on its side and pointed. Tsee that pipe there: that's an auld sewer, still runnin'
out tae sea. Ah cut intae it and put a cover on it; mah verra own disposal unit ... for the wee
bits o' rubbish Ah've no nore use for. Yere bits, too, George, when Ah'm done wi' them Ah, but
it'"ll be a guid wee while yet afore Ah' mconpletely done wi' yel Ch, we'll share nany a guid

square neal taegether first, eh, George? The Inspector lay there and gurgled. He desperately
wanted to cry out but couldn't. He nade noises |like a man nightmaring, trying hard to wake up
Except he was awake and knew it ... but that didn't nean that this wasn't a nightrmare. It was the
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wor st possi bl e nightnmare! And McGowan, wandering about in this |oathsone subterranean den
muttering to himself and causi ng unknown but terrifying things to happen: the hiss of pressured
gas, and crunp! of sudden ignition; the clatter of tools taken up and laid aside, and the high-
pitched yet sinister whirr as sone sort of electrical apparatus powered into life. And the
nunbness, spreading into every part of lanson's body until he could no |onger feel his arnms and

l egs. And his eyes blurred as if they were filned over. They probably were, for he was incapable
of blinking to clear their lenses. And as for what little he could see, naybe he'd be better off
if he couldn't. There was a bench to one side, where McGowan seenmed to be selecting certain tools

froma rack on the wall. And if |anson focussed his vision in the corner there... a stove? And
cooking utensils? And... and what, a blowtorch? Wth its flickering blue tongue of near-invisible
fire beating on sonme kind of flat-flanged branding iron, until it was beginning to radiate an
orange heat of its own? Finally the snmall nman was finished with his... his preparations, whatever

they were. Returning to |lanson, he began to undress him And the |Inspector nanaging to gurgle,
"Whaaa... ? Whaaa... ?' 'Aye,' MCGowan told him "ye're still firmlinbed, CGeorge. No quite the
aul d dodderer yet, eh? But that's nmore a problemthan a conplinent See, that stuff Ah gave ye will
soon enough wear off, and Ah cannae be around a' the tine. Man, yell soon be nobile again! And we
cannae have that, now can we?' In a while |anson had been stripped naked. Moving back to the bench
and its rack of tools, MGowan called out to him They knockout drops Ah put in yere drink: guid,
are they no? Mah bosses in Sicily swear by them And so should ye, Ceorge, so should ye. Wy, yel
no feel a thing! Later, perhaps, but no just the noo.' He brought the sinister whirring thing back
to the table and showed it to lanson: the blurred silver-gleam ng disc of a surgeon's circul ar
saw But as McGowan held the terrible thing close and grinned at his victims frozen expression
so lanson found hinself far nore fascinated and horrified by the little vef s face, mirrored in
the fan of bright motion: Ch, it was McGowan all right - old Angus hinmself - but it wasn't human
Not all human, anyway. Perhaps other than human? O nore than human. O a |lot |ess: That gaping
nmout h, convol ute snout, and red-ribbed throat that matched the cores of McGowan's feral yell ow
eyes! And his teeth - no longer perfect in their shape - but like shards of white glass sprouting
fromthe crinson of his guns! And behind those teeth his tongue: deeply cleft and hi deously
nmobi l e, and lashing like a crippled lizard in his nouth! 'Now then, see if ye can guess this wee
riddle, George,' MGowan rasped as he passed fromview and the whirring of the saw becane a
rubbery vibration - sensed (or felt?) rather than heard - which seemed to physically nove | anson
and blurred his vision nore yet. 'Were nmight a man expec' tae find a |linbless police |nspector
eh?' The vibration stopped, and McGowan's face swam back into view ... except it was spattered
red, and the saw was whirring again as it sprayed a fine pink mst all around! "Wat? D nnae tell
me ye've given in a' ready?" MGowan grinned. But indeed |anson had given in, fainting in the
nmonent he recogni zed the red-dripping thing that McGowan held aloft So that he never heard the
little man's answer to his own riddle, as he went to fetch the white-hot iron, to cauterize the
first of the Inspector's stunps: 'Wuy, where ye Itft him o' course...!' PART TWO. THE OTHER
PLAYERS DAHAMDRAKESH It was sonething after six in that nightmarish cellar in Edinburgh, Scotl and.
But sone seven thousand niles away on Tibet's Tingri Plateau it was well past nidnight, and the
stars frozen in their orbits seened so close you could pluck themright out of the firmnment So

t hought Daham Dr akesh, Wanphyri, the | ast Drakul, where he stood tall and skeletally thin on die
roof of the so-called 'Drakesh nmonastery,' in fact his aerie. He stood on the high-doned skull of
a nonolithic head and face carved into the rock in the [ ee of the gaunt nountainside, and with his
red robe fluttering behind himin a breeze off the plateau contenplated or nore |likely adored the
ni ght But while the yawning - or perhaps shrieking? - face in the rock was huge it was nerely a
facade, and the gape of its great jaws only the entrance to the cavern conplex proper. As for the
warren within: it was a nmany-layered | abyrinth of tunnels, storeroons, acconmnodations, and..
other, darker, and yet nore secretive halls and chanbers. These latter places, situated mainly in
the Iower levels, were forbidden to the majority of the aerie's inhabitants, where only Daham
Drakesh hinmsel f, the High Priest, as it were, might venture with inpunity. Even the nost |ong-
lived, nost trusted and experienced lieutenants were loath to tread there, and then they trod
lightly. The project - the building of the aerie, by slave |abour, by vanpire thralls 'recruited
froma nearby walled city - had taken fifteen to twenty years in all. Al nbst seventy years ago it
had been finished, the entire conplex excavated by hand fromthe anci ent vol canic rock; or Drakesh
had taken advantage of and expanded upon the many natural cysts, cavelets, and fissures in the

riddl ed strata. The last of his line, the last Drakul - and by his lights deserving of an aerie of
his own - he had personally supervised the work from begi nning to Necroscope: The Lost Years -
Vol. Il end. By which tine the once-prosperous walled city fromwhich he'd taken his workforce had

been as dead and forbidding as the greater expanse of the plateau itself. The |last Drakul, aye...
The last true Drakul, certainly, now that his chief |ieutenant and bl oodson, Mahag, was dead in
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Scot | and by Lykan hands. But Daham had a vanpire | eech, and his parasite would doubtless have its
egg; there could be anotiier Drakul - and another, and another - well, given tine. That tine was
not yet, however, nor would it ever be until the Lykans and Ferenczys were eradicated entirely
fromthe world. For unlike his forebears, Dahamwas a firmbeliever in an i nmenorial Wanphyr
maxi m - that anonymity is synonynous with longevity. H's ancestors, however, had forgotten or
chosen to ignore this sinple rule; they had nmade bl ood- and egg-sons indiscrinnately, so
spreadi ng their plague abroad... but where were his ancestors now? And where his egg-sire, Egon

| ast - but-one survivor of an alien parallel world, and brave defender of Wallachia since a tine
when the horseshoe nmountai ns were known as Daci a? Gone the way of all and even vanpire flesh, aye!
But not Daham And not the Ferenczy Brothers, Anthony and Francesco, now the 'Francezcis,' grown
rich and strong in their Sicilian fortress. Nor the dog-Lord, Radu Lykan, the last true survivor
out of olden Starside, who six hundred years ago had gone to earth - gone to sleep, hypnotized
hinself into a state of suspended animation - in sonme far hyperborean lair. Which was why Drakesh
had sent Mahag and a party of 'disciples' into Europe (and eventually into the British Isles) in
the first place: to seek out the lair of the sleeping dog-Lord and destroy himbefore his planned
awakeni ng. It had been part of an even grander schene; Drakesh had seen his opportunity to play
agent provocateur, to set Radu's people and the Ferenczys agai nst one another in an all-out

bl oodwar. Then, when all was finished, he would step in and pick off any survivors - all as a
prelude to his Final Solution: The total conquest, the vampirization, of planet Earth! This had
been Drakesh's burning anbition ever since |learning of the death of his egg-sire, the so-called
"Count' Drakul, all of ninety years ago: to make hinmsel f the undead, bl ood-red Enperor of a
vanpire world... but not while his ancestors' enemes were still alive init. And so for half a
century he had used his '"em ssaries' - the thralls he sent out into the world ostensibly as
"anbassadors' of his sect - as spies to seek out other pockets of Wanphyri infestation. That was
how he had di scovered the Ferenczy Brothers in their Sicilian manse, and the approxi mate | ocation
of Radu Lykan in his Cairngorns lair. And so his greater plans had been stalled for a tinme. As to
the detail of those plans: The Drakesh Mnastery stood close to a junction of many lands, in a

pl ace whi ch one hundred years ago had been nmainly inaccessible. But distance and cold and

i naccessibility, what are these for obstacles? Nothing, to the Wanphyri! Territorialism on the
other hand, is everything! Wen finally Daham deci ded to expand, it would be the very sinpl est
thing to send out a handful of chosen lieutenants north into the heart of nysterious Tibet, China
and Mongolia; south, into Nepal, India, Burna and Bhutan. And when they were established... the
rest of the world would be waiting. By now, the first of these outposts - all masqueradi ng under
Drakesh's 'religious' banner, of course - should be in place. But sone twenty-four years ago, even
as the last Drakul was naking ready his expeditionary forces... ... The Chinese Arny had

i ntervened. And Drakesh had seen at first hand how t he Wanphyri are not alone in their lust for
territory, even for a land as desolate as this. Tibetan cities were swept under; nonkish orders
were brutally suppressed and tenples fell; the Dalai Lama hinself fled to safety in the west. But
the shunned 'nonastery' on the wi ndswept Tingri Plateau survived. For Drakesh had | ong been aware
of the Red Arny's feasibility studies in parapsychology - and of its experinental ESP-Unit, the
Si no- equi val ent of the Soviet Union's and England's E-Branches - and had deliberately courted the
attention of its controller, Colonel Tsi-Hong, at his headquarters on Kwi jiang Avenue, Chungking
He had been called to Chungki ng, been 'studied for over a year, had allowed themto | earn what he
desired themto know about him his alleged 'philosophy,' his longevity, immunity to disease,
tenacity for life - but no nore than that And Col onel Tsi-Hong had even visited himhere at the
monastery, to see for hinself the extent of Drakesh's weird abilities in his own environnent
Drakesh had let hinself be frozen into a block of ice and had nelted it fromw thin. He had
denonstrated his night-vision -sharper than Tsi-Hong's, even when the Col onel was using his
British nitelite binoculars! - and scarcely needed to point out the benefits of a possible
mlitary application. He had fasted, and after a nmonth was fit and well enough to walk out ten
mles into the snows to neditate. Tsi-Hong had brought scientists, geneticists and mutationists,
with him They had taken away sanpl es of Drakesh's sperm frozen for future experinentation. And
ten years ago, finally they had experinented with it, to produce, as it later turned out,
nmonsters! Al of which was precisely as Drakesh had warned the Colonel it would be - that Tsi-Hong
could not hope to grow orchids in a paddy field without they come up pale and twisted. But if they
were tended by Brian Lutnley Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il caring gardeners, watered by
famliar rains, and reared in their natural, their native soil... ? The Colonel hadn't I|istened,
not then. For how might this man -even with all his weird talents - father the nucl eus of an
invincible mutant arnmy in such an inhospitable and unyielding wlderness? But Drakesh was nore
than a man, he was a Lord of the Wanphyri! By sheer force of mil, and the laws of alien genetics,
he had passed on his instructions to the very spermthat Tsi-Hong's scientists had taken fromhim
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And in Chungking, his children had been born. Fifteen of them had been deforned, destroyed at
birth. But fifteen out of fifty? It scarcely surprised Drakesh; according to Egon Drakul, freak
births and grotesque nal formati ons had been common anong the Wanphyri of Starside. But as for the
others, they had survived - for the tinme being. And left to his own devices in his aerie, Daham
had waited for his prenatal, genetic triggers to trip. Two years ago they had. Mjor Chang Lun
mlitary comrmander of the army garrison at Xigaze, sonme ninety ninutes away by snow cat, depending
on the weat her, had brought himthe news. Now he renenbered Chang Lun's words, and how the Major
(no great admirer of Daham Drakesh) had relished them The |ast half-dozen escaped. Only eight
years ol d; apparently perfect except for their accelerated growth-rate, but they murdered their
keepers and instructors. They not only bit the hands that fed them.. but fed on them Drinkers of
bl ood, canni bals, homicidal nmaniacs! In only eight years they'd grown to nen, and sexually

voraci ous wonen! Finally they were hunted down to the | ast one, and eradicated. But it wasn't
easy...' Drakesh had known no pain, no parental anguish, for he had known what the outconme woul d
be. Indeed, he'd arranged it Col onel Tsi-Hong's people had tried to teach his bl ood-brood to be
human -al beit human machi nes, soldiers, warriors. But the next brood would be under their vanpire
father's instruction, and he would not fail. Nor would his warriors belong to China. Nor were
human beings, nen, the only kind of warriors... Earlier, before com ng up by internal causeways
and cl austrophobic, flue-like chimeys onto the done of the skull where it sloped back under the
overhanging cliff, Drakesh had paid a visit to the other kind of warrior; three of which were
waxi ng, as they'd waxed for five years now, in the vast stone vats of a |ower level. For the
monent he controlled their growth, delayed their emergence, waited for the right time. But when
finally he allowed themto be 'born," brought up out of their stone wonbs, they woul d be mi ndl ess
killing machi nes such as once were bred by the Wanphyri of Starside. And despite that these were
other, still they were kin to those anomalies born of his frozen seed in Chungki ng. For these,
too, were his 'children,' the produce of his undying vanpire flesh. He thought back to his visit:
Down there in the dark of a reeking cavern, Drakesh kept metanorphic protoplasm- the living or

undead material of his warrior creatures, grown of his own flesh, spittle, sperm and sweat - in a
cell apart Human flesh, fluids, teeth, and bone, when they are shed fromthe human body, die. But
vanpire flesh lives on until it is destroyed or ossifies. The last Drakul's flesh was especially
tenacious; its... extniviae lived on the offal, tripes, skin and bone left over fromthe aerie's

provi sioning. But despite that it was mindless, it 'knew its father and Master. Some residua
instinct in the alien DNA played the part of a prinmitive brain. Drakesh hinself fed the -
creature? He nmust; it would be too dangerous for a lieutenant to even attenpt it Entering its
cavern cell with a pan of offal, he'd sat down on a flat-topped rocky outcrop in the centre of the
dark place, and waited. Dark or light, it was all the sane to the vanpire Drakesh. H's feral eyes
turned to blood in the darkness, and Iit like lanps in his face. The cave appeared to be enpty,
but the thing was here, he knew. At his sandalled feet the earth was | oose, churned up. The O her
was a creature of darkness, as Drakesh hinmself. It burrowed in the earth as if hiding there - or
as if lying in wait? And feeling the first tentative trenor beneath his feet Drakesh smiled grimy
to hinmsel f and kept his thoughts guarded, his identity shielded. It was a grand amusenent a gane
he liked to play: to tenpt the thing, and then to deny it And with the pan of vile stinking offa
in his lap, in the utter darkness, he sat there snmling and feeling his creature's presence. Then-
-A soft sound, as soil crunbling, behind him The thing would sneak up on him Ch so slowy,
Drakesh turned his head on its scrawny neck and | ooked back and down. A nound of dirt was formng
pushing up fromthe | oose, lunpy floor. And in a nonment a small eruption, as a | eprous grey-green
tentacl e or pseudopod pulsed up into view. It thickened, rising |like some weird beanstal k, and
fornmed a watery, rudinentary eye. What the thing saw - if it 'saw or 'recognized or 'renenbered
anything at all, in the accepted sense of those words - Drakesh could not say. But what it sensed
was food! The food in his lap, or perhaps Drakesh hinmself. The tentacle thickened nore yet and
Drakesh felt a shuddering in the earth all around. The eye dissolved, reforned into facel ess
gaping jaws and twin rows of teeth that elongated into fangs even as he watched. And as the dry

soil at his feet erupted in a dozen places Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il and put up
writhing pseudopod extensions of the thing, caging himin, as it were, so the nmain 'body* or |inb-
like tentacle swayed towards him its gaping jaws drooling a yellow, senminal bile. ... At which

the Master Vanpire opened his mnd, revealing his identity. And: Enough! he said. Thus far, and no
further! It was as if the thing had been el ectrocuted. The withing tentacles were withdrawn,

snat ched back down into the earth; so rapidly indeed that one of them snapped, spurted bile, and
left its tip like some weird blindworm snaking on the floor. Drakesh kicked at it and it quickly
wriggled down out of sight, to join up with the greater nass. Behind him the principal thigh-

t hi ck pseudopod sl unped, nelted down, poured back into its hole, and disappeared with a squel ching
sound |i ke squashed ripe fruit or a thirsty drain. In a matter of seconds, all that renai ned was a
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puff of exhaust stench fromthe trenbling, collapsing nounds, and two or three snaking runs, like
pani cked nole tracks in the floor. Then all was still again. And Drakesh still sniling, for he
sensed the thing's fear. Wich was only right. Then, upending the pan to slop its vile contents
onto the dry earth, he said: Know ne. For | amthe Drakul, your Master, and | am ki nd. You have no
sense, know edge or intelligence. | amall the intelligence you will ever need. You have no
direction, but | give you purpose. You may not |ive w thout the sustenance | bring you, or die

wi t hout ny approval. But you may yet be nore than you are now. Your brothers -grown out of you, as
you were grown out of me - are stirring even now in ny vats of netanorphism | have el evated t hem
and may yet elevate you... or destroy you. If you renmenber little else, you would do well to
renenber these things. He noved to the exit, paused and | ooked back. Now feed and be grateful. So
be it. But as that mindless octopus, that living or undead cancer of netanorphic tissue oozed up
out of the floor and fell like a mantle on its food: Now hold! Drakesh sent a whiplash thought -
and the thing froze at once, as if turned to stone. And renenber: this place is yours. But beyond
this place, (he used his sandalled foot to draw a |line across the mouth of the cave), belongs to
me. Thus far, and no further... And then he visited his vats of metanorphism great baths
excavated fromthe solid bedrock of a nearby cavern as dark and even darker than the place of the
protopl asm They prospered in darkness, his creatures; especially these creatures, which were or
woul d be the true warriors. Hybrid nonsters waxing in their vats, these were to be the first of
Drakesh' s many Guardi ans of the Curfew, securing the dark, shattered city bottoms and dust bow

vall eys hi the Iong worldwi de winter of nuclear aftermath, so that survivors of the wars and the
vanpi re plague both could not scathe anong his network of rearing aeries in the dangerous hours of
daylight But in any case, there'd be little enough of daylight in that world. That, too, was part
of his plan - it would be the first part - when finally Drakesh was ready to be Lord of Al. For
what good to set out to conquer a world of light, when the light itee//nust conquer in the end?
But in a world where the light is weak, filtering through swirling clouds of radiation, and
groping blindly in the rubble of man's greatest works... Drakesh was mad, of course, and knew it
But perverse as every Geat Vanpire before him he revelled in it For if the Enperor has the |ast
say, and if his word is law, then who is to say that the rest aren't mad and the Enperor sane? And
one day, he would be that Enperor! The vats of netanorphism.. Drakesh stood at the rimof one
such and | ooked down into it the gelatinous surface of a liquid wonmb, surging with |ong sl ow
ripples. They waxed, his warriors. They could be brought on quickly if need be, or lie here

anot her hundred years just waiting to be born. And as he gazed the ripples quickened to wavelets -
as if the inchoate inhabitant of the vat sensed himthere -and sonething churned just beneath the
surface. Then the outline of a grotesque head appeared, languidly turning, plated with what was as
yet a softly translucent grey-gleanmng chitin. And for one brief nonent a great vacant eye rolled
in the gluey liquid. 'Strong!' Drakesh nmurnured to hinmself, nodding his skull head. 'And faithfu
to the death.' It was true. Bred fromhis own metanorphic flesh, fromthe burrowing thing in the
ot her cave, these creatures would have no nmind but his, no thoughts but those he gave them .. Then
he | ooked at the trough-like conduits that serviced the vats, rust-col oured runnels carved in the
rock, unbilical sluices to feed the freely-given blood of the brethren to the foetal abnormalities
bei ng bred here. Bl ood-beasts! - and that fool of a Colonel in Chungking, Tsi-Hong, would have him
breed human warriors? Well, so he would - so he was - as witness the pregnant Chinese and Ti betan
wonen who worked the stony fields and tended the farmin the walled city. But as for the
nonastery's priests, its brotherhood: The Col onel knew nothing of them that they were Drakesh's
children, too. And what of these other warriors waxing in their vats? Wy, Tsi-Hong would suffer a
stroke and die if he knew of them He would die, aye... would have to, even if Drakesh nust attend
toit himself. For to know of themwould be to know that the H gh Priest of this place was not a
man; anot her reason why he had built his aerie here in the first place: because of its seem ng
austerity, its isolation. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Because it was |ess than wel com ng.
And because in the main (and apart fromthe prying eyes of Mjor Chang Lun, that other fool in

Xi gaze) Drakesh was left nmuch to his own devices here. So that even when the Col onel and his so-
called '"scientists' came to visit, which they nust eventually, they would only visit the city. For
the nonastery was a 'holy' place, where Drakesh night grant them audi ence, however briefly, but
where they could never expect to | odge. But then, who woul d want to? The place had not been

designed for the confort of strangers... Turning these and other things over in his pit-deep mnd
Dr akesh had followed a tortuous route up onto its roof. Now he stood here, face to face with the
ni ght under a canopy of brilliant stars, and felt the fluttering of his red robe bl own back

agai nst his spindly body. One night - soon, perhaps - he nust test his talents to the full, shape
his body to an airfoil, and fly out fromhere. For in their tinme the Drakuls had been grand
flyers, and his father, Egon, a past-naster. To have seen that one, circling like a great black
bat over the high battlements of his Transylvanian castle ... it had been awe-inspiring. 'Yours,
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intinme," the Count had told him "All yours. Only be ny true son and keep nmy place in ny absence,
and you too can be Wanphyri!' And sealing the pact, before |eaving for England, he had passed on
his egg in a fond fatherly kiss. Then, a brief nonent of unbearable agony ... and when Daham had
regai ned consci ousness his egg-sire had been gone. And in the space often days, Daham too: fled
out of Romania en route for this place, with a handful of Szgany thralls, a pouch of gold, and a
parasite |l eech - the very seed of greatness -growing within him Then for a while he had feared
his father's revenge. What would the Great Drakul do when he returned to Romania to discover his
egg-son flown fromhis castle and his trust betrayed? And it had been a relief - not to nmention a
delight! - later to learn of Egon's demi se, his true death, at the hands of a vengeful Doctor, a
student of such 'legends' as vanpirism.. Again the wind blew against him he instinctively lifted
up his arns and leaned into it, was tenpted to | aunch hinself, and denied the temptation. Al in
good tine. But for now The plaintive cry of a yak, thin in the gnawing bite of the plateau's

ni ght, was blown to himon the blustery breeze, sone three miles fromthe old walled city. This
was what Drakesh had been waiting for. For thoughtful master as he was, he tended the needs of al
his creatures and famliars. And: Up now, you true flyers, he sent Cone! And from various cracks
and crannies in the carved done of the aerie - up fromtheir colony in the darker recesses of the
| abyrinth of caves - the true flyers, they cane... Wth regard to Drakesh, Major Chang Lun had his
instructions, his orders - such as they were. 'Make periodic visits to the walled city.' Stupid
orders, ridiculous orders! Yet that was what he had been told to do, all he had been told to do:
make periodic visits. But how periodic? Frequently, infrequently, or what? And what to do or to

| ook for when he went there? What, should he fondl e the rounded bellies of Drakesh's enforced
whores? Conplinent themon their successful couplings with that creature? But no, nothing about
these things, just that he should visit Hah! GCh, Chang Lun knew t he probl em well enough: |ack of
sel f-discipline and organi zation in a largely civilian, self-mnaging, covert and 'experinental
branch of the mlitary. It was that this... this so-called 'Colonel,' Tsi-Hong, in Chungking -
this dreary, dream ng nmetaphysician - did not hinself know what to do with or about Drakesh and
his alleged sect But on the other hand, it mght also nean that Tsi-Hong didn't trust him or was
hi msel f suspi cious. I n which case Chang Lun mght read his orders very differently. Such as: ' Spy
on the walled city. See what you can find out about it But whatever you do, do it carefully, for
we' ve spent tine and noney here and we don't wish to alienate this foreign charlatan in case he
real ly does have sonething we can use.' Chang Lun woul d know exactly how to interpret such orders
as these. Much as he was interpreting themnow He and his driver had conme out from Xi gaze a
little after 10: 00 p.m The weat her forecast had been good; bitterly cold, of course, but clear
with little or no wind, and no snow forecast Chang Lun's official visits (he had been obliged to
devise his own roster) took place once every six weeks. This was not one of those. The driver he
used was his usual man, a Corporal, whose name didn't matter. But he knew every crevasse and

boul der en route, and that was inportant. Over terrain as rugged as this, and at night it would be
only too easy to make a fatal mnistake. Sone of the cracks in the earth around here seemed to go
down forever! But the snow cat had given themno trouble, and they had got here safely a few

m nutes after mdnight 'Here' was a spot in the | ee of outcropping rocks on the south-facing sl ope
of a hillside to the west of the old walled city. As an observation point the place was ideal A
climb of two hundred feet fromwhere they'd secured and canoufl aged the cat and snug behind a wall
of rocks they'd built during previous visits, Chang Lun and his driver could even brew up arny-

rations tea on a di sposabl e stove, Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il slice canned neat or
cheese onto bread, and nake a nmeal of sorts. And fromhere a man with a good pair of nitesites
coul d keep watch not only on the ancient city, its gates and wall, but even the |leering facade of

the Drakesh Monastery three mles away across the valley. The one drawback was the awesone col d.
Even the best winter warfare clothing couldn't keep it out. It would find a way into your bones,
and chew on themlike a bad cranp. The strong tea hel ped, but not much. So that tine and again
Chang Lun had told hinself to hell with this! This would be the last tinme he came out here, no
matter his hatred for the unnatural, perverted bastard who ran the nonastery. Hatred: a strong
word, and one that Chang Lun didn't use lightly. But he had hated Daham Drakesh fromthe first
time he saw himand all the time since. And being Tsi-Hong's nessenger, as it were, he'd had nore

than enough contact with the man. But to call hima nman ... well, as far as Chang Lun was
concerned, even that was a matter for conjecture. And he renenbered Drakesh as he had seen him on
sonme four or five (but still far too nany) previous occasions. The physical appearance - the very

presence of Drakesh - had never failed to i npress Chang Lun, but never favourably. It wasn't just
his height (six and a half feet, as conpared to the Major's sixty-eight inches), but an over-al
sense of sonething alien about him conplenented by grotesque distortions of human shape and
proportion. Thin to the point of enmciation, he neverthel ess nmanaged to convey the inpression that
hi s pi pestem body contained an awesone strength. H s hands and feet were freakishly long and
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tapering, their sharply pointed digits tipped with thick yellow nails hooked into claws. His
shaven skull was thin at the front and |l antern-jawed, [ong at the back and bul bous as the head of
an insect on his scrawny neck. But his eyes... ah, his eyes! They were the worst or perhaps
strangest of Drakesh's features. In daylight - what little ever filtered through into the
nmonastery - they | ooked gl assy, even transparent, as if all natural colour had been | eeched out of
them But in the dark or seni-dark of the nonastery's corridors and caverns, they were as | uni nous
and yellow as nolten sul phur. Their gaze was literally penetrating; turned upon a man, they seened
to stare right through him as if their target were nore epheneral than Drakesh hinmself. And when
they smled... ... Chang Lun shuddered where he | eaned on the low wall of piled stones and gazed

t hrough his night-vision binoculars. He was cold outside fromthe sub-zero tenperature, but col der
in his soul fromletting hinself dwell too | ong on Daham Drakesh. Even the sinple nechanical act
of focusing his glasses on the nonastery's leering-face facade, to bring it closer, seened in a
way to draw Drakesh closer, too. And Chang Lun knew this sensation - this feeling of dread - that
in keepi ng watch on Drakesh he had given the man power to keep watch on him Alnost as if his

bi nocul ars worked in both directions, so that while he | ooked out, some unseen O her |ooked in...
That yak,' said Chang Lun's driver, causing the Major to start 'He's noisy all of a sudden.' The
Corporal 's binoculars were trained on the city. Chang Lun thought to reprinmand the man (mainly
because he had been caused to start, not because his driver had forgotten the usual courtesies,
the privileges of rank) but let it pass. And in any case, it was too cold for all that customary
bowi ng and scraping. Back in the barracks they were Mijor and non-conmi ssioned officer - "Sir,'
and, "You! Get your arse over here!' - but out here they were just two nen in the cold waste. The
cold," Chang Lun replied. Tethered out there in the place of bones, full in the face of the w nd
bl owi ng round the base of the township's wall, you would cry out, too!' 'Wiy have they put him

t here?' The Corporal wondered out loud. 'Sinply to die in the cold?" The Major shrugged, kept his
gl asses focused on the nonastery. Was that sone kind of notion on the roof of the place? Wite
snoke or steam going up? And was that a twig-like figure up there, obscured in a swirl of - well,

what ever it was? For all the cold, still Chang Lun's skin craw ed. Absentni ndedly, he answered his
driver's question: 'Maybe the animal was di seased, infectious. They've separated it fromthe herd,
that's all. Cbviously it's what they do with all suspect beasts: tether themin the boneyard to
die.' «Well, it's true there has been sone disease in the local animals,' the Corporal agreed,

"but I was one of the drivers on several of the details when those animals were driven out here.
They all seened healthy enough to ne - not that |I'man expert. But they were the best for many

m | es around. They always are. Only the best for the Drakesh township...' "Sir!' the Mjor
snapped, suddenly irritated. 'Call ne "sir" when you speak to ne.' 'Yes, sir!' But what he had
said was true, and it had been an inordinately |arge nunber of aninmals at that Al for the fifty
wonen in the ancient city? Well, possibly, since half of themwere pregnant and well on their way
to spawni ng. Wien Chang Lun thought of Drakesh siring children - especially out of crininals such
as those wonen he'd been given - 'spawning’ was the only word that came readily to mind. As for
the boneyard,' the name that the Major's driver had given Necroscopt: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il that
pl ace outside the city wall, when they'd first discovered it on a previous visit, it was sinply
that: a pile of bones littered around a tethering post. There had been one occasi on when sone of
the wonen were out gathering the grisly remains, to grind themdown for fertilizer, Chang Lun
suspected. The thin soil of their farmcould use the sustenance. 'But he -1 nean the yak - is very
noi sy now.' the Corporal uneasily, unnecessarily stated. For Chang Lun could hear it well enough
for hinself: the neighing bleat of an animal in distress. 'He's kicking, junping, trying to free
hinmsel f!' Silently cursing his gloved hands, Chang Lun focused his own binoculars just a fraction
nmore - not on the city but the nonastery - and suddenly his view of the doned roof, the carved
skull, sprang up in nuch clearer definition. And there was a figure up there, yes, antlike at this
di stance but very definitely there. But doing what? The stick-figure's arns seened raised in ..
supplication? O invocation? Then Chang Lun felt his nouth go dry at the thought that he knew that
figure, that he had recogni zed the skeletal frane of Drakesh hinself. And as for the cloud of
'snmoke' (not snoke at all, as the Major now saw, but sonething else, sonething a lot nore solid):
its spiral around the distant figure on the roof of the nonastery was rising, w dening, behaving
far nore sentientiy, as its nenbers headed in a certain direction - straight for the ancient city,
its walls, possibly this very vantage point! The yak's nerve-rendi ng shrieks had now risen to an
al rost human pitch. And the Corporal gasped, That creature nust soon strangle itself! See how it

| eaps, kicks, hauls on its tether. Surely you were right, sir. The thing is nad or diseased - or
something is tormenting it, driving it out of its mind!'' But Chang Lun only thought O the yak
knows, senses, is sonehow aware, of sonething that we can't possibly understand. O maybe the
Maj or did understand. And trying to hold his binoculars nore firmy in suddenly trenbling hands,
he followed the Iine of flight of the weirdly purposeful cloud; not heading his way at all, or
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only roughly so. But very definitely heading for the boneyard. 'Kill the stove,' he husked at
once, as he felt the short hairs stiffening at the back of his neck. 'Eh?" The Corporal didn't
nmove; fascinated by the frantic activity of the yak, he couldn't |look away. '|I said kill the

fucking stove!' the Major elbowed himin the ribs. "Put the fire out And do it quietly - do
everything very quietly!" Hs |last few words were a hiss, as he fixed his Iine of sight on the

| eadi ng flyers. And w thout knowi ng why - or not exactly why - Chang Lun found hinmself terrified
Not of the flyers so nmuch as the/ferf of them that they were here at all, and the fact that Daham
Drakesh had... what, called themup? Up fromthe depths of his blasphenous nonastery. Flyers, yes:
great bats! The way they swooped and flitted, they could only be. But white bats, albinos, and by
the Major's lights far larger than any bat has a right to be. Wth or w thout binoculars, these
things were just too damm big! Chang Lun knew sonet hi ng about zool ogy, was fairly sure that these
nonsters were way out of place here. They were |ike the giant Desnpbdus bats of middle and South
Anerica, and... ... And Desnodus was a bl oodsucker, wasn't he? A dammed vanpire, yes! Meanwhil e,
the Corporal had killed the stove's chenmical fire. A final wisp of snmoke - real snpbke - went up
whi ch he di spersed by flapping his arns. Then he returned to his place at die waO of stones, took
up his glasses, and quickly focused themon the tethered yak. But in a hoarse, uneven whisper
Chang Lun warned him 'It seens to ne you're a sensitive man. That being so, don't watch.' 'Don't
wat ch, sir?'" Wat could the Major nean? Chang Lun hinmsel f didn't know just what he neant But he
had this idea in his head and it wouldn't go away. He would do anything if it would, but it

woul dn't And now the Corporal was training his binoculars in the other direction, to see if he
could spot whatever it was that Chang Lun was concerned about The Major felt himgive a jerk as he
too saw the bats. "Wiat the devil... ?° And Chang Lun nodded and answered. The devil, indeed!’
Bot h nen shrank down, huddling | ow behind their wall of stones, staring a nonment at each other

wi de-eyed and fearful. And as their eyes went back to the yak, each felt his own private pang of
relief to note that the poor animal had given up the ghost; or if it wasn't dead, that it had
col l apsed in exhaustion. And as the stream of great al binos flew overhead not too far away, for a
monent they heard the leathery flutter of menbrane wings. Wile in the ancient city... ... Lights
were coming on. DDmlanterns were being lit in windows in the walls and towers, and pale faces
were flitting as eerily as the bats thenselves fromw ndow to wi ndow. Drakesh's wonen had cone
to... to what? They're watching!' the Corporal whispered, as if in answer to the Major's unspoken
questi on. Those wonen are going to watch!' He was onitting his 'sirs' again, but his superior

of ficer no longer cared. Chang Lun knew that no | ess than hinself, his driver had guessed what was
about to happen. Anywhere else, it would be... unthinkable to even think such dungs, but not in
this place. Here in Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il this place - which both nmen had cone to

| oathe - it seenmed the only thing to think. And those wonen: the way they ghosted about the city
smling their sick smles. But what could they have to smle about in a place like this? Ch, they
were under their naster's spell, no doubt about it But what sort of spell? Crimnals, convicts
they might well be, but what could have happened to them- to their spirit, their humanity -that
they could watch something like this? The colum of great bats spiralled down, plumeted out of
the night sky to their unprotesting target, fell as forcefully as stones and cl anped |ike | eeches
to the head, neck, body and |linmbs of the yak where it |lay shuddering on its bony deat hbed. They
clustered to it, turned the grey nass of it white... and then red! Red in a nonment! From the bl ood
that escaped their ravenous nouths, or spurted fromarteries bitten through! 'Sir!' the Corpora
choked, turning his glasses away. 'Didn't | tell you so?" Chang Lun grow ed. That bastard in his
bl oody nightrmarish "nonastery,"” he breeds things. Even as he's breeding things now, in those
helli sh wormen. | suspect he even bred these bats! And for no good purpose, you can stake your life
onit'" Wth which it suddenly dawned on himthat in being here they nay already have staked their
lives on it But no, that hideous travesty of a man on the roof of the nonastery didn't know they
were here, didn't know what they had seen. Viciously, the Major swng his gl asses back to their

original angle and quickly realigned themon the done of the carved skull. The stick-figure was
still there, and Chang Lun supposed he'd be looking in this direction. And: You can't see ne,
Chang Lun thought to hinself, but | can see you. And | prom se you this, Daham Drakesh: that if
the day ever dawns when | can bring you down, then Ill do it. And with pleasure! Then... the air

was suddenly electric! In the next nonent Chang Lun remenbered that earlier feeling: that weird
sensation of sone Other peering back at himthrough his own glasses. Uterly inpossible, of

course, and yet- It was as if the figure on the done of the nmonastery grew large in a split-
second, as if Drakesh expanded in Chang Lun's binoculars -and in his mnd - to a giant! They stood
face to face, and Drakesh's eyes were blood red, fuelled in their pupils by the nolten-sul phur
fires of hell. Aha! said a voice in the Major's nind, and there could be no denying that he
recogni zed it imediately and knew its owner. And so you spy on ne. A mstake, Chang Lun, for

too have ny spies, ny watchdogs; but greedy dogs, such as they are, and ever hungry. Eh? Wat? You
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think | amthreatening you? Ah, no! For ny dogs are obedi ent and woul d never harmyou - not
wi t hout my permi ssion. Indeed | shall have them see you hone, back to Xigaze. And when you report
the result of this, your latest mssion, to Tsi-Hong in Chungking, be sure to give himny best

regards... Wth which Drakesh's sinister, sibilant telepathic "voice" rapidly devolved to a pea
of fading laughter, and was gone. Likew se the spindly red-robed figure on the done of the carved
skull. "Sir... sir? Chang Lun snapped out of it, and knew his driver had been yelling in his ear

for several long seconds. He closed his gaping nouth, blinked his eyes and said, 'Eh? Wat?' 'Sir,
a wind is comng up, blowing stronger now It might bring alittle snow And those bats are on the
nmove.' The Major scarcely needed his binoculars to know that the Corporal was right. He could fee
the wind and see the albinos rising up in a spiral fromtheir feast Also, the dimlanterns in the
wi ndows of the ancient city had been snothered, put out so that now the place resenbl ed nothing so
much as sone vast, spraw ing necropolis; in which instinctive or automatic anal ogy Chang Lun was
very nearly correct, except a necropolis is a city of the truly dead. 'Qickly now, ' the Mjor
husked. "It's tine we were gone fromhere.' The Corporal needed no urging; he was on his feet,
meking to collect up the stove and any other evidence of their having been here. But: 'Leave it
be,' Chang Lun told him 'It doesn't make any difference. They'|ll know we've been here anyway.

And the nmonent he'd said it he knewit was so, that he hadn't just been dreaming it when he'd
heard Drakesh speaking in his nmind. What was nore, he knew that Drakesh's threat' - to have him
escorted back to Xigaze -hadn't been an idle one. Those bats,' the Major's driver nuttered. He was
directly ahead of Chang Lun where they went sliding and bunpi ng down the frozen slope of the
hillside. They seenmed to be heading-' '-This way,' the Major cut himshort 'I know ' And then they
both knew, for certain, as the air overhead thrumed wi th the whup, whup, whup of |eathery w ngs.
"Ch nother! Dear father!' Fearfully, the Corporal |ooked skywards, tripped, went tunbling head
over heels to the bottom But by the time Chang Lun was down he was up on his feet again,
stripping the canoufl aged canopy fromthe snow cat 'Easy! EasyF Chang Lun told him with a |ot
nmore bravado than he felt as his driver yanked again and again on the starter. 'Don't flood the
fucking thing!' But soon the cat was ticking over, then purring into life, and the two nmen were
clanbering aboard as if the vehicle were a life-raft and Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il
their ship was going down behind them The bats! The bats!' The Corporal npaned, and sl ewed the
cat dangerously, tiltingry, as he turned her about 'For the last tine, take it easyf the Mjor
yelled. '"Do as | say or 111 shoot you and drive the fucking thing nyself! The bats won't attack
us. They'll just... follow us along the way.' At least, that is, | nmean... if that bastard Drakesh
is good as his word. Geat white bats - two or three dozen of them and two and a half feet across
wWing-tiptowng-tip - flitted, swooped, and side-slipped directly overhead. Their excited
staccato chittering was clearly audible; they communi cated with each other. And perhaps with
sonmeone el se? For certainly that someone had comunicated with thenml 'But what in all that's..

what the hell are they doing?" the Corporal shrilled, when a pair of flapping pink-eyed nightnmares
danced for a nmonent or so in front of his wi ndshield and caused himto swerve. "What do they
want ?" ' Not hing,' the Mjor shouted back, and prayed that he was right They're just seeing us away

fromhere, that's all. They ... they're our escort' Wich sounded |i ke sonmething a madnan ni ght
say, but Chang Lun believed it anyway. He couldn't rationalize it, but he had to believe it For
his sanity's sake. And apparently he was right For even after it started snowing, still he and the

Corporal knew that the bats were with them They could feel, sense, occasionally sight them
through the slanting, stinging, softly hissing snow, and when the wind was right they could even
hear the whup of menbranous wings in the whirling air all around... Something |less than two hours
|later - when the snow stopped at |ast and the wind eased oft and the dully flickering lights of

Xi gaze and the garrison blazed on the horizon - their 'escort' fell back, seened eaten up in

di stance and darkness. Then, finally. Major Chang Lun felt he could begin breathing again. He'd
been breathing, of course, but it scarcely felt like it Likewi se his Corporal driver: he, too,
eased up a little and relaxed his tense, nervous grip on the controls. Wich was entirely the
wong thing to do. They canme up from nowhere, as if out of the very earth, a white, shrilling,
sentient cloud of them The bats! The vanpire bats! Pink-eyed and needl e-toothed, with their
convol uted noses winkled back, flat to their wet-gleaning | eathery faces. Three of them whirl ed,
hurl ed thenselves in a suicide attack directly at the wi ndshield. The screen was of clear plastic
whi ch cracked on the first inpact splintered on the second, flew apart as the third great bat cane
right through it in a welter of gore-spattered fur and torn |eather, straight into the driver's
face! Two nmore hit the Corporal fromthe side, while behind himanother pair attacked the Major.
Their massed i npact was such that the cat rocked on its skis and teetered, so that the driver nust
yank on his handlebars in an attenpt to straighten up. But at the sane tinme he was fighting for
his |life as the great bats clung to him wapped nenbrane wi ngs about him.. and bit! One of them
was biting at his face, his |ips, nose, eyes! He screaned and |l et go the controls, heard, Crack! -
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Crack! - Crack! -like explosions in his ear, as the Mjor sobbed, cursed and punped shot after
shot into the things that were battening on him then rammed the snout of his gun into the white-
throbbing creatures clustered to his driver's head and upper body and bl ew them away, too. But the
snow cat had sl ewed aside, and now its riders saw where the bats had come from that indeed they
had cone up out of the earth: up fromthe chasmthat yawned directly ahead! The Corporal cried out
and yanked on the handl ebars. The cat slewed again, then toppled sideways in a seem ng sl ow
notion. And over and over the wildly revving machi ne went - and down and down - w th Chang Lun and
his man hanging on for dear life, and for death, all the way to the bottom But in the seconds
before they hit Farewell, Chang Lun, said that faint nocking voice in the Magjor's mnd. You'll go
no nore a-spyingfor Tsi-Hong, | fear! Ch, ha-ha-ha! 'Liar! Liar!' the Mjor sobbed, stil

twirling. And coldly: Always, Chang Lun, the voice agreed. Always! Wth which the Major's world
went out in a single tearing shattering roar that |lasted the blink of an eye... Necroscope: The
Lost Yean - Vol. // Il THE FRANCEZCI S The ritual at Le Manse Madoni e had been sinple and sol em.
The funereal weather - a danp, blustery breeze off the Tyrrhenian, that snatched the wonmen's veils
this way and that, first obscuring or nasking their pale sad faces in black net, then fram ng them
in stark, nonochrone relief - had seened entirely in keeping. Frequently disturbed, but never
quite disrupted, by Julio Sclafani's agony - his pitiful but entirely forgivable bouts of wailing,
and wringing of sweaty hands - so far the internent of his daughter had gone smoothly, entirely as
pl anned. Its organi zati on had been i mmaculate in every detail. But then, in the conpany of such
esteenmed fell ow mourners, in such a place, and since the Francezci Brothers were thensel ves
responsi ble for the arrangenents, perhaps this was only to be expected. It had been out of
necessity, of course - in order to avoid untoward conplications - that the brothers had settled
for stark sinplicity. And thus far no conplications had arisen. Only at the end - when gaunt
Francezci bearers in bl ack-banded top hats and tails took up the young, beautiful and now
tragically deceased Julietta in her box, to carry her fromthe courtyard into the darkly shadowed
manse - only then did her father, Julio, lose control conpletely. '|I nust see her!' he cried,
staggering forward, squeezing his way into the house proper through the varni shed Mediterranean
pi ne doors, and putting hinmself in the path of the bearers. 'l nust!' he inplored. Tve seen her
but once in a whole year! But now, this one last tinme, | nust! Ch, God! Her sweet nother in heaven
woul d never forgive ne, if | let her go to her grave w thout seeing her one last tine!' 'Julio!'
The Francezcis were on himat once, each holding fast to an arm The rest of the nourners had been
| eft outside, and the doors were now closed on them 'Julio, Julio!" Anthony Francezci said again,
shaki ng his head and sighing. 'Please try to believe ne, we know how it is for you, how it nust

be. Julietta, in these - what, four years? But the tine has flown! - she has becone a little
sister to us. Wiy, just look at Francesco! How gaunt, how sad! No one was nore fond of her.'
"But...' Julio turned to him clung to him fat, weak and trenbling against Tony's |ean

i mpl acabl e strength. 'But... this is Le Manse Madoni e!' Francesco Francezci's voice was harder

and Julio glanced at himthrough red-rimred, tears-blurred eyes. "It is what it is and what it has
been for generations,' Francesco went on, but in a gentler tone now. 'A private place, Julio. And
your Julietta had becone like one of us. You could even say she was.. .famly. Which in turn makes
you fam |ly- That being so, please don't nmake things any harder for us than they already are.' 'But

to see her. Only to see her this last time. Wiy not? | beg of you! Before she goes down to the
vaul ts?' The brothers | ooked at him then at each other, and came to a nmutual, unspoken agreenent
Then, letting Sclafani di sengage, they nodded silent instructions to the six bearers where they
stood patiently waiting. And: 'On the long table there," Tony told them 'But be gentle, be
careful. Don't... disturb her.' The great hall was suitably still and shadowy. The walls with
their arched-over recesses or entranceways into secondary roons - the stairways, fixtures,
furniture and hangings - were barely visible in the gloom If Julio Sclafani noticed this at al

it was only to find it well in keeping. He scarcely remenbered that on the two or three occasions
when he'd been invited to visit Julietta, Le Manse Madoni e had al ways been gl oony. He couldn't
know that it always was, or why it was that no chink of sunlight was ever allowed to filter in
here, where even the sullen light of Sicilian winters was held at bay behind thick, dusty
curtains... As the draped box was |owered to the polished table, Julio gave a strangled cry and
stunbl ed forward. The brothers at once got in his way and again took his arns. *We... we supposed
you woul d want to see her.' Tony explained. That is why the coffin has a wi ndow of glass. But
Julio, you know the circunstances of her death...' 'A wasting disease, yes,' the fat man npaned.
"A... what did you call it? A pernicious anaemia. "Pernicious," indeed! A dreadful, terrible,

mur deri ng anaemia, nore |like! Your private doctor, the very best could do nothing." "All true,’
Tony nodded. 'Which neans that... well, that she isn't the Julietta you knew. This thing was |ike
a cancer. It ate at her. It had its own peculiar odour that can't be... masked. And Julietta may
not Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il be touched, or kissed. Hence the glass.' "But... | mil
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know her?' 'O course. Qur only wish was that you should renenber her as she was.' 'Still, | nust
see her.' "So be it,' said the brothers together, and rel eased him Scl afani wobbled to the head
of the coffin, slid back the grey silk cover, |ooked down on the face beneath the glass. It was
dim the glass was touched with a trace of dust; its sheen obscured the features of the pallid
face within the frame. Sobbing, Sclafani clung to the edge of the table for support, and blinked
his puffy eyes to inprove their focus. And as the Francezcis silently took up flanking positions
beside him his Julietta's beloved features seemed to swmup at him Being short, his face was
quite close to hers; on the other hand, the Francezci Brothers were |like trees, shading himand

Julietta both. Still, Julio could see her fairly clearly now. And though her eyes were of course
cl osed, she was- '-Smiling?" The word trenbled fromhis lips. The pain-killers,' Francesco
murnmured. 'At the end there was... oh, a deal of pain. Mercifully, we were able to relieve sone of
it But at the very end, your Julietta spoke of you... and smiled! Ah, yes, she died with a gentle

smle on her face, Julio, just thinking thoughts of you!' Sclafani's eyes had made the adj ustnent
now. They saw nmore clearly. But in all honesty, he couldn't say he liked what they saw. Thi nking

of me? But... this smile is like a grimace!' The pain,' Francesco said again. 'Despite the

medi cation, she...' And he paused. 'But she hid it well.' Sclafani kissed the glass over her |ips;
his tears fell on the dusty surface, acting like tiny magnifying glasses to blur and di m nish the
detail. 'Just four short years ago, she looked like a girl!' he groaned. 'She was - she is - a
girl! Yet now she | ooks |ike some strange pal e woman.' 'Four years,' Tony repeated him ' She grew
up, Julio. Your Julietta grew up, and was changed...' 'Changed, yes. So waxy and sunken in.'
Scl af ani hugged the top of the box. 'Depleted,' said Tony. The anaemia - like a cancer.' 'And yet
her lips are full and red!" 'And all wasted,' Francesco put an armaround the grieving Sclafani's
shoul ders. 'Qur efforts, | nmean. Still, you have the confort of knowi ng she never shamed you

never knew a man.' 'A confort? It scarcely conforts ne, Francesco! Were are ny grandchildren? And

woul d it have been so shaneful ? What, in this day and age? Her nother |loved to | ove, even a nan
unwort hy as nyself! But Julietta, she is untried, denied such know edge. WAsted, you are right. To
be beautiful, and never have a chance to give of your beauty!' There, there,' said Francesco,
clasping his shoulders and turning himaway, while Tony slid the silk back into position. Sclafani
struggled for a nonent, then finally surrendered to the inevitable. "But | will be able to visit?
This place, where she spent her |ast years?' (Francesco seened unsure). Wll, we shall see. To
wal k where she wal ked, in the grounds of Le Manse? Perhaps. But the vaults? Alas, no. Not even
now. The Francezcis are there, Julio: private in life and death both. W were ever proud, and
proud to have Julietta, too. W had hoped that you would be proud knowi ng she is here. Perhaps in
this we have el evated ourselves, but...' '"No, no!' the other protested. 'l didn't nean to-'

But if so, then we elevate Julietta, too. Not to nention your good self.' 'You have been... too
kind to nme and m ne throughout' Francesco saw himto the door and outside into the courtyard,
hugged him shook his hand and gave himover into Mario, their chauffeur's care. He watched him
driven slowy away in the stretch linp. By then the other nourners, mainly Francezci people, had
al ready di spersed. Then Francesco returned to where his brother was speaking to the bearers.
"Quickly, now," Tony told them Take her down to the pit and wait there for us. But don't go in
until we're there.' And as they left he turned to Francesco. That all went very well.' 'Hmm®? Do
you think so?' Francesco seened di stant, absent-m nded; his thoughts were el sewhere. '\Wat?' Tony
frowned at him 'But whaf s this? Don't tell ne you're actually mssing her!' The other stood
strai ghten ' Perhaps, perhaps not. | don't know But one thing is for sure: she's sleeping the |ast
sl eep, the Sl eep of Change. My fault, | know But whether | "miss" her or not isn't relevant. What
is relevant is that we can't afford another Ferenczy in the house - and certainly not a Lady!’

' God!' Tony nodded, and his eyes were feral in the gloomand glowed red in their cores. 'For a
monent there... why, | thought you'd gone soft on ne!' Francesco smled, however grimy. 'Soft?
Ah, no. Julietta was just... so accessible. Having her here nade it all so very easy. | suppose
I"mbasically lazy, that's all. But nmiss her? | shall miss fucking her, be sure. She was so very
good at it!' Brian Luntey Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il 'But then, you taught her,' Tony
chuckled. Well yes, there's that, of course!' Francesco |aughed. Wth which, they followed the
bearers down to the pit... In the |lowest levels of Le Manse Madonie - in the very bowels of the

pl ace, mainly a natural cavern, but in part carved fromthe bedrock -the mouth of the pit was |ike
a well, with walls of old hewn masonry three feet high. Indeed, it had been a well in the early
days of Le Manse, nany hundreds of years ago, when it had drawn water froman old cyst in the

vol canic rock all of eighty feet deeper still. Now the Francezcis stood at the rimof the pit and
paused to consider what they were about And quietly, a little uncertainly, Tony said: 'CQur
Julietta - or rather, your Julietta - is hardly pure.' 'Pure?" Francesco shrugged. "W is, these
days? Show ne a good-looking virgin in Palerno over sixteen years old, and FD show you a liar!"’
Well, true,' his brother nused. 'But still, you know how he |likes them And she's not even clean -
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not scrupulously - as he is used to them' 'Wat? Francesco was short-tenpered at the best of
times, and this wasn't the best of times. "Wat are you suggesting? We should have purged her
perhaps? Put her through the usual ritual and chanced waki ng her up prenmaturely? | nean, in case
you hadn't noticed, brother, our Julietta - or mne, if you will - is Wanphyri! She could do
severe damage! |'mnot worried about us, you and |, but the men, our lieutenants. The last thing
we want is to | ose soneone at this stage of the gane.' 'Wat stage of the ganme is that?' Tony was
suddenly pessimstic; unusual, for he was nornmally the optim st 'Has there been some subtle yet
remar kabl e change in the last two or three years? Did | miss sonething? ... Pessimstic, and
sarcastic. 'Yesssf his brother hissed, rounding on Tony, glaring at himfromeyes as red as hell
The tine has changed, narrowing down to his fucking tinme! Radu Lykan's tinme! And the grotesque
thing in this bloody pit has changed: Angelo, our dear father, nore unreliable, and nore denmandi ng
than ever. And our fortune has been depleted, which we still haven't done anything about. And
wor | dwi de the Fanmilies are... they' re |aughing behind our backs! | don't know about you, but | can
feel it! And since we started asking questions about this British E-Branch, and this Harry Keogh
and this fucking Alec Kyle - questions about dead nmen, for fuck's sake -the CIA and the K&, and
everyone el se we used to use don't want to know us! Then there's this Drakul "sect" in England and
Scotl and, and our man's report nore than three nonths old now, and we still haven't done anything
about that either! What? And does it anuse you to ask has sonething fucking changed?' ' Cal m down,
cal mdown!"' Tony sighed. "All right, so things have changed. But that's not what | nmeant O maybe
it is. It's just that 1'msick of the inactivity... of that and everything else: all the things
you mentioned. Yes, that's right: I'mjust as sick and frustrated as you! And as if that weren't
enough, | now have to talk to him try to get sone sense out of hinP 'Huh? Francesco grunted, at

| east part-nollified. "Well, | have to admt | don't envy you that But that's the way it is. He
won't even acknow edge ne!' 'Wiich is why | wondered if giving himJulietta will do us any good.'
Then stop wondering,' Francesco answered. 'lnstead, just ask yourself this: what good will she do
us undead? For thaf s what she'll be if we let her wake up - and Wanphyri! So then, it's settled
she's Angelo's. And all that remains-' '-1s the bargaining,' Tony nodded. "Yes, | know' 'And
anyway, it's probably best this way.' In a rare show of camaraderie - a show, at |east - Francesco
actually put his armacross his brother's shoul der, which Tony at once shrugged off. Wat's best?
he asked, suspiciously. That you're the one Angelo talks to. | mean, he was ever difficult, our
father, but never nmore so than now. Lef s face it ny tenper is too short; | haven't the patience
to... well, play with him But you were always good at his word games. And anyway, he |ikes you.'
"Huhr Tony grunted. That's a conplinent, is it?" Plainly he was nervous; the way he licked his
lips, kept glancing into the deeps of the well, or nore properly the pit Thaf s supposed to make
me feel better about it eh?" Francesco narrowed his eyes and said, Wiat is it? You' re afrai d? But
what of ? | nean, this is hardly the first time that you' ve-' 'You just don't understand, do you?
Tony gl anced at him cutting himshort '"No, this isn't the first tine, or even the tenth or
twentieth that 1've had to talk to himlike this. But recently... every tine is worse that the
last tine. Don't you realize that when | go into Angelo Ferenczy's mind, or let himinto mne, the
kind of jeopardy |I place nyself in? And before Francesco could answer, if he would: "Yes, you're
right I was always closer to him | was able to "get on" with him and he seened to be genuinely
"fond" of me. But do you think I don't worry about that too? Well, |I do, Francesco. | do...' 'Eh?
How, worried?' Francesco frowned. That he could harmyou in some way? But if there's one of us he
nm ght want to harmit would have to be ne. | honestly believe he hates nme! And anyway, he can't
hurt either one of us fromthis pit' Wll, at |least you' re consistent' Tony sighed patiently,
shaki ng his Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il head at what he obviously saw as the other's
naivety. 'For nore than three hundred years you've never thought of himas anything other than a
monster in a pit.'" '"Wong!' Francesco answered. 'I've also thought of himas our father - and |'ve
| oat hed the idea that we were spawned of that thing! But what happened to hi mwas bound to happen
Way, even his twin was a nonster, snothered at birth and burned as a freak. And do you know what
has preyed on my mind these centuries, brother? It shouldn't be too hard to guess. That we are of
the sane flesh! And is it waiting for us, too? Gven tinme, will our netanorphismalso run ranpant,
reducing us to so nuch lapping, filthy protoplasn?' Now Tony gripped his arm 'Alnost!' he
snapped. 'For a nonent there you alnpbst had it. But you |left out one very inportant word. So much
| appi ng, filthy, sentient protoplasm And one other thing, Francesco: the fact that he's
Wanphyri!' 'Eh?'" Again Francesco's eyes were w de, puzzled, staring. 'And what are the traits of
the Wanphyri ?' The other's expression changed at once. 'A word ganme,' he sneered. This has to be a
word game! Wiy, you're as bad as he is! W can't even hold a sinple conversation without...'
"Indul ge nme,' Tony insisted. The traits of the Wanphyri ?' Francesco shook hinself |oose. "Very
well, if it's the only way we can go on fromhere. According to that thing in his pit, the
Wanphyri were known for their greed, lust, lies and territorialism' 'And? 'Eh?'" 'And their
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tenacity. 1" Tony snarled. 'Now do you see? It's what | nmeant when | said you alnost had it For you
poi nted out that he had "spawned" us" - wi thout mentioning that we were only his bl oodsons!'’
Francesco shook his head. 'I still don't underst-' 1-He still has his | eech!" Tony cut him short
"His | eech? But by now... surely that too, has devolved to so nuch- ?' 'No, for if that were so he
sinmply wouldn't want to go on. His leech is his tenacity, the only thing that keeps hi mgoing. And
his leech still has its egg!' 'Is that what concerns you? But you are already Wanphyri! Angelo's

| eech or egg can't couldn't possibly, get into you.' 'l know, | know,' Tony was pal e now, paler
than ever. Tfet just recently, whenever I'mobliged to talk to him- like now -1 get this feeling
that he's... waiting." Waiting?' "'Waiting, planning, watching! Don't ask nme what for. IIl tell you
sonet hi ng, though: | think we were damed | ucky to get himdown into this place in the first

pl ace.' 'Huhf Francesco snorted. 'He was the lucky one. A hundred and nore tines we could have
done away with himduring the final years of his devolution. And for that nmatter, we could do it
even now Send down a fifty-gallon drum of kerosene, a stick of dynamite... no nore Angelo
Ferenczy to get concerned about!' 'And no nore oracle," Tony answered him 'No nore powerbase.
That's the logic of the defeatist, brother. Ten m nutes ago you started raving when | asked you
what had changed. Al right, | was being flippant. But you pointed out that the Famlies were
starting to | augh at us behind our backs; also that various intelligence agencies are backing off
fromus. But how nuch nore rapidly would they desert us w thout Angel 0?' 'Except for one snal
detail,' Francesco answered, your logic is inpeccable. That small detail being that we're already
"wi thout" himl When was the last tinme our father uttered a single useful word? Or one that made
any kind of sense? He's gone, Tony, slipped beyond the pale. He's no | onger of any use to us.

Wel |, except on this one occasion, as a neans of disposal.' 'And possibly as our mndspy on
whatever it is that*s happening out there.' 'Yes. One |last chance to pin-point Radu Lykan's lair
and | earn the hour of his resurgence. One |ast opportunity to scry on this damed Drakul's Ti betan
aerie and maybe | earn sonething of his plans. And if we're lucky - if Angelo feels like co-

operating, assuming he's capable of it - one final glinpse, into our own futures.' The first two,
maybe,' Tony was thoughtful now 'But not the | ast How can we hope to learn that fromhimif he
isn't a part of that future? He won't advise us to bring about his own dem se...' Francesco' s jaws
cracked open and his eyes |lit in a nonstrous grin. "And at last | see what a fool | was to have
doubt ed you!' he said. 'Ch?' Tony |ooked at himcooly. 'You have considered putting an end to
him' '"Qut of pity, if nothing else.' 'Wat? But a nonment ago you feared him' 'And are the two so
i nconpati bl e? Fear and pity? He is our father.' 'He's a nonster!' 'And are we any |less?" 'You are
pl ayi ng word ganes!' Francesco flapped his arnms. 'We go round in circles,' Tony's tone was
sharper; he was done with this now W' ve talked too nuch, said too much. And we've done it in the
wong place.' 'Wat do you think he m ght have been eavesdroppi ng? And if so, that he would have
under st ood? And then that he'd care? Nothing matters to himanynore; well, except that he raves
and babbles to his victins, the minds that share his hell.' Tony's answer was to put a finger to
his Iips, glance once into the pit, and whisper, Well, he isn't babbling now.."' It was true: the
psychi c aether seened breathlessly still. But the pit's masm - the breath or effluviumof the
thing it contained - went up as ever: a stinking mst that vaporized on contact with the
electrified iron-mesh of the hinged cover that sealed the throat of the old well. For |ong seconds
the brothers | ooked at each other, until Francesco said, 'l don't envy you, as | said. But...'

‘... It has to be done | know,' Tony finished it for him 'And yes, | have thought of doing away
with him For after all, he's the only thing that ties us to this place, and | fancy Le Mnse
Madoni e has had its day. W coul d be el sewhere, as other people, doing other than we do now. You
have suggested a fifty-gallon drum of kerosene and a stick of dynamite. But what if | were to
suggest sufficient high-explosives to blowthis entire place off the face of the nountain?' 'I
woul d in every instance agree with you!' Francesco answered. 'And to the world let it seemthat we
went with it' 'Except even if we were to leave this place in ruins, that wouldn't sol ve our
problem - the fact that we are known to the dog-Lord' s people and probably to this Ti betan Drakul
and that sooner or later we must run into them For you can be sure that they would not believe we
were dead!' 'Besides which,' Francesco snarled, 'I don't like the idea of backing off while this
secret intruder - this Harry Keogh or Alec Kyle or whatever his bloody nane is - goes unpuni shed
And we actually know where he is! That's the nbst galling thing!' 'W know sonething of what he
can do, too." Tony was quick to remind his brother. "Which is also galling. This nan goes up

agai nst vanpires! He and the Mrlu wonman, they took out a Drakul lieutenant and thrall. And our
man in Scotland seens of the opinion that Bonnie Jean Mrlu is now Wanphyri. I|ndeed he woul d swear
toit, for he's seen at |east one of her kills." "Qur nen are in position,' Francesco was grow ng

ever nore heated and inpatient. "W should go ahead and do it: order our |ieutenants to kidnap
interrogate this E-Branch hypnotist, and our sleeper in Scotland to take out the Mrlu wonan,
along with any clever help she may have enlisted.' 'None of which will help us find Radu Lykan,'
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Tony's pessinismpersisted. The worman nust be taken alive.' "And if she really is Wanphyri ?' "It
woul d nean that we must... well, do it ourselves.' "And if all went in our favour?' Francesco
seened eager to get sonething, anything, going. Then blow this place to hell,' Tony answered, but
wi t hout his Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. 11 brother's fervour. 'And the old creature
in his pit with it. After that, set up again somewhere else. And eventually find a way to run this
cringing Drakul to earth.' 'No nore Francezcis,' Francesco nodded. 'Ferenczys, maybe? And why not?
Ifs a common enough nane in Ronmania.' That would do it!' Tony was in agreenent 'Ronani an

di ssidents -old aristocracy, even - fleeing fromthe madman Ceausescu's tyranny. But where to?
Anerica, perhaps? 'Wwy not?' Francesco | aughed out |oud, and the echoes canme bounci ng back from
the cavern's walls. 'New York is nothing so dreary as this place. And there are plenty of

pent house aeries on 5th Avenue, believe ne!' 'So good they naned it twi ce!' Tony chuckl ed, however
drily. The Big Apple - just waiting to be bitten into!' 'And of an evening,' (Francesco added),
*we coul d stand on our bal cony and watch those electrical rivers of light and life flooding
through the canyons of the city!' 'Poetic,' said Tony. "You know, brother, why, |'ve always
suspected there was a poet in you? But rivers of life? Are you sure you don't nean rivers of

bl ood?' 'But the blood is the Iife, dear brother,' said the other. And as he finished speaking -
as if invoked by all their talk of blood and life - a | ow nban sounded from cl ose at hand. The
brothers' smles fell away; their heads turned as one to stare at Julietta Scalafani in her

cof fin, whose glass-panelled Iid now lay to one side. Julietta, whose head had turned a little as
if to look at them her too-pale face no longer smling but frowning. One of her hands had slipped

from her bosom where they had | ain crossed, but her eyes were still closed and there was no
breathing - as yet Perhaps the bearers had jolted her when bringing her dowmn here. And perhaps
not... 'No nore talk now,' said Francesco, his tone serious in a noment. "Well, not to each other

Instead | suggest you talk to him' He inclined his head to indicate the pit. Try to start a
conversation while | see to this.' Switching off the current to the hinged grid covering the pit
he conmenced cranking it open. But Tony's expression was nore serious yet - even drawn - as he

caught at his brother's armand said: 'One nore chance! W give our father one nore chance. I'm
pl eading for him yes. Ch, | know you're right he's no use to us the way he is. But let's make
this - our success or failure on this all-inportant occasion - the deciding factor. If Angelo

cones through for us, if he can prove his value now, when we're nost in need of him then we carry
on as before. W stay here, tend his needs, and use himas our oracle as long as he continues to
function.' Francesco freed the cradle fromits nooring, lowered it to the natural rock floor

"Help me with Julietta,' he said. And a nonent later: 'I thought it was too good to be true: your
suddenly seeing the light - your urge for flight, to throw off the shackles of this place. No, not
you. You're nmuch too nuch of a hone bird.' And as they took Julietta fromher box, placed her
unprotesting body on the platform and slid her |oose cerenments from her clay-cold, undead figure:
"Wl | ?' Tony denanded. 'How is it to be?" Swinging the armof the hoist out over the pit, they

waited until it found its equilibriumand stopped gyrating. Now all was in place; it only renained
for Tony to speak to, or bargain with, the thing in the pit. And finally Francesco said: '| say
that one way or the other I'mout of here. There's a big wide world out there, brother, and for
far too long |'ve felt confined to one little corner of it. So, I'll take what's mne to take and
go. You can cone with nme or stay here, as you will. For lef s face it, we may be brothers but

we're al so Wanphyri! And the Wanphyri are loners. W've had a good run as the Francezcis, and
managed to keep from each others' throats, too. But all good things nust cone to an end
eventually.' 'Do you nean it?" 'Every word. My cards are on the table. And you?' 'If our father
comes through for us,' Tony answered, however slowy,' - if we cone through whatever"s coming -
then 111 stay here in Le Manse Madonie and care for him |I'mused to this place. | |like the idea
that it is or will be... mne. Mne alone.' 'Wanphyri territorialism' Francesco told him
"Stronger in you than in nme. Do you see what conmes of being a hone bird, brother? You've grown
kennel -proud - like a dog kept too long in a cage! Only let someone step over your threshold..

why, you'd even bite the hand of your keeper! But | was always the one who was out and about in
the world. And I will be again.' In answer to which Tony could only shrug and say, 'Perhaps you're
right. If so, then so be it...' Anthony Francezci was no great telepath. Several centuries ago his
father Angelo had told himthat in the Ferenczys the talent was sporadic. It skipped entire
generations, but given sufficient tinme it would generally resurface even in the nost 'insensitive
fam |y menber; which would appear to inply that Tony and his twin were entirely insensitive!l This
could be because they were nore nearly a part of the nodern world and in large part - especially
in their thinking - divorced fromtheir origins. In this world they had not required the art to
conbat alien, eneny vanpire influences; thus it had failed to develop in them Now that they did
need it, it was too late. Unused, the netaphysical 'nuscle' had sinply atrophied. Necroscope: The
Lost Years - Vol. Il Bet ween each ot her, however, sonme vestigial telepathic awareness renained
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And between them and their father, whose ESP was incredi bly powerful, there was or could be a very
strong link, even as strong as common speech ... if and when Angelo allowed it He knew his powers,
however - knew that they al one were the reason he had | asted so long - and so guarded t hem
jealously. Recently it had been nore than ever difficult to establish contact with him He
required bribing; the only bribes he would accept were of the hunman variety; the thing in the pit
had little or no use for any other sort He was what he was: a mass of ungovernabl e nmet anor phic
vanpire flesh, a nonster of nany parts in control of none of them Not even his mind... not
entirely. A madnman, then. Or a mad nutant thing, certainly. 'Crazy,' Tony muttered to hinself
where he | eaned over the wall of the deactivated shaft. 'His nmind goes in circles. There is such
know edge in it! But all confused, junbled, filled with the static of his nulti-mnds, which
spills over into his consciousness. Yet he won't abandon them extrude them and let themdie.
They are his incorporeal "thralls," all he has left of connection with the naterial world, al

that remmins of power. And even in that respect his power is linted; he can't control the multi-
m nds, except to close themout How can he threaten what he nmay not hurt? Terrible: to have such
awesone talents and yet be trapped down there in his pit He can spy on a world, but is confined
here; he can di scover alnbst anything he wants to knows but cannot use such know edge except to
pass it on to us. Frustration ... hunger... and madness. Ch, our father is crazy! But then, who
woul dn't be?' 'Crazy?' Francesco's nervous grunt sounded fromclose at hand, where he stood with
his arms folded on his chest trying to appear relaxed. 'He's that all right - crazy like a fox!'

" Shhh.r Tony cautioned him '"His mind is stirring, attenpting to concentrate. He... he feels ne
reaching for him opening ny thoughts to him Look down there...' Francesco took a single pace
forward and | ooked down into the reeking well, whose funmes were rising thicker now And from deep
in the darkness of the | ower regions of the shaft where it expanded into the old vol canic cavity,
his father's eyes stared back at him A great nmany eyes, unblinking, red, and hateful in the snoky
reek of the pit Tony had to concentrate. Wthout so nuch as a glance at his brother, he felt him
step falteringly back again. For all Francesco's bravado, he feared the old Ferenczy. Not wi thout
cause, for: Treacherousss! cane that single whispered or hissed accusation, as if their father had
breathed the word out in a streamof cold air over the shrinking contours of their brains. And in
t he next nonent. strengthening: You, ny son. Yesss, you, Francesssco - treacherous as ever! And

i nfectious. Wiy, your poisons have even infected your brother! But: 'Not yet, Father,' Tony told
him speaking out loud, trying to keep his voice even. 'And in any case, is it treachery to

consi der an act of mercy? Your misery has been long and long...' There was a nmonent of stunned
silence, until: On? And you knout that for a fact, do you? That | am mi serable? So that you would
deemit a nmercy to.consider releasing me fromny burden ? But how kind of you. How thoughtful -you
mur der ous bastards! Your nother died giving you birth. But if she'd known the scum she gave birth
to, it would have killed her anyway! 'Listening!' Francesco grated. 'And didn't | tell you so?
Crazy like a fox! Now hear ne, Tony: don't play his word ganmes but put it to himstraight. Qur

bel oved father has a choice to make. So let himmake it now.' 'Be quiet!' Tony rounded on him at
once - but imrediately, anxiously, turned back to the pit. And over his shoulder: '"He's not only
i stening but speaking, too! He's meking sense at last - so let him' Ah, Anthony, ny little

Ant hony! But is this the sane snmall boy | bounced on ny knee in the cool shade of Le Manse
Madoni e? So guileless - well, within limts - and full of questions? The son who was so near and
dear to nme, so eager for know edge, who would leant fromhis father's lips and witness in his
deeds the ways of the Wanphyri? Wiy, in those days it was as if ny every word was a revelation to
you, to be soaked up as a sponge soaks water. And | knew you for a true bl oodson, aye... 'Nothing
has changed, Father,' Tony answered. 'For here we are as always, you and I. And still | conme to
you with ny questions, ready to drink up your answers. Except you rarely answer any nore.' Ch yes,
/ know. (Angelo Ferenczy's nental voice sounded full of self-pity in Tony and Francesco's m nds.
But it was all affectation, they knew ) / was listening, it nust be admtted. Listening to you and

Francesco ... which might well have been a dream for all | knew. O a nightrmare! Praying for sone
word of confort. Seeking sonme act of solace, however small - or hoping, perhaps, for sone sweet
tidbit with which to relieve the unrelenting boredomof this hellhole? But what | heard... was

none of these things. 'You heard the words of angry, despairing, even desperate nen, Father,' Tony
answered. 'For we are at a loss.' And do you say that nothing has changed? (The thing in the pit
continued as if he had not been interrupted.) Ah, yes, and | recall you said it to Francesco, too.
And that he also denied it. But | amchanged, to this creature who is |less than a creature. And
you are changed, into Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il ruthless men. And the tines are changed
- until they are charged with great dangers! Eagerly now, Tony |eaned out nore yet He gripped the
wal | of the pit's coping with one hand and | eaned his weight on Julietta's swaying platformwth
the other, so securing hinself at the rim 'And do you know of these dangers?' He ainmed his query
directly into the shaft 'Can you speak of then? Are we threatened? For always renenber, Father
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what threatens us threatens you.' Aye, and you are full of threats, you and your brother. 'Now
hol d!' Francesco could no |l onger contain hinself. He stepped forward and gl ared down into
snoul dering darkness. 'If you were |listening you nust know that Tony chanpi oned you. Ch, | can be
bitter. I can worry about what is happening out there in the world -of which we would have
know edge, if you would only apply yourself. Yes, and | can nake dire threats, if only out of
frustration, and despite that there can be no substance in them But when it conies down to it, as
al ways, Tony chanpions you. |f you were eavesdropping, surely you heard himelect to remain here
and care for you?' For two or three seconds there was total silence, a stillness both physical and
met aphysi cal. But in the next nmoment the atnosphere in the cavern took on the weight of a
thunderstorm The spotlights illumnating the nouth of the pit seened to dinm Angelo Ferenczy's
effluvium his 'breath,' streanmed faster and col der fromthe nouth of the shaft, and the darkness
inthe pit itself appeared to seethe. Then: He doesn't want to talk to you! It was some other's
voi ce, not their father's. The voice of one of his |ong-absorbed victins, his multi-ninds, who
were as mad, and nore so, than Angelo hinmself. To spite Francesco - to ignore and refute his
presence - Angel o had deliberately relaxed all constraint upon them and now the rest joined in

a lunatic babble of denial, all different, but all directed into Francesco's buffeted mind: He
won't talk to you! Miuuurderer! Kin-killer! Do not invite conversation. Do not force it upon him
He can turn your dreams, turn your mind. You visit himnowto torment him But if he were to visit
you...? RUNl OH, RUN' WOULD YOU BE A VESSEL TOH M AS HE IS NOW A VESSEL TO US? He turns his back
on you. Go now, before he turns his face towards you! You are all cursed, you Ferenczys, but
Francesco above all others! OH HA HA HA! YOU HAVE YOUR METAMORPH SM NOW BUT HOW LONG BEFORE | T
HAS YOU? The sins of the father, Francesco... Your father is glad that you are cursed! HE WONT
TALK TO YQOU. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Not to you, Francesssco... The voices tailed off
alittle. And: 'Get away!' Tony half-turned fromthe pit, hissed at Francesco where he backed off,
his face pale, his hands held up and forwards, as if to ward off the unseen nental presences. 'Get
back fromthe pit, away fromhim That tenper of yours... you place yourself, place both of us, in
danger! | know hell talk to me. | can feel it But you're right: hell have nothing to do with you
And dam you, | don't blame him' 'And what are you, his fucking keeper? But still Francesco
backed away, his features withing. "Well, you can have him Burn the useless, frothing old
bastard, that's what | say! |'mfinished with him Fuck him and fuck you, too!' He turned and
flowed with the eerie notion of the Wanphyri to the exit shaft, turned and | ooked back. Stil
dressed in funereal clothes, the change that had taken place in Francesco was even nore apparent,
and to any normal person appalling. For his blood was up and his vanpire | eech fuelled his
met anor phism Hi s eyes |ike scarlet lanps; his nostrils gaping wide in a convoluted, bat-Iike
flange of a snout; his nouth a fanged gash in a | eaden-grey mask of a face! And: 'Damm you both to
hell,' he snarled. 'For you're two of a kind, you and ny "dear father" both!' And the parting shot
fromhis 'dear father" was a sinister nental hiss: But we are already damed to hell, Francesssco!
And son, if | were you - which I thank nmy stars | amnot -1 would keep a tight rein on ny
met amor phi sm For we are of one bl ood, Francesco, and Wanphyri bl ood runs true. Wose pit will you
occupy, | wonder, and whose oracle will you be, in one or two or three hundred years' tinme? Ch, ha
ha ha ha haaaaa! But Francesco had already left, and only the fading echoes of his footfalls on
the stone stairs cane back to the cavern of the pit. Were eventually, breathlessly Tony asked:
"Can we talk now? And will you answer truthfully, to the best of your knowl edge?' His father's

t houghts at once came groping, like fat cold graveworns in his head - and paused, startled. \Wat?
But what have we here? Have | discovered... some other? Tony was still leaning on the wall of the
shaft, with one arm outstretched, steadying the suspended platform He frowned, pondering his
father's query... which a nonent |ater he understood only too well. '"Eh?' Julietta's first,

gasping breath - her waking query - was |ike a sharp stab in Tony's awareness, Julietta!l Awake!
Wanphyri! He snatched his hand away and felt her fingers scrape the skin from his knuckl es where
she had al nost caught hold of him Then she jerked erect - bending at the waist - sitting up like
a corpse waking in its coffin. An accurate simle: to return to consciousness, to life, to
undeath, on a swaying platformover a nightmare pit! But Julietta had never been down here in her
life before, and for a nmonent she was disorientated. Then she saw Tony, his expression- -And her
eyes w dened as, with a vanpire's understandi ng, she knew Knew that this was to have been, and
m ght still be, her end. The tenacity of the Wanphyri. Julietta's slender arns, marble-grey, with
fine blue veins, reached for him their inch-long painted nails crooking like claws to hook into
his flesh. But they never reached him Tilting with her sudden novenents, the suspended platform
ti pped her into the abyss. Bul ge-eyed, she slipped fromview, her hair floated over her head as
she plunged; her shriek - of outrage nore than terror - echoed in the throat of the shaft. And:

M ne! - cane that guttural grunt of sheerest lust fromthe depths of the well. A tidbit after all
From ny Anthony to his ever-loving father! Trenblingly, Tony cranked the wire-nmesh grid into place
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over the nouth of the pit. Only then, as he activated the current, and heard the hum and buzz of
the field re-establishing itself, did he begin to breathe nore normally. And to Angelo: 'You knew
that she was here, of course. Francesco and I, we spoke of her when you were listening.' But
Angel o was no longer listening. Nowit was his son's turn to listen. To the obscene, disbelieving
shrieking of Julietta; her panted, tortured, ignored denials as the thing that was Angel o Ferenczy
expl ored her. Then to the splitting sounds. The sounds of suction, rending, finally of flesh

expl odi ng outwards as Julietta's screans echoed into silence. And Tony reeling at the rim as he
realized how cl ose he, too, had come to being dragged shrieking into the pit. And if he had been,
would it have been any different for hinf Probably not... Al nobst an hour later, when Tony cli nmbed
up fromthe bowels of Le Manse Madonie to its saner levels, he found Francesco waiting for him
Tony was exhausted and nade no effort to hide it. Wthout comment, Francesco drove themin the
Land Rover across the brutal terrain of their scrubby plateau to a rocky pronontory | ooki ng out
over the Tyrrenhian. Parking on the far side of an outcrop that shielded themfromLe Mnse,

finally Francesco lit two cigarettes, passed one to his brother, and said: <Wll, howdid it go?
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il '"Very well,' Tony nodded. ' Good cop, bad cop. A good idea. It
wor ked very well indeed.' 'Hah!" his brother |aughed. ' Good! And now who watches too much Anerican
television, eh?" 'It went well,' Tony said again, but wthout enotion - as if he were drai ned of
enotion - and showi ng never a sign of his brother's elation. "Wiich in turn presents its own

probl enms.' 'Eh?' Francesco stopped chuckling. 'Cone agai n? Wat problenms? 'Problens aplenty,"’
Tony answered. 'If we can believe him And | think we can.' Tell nme about it.' Tony's face was

grey in the gloony light A breeze off the sea blew a | ock of his black hair across his sunken
cheeks. To start with, it will be soon,' he said. "So little tinme. Radu's resurgence - only three

mont hs, until all hell breaks |oose!' 'Qur father has foreseen it?" Francesco gripped his
brother's arm 'And you have faith in his predictions? How can he be sure? How can we be sure?
Angelo is a madman, after all.' "But "mad like a fox," the last tine we spoke,' Tony remi nded him

" And when did you ever know himto be wong? Also, he isn't predicting anything, not this time. He
overheard it' 'He what?' 'For the last two or three years we've taken his silence, his noods, his
i ncreasingly conpl ex nature and general unw |Ilingness to cooperate - in short, his apparent |ack
of mental equilibrium- as synptons of a swift degeneration into nadness. But as |'ve so
frequently asked before, who wouldn't go mad in our father's circunstances? Put yourself in his
position. Wien he is lucid, in control of his talents, he can scry - or spy - on the world! He

can, or could, scan sonething of future times. He can locate a single man out of a million ten
thousand nmiles away, and report on his circunmstances. He was our oracle, fromwhomwe profited for
nmore than three centuries. And he was amazi ngly successful! It was as if, when his netanorphi sm

ran out of control, confining his body to that place, it gave his mnd far greater freedom..'
Francesco gave an inpatient nod. 'Now tell ne sonething | don't know. Tell me about our intruder -
who he really is, and how he's linked to BJ. Mrlu and Radu Lykan. Tell me about the dog-Lord:
his location, the names of his thralls and the extent of his power. Then tell me about this |one
Drakul in his Tibetan nonastery: what he is all about and why he's chosen to show his hand now. |If
you can tell me sone of these things, 7 mght begin to have a little faith in our father, too."

"Sone of these things,' Tony answered, narrowing his eyes. 'I can tell you sone of them For that
is precisely what Angel o has been working on all this tine, since the intruder - whoever or
what ever he is - broke into the vault and robbed us.' '"Wat? Did | really hear you say "whoever he

is?"" Francesco's voice was full of a biting, furious sarcasm 'Are you telling me we don't

al ready know who he is? Has Angel o changed his mind? And did you al so say "working?" Has our dear
fat her been working, then?" He paused as he noticed Tony's expression - the reddening of his eyes
and angry flaring of his dark nostrils - sighed and changed his tack. 'As usual, |'mshort on
patience,' he gruffly excused hinmself. "Very well, tell it your way.' And between deep drags on
his cigarette, Tony told it. 'He has located BJ. Mrlu's nmind, and gained linmted access. She is
definitely Wanphyri and he daren't go too deep. She would know it if he was |ess than discreet.

But one thing seens sure: she has a thrall or an assistant - help of sorts - in a place called
Inverdruie, in the Cairngornms. It fits: it's where she and her E-Branch friend, our intruder, took
out the Drakul lieutenant and a thrall. As to what the Drakuls were interested in: the dog-Lord's

den, obviously. They cane too close to finding him Inverdruie is a hamet, a country crossroads,
a scattered handful of houses. W can have our men check the place out house by house if

necessary. If BJ. Mrlu's main man is there, we'll find him There are other thralls, too: a few,
perhaps in Scotland. Like BJ. herself, they're descendants of old Szgany clans who cane through
fromStarside in the old tinmes. None of them are changelings but they are of the bl ood. "Moon-
children,” Angelo calls them They are sleepers, and the wonan can call on themfor help as and
when she needs it. And of course, we also have it fromour sleeper and |lieutenant, Angus MGowan,
that all of the girls working at BJ.'s wine bar in Edinburgh are in thrall to her - as was the one
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we gave to Angelo that tine. But Angus can't be sure of their status. Sinple thralls, at a guess.
"As for this E-Branch type: he's definitely our intruder. Goes under the nane of Harry Keogh - who
we know to be a dead man! Convenient, eh? But in fact he's Alec Kyle - who by all accounts should

|i kewi se be dead! And yet here... well, it has to be said that Angelo is confused, undecided; and
under st andably so. There's sonething about this one's mnd. Angelo can't get into it, or doesn't
want to. This man is different in nore ways than one. He's ex-E-Branch, yes... allegedly. O
perhaps he's still with them a double agent working for Radu Lykan's downfall? If so, he has BJ.

Mrlu fooled. They're lovers. But as | said, M Keogh is a tricky one; our father sinply doesn't
know what to nmake of him He tal ks of him"com ng and goi ng," whatever that nmeans, and stil
insists that he "tal ks" to dead nen! Which is sonething of a coincidence initself. For if you
renenber, the K& told us that the real M Keogh was some sort of necronancer. Myself, | don't
know what to think; | give up on it; but Angelo maintains that Harry Keogh is the very worst of
our enenmies, and | tend to agree with him Assuming he was our intruder anyone who can get in here
si ght unseen, and get out again with mllions - and go unpunished for as long as he has - has to
be special! 'So much for the dog-Lord and the people around him But these are strong | eads,

you'll agree, which we nust follow up. And soon. And personally. Then there's this Drakul..

" Angel o has been into his mind, too. Touched upon it, at |east. Enough to |earn that Daham
Drakesh, as he calls hinself- or the last true Drakul - knows nore than enough about us. Wich
makes us a future target, obviously. But tal k about nadness? Francesco, conpared with this Drakul
our father is the sanest of men! Drakesh plans to engineer a nuclear war - just howis uncertain -
and in the aftermath will set up a network of aeries in the rubble of the cities, under cover of
the last long winter! Indeed the apparatus, the triggers for this devastation, are already in

pl ace, and our father is still trying to discover what the catalyst will be. 'So, troubles enough,
you'll agree. And a vastly tangled skein for us to work our way through. But work we nust, if we
want to survive. And we have to start w thout delay.' Francesco had listened to all of it in a
sullen silence. But despite his volatile nature he was wi se enough to realize that Tony was deadly
serious in everything he said, and sensitive enough to feel the w nds of change bl owi ng over the
mount ai ns of Le Madonie. Yes, and they blew far nore om nously than the winds off the grey
Tyrrhenian. And finally, now that Tony was done: 'So, what's next?' he asked, his tone sonbre. Ts
it time we got involved, do you think? | mean, in person?" 'Haven't | said as nuch?' Tony | ooked
at him 'One of us, at least, with a handful of our nmen. In Scotland, yes.' 'One of us?' Francesco
rai sed an eyebrow. 'Meaning nme?' 'Unless you'd prefer to stay here and care for Angel o, and | ook
after our other interests.' 'No," his brother shook his head, flicked away the stub of his
cigarette. You were ever the hone bird, while I'"'mfar nore at ease out in the wider world. And as
for that |oathsonme thing in his pit | would probably et himrot! So I'mthe one who'll have to
go.' He started the Land Rover's engine, reversed into the open, and headed for Le Manse. Then

" About JulUetta,' he began- -But his brother cut himshort 'She was... gratefully accepted,' he
said. 'Really? Despite that she'd been mine? Francesco made no attenpt Necroxope: The Lost Yean -
Vol Il to hide his surprise, perhaps even his chagrin. 'Because she had been yours,' Tony told
him and shook his head in silent reproof. "You never heard a single thing he ever told us did
you? For if you had you would know it's one of the traits of the Wanphyn. Were blood and sex are
concerned, we've always preferred our own. And when it was finished, Angelo told ne he could snell
you on her, and your essence in her.' 'Huh!' Francesco grunted. 'Oh, yes,' Tony grinned, however
mrthliessly. "And there's one nore thing you should know CQur father also told me his one regret
was that it wasn't you yourself...!' Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il H THE OPPOSITION, E-
BRANCH, AND OTHER AGENCI ES. In Mdscow, Turkur Tzonov, a young nman destined for a nmeasure of
greatness - and one with the capacity for an even greater neasure of evil - nade report to Yuri
Andropov's office in a coldly austere governnent building on Kurtsuzov Prospekt Hi s footsteps were
sure on the marble flags of the echoing, high-ceilinged, unwel com ng corridor whose offices were
the nerve-centre of Andropov's organization; which in itself said a lot for Tzonov's self-
assurance. Few nen, when they were sunmoned here, would arrive with their heads held high and
their consciences clear. But in fact Tzonov had been expecting Andropov's call and it scarcely

di sturbed him On the other hand, what he would report mght well disturb the head of the Kom ssia
Gosudar st vennoy Bezopasnosti, the KG. At the end of the corridor, Tzonov cane to a halt at the

cl osed doubl e-doors of the last office. Flanking this term nal room two |esser rooms stood with
their doors open. These were secretarial offices, nomentarily unoccupi ed. Tzonov coul d hazard a
guess why: the clerks had been sent away. There are sone secrets that even secretaries shouldn't
share. He knocked twi ce on the doors and a thin, cold voice fromw thin said, 'Cone.' Tzonov
narrowed his eyes, and i mmedi ately conposed hinself. As he was well aware, that voice was a
perfect match for the mnd and soul that issued it. He entered the room and his eyes were at once
drawn to the figure of one of the nobst powerful - some would say the nost powerful - men in Russia
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where he was seated at his desk. Conrade, or nore properly Direktor, Andropov. Andropov didn't

| ook up but studied paperwork on the desk before him Gey light fromthe frosted gl ass of |arge,
bul | et proof bay w ndows franed himin a m sty silhouette, turning the | enses of his spectacles,
the | arger done of his polished head, and the | esser gleamof his chin to an ankh-1ike design of
silvery ovals. But as Tzonov approached his desk he offered hima cursory glance and said, 'Good
nor ni ng, Conrade. Please sit' Slightly inclined to the angle of the great desk, a large |eather
chair waited for Tzonov. Answering, 'Good norning, Conrade Direktor Andropov,' he sat down, put
his briefcase on the floor, nmade hinself as confortable as possible... and waited. For nuch like
Andr opov hinself - and despite the natural enthusiasm of youth - Tzonov wasn't an inpatient nan.
Eventual | y Andropov was done with his papers; he shuffled them aside, put his el bows on the desk
and steepled his fingers before his face. In that face, only the ovals of his spectacles were

vi si bl e agai nst the haze fromthe wi ndows. And: 'Well,' he said eventually, his voice cold,
measured and enotionless. And twice nore: Well, well! But such a young man, which was ny opinion
when first we net Yet so persistent, and full of such |arge anbitions. The reorgani zation of a
branch of Soviet security which on at | east two occasions has proved itself an absolute liability
to the system Furthernore, a branch which in the past stood in direct opposition to nmy own rather
nore orthodox, er, institution and nethods.' 'Not only that' Turkur Tzonov spoke up,'-not only to
reorgani ze ESP-Branch - but to run it Er, with your guidance, naturally. That was ny proposal when
first we net five months ago, and it still is. As you required at that tine, | have now procured
evi dence of ny credentials for the job. Direktor Andropov, | was only eighteen years old when the
ESP facility at the Chateau Bronnitsy fell and the Branch nore or |ess ceased to be. Perhaps
fortunately, | had been too young to be of service as a field agent and instead had been ordered
to attend a four-year course of studies to prepare ne for ny duties...' Tzonov paused and waited,
and when Andropov nodded, continued: 'Even after Bronnitsy fell, | continued with nmy studies and
si X nonths ago passed all necessary exami nations with honours. Since when, | and a handful of
other Bronnitsy survivors have stood idly by waiting for a decision from.. well, let's say froma
hi gher authority. That decision has not been forthconmi ng. And we don't know if we're com ng or

goi ng. But we do know that our talents are going to waste - or have been.' Wile Tzonov spoke, the
head of the K@ was not only attentive to everything he said, but he also took the opportunity to
scrutinize his visitor mnutely. And what he saw didn't entirely displease him For in just a few
mont hs this precoci ous youth seened to have becone nore properly the man. Turkur Tzonov was part
Turk, part Mongol, all nmale. There could Brian Lurnley Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il be no
question but that he was an 'Alpha' nmale, a future |eader, an outstanding mind in an athlete's
body. Hs penetrating grey eyes were the sort that could look at or into a man; and i ndeed that
was his alleged talent he read m nds, through eye-contact with his subjects. Which was al so the
reason that Yuri Andropov had arranged his office this way. He wanted the light in Tzonov's eyes,
for the nonent at |east For Andropov nust first let his visitor conmit hinself before he would
show his own hand. If this man was as good as the reports Andropov had read on him he certainly
didn't want himin his mnd! Not just yet And probably not ever. 'But you cane to see nme five
mont hs ago,' Andropov deliberately | eaned back in his chair, diffusing the silhouette and contours
of his face nore yet in the light fromthe bay w ndows curving around him ' Somewhat pre-enptive
of you, wasn't it? The "higher authority" you refer to can only be Prem er Leonid Brezhnev hinself-
the man who instigated this nmindspy organization in the first place. And by seeing ne, did you
hope to junp the gun on Brezhnev? Did you think it likely I would be willing to risk going over
hi s head? And what nade you believe | nmight be prepared to reinstate ESP-Branch in the first

pl ace? For after all, the Branch was a thorn in nmy side. Wat is nore, its first Direktor, that
ol d warhorse Gregor Borowitz, was an actual pain in ny arse!' And while Tzonov thought about that,
Andr opov continued to study him The youth's eyebrows were slimas |ines pencilled on paper

upward sl anting, they were silver-blond against the tanned ridges of his upper orbits. Fromthe
eyebrows up he was conpletely hairless, but this was so in keeping with his other features as to
make it seemthat in his case hair was never intended. Certainly this premature bal dness wasn't a
sign of ill health; the bronze done of Tzonov's head glowed with a vitality matched by the flesh
of his face, where the single anomaly lay in the hollows of his eyes. Deep-sunken and dark, they
seenmed bruised as if fromlong hours of study or inplacable concentration. A synptomof his

tel epathy, apparently. Turkur Tzonov's nose was |ong and straight; his nouth was well fleshed if a
little wide, over a chin that was strong and aggressively square. H s cheeks were very slightly
holl ow, and his small pointed ears lay flat to his head. The overall picture was of a too-perfect
symetry, where the opposing halves of his face seened mirror inmages. In a mgjority of people it
woul d be a di sadvant age, Andropov thought. The physical attraction of a face, its 'good | ooks,"
are nornally defined by inperfections of bal ance. Tzonov was the exception to the rule, for
paradoxically he was a very attractive young man. Talented' renained to be seen, but definitely
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out spoken. Meanwhile, Tzonov had thought over what Andropov had said to him Now, in an even voice
he answered, 'Conrade Direktor, it wasn't a case of ny hoping you would go over the Party Leader's
head. Indeed, | can't see how anyone could be accused of that. For to ny know edge there isn't
anyone - or anything - inside that head! Let ne try to explain. As soon as ny studies were at an
end | went to see Brezhnev, on behalf of that handful of Bronnitsy survivors. | spoke to his
secretary, who knew of the Premier's interest in the Branch. | was granted an appoi ntment Two
weeks later | was driven to a dacha at Zhukovka, where he was supposed to be "resting." But
sonet hi ng had happened to himbetween tines, for while Leonid Brezhnev was there, wapped in a

bl anket and hunched on a couch, he was not really ... there. It was an aide who did all of his
talking for him' Andropov held up a cautionary hand. "What are you saying? H's voice was quite
enotionless. "It is also an aide who signs his daily round of papers for him' Tzonov went on
"Articles of state, that is. And an ai de who props himup when he appears on television. And
probably another who imtates his voice... fairly difficult, that last for to me it always seened
like the Party Leader was eating cabbage! And there nust definitely be another aide to wi pe his
backsi de when he has been to the toilet! So what | amsaying is that he's a zonbi e, Conrade
Direktor!' Andropov sat up straighter and his face becane nore visible, but still his eyes were
silver ovals. Treason, then,' he said. 'If what you say is true, it is treason. You understand
that, don't you? You're underm ning the security of the State. And if it is not true, still it's
treason. Your youth is no excuse. Do you agree?" 'No,' the other shook his head. 'I don't think
so. Oh, it would be treason if | said it to anyone else... especially to a foreign power! But not
if | report it to the head of the Kom ssia Gosudarstvennoy Bezopasnosti. To gather intelligence -
to be aware of everything - is your job, after all. And surely this is inportant intelligence.’
"Do you presune to tell ne ny job?" Andropov's tone hadn't changed in the slightest degree.
"Anyway, it wasn't your job to gather such intelligence.'" Tzonov shrugged. '|I nmade no effort to
gather it | nerely observed it.' 'And how accurate were these ... observations? Sufficient to
provi de proof that Leonid Brezhnev, the Russian Premier, is on death's doorstep, kept alive -
well, nore or less - until someone el se can be elected in his stead?" To my satisfaction, yes.'
"And by virtue of your... talent? 'Yes.' Andropov |eaned back again, his face dissolving into

m sty white Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il light. This is the proof you would offer ne that
you are fit to head a revanped ESP-Branch of Soviet Security, right?" 'Not all of it.' 'But sone
of it? 'Sone of it, yes.' Then why didn't you tell me these things on the first occasion of our
nmeeti ng?' ' Because | would not presume to tell you what you already knew. You are the head of the
KG. O course you knew. You are probably responsible for this continuing - and very necessary -
subterfuge.' Twenty-two years old,' Andropov mused, 'and already deep as a well. | believe I my
have work for you. In what capacity | can't yet say. Arevitalized ESP-Branch? Wl |, perhaps, but
| really do not think so. To date its Direktors have been... shall we say, |ess than co-operative?
They seened to develop a lust for power - all of them It is a power thing, after all, the
gathering and control of information. And as for esoteric information ... ? | want no secrets kept
fromme.' 'You woul d know everything that | |learned the very noment | learned it!' Tzonov assured
him '1 would put one of ny own in charge,’ Andropov continued to nmuse, 'so as to have ny finger
on the pulse. And if and when your loyalty was proven, then you m ght one day replace him' "Only
give me the opportunity.' "And is that it?" Andropov's face cane back into focus but his eyes
remai ned invisible. 'Are we done here? Is this what it boils down to: you could not get what you
wanted froma failing Brezhnev, and so turned to ne? But why ne? After all, I'"'monly a special
policeman.' 'Very special,' Tzonov answered. 'According to ny coll eagues, at least.' 'Your

col | eagues? The ot her survivors?' 'Futurologists, hunchnen, locators..." 'Psychics!' Andropov
snorted, finally displaying sonething of enption. 'Borowitz was convinced, and he convi nced
Brezhnev. But where is Brezhnev now? What good did it do hin? Simlarly, Felix Krakovitch and |van

Gerenko were true disciples of these ... these "netaphysical nysteries," and they're dead, too!
And the Chateau Bronnitsy - which was hone to all such "spirit mediunms" - is a gutted shell.' 'You
have no faith in us.' Tzonov sniled... and Andropov didn't like it. He | eaned cl oser across his

desk, and his spectacles | ost sonmething of their opaqueness. H's eyes were now part-visible, but
not enough. T have faith in proven systens,' he answered. 'Show ne sone respect, and show ne the
benefits - real respect, real benefits, real proof - and 111 give you what you want' 'I|'m not

| acking in respect,' Tzonov told himin an even voice. '| would never have dared to cone here
without it. Nor without real proof. As for the latter, and the benefits: you nmust be the judge.'
"What benefits? Are you talking in riddles? Mscowis still standing, still secure. Isn't that
benefit enough?' 'Moscow is still... ?' Andropov was obviously nystified. 'Explain, and quickly.'
"For the last four years, in ny spare tine, |'ve kept ny group together,' Tzonov answered. ' Not
difficult They were at a loss what to do with thenselves; the State had lost all interest in them
some of them even took nundane jobs. And... | have continued their training. |'ve kept themup to
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scratch.' "You have been operating a mindspy cell? 'Il've been gathering proof of their

ef fectiveness. Isn't that what you asked for the first tine we nmet? "W only met five nonths
ago!" "At which time | didn't have the proof - not the kind of proof that would sway you - not
quite.' "What has all of this to do with the fact that Moscowis - what? Still standing, stil
secure? | amgrow ng inpatient now. You had better let ne see the whole picture.' '"It's a
conplicated picture.' 'Show nme anyway.' 'Do you renmenber the Parapsychol ogi cal Convention held in

Moscow two years ago? | fancy it was a brainchild of Brezhnev's, though at the tinme he pretended
to stand al oof fromit. It was his last attenpt to reinvent ESP-Branch, and he wanted to know what
we were up against in the rest of the world.' 'l do renenber, yes,' Andropov replied. 'Psychic
detente, ostensibly. Spoon-benders fromlsrael, and water-diviners fromEgypt! Mentalists from
Mongol i a and scryers from Syria! Even a couple of futurologists fromEngland - probably fromtheir

own E-Branch - and ot her netaphysicians from places as diverse as Chicago and China!' 'And Ti bet'
Tzonov renai ned cool. 'Eh?' Tibetans, part of the Chinese del egati on. Wul d-be saboteurs, as it
has since turned out.' 'Saboteurs? Andropov grow ed. 'And what were they trying to sabotage,

pray?' 'Moscow,' Tzonov told himw thout further ado or enphasis. That for a start, anyway. Mbscow
and worl d peace, and but for ny teamthey woul d have succeeded.' Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol
Il '"Explain.' Andropov noved out of focus again. 'Myself and several of ny people attended the

convention, naturally. Brezhnev required it" 'l renenber sonething of that, yes.' '"Well, we were
there to spy on possible mndspies, to see how good they were. | was the group's tel epath, of
course. But there was al so nmy precog, and a hunchman.' ' Your precog...' Andropov's frown wasn't
quite visible in the haze of I|ight but Tzonov felt it all the same. 'And - what did you say - a
hunchman?' '"It's difficult to explain in layman terns,' Tzonov said. 'A hunchman is a special kind
of esper who makes cl ever guesses - except it's not just guesswork but his talent He's aware of -
oh, all sorts of things. About what's going on in general. If he can pinpoint a British nuclear

submarine in the Barents Sea, then we call hima "locator." If he dreans or nightmares about
sonmeone's death in a week's time, and seven days from now that soneone dies, then he's a

futurol ogist or "precog." At the convention, | had a precog and a hunchman with me.' 'Go on.' The
Chi nese attendees were paramlitaries, fromthe ESP-Centre on Kw jiang Avenue in Chungking. W' ve
known about themfor a long tine. They were doing what we were doing: seeing if they could find
out what the opposition was up to and how good we were at it. Nothing strange about that: apart
fromall the, er, "spoon-bending," and Zener card reading, it's what we were all there for. But

these Ti betans were sonething else... There were six of them sect nenbers of an obscure nonastery
somewhere. They had shaven heads and wore red robes, usually with the hoods up. They noved
toget her, always, alnbst as one nan. One of them their |eader, | supposed, had tiny bells sewn

into his sleeves. 'MWy hunchnan told me he thought they were up to sonething. Wen he concentrated
on them all he got was a kind of snmbg, a nental snokescreen. The same sort of thing,
incidentally, that we occasionally experience with British espers. My precog was sinilarly
confused and very nervous in their presence. He preferred to be nowhere near them Precogs are
generally peculiar in that respect: they fear to "see" too nuch, and are never or very rarely
interested in their own futures. They say that the past and future are i Mmutable. Since they can't
change the future, they prefer not to knowit, at least not with respect to thenselves. It nust be
an awmful thing to know you are going to die, when and how, and not be able to do anythi ng about
it... 'l was curious and tried to read the mnds of these Tibetans. |I pride nyself on ny skill,
that it's al nost undetectable except to other, skilled tel epaths. But somehow the red-robes knew
it They accepted - far nore readily than anyone else at the convention - that | was the genuine

thing, and avoided nme |ike the plague. But what little | did see ... was very worrying. They were
definitely hiding sonething. 'If you recall, Conrade Direktor, the conventi on accommpdati on was
the Central Committee Hotel, in the Sivtsev Vrazhek district of the city, and the convention roons
were right here on Kurtsuzov Prospekt - which | inmagine nade it easy for your nen to watch the

com ngs and goings of foreign attendees. Easy to collect their fingerprints and other details,
too.' Andropov nodded. 'I| believe we got themall, yes. A few dozens, to go with the many
thousands already on file.' '"Indeed. And if you didn't, ny people did..." Again Andropov's face

was drawn back into view, and his frown -of disapproval? - was plainly visible. But before he
coul d say anything, Tzonov continued: The convention was inconclusive; there were too many fakers;
t he cause of parapsychol ogi cal research was not furthered. But we did |earn that there are many
budding talents in China, that the British are probably leaders in the field, and that the

Ti bet ans, whom we supposed to be working hand in hand with the Chinese, were up to ... sonething
'So, the convention ended and | made report to Brezhnev. By which tinme he was far nore interested
in Russian successes - and infuriated by our failures - in the Aynpics! The American boycott
seenmed to have upset himgreatly. | think it was about then that his slow decline first becane
noti ceable. But in any case, he commended ne for ny efforts before sending ne back to ny
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studies...' As Tzonov paused, Andropov put in: 'l sincerely hope all of this is going sonmewhere?
have other things to do with ny time, young Tzonov!' 'It is going sonewhere,' the other assured
him and went on: 'l have a locator, a nan whose speciality is the detection of fissionable
material. In his tinme under General Borowitz he tracked the flight paths of Anerican bonbers, also
the novenents of their nobile mssiles, kept watch on NATO s nucl ear capability in Wst Germany,
and Great Britain's atom ¢ submarines in waters around the world. Hs talent was |argely dependent
upon the critical mass or amount of fissionable material with which he was... synpathetic? For
exanpl e: the many Trident nmissiles in the belly of a nuclear sub nmade it easy to find, while a
single test bonmb was far nore difficult In General Borowitz's tinme, however, he had noted an
ammuni ti on dunp of bonbs in Chungking, and had recorded its size. Likewi se he had records of many
ot her such dunps worl dwi de. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il 'But in the eighteen nonths
followi ng the convention, ny |locator was a puzzled, even a worried nan. He had not attended the
convention, because his talent woul d have had no application there. Yet now he felt hinself drawn
to - or repelled by - a certain district of the city. This city. Mdscow...' This tine when Tzonov
paused, Andropov i medi ately nodded and said, Yes, go on, you have ny attention.' 'Finally,"
Tzonov continued, 'three nonths or so after we net, you and |, for the first tinme, ny locator cane
to ne with his problem By which tine his inexplicable repulsion with regard to a certain district
had becone a norbid obsession.' Tell me the district,' Andropov cut in. The Sivtsev Vrazhek
district, Conrade...' "Go on." 'I went with himto the Central Committee Hotel, and we stood
out si de together |ooking at the place. For the locator, sinply being there was a terrible ordeal
He wanted to be anywhere but there. The inplications were obvious but proving our suspicions

Wi thout causing a panic - a gigantic panic - would not be easy. Fortunately, an uncle of mine in
Krasnoyar sk was scheduled to pay ne a visit. He had good connections, was able to book hinself in
at the hotel.' '"Cut it short!' Yuri Andropov's hands were pressing down on his desk now. He had
thrust his face forward, and his staring eyes were nore than ever visible. 'Once inside the hotel
access to the cellars - and fromthere to the substructure - was easy. W went down there when the
hotel was sleeping, in the niddle of the night And after ny |ocator had pinpointed the spot-' '-

You dug there!'" Andropov said. 'Indeed. | had to, for ny |ocator was now usel ess. | saw what was
in his mnd: aglaring ball of light, a nuclear furnace burning bright, sudden death by
atom zation. But ny futurol ogists had foreseen no such disaster. So... 'l amno atom c physicist,

Conrade Direktor, but | think it is safe to say the device is a crude one. The npbst surprising
factor lies in its compact construction. Those six Ti betan "nonks" could easily have brought its
conmponents in as part of their luggage. Like all the other attendees, they had been net at the
airport by officials and seen through custons. You will recall that at that tinme we were being
"hel pful” to foreigners and trying to inprove their opinion of us? It needed inproving, for it was
the sane bad attitude that had inpacted so badly on our Aynpics. W were trying to nmend our
bridges, as it were.' Andropov was stiff as a rod now, bolt upright behind his desk. Tzonov, do
you know what you are telling nme? That there was an atomnmi c bonmb under the Central Conmittee Hote
for over two years!?" Was,' said the other. That there was one, yes.' You ... noved it? My God!"
(Which cane as a surprise to Tzonov, because he woul d never have considered the Direktor of the
RGB a believer.) "Not a problem' he said. The device was equi pped with a radio receiver - a
trigger. It would have to be detonated renmotely by a prearranged series of signals. Renobve the

recei ver and the bonb woul d be nmade safe. | renoved it nyself...' 'My God!" Andropov breathed
again, then slunped down into his chair. He waved a | oose hand. 'How... how | ong ago?' 'Five
weeks.' You've waited five weeks to bring this to ny attention? To anyone's attention! To know
that this thing was done was one thing, but to prove who did it... took longer. But it would have
been totally inpossible in the confusion that would foll ow an actual detonation... with Mscow

reduced to so nmuch rubble, and every nucl ear power in the world bl am ng everyone el se. A beautifu
pi ece of sabotage, especially if this wasn't the only bonb!' What!?" 'Ah, no, Direktor,' Tzonov
read his mind the hard way: by guessing what he was thinking. 'Not here in Russia but in sone
other part of the world.' 'Explain!'" Andropov was sitting up straight again, |eaning forward, and
his eyes were like windows to Tzonov so that he could |l ook right into his soul. Except right now
there was nothing in there but shock, confusion. Tzonov reached down and picked up his briefcase
Placing it on the edge of the desk, he opened it - and Andropov i medi ately | eaned away fromit.
But Tzonov only grinned with that too perfect face of his, and took out a small piece of

el ectroni c apparatus: a black box with a coiled wire antenna, attached to sone kind of neter with
a dial and flickering needle behind a small gl ass wi ndow. At one end of the scale the dial was
painted red. The trigger,' he explained, as he placed it in front of Andropov, and watched unti
the needle jerked to a standstill. 'I had the neter wired to it in order to know when the signa
had been sent - and "received". Wen that happens, the needle will swing to red and freeze there
And the tinme will be recorded. The time when you and | and Moscow were supposed to die, and World
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War H begin!' ' Chinese bastards!" Andropov's usually pale face was now chal k white. 'Know ng that
we'd be mainly interested in them they used the Tibetans to do their dirty work for them' But:
"No,"' Tzonov shook his head. The Chi nese knew nothi ng about it The Ti betans were the ones who
brought the bonb in and f planted it; their fingerprints are all over the weapon parts and that
receiver there. But ... there are fingerprints and fingerprints.' '"Explain.' 'My locator "sniffs
out" the type of nuclear fuel. Every batch has its own distinct "snmell". The dunp in Chungki ng was
the source of the device, yes. But why would the Chinese want to sabotage thensel ves?' And
quickly: 'Let me go on ... The dump in Chungki ng has been depleted by three times the anount of
fissionable material in that bonmb. Three bonbs' worth, then-' '-Wait!' Andropov picked up his

tel ephone, dialled, and in a nonent said, 'Sergei? Yuri. Are we on scranble? Good. | renenber our
listening station intercepted a report concerning the theft of three nucl ear devices ... Chinese,
yes. It was - I'mnot sure - two to three years ago? But | do renenber that heads rolled anong the
hi gher echelon in the Chinese Arny. Dig out a copy of that report for me, will you? Good.' He put
t he phone down and | ooked at Tzonov. 'I'msorry. Go on..." 'So,' Tzonov said. The final piece in
the puzzle. China overran Tibet, destroyed many of the nonasteries, and created all kinds of

havoc. Now the Ti betans woul d have their revenge, and safe on the roof of the world watch the rest
of us destroy each other. It nakes sense.' Tell ne now, where are the other bonbs?" Andropov's

face was grimnow. 'l take it your l|locator has found them for you?' 'By their psychic
fingerprints, yes. But Conrade Direktor, can't | tell it my way? 'Call ne... oh, Yuri! But yes,
go on, go on!' 'Locating the bonb in Mbdscow was easy, because we don't get nuch nuclear stuff in

here. Even the missiles in our annual parade are dunmies; they have no |ive warheads. O course
not No sensible government wants this stuff in their highly-populated cities. Especially centres

of commerce and control.' That's where your nman | ooked for then? In the cities?" 'Yes. There is
one "hotspot" in London ... Hyde Park, we believe - or "Jekyll and Hyde Park" as we refer to it
now. " 'And the other-?' '-Lets the Chinese off the hook, very definitely. For it didn't nove too
far. It's still in Chungking. Not far froma certain address on Kw jiang Avenue!" Their ESP-
Centre?" "Yes. The sane signature. And now we see it all.' 'Really? Then be so good as to "see it"
for nmel™ "At sonme tine in the near future - maybe a tine of high tension between East and Wst, or
probl ens on the Sino-Soviet border - one Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il of the bonbs woul d

be detonated. The world would go into shock, briefly, before the accusations started to fly. Then
say thirty-six hours after the first bonmb, the second - retaliation, obviously. Confused nessages -
of peace, dtiente, conunonsense, pleading, and threats, of course - are flashing all around the
worl d. But those rubble-strewn centres of comerce were also the centres of conmunication! Now
those communi cati ons are down. And in any case, no one is |listening! Bonmb nunber three follows in
short order... ' And nunbers four, five, six, seven. China throws in all she's got. And her
bonbs are crude, dirty. One British sub wecks Russia! France strikes at our satellites. The
Anericans decide to nake it final and finish what they started at Hiroshima and Nagasaki. And we -
what's left of us - reply in kind. And the Ti betans count beads, bang gongs, and begin rebuilding
their nonasteries. If s God's will after all, for he said he'd destroy us by fire next tine...'
"W nust tell the British, of course,” Andropov was sweating now. 'GCh? 'But of course! They would
certainly blame us - as would the Anericans! And it's as you said: afterwards, there'd be no
proving who did it." 'Not so. There would be an atonmic signature, too - pointing at China.' 'And a
war w th China? On our doorstep? And China our next satellite, once she runs out of steanfP No, it
can't be allowed. W' ve conme too close to nuclear war in the past The purpose of these things is

to stop us killing each other!' '"OfF course." Therefore we nmust tell London ... and China.' (But
Tzonov saw how Andropov was | ess enthusiastic about that) 'As for the British: they'|l owe us a
big favour. And it will give us a massive bargaining chip with China! Tzonov - er, Turkur? -

you' ve done extrenely well!' The head of the KG was on his feet now, coining out frombehind his
desk, holding out his hand. Tzonov took it, shook it, said: '"I'mglad you' re pleased.' And he

| ooked Andropov directly in the eyes. 'Not only am/ pleased, but the Politburo - and Brezhnev,
who has been giving ne a hard time - will also be pleased. He may even stop blocking nmy right...'
He stopped, freed his hand and began to turn away. But too late. '... To succession? Ch, | assure
you he will, er, Yuri. He nmust, and soon, | think...' Again Tzonov | ooked deep into the other's

eyes. Andropov went back behind his desk, sat down again, faded to a dark bl ot agai nst the haze of
Iight "Your precog? 'Did | not tell you ny people consider you a very special man?' Tzonov
answered. 'I'msure | did..." There was a |ong pause then, but as Tzonov took the electrica
apparatus and replaced it in his briefcase, so Andropov said: 'If - and | nmean if - it comes to
pass that | amelected to the Presidency, you have ny word that | shall reinstate ESP-Branch. And
you, Turkur Tzonov, shall be the head of that branch, responsible only to nyself.' 'I shall be
forever in your debt,' Tzonov answered. 'But a debt that 111 repay nany tinmes over, be sure.' 'Oh,
| am' Andropov snmiled thinly. "And now | have much to do.' 'Likew se,' Tzonov answered. He
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brought his feet together, bowed slightly fromthe waist, walked to the doors. 'And Turkur... not
a word!" 'OF course not' '111 be in touch.' Tes, Yuri. Except...' Andropov |eaned on his desk,

| ooked at Tzonov across the room where he had paused at the doors. Tes?' "Wen exactly will it be?
I nmean, | read it in your nmind, you understand? And | agree it has to be done. For we nust have a
strong | eader, after all - especially in tines like these - and Brezhnev is little nore than a
vegetable. It's alnmost |ike doing hima favour. So when, exactly, in Novenber, will it be?

Andr opov thought about it for a long time, before slowy answering, 'You realize, of course, that
while |I now accept your weird talent - and those of your group - parapsychology is not generally
accepted? And certainly not in evidence.' 'Oh, yes. |'maware of that' Andropov nodded. Then you
teD me when, exactly, in Novenber, Brezhnev will die. For after all you read it in ny mnd.' The
tenth,' Tzonov answered at once. 'Hell be given the final dose on the norning of the tenth.'
"Very... clever,' said the slightly shaken voice of the figure in the haze. 'And on the el eventh,

| shall be head of ESP-Branch.' But Andropov's sil houette only nodded and said, 'Good day, young
Tur kur Tzonov.' CQutside Andropov's office, Tzonov narrowed his eyes, gripped his briefcase and
commenced wal king the marble flags to the stairs. And on his way he thought You' d better keep your
word, you arrogant bastard! Having delivered terrific power into Andropov's cold hands, he wanted
sonet hing of it back - and soon. It would have to be very soon, yes. For, as Tzonov was only too
wel | aware, Russia's Necnscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. 11 Prem er-elect wasn't destined to |ast all
that long hinmself... Three days later, at E-Branch HQ in the centre of London, Ben Trask had j ust
spoken to - or rather confronted - Darcy Clarice in his office. 'Just how did this come up? Darcy
asked him when he was through. 'I had a little time to spare,' Trask told him '"I'd finished with
the police case I was working on and thought | mght catch up on some old files. | never had read
everything in connection with that case up in Scotland - those Ti betan nonks - and |'d never been
too happy with the result of that tel ephone conversation you talked nme into having with Harry
Keogh, to see if he'd had anything to do with it You said it had to be done, but | didn't like it

anyway. Hell, we're all on the same side, you know?' Wre,' Darcy told him "W were on the same
side. Except Harry left us, remenber? Oh, | know the argunment - we don't spy on fellow nindspies,
etcetera; our own, that is - but | had ny reasons, believe nme.' 'Stuff you couldn't talk about?
"It was all on a "need to know' basis,' said Darcy. '|I needed to know, and you didn't' 'And even
now, there's still sonething you're not telling ne,' Trask accused. 'Security,' the Head of Branch
answered. And: 'Look, Ben, | |ike the Necroscope as nmuch as you do, as much as we all do, but when
he left the Branch...' 'He becane a security problen?' 'Could have becone one ... which is as much

as |'mgoing to say.' Darcy knew Trask's talent for getting at the truth of a subject - the fact
that he was a hunman |lie detector - and so tried to change the subject or at |least divert it 'So,
what did you find in the files? 'Sonething that the police had covered up, fromthe genera
public anyway,' Trask answered. 'Probably because they'd been asked to do so, and probably by us.
Looking at Cl arke's face - his changi ng expression - he knew that he was right He read the truth
of it in the other's frown, the way he blinked his eyes. The crossbow bolts,' Carice said.
"Right," Trask answered. 'Silvered bolt-heads. One buried in the door of that burned-out station-
wagon, and another in the heart of a Sunday roast that used to be a nan. The sane kind of bolt-
heads that were used in the garage that tine. The sane ones that Harry used, or so we believe. But
we never did find the actual crossbow. " You've a good menory," Carke told him 'But didn't you
ever stop to think I mght be covering up for Harry?' r 'Does he need covering up for? The way |
see it, he did a good job that tinme. He always did a good job!' That's howyo" see it,' said Darcy.
"But the police see it differently. To them nurder is nmurder unless it's a state execution, and
we stopped doing that a long time ago.' 'Wiat are you sayi ng? That because Harry had quit E-
Branch, because he no | onger had our cover, the police could have dragged himin for the Scottish
job?" ' Maybe,' C arke shrugged. 'If he'd left clues to tie himto it." 'And did he?" 'No, just
those bolt-heads - which tied the job to us instead, because the police knew it was one of our
agents who'd put the whammy on that auto-theft gang!' Trask cocked his head a little and pursed
his lips. Darcy Clarke was telling the truth, he knew, but he stifl wasn't telling all of it. And
that galled. 'So,' Trask mused, 'since you already knew that the Necroscope was involved with

these Tibetans - in fact that he'd taken themout - why did you require ne to check hi mout? Wat
el se were you worried about, Darcy? And what are you still worried about?" Carke slunped a little
behind his desk. '"Is it that obvious?' To nme, yes. Has been for nore than three years now, ever
since Harry wal ked - or "went" - out of here. But especially in the last three nonths or so, since
this incident with these Hari Krishna types. | nmean, why can't you talk about it? Is it the old
Departnent of Dirty Tricks again? And even before C arke could answer, his expression said it

all, said yes, it was that departnent again. Trask nodded. 'Now tell me about it,' he said.
"Because | really do "need to know." | need to be reassured that I'mworking for the right side.

O at |least the best side!'" Carke sat up straighten and sighed. "Al right, Ben, 111 tell you
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But since you expect straight answers fromne, first let ne ask you sonething. Do you really think
that if you or I or any one of us should decide to | eave the Branch it would be as easy as that?

mean, |ike snapping your fingers? Wiat, you should be allowed to wal k out of here - know ng al
we' ve done, sonething of what we still mght do, and everything we're capable of doing; with al
the weird stuff you have seen and still got stuck in your head - and no questions asked?' Trask

saw it at once. 'We "fixed" him' he said, and his jaw jutted a very little. 'How was it done?
"Ben,' Darcy said, Think it over, will you? Wthout getting too excited? W're not just talking
about an ordinary nman or talent here. There are no ordinary talents, not in E-Branch. But we are
tal ki ng about the nobst extraordinary talent of all - the Necroscope, Harry Keogh. He can go ..
anywhere, instantly! He talks to ... to dead Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. 11 peopl e

for God's sake!l O which there are a Great Majority who'll do just about anything for him And we
could just let himwal k? Well, maybe we could, but there are others higher up the | adder who
couldn't' '"How was it done?' 'Ben,' Darcy was reaching the end of his tether. Tmthe one who's had
tolive with it Wiy can't you leave it at that? Put it this way: this was the soft option..."' For
a long nonent there was silence, until Trask exploded, '|I don't believe it!' But the trouble was
he did, because he of all nmen knewit was the truth. "W recruited him renenber? Keenan Gorm ey
recruited him And if he could do it nicely, then soneone else night try to do it nasty. And
anyway, it's no big deal,' Darcy felt Iike he was |lying, but had no choice. 'Harry's | ost nothing,
except he just can't talk about it anynmore. He can still do his thing, but no one else is ever
going to get to know about it.' And now Trask understood. 'Hypnotism' he said. And Darcy nodded
The soft option. But still, and as you yourself pointed out |I've worried about it ever since.' And
Trask saw the truth of that, too. 'If s been on your shoulders like a tangible weight' 'An extra
wei ght' Darcy answered. 'A few extra ounces on top of the ton or so that's already there.' 'You
knew it was wong - or that it wasn't right - and | sensed it in you. You felt that you'd lied to
Harry...' '"... No,' Darcy said. '"But that | hadn't told himthe whole truth? Yes.' The reason |
felt it was because it wasn't you. The noment Harry's nane entered a conversation, you didn't read
quite right' "All right so I'mguilty!' Darcy snapped. 'And what about you, if or when it's your

turn to run the show? Do you think it will be any easier for you? Wth your talent? Well it won't
be. Ifll be hell, Ben!' The other thought about it and said, 'And there's nothing we can do about
it? W can't put it right?" "No ... yes! Not for Harry, no. But for ne? You' ve already done it
Ben. A load shared is a burden halved. Now you'll have to carry it, too. But you'll get used to it
And at least well be able to tell ourselves that Harry's still alive!' For a moment they glared at
each other, then gradually relaxed... and Darcy's intercomcanme cracklingly alive. 'Sir?" Darcy

thunbed the Duty O ficer's button. Tes?' 'Mnister Responsible. Ugent Do you want it on screen?”
"Yes. Thanks.' A nonent |ater his desk screen cane alive, flickered for a second r or two, got
angry with itself in a crackle of static, then snapped into sharp focus. It displayed this |egend:
Oigination: MnRes. Destination: Director INTESR Duty O ficer | NTESE FOR YOUR EYES ONLY! Message
follows... Trask had cone round to Darcy's side of the desk. 'I better not |ook, right? The way
he said it, Darcy felt the edge of sarcasmin his voice. And: 'Ch, don't be fucking silly!' he
snapped. The nessage foll owed: For public consunption (Press, BBC, ITV, etc.) 'A treasure-seeker

with a nmetal -detector has found a World War |1 bonb in Hyde Park. The area has been secured and
all buildings in the inmmediate vicinity are being vacated..." M Carke: this isn't as it's nmade
out to be. A man fromny office has been fully briefed. He and other experts are on the scene

ri ght now Take some of your best nen and get down to Hyde Park. | shall need your first

i mpressi ons and best opinions. Good luck -M nRes Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il ?' as a PS

" Good Luck?" Trask murmured. And: "Wat the hell., printed itself under the nmessage: M darke, in

the event that | or any other Mnister should be required, the usual Witehall tel ephone nunbers
will not suffice. You may contact ne on: Followed by a nunber. But there was sonething about the
nunber that Darcy Carke didn't like. O if not him his talent He waited until the screen

cl eared, punched in the nunber and queried it. The conputer asked himfor his security clearance,
the first tinme that had ever happened! He punched that in, too, and finally got his answer: An

al l egedly ' deconmi ssioned' nucl ear bunker in Uxbridge, fifteen nmles out of the city. 'Christ!’

Darcy gasped, as he felt the short hairs rising on the back of his neck. 'It's clean underpants
tinme again!' That bad?' Trask's query - his tone of voice - said it all: the other stuff was over
and done with and he was Darcy's strong right armagain. | |1V RADU. HE DREAMS ON Radu dreamed his

ol den, recurrent but frequently fading dreams of blood. As ever, he strove to restructure and
reinstate themin the eye of a menory occasionally filned over by six centuries of sleep, his
undead hi bernation. He dreaned of ages past and the life he'd known then, and of the many I|ives
he'd consuned since then. Crinson dreans of his beginnings in a vanpire world; of his conversion
to sonmething other than a man; of his eventual banishnent into a new, entirely different world,
and his everlasting and soon to be on-going bl oodwar agai nst those who had dared to rape and ruin
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what little he had |loved. Less than vivid, his dreams, unless they were recounted, reinforced,
revisited over and over to bring theminto nightmare definition in Radu's yet nore nightmarish

m nd. For these were things that he desired to renenber forever. They were his one recourse, his
only neans of keeping his hatred alive while he waited out his tine in a resin tonb, sleeping but
not dead. He recalled nanes fromthe swirling msts of a far-distant past: Gorga, |lon, and

Lexandru Zirescu; and the Ferenczys, Lagula and Rakhi. In another time and world, the Zirescus had
been his direst enenies, and the Ferenczys were O den Lords of Starside. Now they were all [ong
dead, and Radu relished fond nenories of how he had dealt with them ... and thoughts of how he

woul d next deal with any survivor or descendant when once nore he was up and abroad in a changed
and ever-changing world. For the dog-Lord knew that there were such descendants, definitely..
Abroad in the world, aye. And indeed, upon a tine, he and his various packs, his pups, had been
"abroad'. Sufficient to start, or certainly to reinforce, |egends as old as mankind itself of the
werewol f and the vampire - or of both. For Radu Lykan was both -Wanmphyri! Necroscope: The Lost

Years - Vol. Il H's dream ng mind went back, back, back... to how it had been in those earliest
days of his coming here... In Starside he had been found guilty of treason. As punishnment, Shaitan
the Unborn, self-styled Hi gh Magistrate of all the Wanphyri, had had Radu and a handful of his
retainers - a lieutenant or two and a fewthralls - thrown into the so-called Hell-lands Gate,
fromwhi ch no one ever returned. It had been Iike a long, slow fall into sone weird white hell,
and for a tine Radu and the others had thought that this was all there was to it: to drift
downward (or sideways, or up? ... the Gate was a strange place!) forever, or until starvation put

paid to themand they shrivelled to husks. But that wasn't to be die way of it The real hell began
where the Gate opened into this world, in a subterranean cavern carved by an underground river.

Lit by the glare of the Gate, the cavern's narrow | edges were cold and danp; the river was in
flood and rushed through its borehole in a frenzy of black water. Along the course of the river
where it left the cave, the walls bottlenecked and there was scarcely a gap between the water and
the ceiling. Black, rushing water: the Wanphyri feared it! Not for any superstitious reason (for
contrary to certain nyths, they swamas well as any creature); but deprived of air and |ight,
buffetted agai nst stone walls, and crushed by unfathoned depths, how | ong may a man or even a
vanpi re survive? Flesh softens, fails, and is sloughed away. And when body and brains fall apart,
all that renmins is naked bone, to be broken up and rounded to pebbles. Perhaps this was the
nature of these hell-lands. Radu had a choice, but not much of one: brave the rushing waters, or
stay safe on a | edge or cramred in sone crevice till he had no strength to nove but got cenented
in place by layers of dripstone. And: 'Do as you see fit,' he had told the others with him This
river may run downhill forever... in which case it's goodbye Radu! But sonewhere out there is
nmoonl i ght, which | would feel silvering ny neck again - or nmy ruff if the noonis full!' And with
that he had junped fromthe | edge and been borne under. The other Lords and their men had foll owed
suit, likewise Radu's lieutenants and a few thralls; sone of whom survived to surface in Dacia
near a Roman barter canmp on the Danuvius. The year was AD 371, and the nmoon was indeed full. From
which time forward the place woul d al ways be known as Raduj evac... That had been a tinme! (Radu's
dreans sped fleet before the eye of his mind). Night-skirm shes with | egionnaires al ong the Danube
and in Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l the Dacian hamets; piracy on the nerchant shi pping;

bl ood-feasts by the light of the full noon. And as for the men of that era: they' d been naive as
children when first Radu and the others came anbng them Their sciences were young, superstitions
many, and their blood sweet as any in Sunside in the far vanpire world of Radu's origin. But as
conmpared with the Szgany of Sunside: their nunbers were vast, then-races diverse, their courage
unbelievable and their skills in battle phenonenal! Still, in the first hundred to two hundred
years the werewol f had flourished... and the true vanpire! For the dog-Lord Radu was not the only
Lord of the Wanphyri bani shed by Shaitan. |ndeed, several great rivals had come through the Gate
with him at or about the sane tinme. Such as Nonari 'the Gross' Ferenczy, and the Drakul brothers,
Karl and Egon. In Starside the Drakuls had been Radu's allies against Shaitan; here, they were
simply rivals. And as for Nonari: Nonari had made a bl ood-oath: to wi pe out the dog-Lord and every
last trace of himfor the alleged 'nurders' of his father Lagula and his uncle Rakhi. But in Radu
Lykan's eyes these were never nurders but the putting right of a great wong; for Rakhi and Lagul a
had been nenbers of a foul Szgany gang who had raped his sister Magda of innocence and |ife. Hah!
The Ferenczys were survivors no nore -except in Lagula's son, Nonari. But savage as that one's

bl ood vow had been, it was equalled and even surpassed by Radu's. For himthere'd be neither peace
nor respite until the very nane Ferenczy was forgotten as if it never existed. Their bl ood-feud
came with theminto Earth; it mght have been settled there and then, in Dacia on the banks of the
Danube. But this was a new world and strange, and survival was ever the first rule of the
Wanphyri. So the Drakuls went up into the stony nountains (later the Carpathians), to find or
build their aeries; Nonari fled east fromRadu's wath and took a new nanme; the dog-Lord crossed
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the river with his small pack, spread out into the |lands around, and eventual |y becane an
adventurer and nercenary in a war-torn world. But while that O assical Wrld was vast beyond the
dreanms of any vanpire Lord who had ever been, still it could never be big enough... Radu's life
(and with it the history of a world) passed in pageant over the buffed and slippery boards of his
menory. The history of a world. OF wars. And of nmen. The Romans. But the Enpire was on the wane,

at | east where the dog-Lord and the others cane forth. Aye, for the Goths were com ng, who were
the nmerest harbingers of what el se was coming! Such wars, such battles, such blood! But... hell-

| ands? Ah no! It had been nore |ike sone Wanphyri heaven... for a tine. But already Radu had noted
how nmen reacted to the presence of the Wanphyri: fearfully at first, in a world rife with
superstition - but then they fought back! For while nen may suffer their lands to be stolen, their
wi ves seduced away and their children eaten, when finally there is nothing |l eft then there's
nothing to lose. Unlike Sunside's Szgany, not all of these men of Earth were farmers or hunter-
gatherers. Great armies of warrior tribesmen were sweeping the world, and sweeping all before
them And as for fear of the Wanphyri: Frequently these eastern invaders had not even known they
went up agai nst vanpires; they were nerely murdering rich Dacian |andowners in tiieir gloony
castles, or hairy halfling creatures in foothill keeps, caverns and lairs. Also, these warrior
hordes knew how to destroy their enem es: how a |lance or arrow t hrough the heart would kill a man,
and how his head on a | ance woul d guarantee that he was dead! Then how to reduce his castle and
its contents to ashes, until nothing remai ned. Such was the way of the barbarian warrior, by no
means reserved for the Wanphyri. But did these nmethods work against the Wanphyri? Be sure they
did. Indeed they were the only ones that could! The stake, the sword, the fire... And because of
the tinmes - tines of change, tumult and crisis - the |legend and fact of the Wanphyri, of the bl ood-
crazed vanpire and werewol f, was al nost eradi cated. What need for nonstrous nyths in a world that
was in reality a bl oodbath? Forty years after Radu's advent the Visigoths had sacked Rone itself!
And forty-five years later it had fallen again, to the Vandals; except then Radu had been with the
Vandal s. For like every vanpire Lord before himhe was unable to resist blood - certainly not in
such copi ous anmounts. War, to which Radu was drawn like a noth to the flane, and which singed him
much the sane. O if not the wars, the conmanders he fought under, who were treacherous to a
fault. But suck wars to be warred as nothing conceived by even the m ghtiest of the old Starside
Lords! And down all the decades and centuries, the dog-Lord was a bl oody nercenary washed hither
and to by the red tides of conquest. Gfted to some degree in oneiromancy, Radu used his dreanms to
scry on future battles. By this neans he woul d often know i n advance which side to join. Likew se,
he stayed alert for portents and signs of those ol den enem es who cane through the Hell-lands Gate
with him And tine and again he cursed hinmself that he'd not dealt with themthen, when they were
at their weakest But then, he had been at his weakest, too. And naive? Aye, he'd been that To have
sold his services to warlords, and think he would actually get paid and accepted as their equal
Gaeseric of the Vandals had been the first to use and nmisuse him After the sack of Rone, Radu had
made his canp in the Colli Albani twelve niles out of the fallen city. O course it was necessary
to keep his "men' fromthe comon soldiery; they were not only mercenaries and guerrillas but noon-
children; he knew that fraternization could only lead to discovery, and one of the prine tenets of
the vanpire was that |ongevity was synonymous with anonymity. |If nen shoul d guess what Radu was
they would do away with himand his at once! And because of the dog-Lord' s preference for night-
fighting by the Iight of the noon, Gaeseric had already dubbed hi m'Radu, Hound of N ght.' And so
it were best that the full extent of his wolfishness remained a secret Be that as it may, stil
Gaeseric had tricked him turned on him For what was he after all but a scurvy, hairy nercenary

with a handful of howling berserks, |ike wolves of war? But the city had fallen now and Radu and
his | ot had been paid off. And having paid himin gold - having |l et himtake wonen, w ne, and
ot her booty out of the city- ... By now he'd be drunk up in the hills, and all that gold gone to

waste. O perhaps not. By neans of a lie - an alleged counterattack by a fleet of the Eastern
Enpire - the dog-Lord's forces were split into two contingents and di spatched to 'defensive
positions,' where Vandal anbushes reduced his nen to ten out of a hundred and fifty. Hi s wonen
were ravished and slain, his gold stolen, his den in the Colli Al bani destroyed. But Radu and his
handf ul had survived to head north for the Appenino heights that stretched the full |ength of
Italia. In a land awash in Vandals, the rugged nountains would be the safest route out. As for the
treacherous Gaeseric: the dog-Lord nust add a second bl ood-oath to his list. And where the Vandal s
as a race were concerned... fromthat tine forward Radu woul d al ways be on the | ookout for a way
to take his revenge... Fleeing Italy, Radu took his time; took his nuch-reduced band back to the
Danube, then east through the woods and nountains, and eventually down into faniliar Dacian
territories. This was barbarian country now, but south of the river the people were mainly
Christian. Radu had only one religion: blood! The various faiths and superstitions of |ocals and
invaders alike made little or no difference to him except it was safer to journey anong the
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Christians. Finally he headed north again, into the nountains of what would nuch | ater becone
Wal | achia. For as in Italy, he believed that in taking the high ground he'd be secure fromthe

ti des of war washi ng Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il all around. He needed sone tine to
think and fornulate his plans. On his way from Rone to Dacia he had 'accunul ated' nonies from
Roman citizens fleeing the vandalism and fromsmall parties of the Vandal s thensel ves stil
scathing in the |l and around. And on the Danube there'd been a |ast handful of Roman travellers and
traders. Now, since for the time being the dog-Lord had had enough of war, he decided to put his
gold to use. Thus in the year AD 467, he and the pack wi ntered down in what would be their lair
for the next sixty years: a great cave in the nountains of western Ml davia. He enpl oyed refugees
fromthe Ml davian plains, which were still suffering under sporadic attacks from Asiatic warriors
on horseback, to make his crag or aerie habitable. And he recruited (in his way) the strongest of
these workers for his lieutenants. And because day by day, year by year, fresh refugees were
fleeing the warfare, clinbing the nountains, reduced to scavenging in the heights, there was a
steady turnover of workers and no lack of ... provisions. Al so, there was never any trickling away
of Radu's gold, which he would steal back from anyone foolish enough to attenpt desertion. And
while work was in progress to make the cavern liveable, he was not remss in seeing to its
defences; he disguised its appearance externally, until it was sinply a part of the crags al
around. It took tine, even years, before Wlfscrag was finished to Radu's satisfaction, follow ng
whi ch he had no nore use for his workers fromthe Ml davian steppe. O at best - or worst - only
one nore use... During all of this tine the dog-Lord and his men had gone w thout their

"conforts': good wi ne and woman-fl esh, which even as nercenaries under entirely human comanders
they had conme to expect as their right. No one ever grunbled, however, for Radu was known to dea
with conplaints in short order. He did understand the probl ens, though, for he shared themequally
with his lieutenants and thralls. There were now trappers in the nmountains; Radu killed or
recruited them and took their wonen for his own. And from now on, any who entered that region of
t he Mol davi an hei ghts woul d suffer the same fate. And now Wl fscrag was nore truly a hone, or an
aerie, for himand his. Earlier, aware that the Huns had had the run of the steppe for decades and
wondering if their supremacy was still holding, Radu had sent scouts east to discover the state of
things. Ot hers had been sent west along the twin spurs of the Carpathians, and spies into various
makeshi ft ham ets clinging to the flanks of the nmountains not far renoved from Wl fscrag.
Eventual | y these scouts returned; the dog-Lord | earned how the ranmshackl e ham ets of Ml davi an
refugees and the nore distant Carpathian villages were ripe for conquest. The people were

paci fists, isolationists who had cut thenselves off conpletely fromDacia's war-torn regi ons and
the great battlefields under the nmountains. Radu couldn't say he blaned them but in any case his
intentions didn't run to conquest - not yet, anyway. O at best a very subtle conquest. Instead he
woul d offer these people his services as a nercenary warrior, a Voevod agai nst who- or whatever

m ght brave these nmountains to attack them And in fifty nore years he did just that. But as well
as hard information, his spies and scouts had brought back runours, too. One of them had heard it
that a Ferenczy was in | eague with the Vandal s! Good luck to him whoever he was, be it Nonari the

Goss - if he yet lived - or an all eged egg-son, one Bel os Pheropzis. For if that bastard Gaeseric
dealt as badly with all of his nercenaries as he had dealt with Radu... well, that was at | east
one Ferenczy that the dog-Lord needn't bother to hunt down ...! Meanwhile, in the twin spurs of
the Western Carpathians, the Drakuls had gai ned apparently inpregnabl e footholds. Throwi ng caution
to the wind - ignoring their own tenet that |ongevity is synonymous with anonymity - they ruled

openly and by terror. People knew of them and their works. True vanpires, they flew - and sl ew,
and converted - by night Radu had sent spies to seek themout and learn the |ocations of their
aeries; his nmen never returned. That shoul d have been warni ng enough of Drakul superiority, but..
Radu was safe in Wlfscrag. O so he reckoned. But eventually Drakul incursions into territory

t hat Radu considered his own became too nuch and he determined to strike back. They had nany
advant ages. Masters of metanorphism they could shape their bodies for flying. Long-established in
their places, their aeries were allegedly inpregnable. But they had sonme di sadvant ages, too.

Chil dren of the night, they could not go out in daylight; every norning nust find themsafe in
their beds of soil out of Starside. And they were very well aware of the dog-Lord's ruthl essness
and savagery: that if he did come upon themthere would be no bargai ning, no quarter, no mercy.
Then on the eve of Radu's strike westward, a fresh runour, but one that he couldn't possibly
ignore. He went down into the steppe, to Bacau where this whisper had origin. And the truth was

| earned there: How t he Enperor Justinian had comm ssioned a fleet under Belisarius, to strike at
the Vandal s even across the Mediterranean, in Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. 11 north
Africa and other parts. In short, to take back the Western Enpire. The Vandals! And Radu's old vow
unful filled! And a Ferenczy anong the treacherous scumat that! O d Gaeseric had gone the way of
all or nost flesh sixty or nore years ago, but the Vandal kingdom remai ned and at |east one
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Ferenczy! Well, even after all this time any surviving nmenber of the Ferenczy dynasty was far and
away Radu's direst eneny, spawn of the original destroyers of his dearest |ove in another world,

another time, but all of it like yesterday to Radu. Torn two ways - between attacking the Drakuls
and joining Belisarius as a nmercenary and an expert in Vandal tactics - he returned to Wl fscrag

inthe heights... ... Only to find that the Drakuls had paid a visit in his absence. The place had
been destroyed utterly, and nost of his nen and wonen, thralls and lieutenants, with it No choice
now but war on the Vandals, for to go against the Drakuls with his remaining handful were nadness.

But later... ? There would always be a later. And Radu, who was ever the opportunist, saw at |east
one distinct possibility: Join with Belisarius, distinguish hinmself in the field of battle,
eventually return to these desol ate heights as Voevod of all Dacia... all with the Enperor's
approval! Then see to these dammed Drakuls, with an entire |egion, perhaps, to back himup. It was
a good, even a grand schene. And irresistible... Radu's expert know edge of the Vandals at war
served himwell. In Plika on the Black Sea, he broached that very subject to a squat, yellow, scar-

faced and sl ant-eyed Hun condottiere, the son of the son of an Asian invader who had settled the
steppe sixty years ago. Commander of a force of two hundred, now Tok Heng had had enough of
farmng and was returning to his grandfather's trade. But in fact, and as he admtted to Radu
where they swilled wine in a tavern, he had never left it H s | and had been stolen for him by
warrior ancestors; the Romans had stolen it back/romhis father, and given it to peasants; Tok had
stolen it a third tine - with the result that the Romans had put a price on his head. Since he
couldn't beat themhe'd decided to join then there was a pardon in it for himand his nen - and a
promi se of citizenship and of land - if he would join Belisarius's force and fight the Vandals in
the Mediterranean and Africa. Now he was waiting on ocean transport to take themto
Constantinople. But Tok was fifty nmen short of the contingent he'd promsed to Belisarius's
recruiters; perhaps Radu and his I ot would care to join forces with himand nake up his nunbers?
Certainly the fact that Brian Luntey Radu had know edge of Vandal battle tactics would be an
advant age. The dog-Lord | aughed at that He fought under no nman's col ours but his own. Maybe Tok
would care to join hin? O perhaps they could agree on a formof shared | eadershi p? No, Tok Heng
woul dn't have it But... It was the tinme of the full noon; that night Radu converted the Hun and

t hus becane | eader of his nercenary band... As for nmixing in with the 'Romans': In Constantinople
it was observed how Belisarius's arny of fifteen thousand - ten thousand foot soldiers and five

t housand cavalry - was conposed mainly of nercenaries under condottiere comanders. O actua
Romans... there were a few This was the best that Justinian's general could nuster. And so there
was no trouble at all mxing with true Romans, only in finding them Radu was allotted ten vessels
with crews out of a fleet of five hundred, and was obliged to take horses on board, too. But since
horses didn't care for himor his, he nade sure that his 'conmand' vessel was kept free of them
and that they went with Tok Heng's people, who understood them Thus a mgjority of the dog-Lord's
original party, survivors of the nassacre at Wl fscrag, travelled with him And Radu | ooked
forward to killing Vandals. Nor was there long to wait... The best of the Vandal fleet and
soldiers were in Sardinia putting down a revolt; thus Belisarius's army was able to di senmbark

wi t hout trouble near Sousse. Celimer the Vandal King nmustered what remai ned of his forces and net
Bel i sarius head-on at a place called Decinum.. well-naned, for there Geliner's forces were

deci mated! The survivors fled into Numidia, and Belisarius marched into Carthage m d- Septenber, AD
533. Gelinmer had not fallen at Decimum He recalled his troops out of Sardinia, nustered what

remai ned of the Vandals |ocally, bought the services of Mdors, and finally, in mnid-Decenber
offered battle on the approach route to Carthage. But weakened by recent |osses, and in any case
enervated by a century of 'civilization,' the Vandals were no match for Belisarius. The Byzantine
caval ry charged... and swept them away! The weather was warm even for m d-Decenber. The dog-Lord's
nmoon-chi l dren played the sane part in the final battle as they had played at Deci num | eaving
Tok's Huns in support of Belisarius's cavalry, they went forward as advance scouts on the eve of
battle (during the night, of course), and in the follow ng night ranged far and wi de to seek out
any survivors who nmight try to form pockets of resistance- Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il -
Wi |l e Radu hinsel f sought soneone, or sonething, else. A Ferenczy was here! He could snell him

Di sgui sed as a Vandal, or a Mor, or whatever, a Ferenczy was or had been here! \Wo, why, how?
Radu coul dn't say. He could have been here for fifty years, or a hundred; he m ght even have stood
of f and w tnessed the conquest of these parts by the Vandals. But hearing of the battle at Deci num
- and perhaps fearing a Ronan reconquest - he had come down fromhis high place to join in the
fighting, or sinply to observe and so know the result at first hand. But which high place? For
Radu knew that a Ferenczy - no less than a Drakul, and far nore than any dog-Lord - nust have his
aerie. Radu had checked charts of the | and around. Sure enough, there was a peak m ghtier than any
St arside stack near Zaghounan. Wiy, fromup there, at night - |ooking east through his vanpire's
eyes, and enpl oyi ng Wanphyri 'intelligence,' senses nore than the usual five - this Ferenczy woul d
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have known or even 'seen' the approach and [ anding of Belisarius's fleet! Be sure he would have
known that Radu was part of that fleet! And cow ed against the last rays of sunlight in the
evening after the battle while his nen ranged abroad, so Radu had scoured the snoking field of
conbat |ike sone strange, carrion dog. He found sone that might have been the Ferenczy's - sone
that seenmed dead but yet noaned, or were full of weird, creeping notion - and showed the nen he
had taken with himhow to deal with them Hun scavengers were also in the field; perhaps they
thought it odd that Radu's escort were beheadi ng and burning dead nen, but they said nothing..
Later, Radu went up with a lieutenant and sone thralls into the peak near Zaghounan. This rearing
knol | was or had been on the very border of Vandal territory, with Berber lands to the west In
short it was neutral territory, no-man's-land. Near the top, they found earthworks and ancient
fortifications; and within the nounds and ranps, an aerie. The place was only recently deserted,;

there was evidence of an urgent departure. The aerie itself... took the dog-Lord back nore than
four hundred years, to Starside in a now alien world. It was unnmistakable: that ultimate spire of
the mountain, like a great fang thrusting for the sky. No wi ndows faced east, just sun-bleached

rock; all hollow within and tunnell ed beneath, with roots going down into darkness. Radu and his
men descended spiralling stone steps. There were vast, echoing chanbers down there, and m ghty
stone vats, all unfinished. This Ferenczy woul d have bred nonsters here - which gave the dog-Lord
pause. The tine night cone when he nust breed them too... Athrall |ookout called down: a cloud
of dust was approaching out of the west. It was a par ty of canel-riders, Berbers, heading this
way. Radu let them come, and as dusk fell emerged froma junble of rocks behind them where they
clinmbed a frequently used track. The Berbers had three beautiful black girls trussed |ike

chi ckens, doubtless for trading with this unknown, fled Ferenczy. Radu traded death for them but
not until he had tortured the Berbers to find out nore about the Ferenczy. Wl demar Ferrenzig was
his name - a Gernan! Well, and so were the Vandal s; but they had been here ten or nore years

bef ore Wal demar. This the Berbers knew fromtheir fathers before them So, it seened that Radu's
earlier information (wWith regard to a Ferenczy having sided '"with' the Vandals) was only partly
right Sixty-five years ago - perhaps only a few years before Radu hinself had arrived in the

Mol davi an hei ghts - Hun invaders had driven this Wal demar, this son of Bel os Fheropzis (hinself
the son of Nonari 'the Gross' Ferenczy), out of his Ml davian keep. Under the assuned Gernanic
nane of Ferrenzig, he had been accepted by the Vandals and allowed to settle here. Presumably he
was rich, for he'd been able to trade with the Berbers and buy their friendship. But now that the
Romans were back he had fled again. Hah! But it pleased the dog-Lord to believe that the Ferenczy

had fled fromhim and perhaps on both occasions! And so he was a cowardly, scunmmy Ferenczy, |ike
his ancestors in Starside before him and nore recent forebears in this world. Well, it wasn't
over yet; their tracks m ght cross again, except the next tinme Radu woul d have, better luck... He

questioned the terrified girls. They were 'princesses,' they said. Daughters of a nonad Sheik,

t hey had been stolen by the Berbers for ransomor trading. That |last, at |east, was as Radu had
suspected. He kissed all three (nerely kissed them, gave themthe Berber canels and sent them on
their way. Wal demar Ferrenzig would have dealt ill with them wherefore, contrary to his nature,
Radu dealt well with them Any other tinme he would have used them and fed themto his pups... The
dog- Lord woul d have gone back with Belisarius to Constantinople, to witness the general's triunph.
But al ready runmours were circulating as to his nature. It was AD 534, and the Mediterranean was
broad and deep. Radu determined to be a pirate for a while. But in Carthage, where the Roman fl eet
must ered and provisioned prior to setting sail for Byzantium he |earned nore of this Wl denmar
Ferrenzig: A fisherman told himhow a ship had sailed by night from Tunis only weeks after the
destruction of the Vandal arny, and how a 'great dark lord - the commander of this Num dian
vessel - had tried to Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. 11 recruit himas a crew nenber. The
fisherman had seen charts; he knew his sea | anes; the ship would be heading north for Sardinia,
past Corsica and so to the nainland. So, by now a Ferenczy was back on the Mediterranean's
northern seaboard, perhaps heading for those same Mol davi an nountai ns ' bel oved' of his father

Bel os, and his grandfather, Nonari the Gross, before him O naybe Wl demar had determined to
becone a pirate, too, in which case Radu m ght yet cone across himduring his own voyagi ng. And

maybe not... The first night out from Carthage Radu called a m st up out of the sea, a vanpire
m st |ike sline against the skins of Belisarius's crews. By the tinme his mst dispersed the dog-
Lord had sail ed away, and now he comanded a fleet of ten ships... In Radu's nenory the past

speeded up as if a wind were turning the pages of history; sequences of events becane blurred,
they began to overlap. He was like a dying man, recounting his life in the noments before true
death. That was a thought that disturbed himeven in his sleep. For indeed he m ght well be dying,
if the seeds of the plague were still alive in himand working on his vanpire flesh. But the pages
of history were still turning, and he couldn't ignore them ... The Vandals were no nore, their

ki ngdom destroyed forever. Thus one of the dog-Lord' s blood-oaths had been fulfilled at |east But
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agai n he had had enough of human comranders, and it was tinme he noved on to other things. For a
hundred and twenty years Radu was a corsair, a seawlf; his standard was a wol fs head agai nst a
full nmoon. Time and tine again he replaced his aging ships with the vessels of traders and their
escorts, or vanqui shed ships of war sent out to hunt himdown. But he |ost ships, too, till
finally his ten were down to three. Then in AD 654, near the island of Rhodes, he was engaged by a
fleet of Arab warshi ps out of Al exandria. Two of his vessels went up in snoke and fl anes; they
sank just before nightfall; Radu was left to linp off to Crete to nmake repairs, and finally on to
Sicily. By which tinme he had known that the Mediterranean was no | onger a safe hunting ground.

I slam was now a power, and the dog-Lord would do well to look to his future. But in any case, he
had had enough of sea battles. On land it was one thing to engage in hand-to-hand conbat -when
with a shield and sword, or tooth and claw, he'd be the equal of any ten nornal adversaries - but
on the sea it was an entirely different thing. To have your eneny stand off and use his hurling-

engines to lob sizzling balls of fire at you... to stand on a burning deck in the heat and the
reek, and feel your ship sinking under you!... Wat was that for a fair fight? Not that he had
ever cared nuch for fairness... For a hundred and sixty years Radu was a bandit chief in the

nmount ai ns of Corsica, fromwhich he raided on the coastal towns and villages. A wolf, he was

i mpossible to track over the rugged terrain -and who would want to track hin? None who set out
after himever returned! And so he was first in a long line of Corsican outlaws. But the Saracens
were still coming; Muslimpirates out of Sicily quickly becanme a far greater scourge than the dog-
Lord; eventually he must nove on. Radu and his small band stole a ship and sailed north for the

| and of the Lombards, |anded and | oped east for Bulgar territories, and down to the Danube which
he knew so well- -And at once up into the Carpathians, when he discovered how fierce were the

Bul gars! Ah, but the Drakuls had discovered it, too, as the 'nyths and | egends' of Bul gar grandans
at their hearth-fires were wont to confirm How two hundred years ago, brave ancestors had sought
out the obours, the wanpyrs in their nountain castles, and hounded them fromthe | and. The obours
wer e bl ood-sucking creatures who |lived on bairns and virgins, and could shape thensel ves as bats
to flee into the night. Though some of them had escaped in this fashion, their thralls ' and
odal i sques had been discovered in hiding. Hissing |like snakes, they had been crucified and burned
to ashes. And the castles of the obours had been razed to ruins... Well, good! But in his heart of
hearts Radu knew that the Drakuls thenselves were still alive. Their power nmay have been destroyed
-for the nonment, at |east - but they had survived. For there was a pain in himwhich would not go
away until they had suffered the true death. Preferably at his hand... Wen times were quiet he
sent out spies to learn the way of things, and as always he stayed alert for word of the worst of
hi s ol den enem es, the Ferenczys - for he assumed that Wal demar woul d produce of fspring. Huh! It
woul d be a further fourteen decades before he heard of himand his again ... And neanwhile, as
ever, the world was in flux... It seened no tinme at all (but in fact was seventy years) before
Magyars occupied the fertile western plains. Since they were horsenen, the dog-Lord felt safe in
the nmountains... Safe and bored! But while the Magyars were on the plains Radu would stay in the
heights - until sixty years later, when in a dream he saw the next great battle, in which these
savage horsenen woul d suffer their nbst decisive defeat If it should cone to pass, the plains and
hor seshoe nountains, and the Danube itself, would be up for the Necroscope: TTu Lost Years - Vol

Il taking! And still Radu considered these |ands his own, as he had fromthe beginning. It
was sufficient to send himand his pups north to skirt the plains, then west into Gernany, where
they joined Oto the First's forces at Lechfeld in the year 955. Then Radu's oneironmantic dreans
were seen to be accurate in every detail. Loaded down with loot, their nmounts exhausted, the
Magyars were swatted like flies. Offering little or no resistance, their blood mngled with their
spilled gold on a steaning field of battle. And when the fighting was over, their |eaders were
executed to a man. Radu and his band were nercenary foot soldiers. Paid off - but remenbering

ot her paynents, not to nention harshly enforced repaynments - he retreated at once back into the
east, back to the nountains... ... Wiere a few years later he learned of a 'great Boyarl with a
castle in the Khorvaty north of Ml davia, a man called 'Val demar Fuhrenzig!' Now surely this nust
be that sane Wal demar who had fled fromthe Romans, or from Radu, in Africa; that son of Bel os
Pheropzis, and grandson of Nonari the Gross' Ferenczy? Aye, and Radu's immenorial eneny - and a

bl ood-oath still outstanding! But... in the Khorvaty, east of the nmountains? A friend of Kievan
Russia, then, this 'Valdemar,' with an aerie within its borders? A Boyar, he would have | and and
men and probably the protection of the Russian Prince. And what was Radu but a bandit in the
hills? And if the dog-Lord had know edge of this Val demar, presumably Val demar had know edge of
him Dammation! There was no putting it off: it was tinme Radu was on his way again. Piracy! It had
had its good points, and could have again. Anyway, the Saracens were in Radu's debt - a debt of
blood - and it was high tinme he collected. When he learned fromtravellers how nmen of Western

Chri stendom (chiefly freebooters out of Pisa and Genoa) were fighting Saracens on what the Arabs
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now consi dered their own 'great lake,' in Ligurian and Tyrrenhian waters, the dog-Lord was finally
deci ded and knew what he nust do. A further hundred years of sea battles... ... Radu was with the
Byzanti nes when they took back Crete and Cyprus fromthe Saracens... ... He was a pirate out of

Pi sa when Corsica, Sardinia and the Balearics fell... He was rich on Arab gold beyond dreans of
avarice, and a | egendary sea-wolf ... when, in 1118, fortune went against himand his boat was
attacked by the Saracens off Syracuse. Fished fromthe sea burned, gouged, and hal f-drowned -
taken hostage by the Brian Lunky Saracens, who had | earned to respect him- he was held for ransom
in Ascalon for five of his longest years. But who was there to pay for his freedon? No one knew or
woul d accept him eventually his jailers nmust weary of feeding himand sinply dispose of him

Al'so, his prison was thought to be inescapable, and in any case he was in no fit state to even try
for an escape. Thus he spent the tine healing hinself- -Until the Venetian naval victory of 1123,
when in the panic and hysteria of the tine he finally broke jail. Having |l earned the Mislim
tongue, and indeed |l ooking like a long, loping Arab (and thus fearing to approach the Venetian
crews where sone of their ships had | anded), Radu, a man al one now, took to the deserts and the

hi gh ground and nmade his way north... ... For years he fished the Sea of Galilee... ... He becane
a 'holy man," a seer who read the future in dreans, in the Mnastery on the Great Peak at Tal at
Miusa... ... Eventually the real holy nmen were no nore; Radu had a new | air and by night was | eader
of a fine pack; while in the daylight, thick nonkish robes kept himfromthe sun... ... For long
and long his leech continued to heal him He had suffered that time off Syracuse, and his

conval escence had its ups and downs... ... Tine sped by. As ever, the whole world was at war. The
Fourth Crusade cane and went, and becane part of the past however recent... Territorial as every

Lord of the Wanphyri before him Radu had 'adopted' Arabia, and 'adapted', as best possible, to
its arid climte. Wth the com ng of the Mdngols, however, it was tine for himto shuck off his
ill-fitting nonkish robes. Again the dog-Lord went to war, this time for two reasons. One: the
Mongol s were a threat; certainly if they succeeded in their expansion, he would be uprooted again.
And two: with the externination of the Assassins and the fall of Baghdad in 1258, rumour and evil
dreans had forewarned of at |east one Wanphyri nercenary anong the Asiatics fighting for Hul egu
Hi s nane- -Was 'Fereng the Bl ack!' Fereng? Ferenczy, nore |likely! But who? Waldemar? It seened
unlikely for by Radu's lights he was a coward - if he was still alive! Sone blood- or egg-son
then? But what matter? He was a Ferenczy, and that was all that mattered! Yet Radu's dreans had
hinted of nore than one Lord, and in nore than one dream he had seen a bat-like figure falling out
of the sky towards the field of battle. Wat, a Drakul? A Ferenczy and a Drakul, together on the

side of the Mongols? Well, why not; it had happened before, nore than a thousand years ago in
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Starside. And then as now the pact had been sealed in order
to face down an even greater foe, Shaitan the Unborn. O ... perhaps this time it was to gang up

on a weaker one. Radu tried to work it out What if this Ferenczy and this Drakul had both been
established in the Wallachi an nountai ns, as they were known now? News of Mongol attacks and
overwhel ming victories in the east woul d have reached themeven as it had reached Radu. And the
brilliance - the sheer ruthlessness - of the Mngol cavalry arm es woul d have seermed to nmake them
invincible. Surely the best way to ensure survival nust be to join with them at |east until the
tides of war had once nore swept by? Thus (he reasoned) Fereng the Bl ack and this unknown Draku
had t hensel ves reasoned. But he knew they had got it wong! Radu's oneironmancy had forecast a
turning point in Mngol fortunes which would be realized - at Ain Jalut! In Cairo the Manel uke
Sultan was massing his well-trained arny. Radu joined them near Jerusalem and in the |ast days of
August 1260 marched north with themon Ain Jalut... RADU: THERESTOF H S HI STORY... H' S AWAKENI NG
The battle at Ain Jalut! But there are fights and fights - and there are nmassacres. The Sultan
Qutuz, was totally conmitted. Earlier, receiving a Mongol envoy who demanded his subm ssion, Qtuz
had flown into a rage and had the envoy executed. Now he nust win, else disenbowelling were the

| east of his tornents. The Mongol forces were split between several fronts many hundreds of niles
apart. Their cavalry arny riding south on Ain Jalut nunbered 'only' ten thousand. Led by Kitbuga,
a Christian Turk, it was outnunbered nore than ten to one by the Manel ukes. Mreover, the

Manel ukes had know edge of the Mongol advance and of the territory; they set up an anbush in
foothills flanking a fertile plain. The plain was an historic invasion route not far from
Nazareth; to ensure that the Mongols would come this way, a party of Berbers was depl oyed on
canels to attract their attention and so lure theminto the Maneluke trap. 'Ain Jalut,' the
Egypti an commander of Radu's group told them where they hid in the eveni ng-shadowed hills | ooking
down on the plain. ' "The Spring of Goliath." Goliath was a giant of a man, a warrior who was
brought down by a stripling boy. This tinme we reverse the process. This tinme we are the mghty,
and the stripling -in the shape of these Mongols - is the pagan eneny of the faith. But this tine
he shall not prevail.' The trap worked. Where the valley narrowed between steep hillsides, the

Ber bers di snmounted behind ditches and ol d earthworks, turned and defended thensel ves with bows and
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| ong spears. Meanwhil e the Manel ukes came swarm ng down out of the foothills and engaged the
Mongol s fromthe flanks, and a reserve group of cavalry and infantry as strong as the entire
Mongol force canme sweeping frombehind the hills to cut off any retreat Radu and his ' nonks,"
despite that they were on foot in the | ower Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il foothills
were anong the first to engage the nmilling Mongol arny; which was work they nmight have been born
for! To hack and hew anong that nel ee of reeling, astonished flesh! The raging, the shouting and
screani ng! The bl ood of hanstrung horses and skewered nen! The scarlet deluge erupting into the
green valley, to turn it red... The last rays of the sun were striking the western nountains as
the Mongol arny fell before the Manel uke onslaught. In the twilight before the night, when the
sunlight had faded entirely, Kitbuga's screans were his | ast when he was captured and quartered.
After that- -No birds sang over that field of blood, only a cloud of kites on high, biding their
time, and wolves (but true wolves) in the hills, waiting. Wich was when Radu and his party went
anong the fallen. It was the sane as in Africa that tine; Radu knew what he was | ooking for, and
wasted no tine. His nen found life in bodies where there should be no life, and stilled it with
fire and steel. And aye, there were a good many thralls - even a lieutenant or two - anong the
"dead'. Then, a strange thing, though not so strange to the dog-Lord. In a gulley between steep-

sided spurs of the hills on the northern flank, a pocket of mist... where no m st should be! He
sent out a vanpire probe, his nmentalism into the nmst and felt its texture, the way it clung -
and knew it for what it was... The sun was down now. Radu took two |ieutenants, two pups, with him

into the gulley, into the heart of the nmist, and found it already thinning. But sensing a fierce
presence, he clinbed a rock above the level of the vanpire mi st and | ooked up. There on the sheer
wall of the cliff, nmoving like a lizard towards the high rim a manlike figure. Except, adhering
to the naked rock in that weird fashion, this was no ordinary man. Wanphyri! But who? Not a
Drakul, surely? For since the sun was down a Drakul would have transformed hinself for flight A
Ferenczy then -'Fereng the Black' - fleeing the consequences of a |ost cause. Cowardly,
treacherous spawn of Nonari the Gross! Treacherous, aye, like all of thembefore him Then, in the
next nonent 'Radu!' a lieutenant called to him cautiously out of the thinning mst. The dog-Lord
had been on the point of hurling a question after the clinber: WHO? A question the Ferenczy woul d
not have been able to resist; it would have surprised him and Radu woul d have read the answer
wit large in the confusion of his nmind, doubtless confirming his suspicion. Cursing, because that
time was past and the stranger had vani shed over the rim Radu got down fromthe rock and | oped to
his men gathered near the foot of the cliff. "Wat is it?" he barked - then stood in stark amaze,
for it was Brian Lurnley Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il obvious what it was. Treacherous,"
he'd called the fleeing Ferenczy, and now the full extent of that treachery could be seen. A body -
a 'man', all bloodied and broken, but not dead lay in a cluster of rocks, where tonorrow s sun
must doubtless find him.. if Radu had not found himfirst. And the dog-Lord knew him renenbered
himat a glance, of course - Karl Drakul! An original Starside Lord no |ess than Radu hinsel f. But
| ess than Radu now, certainly. He lay in an ungainly tangle, sprawl ed on his back Iike a spider
struck by a stone. And even as Radu wat ched, so the unconscious Drakul's naked body comenced a
conpl ex metanorphosis. Thick webs of rubbery grey flesh like the hairy, nmenbranous airfoils of a
bat - which joined his arns to his trunk down to his thighs, and also fornmed an elastic *V between
his legs - shrank back into hinm And as his pipestemlinbs thickened, so his body firned out and
put on a little extra weight And oh, this was Karl all right. The fleshy lips and bald dome of a
head; the purple orbits of his deep-sunken eyes; the squat nose, showing only too clearly its
convolutions. And in the lolling cave of Karl's nouth, the split tongue of a lying Lord of the
Wanphyri. And those teeth, and those hands like a beast's claws. Radu's |ieutenants had seen
sonething like this before - in their master, at that - but never to this extent. One thing to
instantly devel op the aspect and nannerisms of a great wolf, but another entirely to enulate a
great bat! They drew back a pace, nuttered and gl anced at each other. But Radu stepped forward
and, snarling, said: 'He was preparing for flight when the other bastard struck and cut hi m down.
So much for pacts!' And with an oath and a kick he turned Karl Drakul face-down in the bl oodied
dust Then the worst of it was seen: the sword slash along this undead creature's spine, and the
ragged flaps of flesh wenched aside to expose the knuckles of the spine itself. They were ribbed,
war ped, notched, those bones, with grooves and snall drilled holes where sonething had clung |ike
an alien organ. Karl's vanpire | eech, Radu knew - which Fereng the Black had torn out and probably
eaten! 'One has escaped,' Radu told his men then. 'l saw himon the cliff face, clinbing like a
lizard. The pair of them Drakul and Ferenczy, they cane together to side with the Mngols and
join the bloody butchery. For the hell of it? Possibly. To befriend this maraudi ng Asiatic scum
and save their own miserable skins? Probably. Because they knew | was at liberty in the so-called
"Holy Land"?... Ah, very likely! But when the battle went against themthey tried to nmake their
escape. The Ferenczy ... nmaybe he was injured and unable to transforn? But he could not bear the
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i dea of being left behind while the Drakul nade a cl ean getaway! O perhaps they had argued?

Whi chever, while the Drakul was preparing for flight, Fereng the Black cut himdown and tore out
his | eech. Good, for it saves ne the trouble!'" Karl Drakul's shirt, breeches and cl oak were

near by. Radu brought themtogether and piled themon the shudderi ng shape of an ex-vanpire Lord.
But when he woul d have struck fire, Karl's no |longer scarlet eyes snapped open. Turning his head
this way and that, he saw his predi cament. And: 'So,' he gurgled, his forked tongue flopping in
his nouth. "It is you, Radu. Well, better you than that other dog, the one who brought me to

this.'" Tine is short,' Radu told him 'Doubtless there'll be an uproar when you burn. The Sultan's
troops could find us at any tine, and I would not want themto see...' The Drakul nanaged a
ghastly sharp-toothed grin. '"Anonymity is synonynous-' '-Wth longevity,' Radu nodded. 'But mne

| fear, not yours.' '"WD you nmake it - ah! Ahhh! - quick? Karl squirned a very little, then |ay
still, panting. '"If you'll answer ne truly.' 'Ask away, but quickly. I'ma husk, drained... | have
no leech... | hold ny pain at bay, but not for long. It is quite ... unbearable. My screans, such
as they would be, would doubtless attract attention.' Radu nodded in his grimfashion. 'But if you
do screamit will be quicker still. Very well, let's get to it Wwo is he? 'Now? Fereng the

Bl ack,' Karl answered. 'Before that his name was Faethor. Great-grandson of Nonari the Goss
Ferenczy. And ... he's a one to watch out for.' That seens obvious,' Radu said. 'How many of you

remai n?' Wanphyri ?" 'Drakuls. First Drakuls.' 'Mself only.' 'Liar! Wat of Egon?' Radu | ooked
deep into Karl's eyes, and when he would turn them away grabbed his large fleshy ears to hold his

head still. Karl could not resist him Radu's eyes penetrated into his very mnd, even his soul

if he'd had one. And: 'Ah! He lives!" Radu let go Karl's ears, sat back on his haunches. 'But no
egg-sons, nor bl oodsons - not yet at |east Perhaps when he learns of this-' "-He will, in tile
monent of ny passing.' 'You will... conmunicate? 'He will know. W Drakuls are special that - ah
Ahhh! - that way.' 'Now the Ferenczys,' Radu grow ed. 'How nany?" Karl's eyes were starting out
and grey sweat oozed on his face and bald head. 'l think | want to die now,' he said. 'I amin
total agreenent,' Radu answered. 'But | want to know how many Ferenczys. Do you not want ne to
know? For after all, it was a Ferenczy did this to you. He could have finished it, but left you to

fry in tomorrow s noon sun. And even these rocks woul d not have sheltered you then."” Three, that |
know of ," Karl coughed out the words. "Wl demar, Faethor's father, had two sons. The one is gone
and only this bastard Faethor renmmins. But he, too, has two sons, called Thibor and Janos. Ask ne

no nore. My time is cone." 'Wat do you know about them Faethor's sons?' "You are cruel. Hah
Ri di cul ous! O course you are, as aml. W are Wanphyri! But still, in these circumstances, you
are cruel.' '"No,' Radu denied it. 'They were cruel - the Ferenczys - to nme and nine, and nowto
you. Now tell ne what | would know, and all of this is at an end.' 'You - ahhh-h-h! - you nust

know t hat you are damed?' "Yes, but you first. And your brother, and nost of all the Ferenczys.

Now tell me.' Thibor is Faethor's egg-son. A fierce Wallach even before Faethor took him he's now
a Voevod for the Wallachian and Russian princes. Janos is Faethor's Szgany bl oodson. He has been a
corsair ever since the Geat Crusade. As for - oh! A-ah-ohhh! Faethor hinself: he is in thick with

the Mongols. Look for himthere.' There? 'Werever they are. It is all | know But whatever you
do - ah! Ar*AA " -killhinfornme!" 'No,' Radu shook his wolfish head. 'For nyself." He stood up. 'Now
hold still.' He stepped astride Karl and stood on his hands, then signalled to his |lieutenants,

one of which carried a curved Saracen sword. His other nman lay on Karl's lower body to hold it in
pl ace, while the one with the sword raised it on high. It was all very quick. And:

' Qoohhhaaarrr... r Karl's great cry conmenced, but got no further. H s head flew free. Then- -Hi s
| ower trunk burst open and the man who lay on himwas tossed aside! The dog-Lord junped ninbly
clear of the confusion, and the lieutenant with the bl oodi ed sword backed off. But before matters
could further deteriorate, Radu got down on one knee and struck sparks to silk. Al went up in
flames. His men piled dead branches, but froma distance, because Karl's uproar was nonstrous.

M ndl ess | eprous tentacl es |ashed the night as at first his metanorphic flesh refused to succunb.
For, despite that his [ eech was no nore, Karl's flesh had been Wanphyri for long and | ong. He

willingly gave way to his agony and passed beyond it, but his body would not - until the heat
becane too nuch for it, and the great tw ning anenone of alien flesh began to nelt Then in a
little while, Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il all that remmi ned was the snoke, stench

crackling and popping. And the dog-Lord's snmle was grimand terrible as the commotion di ed down,
and he approached and warned his hands by the fire of Karl Drakul's passing. For by his reckoning
Karl shoul d be happy. He'd | asted sixteen hundred years, after all! No nmean feat, not even for a
Lord of the Wanphyri. That was the way of it, at Ain Jalut... Radu slept on, but now he was like a
man between dream and waki ng, caught in the linbo that precedes reality. Except for himhis dreans
were reality: nenories out of a past that continued to direct his future. And the pages of history
were still turning. ... Large contingents of Qutuz's army commenced a withdrawal into Egypt, and
Radu and his party went with them for his part in the defeat of the Mongols he was of fered

file:/lIG|/rah/Brian%20Lumley/Brian%20Lumley%20-%20The%20Lost%20Years%20Volume%202.txt (75 of 191) [2/13/2004 10:22:34 PM]



file:///G)/rah/Brian%20L umley/Brian%20L umley%20-%20T he%20L 0st%20Y ears%20V ol ume%202.txt

citizenship, Maneluke protection, land if he desired to stay. He told Qutuz that he woul d nake his
hone in Tunisia, in an ancient redoubt which he knew to exist high in the nountains. The Sultan
warned himthat Tunisia was now Hafsid territory, and, in the hinterland, Taureg! The Tauregs were
not ori ous dogs of the desert who could not be trusted by any man. If Radu wi shed it, however,
Qutuz woul d arrange an escort to see himto his chosen destination; for there were bandits on the
land and pirates in the sea, and this was no fit tine for an honest nan to be journeying abroad.
Indicating his 'pups,' Radu told Qutuz he had dogs of his own, but he woul d appreciate an escort
nonet hel ess. As for Radu's plan: Since he could not return to Wallachia (because of Thibor, who as
a Voevod woul d have an arny behind hin), or to pirating (for once bitten, twi ce shy), or anywhere
north of the Mediterranean, where the Mongols were still a power despite that they were on the
wane, instead he would try his luck in Africa. The African routes were opening up, and Radu had
heard of fortunes in gold and ivory and slaves. And where there's great wealth, there's also the
need to protect it. Also, he felt limted in his wanderings; the world was a big place and this
was his chance to explore a large part of it. Gven fine Arab horses by Qutuz, Radu and his nen
spent a six-nmonth "tamng' (but in fact "training') them getting themused to their new nasters.
No easy task; the horses sensed the wolf in Radu and were reluctant to accept him but finally
they succunbed. Then it was time to head west Hi s sea-escort disenbarked Radu, his nen and horses
on the African coast south of Tunis. The dog-Lord had been here before of course, with Belisarius.
He knew where he was goi ng, and how to get Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il there. Radu's pack
was made up of just three lieutenants and fifteen thralls; they | ooked very grand in the ornate
saddl es of their white Arab horses, protected fromthe sun beneath silk-tasselled canopies. In
their black pantal oons and flowi ng, gold-fringed robes of black silk - with their curved swords in
jewel | ed scabbards, and their fingers dripping gold - they nust surely be the em ssaries of sone
rich eastern Sultan or Turkic king. So thought a |arge scouting party of black, brown and yell ow
cl ad nonads who had seen them | and from canoufl aged observati on points. What the nomads had not
seen was how fierce were the eyes of these rich strangers, burning above their heavily-veiled

| ower faces. Evening was turning to night as Radu's escort saluted himand set sail; shadows were
already shifting on the land ... and sone of them noved nost oddly. Radu smiled in his grim

fashi on. ' Now we have a second escort,' he passed the nessage on to his nen. 'Be at the ready, but
make no sudden nove. Let's see what this is about, and who these people are.' Zaghounan was twenty-
five mles inland to the west. After twelve miles, when it was night and a hal f-nmoon had risen

and the ground turned hard and stony, Radu made his canp. Though a watch was scarcely necessary
(the ears of his men were acute as those of watchdogs), he posted a guard. He knew that if he did
not - and if his silent '"escort' took it as a sign of weakness or stupidity and decided to attack -
then he would have a fight on his hands. Since these were probably | ocal people, it would be a bad
start It was inportant that Radu be allowed to set up his base here as Wal denmar Ferrenzig before
him in the ruins on the nount. Then when he was properly established, he would strike out into
the heart of Africa itself. But as Radu sat with his nen around their fires, reports began to cone
in fromhis watchdogs (wolfish |ieutenants) who were ranging the |and around. Their 'escort

out nunbered them by a handful. They had canels and sone ponies, and were probably Tauregs. Even
so, they could still be local; in any case, they were bandits. And they were gradually cl osing
ranks, encircling the canp. Radu decided to pre-enpt nmatters. Loping out a little way into the
rough |l and around, he stood tall, threw back his head and how ed I ong and loud to the half-noon
And when the echoes had died away, he called out 'I know you are there, you desert wolves. But as
you see, | ama wolf myself, and all nmy men. So if you want to die this night why keep us waiting?
We have not hing against dying. But if you are nerely curious, and if you would talk, | have
not hi ng agai nst that either! The night is chill, and we have warm fires. Your chief and his guard
woul d be wel cone. So cone forward ... unless you are cowards. | amone nman. as you see. Do not
fear, for when you walk with Radu you are safe.' (Wll, scarcely. But for the tinme being,
anyway...) A minute passed, and another. Then shadows grew up out of the night. Three of them

Veil ed, cloaked, dark... only their eyes shone, but never as yellow as the dog-Lord's. He net

them held his arnms wide in peaceful greeting, escorted theminto his canp, to a fire. They sat,
threw back their hoods, showed their faces. Blacks, with sone Arab in them Not Tauregs but a
breed apart. And: <Wo are you?' Radu inquired. "You know my tongue...' 'W know many tongues,'
their |eader, the tallest of them answered. This |land has had many visitors, a great nany
conquerors.' He shrugged. They come and go. But we ... are a tribe. W were always here.' 'And
were you here nore than seven hundred years ago, when the CGermans, the Vandals cane? And when the
Ronmans under Belisarius destroyed thenf?' The ot her was taken aback. You know history, stranger.
was not here, no, but ny ancestors were. Num di ans, Berbers and bl acks out of the southern forests
and savannahs. W have sonething of all of themin us. W are nonads, but not Tauregs.' He spat
into the fire. 'One of ny ancestors was here, too,' the dog-Lord told him 'He had nmy nanme, Radu,
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and he fought for Rone, Kkilling Vandals. And where are the Vandal s now? Gone forever. But you and
| are still here. | think it would be good if, after tonight we were still here...' 'Perhaps,’
said the other. '"But you are travelling in the wong direction. There is a nountain, and we hold
it dear. You nust skirt it keep well away, else we may not be.. .friends, any longer.' 'I know the
pl ace,' Radu nodded. 'It is nmy destination.' Again the other was taken aback. You know it? Does
your ancestor speak to you across the centuries then? Does he guide your feet? And did | hear you
say that his nane was... Radu?' 'Indeed - a man like a great wolf. | have seen representations of
him his characteristics are evident in me, his descendant. But does he speak to ne? Al as, no. But
| ama scholar and he left a legend and witings. | have | earned about himin ny journeys. He was
here, in this place - and upon your nountain, | think - in the long ago. Wiich is why | would
visit, and perhaps stay...' 'Wiit!' (Radu's night visitors, especially their |eader, were agitated
now). They argued briefly in a tongue he didn't know, but obviously about him and then- -Their

| eader reached out and tore away the strip of black silk fromhis mouth! Radu had kept it there
because of his wolfishness, which was pronounced - especially at night and under the noon. And:

" Ahkkr said the three as one man, as the dog-Lord's nmen stepped up close and felt for their

swords. But he waved t hem away, and said: 'Now say, what is this?" 'Stand up!' said the |eader

hi nsel f standing. Radu did so, and the other saw his height as if for the first tine. 'Now smle,’
said the visitor. And Radu showed himthat wolf's snile in a grin that nmade himl ook even nore the
nonstrous dog. At which his visitors shrank a little, and their |eader said. WIl you come with
us?' 'Wiere?' 'WIIl you trust ne?" Well, would he or wouldn't he? But... so far he read no harmin
them Only astonishment and nore than a little awe. So finally he shrugged and said: 'So be it'
Mount ed on his horse, alone of his party and side by side with the | eader of the nomads, and
flanked by his nmen, Radu rode out into the night. They rode west, direct for the nobunt Zaghounan
As the peak rose up to blanket the sky, they skirted its southern flank to the w nding ranp of
access. And all along the way no word was uttered. Then they were there, and the ruins stood stark
against the noon. 'Just as | read of it,' said Radu. This is the place. It is as if |I remenber it
(Whi ch of course he did). 'Indeed it is the place!' said his guide. 'Get down from your horse and
see here.' The party di smounted and the nomad | eader showed Radu a great rock, part of the
mount ai n's fang, outcropping fromthe desiccated earth. He struck fire to a torch, jammed it in
the I oose soil, and by its flaring light they gazed upon the face carved in the rock- -Radu's
face, grinning! Even the dog-Lord was startled, but in a noment he knew what this was. 'Now | et ne
guess,' he said. "Your people are rare anong the nmen of this land. You are tribal, nomads, aye,

but probably a matriarchy. You revere your queens, your princesses. And seven centuries ago in
this place, three sisters, princesses, nothers of your race, were set free from bondage by the man
on the rock.' 'Yes, yes.r the | eader of the nomads whi spered. 'H's nane was Radu. And then... ?
"He tortured and killed the nmen who held the three princesses captive. Then he gave themcanels to
ride back to their people, and sent themon their way.' 'But first? The other breathlessly
pressed him 'Eh?" Radu cocked his head. 'First?" There was sonething else he did, this Radu.'

"Ah! He kissed all three... like a blessing. Is that what you nean?' Necroscope: The Lost Yean -
Vol. Il '"lIndeed,' said the nomad, and took Radu's hand and kissed it 'A blessing, no | ess than
this.' He stepped back, and said, That Radu, that grandfather of your grandfathers, was the
saviour of our race. The three princesses were the nothers of our nothers. This is our |egend:

that they returned with a man who worked stone, and described to himtheir saviour - whose

i keness was then chiselled into the rock. Since when this is like a holy place. O perhaps a

pl ace that has been waiting? 'It need wait no longer,' Radu said. 'I shall live here if it please
you?' "It would please ny nother!' said the other. 'Ch?" 'She can trace her |ine back to one of

those sisters that your ancestor saved. Wthout himshe would not have life - nor any of us!' Then
all is well,' said Radu. 'I would bring ny nother to see you!' The nomad was eagerness itself now.

"When we have nmade this place worthy,' Radu told him 'But nmeanwhile, give her this. Tell her it
was made for nme by a Sultan of the Egypts.' Which was true enough. And he took a golden ring from
his smallest finger. Its crest, when the nomad turned it into the torchlight was the head of a
how i ng wol f... Radu never did scathe anbong the People of the Rock, who clainmed all the lIand and
watering holes for twenty mles around. Rather he 'befriended" them and fromtinme to tine
protected them from other nonadic tribes and Tauregs alike. And in their turn, they showed himthe
routes south into Niger and Chad, and south-west into the 'rich' kingdons of Mali and the Hausa
Traders. He took slaves for trading, hired hinself out to protect caravans along the trade routes,
was rarely to house on the rock of Zaghounan. The sun was ever a curse, of course, but the dog-
Lord took precautions; whenever possible he travelled by night, sleeping out the days in the inner
heart of his great black tent whose walls were thickly draped. Mercifully, he had never been as
susceptible to sunlight as the great najority of Wanphyri Lords... In his various ventures Radu
covered many thousands of mles by horse and canel, nmainly the latter, and learned all the Saharan
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routes fromWargla to Taghaza, Ghana, Gao, Tinbuktu and beyond. It took years, even decades, but
it was an adventure and earned hima fortune in gold. In 1324 he organi zed an endl ess rel ay of
escorts for King Mansa Musa on his pilgrinmage to Mecca, and was in control of eleven hundred nen
to fight off Tauregs and other bandits al ong the two-thousand-mles route from Kunbi Saleh to
Augi | a, where he handed over to the Manel ukes. Paid off in such gold that he couldn't Necroscope
The Lost Yean - Vol. Il carry it all, still he knewit was a pittance to Mansa Miusa. Later, in
Cairo, the spending-power of the King's retinue - in solid gold - was so great as to depress the

| ocal currency! But this was one of the dog-Lord' s |last great ventures. He had lived too long in
one place; he'd becorme too prom nent; the People of the Rock had grown wary of him and during one
of his long absences they even went so far as to deface his 'portrait' on Zaghounan. The dog-
Lord's dreans had been bad for |ong and long. Hi s oneiromancy - frequently a gift of great benefit
- now seened a curse. He couldn't go to his bed w thout recurrent nightnmares plaguing him

Ni ght mares about pl ague, fanine, blood and death. His death, or at |east his suspension fromlife.
Once, waking with a cry, he tore the anmber bauble that he wore about his neck |oose and hurled it
away. He had dreaned of the bauble - but in place of the fly trapped in its golden core he had
seen hinself H nself, but the nerest husk of the man he was now, sleeping but not dead in a resin
grave! Radu paid off half of his pups. There were a great many of them -noon-children all, if not
actual werewolves - but they would get by. If not... well, too bad. Sone of them dispersed into
Egypt, others the Mediterranean. The ones he kept, however, had a special mssion: to buy (or
steal) large quantities of resin fromthe Geeks and the peoples of the northern Mediterranean
shores, and bring it to their master wherever he deternmined to settle. He gave them nbney to buy
shi ps and sent them about their business. Then the dog-Lord and his coterie went down into Sousse
where he purchased a fine vessel. His plan was a sinple one as always: to buy hinmself back into
those old territories which he had al ways consi dered his own. For the horseshoe nountains were
Hungari an now, and Radu believed that with his wealth he could sway the authorities and becone a
Boyar and a power there. In Sousse, however, the atnosphere was strange; he sensed unease and

pani cky stirrings - the first real intimations that his oneiromantic nightnmares were about to cone
true. It was the late autum of the year AD 1347, and the Bl ack Death was visiting itself upon the
Medi t erranean. Ships out of Sicily, Sardinia, Corsica, were being refused entry into the ports.
But pl ague ships had already run aground; the rats that infested themhad swarned to dry |and;

| ocal people were falling ill, devel opi ng hi deous bl ack pustul es, dying. Radu was imrmune to human
di seases by virtue of his vanmpire |leech... so he thought Likew se his nen (certainly his
lieutenants and inner coterie), should be i mune through his blood. Yet even before setting sai
for the Adriatic and Hungary some of his nmen fell sick, and Radu expelled them from his conpany.
It had been the sanme in Sunside/Starside sonme fifteen hundred years ago, even before Radu was
Wanphyri: if a man contracted | eprosy, the Szgany expelled him This new di sease, this hideous

Bl ack Death, seened so much like |eprosy inasmuch as vanpires were not inmune to it. Maybe even
Radu hinsel f, Wanphyri, was not inmmune to it. Radu's dreans returned, to 'plague' him but now
they were nmore than nere dreanms. In them he saw a great rock rising froma canopy of trees; but
the climate was cold, 'northern' in the true sense of the word. He dreamed of a den in that high
pl ace, and of a nassive stone coffin within the den which he knew was his... And nmeanwhile news
was finding its way ashore from'clean' ships. The Otoman Turk was dying in his thousands. The
Medi t erranean |sl ands, and even Marseilles on the northern mainland, were pestholes. The pl ague
was spreading into Bul garia, Serbia, Wllachia and Hungary. It advanced day by day and ate up
entire towns and villages. It raged out of control, like a nonstrous brushfire blown by a
relentless wind out of the east. Suddenly Hungary was out of the question, and the sooner Radu
sailed - for whichever destination -the better. At |east there'd be no plague aboard his ship! The
pl ague came fromthe east; Radu sailed west, for Barcelona in Aragon. At the entrance to the

har bour, plague inspectors cane aboard. The dog-Lord paid a heavy bribe, was cleared for |anding,
and sold his vessel at a great |oss. He purchased horses, carts, caravans - everything at a

prem um for plague-fear was at its height - and set out north-west for the Bay of Biscay and
Engl i sh Bordeaux. But his arrival in Aragon had not gone unnoticed; nor had he failed to observe a
ship out of Sicily, whose veiled, secretive, closely-escorted naster was given an especially
difficult tine by the 'dedicated port officials, and doubtless paid a crippling bribe for the
privilege of being allowed ashore. Indeed just seeing that ship -sensing a definite aura about it
that had nothing to do with any plague, or at |east, not the Black Death - Radu was keenly
interested. So much so that he sent a lieutenant to followthis Sicilian party, with instructions
to join up with himlater and report on his findings. Except his man never did join up with him

| ater, nor ever returned... The journey between ports was three hundred mles; it took thirteen
days and exhausted Radu's aninals. Al so, en route, the dog-Lord was given a rude rem nder that he
wasn't the only one determined to prolong the centuried bl ood-feud with other Wanphyri factions.
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He had hal f-expected it, ever since seeing that omi nous-seening ship in Barcelona; but still,
under the circunmstances, it cane as a surprise. It was January 1348, and in Toul ouse they were
beginning to bring out their dead. Carts | oaded with the bodies of plague victins came trundling
out of the central district to block the approach roads, Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il

whi ch determined Radu to skirt the town. But in the confusion as he turned his small caravan off
the main highway into a forested region- -Suddenly he was under attack! \Wat they were was

obvi ous: vanpires. As for their |eader: Wanphyri! How it happened: Radu was seated in the one
smal | box-coach he'd been able to purchase. The sky was grey, overcast; a drizzly rain fell; a
ground mist swirled up fromthe forest floor. And there was... this feeling. The forest way was
narrow and Radu's coach was at the head of his colum. A plague-cart had sunk to its axles in the
mud. And as Radu's driver manoeuvred his vehicle around it Ho, great do”.' These words, totally
unexpected, seemed to burst in Radu's brain. We alnost net in Ainjalutsone ninety years ago. You
were fortunate that time, for | had suffered a trivial hurt. Alas, this tinme you are unfortunate,
for I'mfit and well. But your injury ml not be so small! The identity of the sender rang cl ear
as a bell in Radu's mnd: that Ferenczy last seen lizarding up the sheer wall of a gorge in the so-
called Holy Land! But so close at hand. 'C oser than you think!' Sonmeone was right outside Radu's
coach. He heard the neighing of a horse, yanked open the curtains and tried to get his sword from
its scabbard. But trapped in the close confines of his box, he knew that his Iife was in jeopardy;
he was the perfect target! To the right, the plague cart blocked his exit. And to the left...

A great black horse pranced in the trees! Its rider - cowed, tall in the saddle, and dressed in
bl ack head to toe - |eaned forward, drove his slender sword through the dog-Lord' s driver. And

ki cking the howing thrall out of his way, he clanbered fromhis horse up onto the driver's
platform Radu's door was hal f-open, but the bole of a tree blocked the way. He yel ped for his
nmen! The Ferenczy | ooked inside through the view slit and saw him-and | aughed froma nouth like a
mantrap! And: "What use to cut you?' he shouted. 'You would only heal. Wy, | might as well stab
dead nmen, eh?'" Wth which he | eaned down and speared the bl oated belly of a corpse in the plague
cart, and drew out his sword all slinmed. Then Radu shrank down as he saw what was in the other's
mnd. And: 'Oh, ha ha ha!' cried that one, his eyes ablaze... as he drove his wet bl ade through
the viewslit at an awkward angle, yet still nanaged to stab Radu in his side. The dog-Lord
stifled his pain, drew a knife, thrust it again and again through the view slit. But the Ferenczy
was gone; only his sword thrumred there where he'd left it, jammed in the slit. Radu's nmen came
swarmng - too late! The Ferenczy was up onto his horse; others joined himout of the mst; they
wheel ed about and were gone. And only Faethor's nocking nmind-voice cane back to taunt: May you rot
slowy and your death cause you awesone agoni es, Radu Lykan. Then at the |ast, when even your
Wanphyri flesh crunbles, renenber who did this to you - the ghazi warrior, Faethor! My Ferenczy
forebears are finally appeased! Radu commanded his leech: 'Heal nmel'... and imediately coll apsed
shuddering to the floor of his coach, which served to drag the sword fromhis side. But his
shudders weren't fromthe pain, which he had already stilled. Rather they sprang fromthe sure
know edge that indeed the plague lived in himnow, and the tornment of know ng who had put it
there, without his being able to return that favour. But nostly it was the uncertainty of his
vanpire parasite's ability to drive it out. Neverthel ess: Ferenczy, he sent a snarl, but no hint
of hurt, fromhis telepathic mind. If it were at all possible - even if it nmeant trying a little
harder -you should have made sure | was dead this time around. Too |late for that now though. So

run as far and as fast as you can, and hide where you will, it will nake no difference. The next
time you lay eyes on this 'great dog, ' hell sink his teeth in your throat and rip it out, be sure
Then he let go, and lolled and shuddered the rest of the way to Bordeaux... The rest of Radu's

journey - to a dreaned-of but as yet unrecogni zed destination, the great rock rising fromthe
trees - was a nightmare of several anxieties. The wound in his side healed |less readily than the
norm and he began to experience an unaccustoned nal ai se, a weariness springing fromdeep within
as if a hidden part of himfought an unequal battle. And he believed he knew which part Several of
his men took ill in Bordeaux; he gave them sonme noney, sent themon their way, then hired a ship
and again fled the plague -for England. Qher nmen fell sick aboard; Radu had them put out of their
m sery, disposed of themin the sea. London in March seened a quagnire of nud, mst and stench. If
ever a place was ripe for the plague, London was it But it certainly wasn't the high northern
territory of the dog-Lord' s prophetic dreans. He nade arrangenents for a brief stay in the best
possi bl e acconmodati ons, made known his |location telepathically so that those parties he'd

di spatched fromnorth Africa in search of Greek resin would know where to find him studied maps
of the tinmes until at |last he found what he believed to be the refuge he sought. Then: D sgui sed
as the retinue of arich political refugee fromFrance, his party headed north and in Newcastle
boar ded anot her ship bound for Gascony - which of course, wasn't Radu's destination. No sooner out
1% Necr oscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il of port, he took command of the vessel, sailed north, and
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eventually wecked on the wild coast north of Edinburgh. The healthy crew nmenbers becane part of
Radu' s pack, strengthening it, and the party in its entirety becane ostensibly the retinue of a
rich Boyar out of Hungary. At |ast, however briefly, Radu seened to have outdi stanced the Bl ack
Death. But his strength was fast failing, and he knew he must soon retire to a lair, go down into
the resin, and give his |leech a chance to conbat the disease within himw thout the conplications
and additional effort of keeping up with his external, physical activities. H's Mediterranean pups
found him they wecked their ships in the Moray Firth, joined Radu where he canped and
recuperated in the wild, wooded country under the Cairngorm Mountains. And this was it: these
mount ai ns were the great stone of his dreans rising fromthe woodl ands of the mnisty Spey vall ey.
Radu' s peopl e becane 'gypsies' now, all their rich robes were put aside for rags, their gol den
rings cane off their fingers and out of their ears; and through the spring, sumer and autumm of
1348, and all through '49 they guarded the foothills and found routes up into the high places, to
the massive |abyrinth of caves which they had di scovered there. Their |abours were enornous on the
dog-Lord's behal f, but there was gane in the land, local clans not too far afield, and |oners or
people fleeing the cities, who were wont to come this way; so that provisions were never scarce.
And by the autumm of '49 Radu's lair was ready. Ch it was a rude place, be sure, but secret and

hi gh, and his noon-children - and their children - would always be here to tend himthrough his
long sleep. Along, long sleep, aye. O nore than six slow centuries. Eventually it was the sumer
of 1350, and as the creeping evil of the Black Death tightened its grip even in the sparsely
popul at ed Hi ghl ands, the dog-Lord could no | onger deny that his parasite was losing its - and his -
fight for survival. And so he went down into the resin... But that was men and this was now. And
as the conscious world called to him so Radu's dreans of other tinmes receded. Stirring, though it
was mainly his mnd nat qui ckened, he knew his confinenent and felt the oppression of dense,

gl utinous, ever-thickening resin weighing on him Thud...! Now what was that? The sound had not
been threatening, at any rate. His own heartbeat, perhaps? Maybe that of sone ot her? Not Bonnie
Jean's, for it wasn't her tine. He hadn't called for her. \Wose, then... or what's? He drifted a
while, his thoughts gradually clearing. Thud...! Radu was 'awake' now, or awake as he had ever
been in six hundred years. At least his mnd stirred - consciously, under his control - if not his
physi cal body. And he knew that from now on he nust stay awake, and that because he was out of
practice it would have to be a question of mnd over nmatter self-hypnosis, to achi eve resurgent,
reliable and continuous nobility, activity, in a body wasted and atrophied by centuries of
slothlike torpor, suspended ani mati on. But awake, really awake, Radu |onged to breathe! He gagged
and fought down the near irresistible urge. He couldn't breathe, not yet, and didn't need to ..
for he was Wanphyri! But in any case, his netanorphic body put out hair-fine filaments into his
resin matrix and the pale sac of softer fluids surrounding him to siphon off mnute traces of
oxygen directly into his sluggish bl oodstream |t gave the dog-Lord ease, and he thought Air! It
will be so good to feel it on nmy body again! And blood ...I could lie init, and soak it up, and
bloat to bursting in it! Could - and woul d! The blood was the life, and it would renew Radu's
life. But first he nust stay awake, concentrate, instruct his leech, regain his strength. If only

he didn't feel so weak... ... At which he remenbered. Renmenbered his dreans - which were nothing
| ess than his previous life - which was in fact the problem Radu was Wanphyri; he was undead, but
had never been truly dead. Even now his mnd was alive and well. But what of his body? He had put

hi nsel f down into the resin sure (he had had to be sure) that his | eech would heal him But he'd
been so long 'disconnected,' as it were, that even now he didn't know O perhaps he did. He felt
so weak. Thud...! The dull reverberation in the rocks, the resin, the otherw se enptiness, cane
froma distance. Al ways the sane distance; it neither approached nor retreated. A heartbeat, yes -
and the beat of a great heart, at that - but static in space and uneven in tine. A funbling

heart beat, not yet ready to burst into life full-fledged. But burgeoning, definitely. Wth which
Radu knew what it was. H's creature! Hi s warrior, created here, of his own piss, sperm plasm

and nmetanorphic flesh - and part of the brain, but a very small part, of one of his lieutenants -
before the dog-Lord had gone down into the resin. His creature lived! Wy, of course it did!

Hadn't the treacherous Bonnie Jean Mrlu, and later that cretin of a thrall Auld John, told himas
much? And hadn't they nurtured it, even as they'd nurtured hin? He knew they had, and recall ed now
how he' d heard that great heartbeat before during Bonnie Jean's and Auld Necroscope: The Lost Yean
- Vol. Il John's visits. But if his warrior lived - and since it was made of his flesh and fluids -
surely Radu hinmsel f nmust be clean. Surely his parasite had won its centuried fight with the Bl ack
Deat h that Faet hor Ferenczy had stabbed into his system Thud-d-d! But dully this tinme,

shuddering, uncertain. And as quickly as that, Radu's nmood changed and he, too, was uncertain. H's

warrior was not... not perfect after all. And since it was built fromhis flesh and fluids... ?
Hi s earlier conclusion nmust stand reversed. But nothing was proven as yet, nor would it be unti
he was up or ready to be up. And if he couldn't be up in his current body, well... those
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arrangenents were covered, too. His thoughts flowed faster and faster, also his blood, as he
strove to connect up the two, mind and body. He was hungry and thought to call on Bonnie Jean, a
mental how that all of his nmoon-children near and far would hear. But it wasn't time and he
wasn't ready. And in any case she was a traitor, or at |east she contenplated treachery. \Wat,
with Harry Keogh? But it was ridiculous! He was only a man, and she was Radu's. She bel onged to
Radu. Ah, but he wasn't only a nan, he was the man! Radu's Man- Wt h- Two- Faces, his Mysterious One -
his new body, if need be! But patience, patience. Tine was narrowi ng down, and after so much tine
what was a week or two, or three... or even seven? Seven weeks. It was down to that now, and Radu
had work to do. His blood ran faster still; his linbs felt the cold, |ife-sustaining |iquids
around him his heart gave a single, solid-sounding thud deep in his chest, as he sent telepathic
probes out into a world that was entirely strange to him apart fromwhat little Bonnie Jean and
Aul d John had nmanaged to convey. Hi s nmental probes went out, while the demands of his body, his

parasite, sent physical probes - in the formof tubewornms of netanorphic flesh - up through the
resin to find cracks inits crust. Air! It was drawn into his body with or w thout the involvenent
of his conscious will, its oxygen filtered out and punped directly into his quickening

bl oodstream And: Thud! H s heart gave another lurch, and after several |ong seconds a third Thud!
Two hearts beating now, his and his creature's, but both of themunsteady as yet. Radu | aughed
deep inside, bayed like the great hound he was - for a nonment... ... And paused abruptly as his

m nd- probes canme into sudden collision with others of a like nature. Vanpires, if not Wanphyri!
Thralls then, or lieutenants, but Drakul or Ferenczy Radu coul dn't say; the contact had been that
brief before he'd snatched back his probes and cl anped shut his mind. But just touching upon them
had been an el ectric experience, so much so that his netanorphic siphons had automatically drawn
back down into himthrough the resin, leaving a trail of tiny bubbles to rise to the canopy of
crusty resin, get trapped there and forminto yellow froth. But vanpires! They were there - they
were here, right here in Scotland - and they were listening! For him obviously. And when finally
he called for Bonnie Jean, they'd hear that, too. Except by then it would be too late for he'd be
ready. And she too would know that they were there, which should make her put aside any... plans
she may have nade in her own right. And oh yes, Radu was sure she woul d have nade plans - for
Bonni e Jean was Wanphyri! And no matter how often she had dwell ed upon the fact and he had denied
it, by now she would be sure. Wanphyri, aye, but inexperienced and no match for the Masters who
were out there searching for the dog-Lord's lair even now Bonnie Jean would have cone to that
conclusion, too: that if she would survive to live out her span, she needed the instinct, the
expertise, even the nmerciless guile and savagery of soneone who had already lived ten tinmes her
fragile lifespan! And so she nmust remain 'faithful* to her dog-Lord even to the end. Wich she
woul d, Radu knew, for survival was everything to the Wanphyri. Everything to him anyway. As for
Bonni e Jean: she wasn't worthy. She was expendabl e. She was bl ood. She was neat... PART THREE THE
DARKNESS GATHERS VI SI ONS AND VI SI TATIONS This tinme it was a fortnight since Harry had seen BJ. He
had m ssed her - and he hadn't The last tinme he had been with her was when he'd woken up in a
sweat, thinking he was lying with a hairy dog-bitch, whose nultiple teats had felt |ike pul py dugs
in his hands. Perhaps the nightmare was why he hadn't mni ssed Bonnie Jean as nmuch as he m ght
because he did not want to dream anything |ike that ever again, not about B.J., but was aware that
recurrent nightmares were part and parcel of himnow He had wanted to get it out of his system
that was all. And nmaybe he'd succeeded at that, for it hadn't come back. Not in the last fortnight
anyway. Not while he'd been sleeping alone. In that sane period she'd contacted himonly three

ti mes, soundi ng nervous and junmpy on the phone as if she were taking care not to say too nuch.
Harry had |ikew se called BJ. three tines, asking her when he woul d be seeing her again and hopi ng
- because of the nightmare - that she woul dn't say tonight But the dream had stayed away and so
had BJ. And a fortnight is a long tinme. Also, certain things she had said to himduring their |ast
phone conversation continued to bother him 'Harry, it could be that we, the girls and I, wll
need to be noving on fromhere pretty soon now. There are people watching nmy place. Not just the
wat cher, the little nman you saw that tine, but people. People - and sone who probably aren't
people. Asiatic types, | nean, but no longer dressed in those lying red robes of theirs. They're
difficult to spot, until they're right on top of you! And there's also a pair of shady types who
just night be policenen, but | don't think so. | did have sone dealings with the police but that
was before | last saw you. since when |'ve heard nothing. |'mpretty sure that no one suspects ne
of ... well, anything! So these strangers could be Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Ferenczy
thralls, or sinply ordinary nen in their pay, or just my imagination. But when |'mout | find I'm
frequently followed - the girls, too - and we can't stay cooped up forever. W feel like we're
trapped, and as tinme goes by it gets worse. So maybe now you understand why | can't be with you as
much as | would like - because | don't want to put you in jeopardy.' Harry had been switched on at
the tine, capable of holding a 'normal' conversation. B J.'s "wee nan,' he'd known exactly what
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she was tal ki ng about; nore than Bonnie Jean herself would have believed. He'd felt her fear, not
only for herself but for him- indeed mainly for him- and that had put everything right and made
himwant to tell her oh so nuch ... Except he couldn't possibly, because it was forbidden. But by
whom f or bi dden? By what? By something inside him was all Harry knew. Sonething that restricted
his powers until they were all but useless to him He couldn't talk about them daren't display
them felt less and less inclined towards using themeven for his own protection. ButforBJ.'s?
"Whay don't you turn ne | oose?" he had asked her then. 'Wat?' (As if the thought hadn't occurred
to her - which in fact it hadn't. She loved him and you don't unl eash the one you | ove on things
that would gladly eat his raw, snoking heart right out of him Moreover, he would have to be there
at Radu's resurgence. First to see himup, and then to put himdown! B.J. knew that now that
sonmehow she nust find a way to use the dog-Lord to destroy their enem es - before destroyi ng Radu
himself. It was the only way, if she and Harry were to survive and go on together.) 'I know about
them' he'd told her then. *You told ne all about them- that the time might come when we woul d
have to go up against them |'ve accepted that and I'mready. So don't try to fight them al one,
B.J. Also, what good can it do to run fromthem when you know they'll only catch up with you? And
you even know where they'll catch up - in the lair of the dog-Lord! Wiy leave it until the |ast
mnute?' It was as if he had read her nmind. But BJ. knew that in fact he was only renenberi ng what
little she'd let himretain. Yet still he seened to know so nuch, and to accept it so readily!
"Harry, you listen to nme,' she had snarled then, in sonething close to panic. 'You'll keep out of
it! Ch, you're good, | know - but not that good. W were very lucky that time, up there in..." But
there she had paused in sudden confusion. For it was sonmething she'd erased fromhis mind: the
failed attack of the Drakuls. O at |east she thought she had erased it. Yet when she'd nentioned
Asiatics, 'no longer in their red robes,' he hadn't queried her. It had been a slip of the tongue
on her part but he hadn't picked it up. It was as if he knew So what the hell was going on here?
And again it was as though he had read her nmind: Those Tibetan priests,' he said, in an oddly
neutral tone that defined her hypnotic influence on him (but how nuch of an influence?) 'l felt
there was sonething strange about themthe first time we saw them They' ve been on ny m nd ever
since...' At which Bonnie Jean had | et out an audible sigh of relict so clear that Harry heard it
over the line. And he, too, sighed his relief, albeit iwaudibly, for once again he'd protected his
powers. And: 'Anyway,' B J. had gone on, after a brief pause to get her thoughts in order, "that's
what we're up against The Tibetans - who | believe are Drakuls - and the watcher and his friends,
who are probably Ferenc/ys. Lieutenants or sinple thralls, or a mx, we don't know. Mostly
thralls, | would guess. And their intentions: we can't be absolutely certain except that they're
|l ooking for Radu.' But in facts/re could be sure, for the Drakuls had tried to kill themthat
tinme. Harry didn't know that, however (or he couldn't renenber), which was how she preferred it.
She didn't want his two | evel s of awareness nerging again, and certainly not at a tinme like this.
"You should let ne help you,' he'd told her. "Don't switch ne off. Let me cone to you, protect
you. Two of us together, we have to have a better chance than one. And B J., you're right I am.
good at this sort of thing.' Then, hurriedly, as if to clarify what he'd said: '"It's what | used
to do, remenber?" 'l've seen what you can do,' she'd told himthen. 'I have |lots of evidence as to
what you can do. But you don't know what they can do! Anyway, it's decided. Pretty soon well be
out of here... out of BJ.'s Wne Bar, | nmean. And Harry, it nmight be a good idea if you got out of
there, out of your house. If they decide you're a threat - if they suspect you' re nore than just
ny lover..." "Am1?" He had cut in. "Am| your lover? And are you nmine, B J.? Do you | ove ne?"
"Don't you know it?" She'd sighed again, this time a very different sigh, as human a sound as
she'd ever nade. 'Love you? Harry, | love the sight of you, the air you breathe, the ground you
wal k on, the touch of you inside and out - the very thought of you! | don't know why, but | do.'
"But you won't let me help." '"No, | forbidit. And when | switch you off you'll renenber that
Harry: that you're forbidden to get any nore involved than you are already. And that you won't act
except on ny word, or in order to protect yourself in ny absence. |Is that clear?' 'Yes,' and his
tone had been vacant robotic again. 'Perfectly clear. But if you're noving out and if | nove out
too, howw Il | know where to find you?" Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il "One of ny girls
will be watching, follow ng you. You'll know her but you nustn't try to talk to her. And don't go
anywhere too far or too fast; | nean, don't |lose her. For when it comes to |osing people, well
you're too damm good at that, M Harry Keogh! And if she | oses you we may have trouble finding you
again. But if we do sonehow get separated, as a last resort you can always try ny place. | can
have soneone watch out for you.' And when he said nothing: 'Wll? BJ. had queried. That's it,
then?' he had finally said, in a wavery, mi sunderstanding tone of voice that nmade her heart want
to cry out loud. A tone that spoke all too eloquently of his tangled enotions, damaged personality
and bewi | dered psyche all in one. And a tone that he really shouldn't be capable of, not while he
was under her influence like this; not even while conversing 'nornmally.' Still and all, that was
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why she loved him because there was no one else like him not who BJ. had ever met before. But
what ever el se she did, she knew she nustn't weaken now. That's it, yes. Until we're together
again. But Harry, | want you to renmenber this, too: that we will be together again. As for the
rest, the usual rules apply.' The usual rules? 'Forget about the Drakuls, the Ferenczys, the
vanpires we are up agai nst. Unless you conme under threat, forget them But if or when you are

threatened, then you'll renmenber everything |'ve told you about them and be able to act agai nst
them It's for your own good; | just can't have you fighting themon your own and getting yourself
killed. For you see, | don't think I could bear that, Harry... nmah wee nan.' After a |long pause he
said, Til... renenber?" And that was that... And he had renmenbered - if only what the usual rules

allowed himto - and wondered and worried about the rest of it He renenbered that B.J. would soon
be noving out of her place in the city, but didn't know why. Also that she'd advised himto nove
out, too. (But that had been nore in the way of advice, not an order.) And he was vaguely aware
that certain enemies were closing in even now but that he couldn't go against themuntil she said
so or until he himself was threatened directly. He renenbered too that she loved him that they
woul d be together again, and that despite all the seem ng ambiguities she was i nnocent. She was

innocent!... innocent!... innocent! The shout of an idiot in an enpty church, echoing in the
Necroscope's achi ng head. Aching because of all the strange stuff that was in there trying to find
its way out, and all the natural - or unnatural - stuff that was the real Harry Keogh, that he no

| onger dared to let out Al of which further served to rem nd the Necroscope that his life was
screwed up and being screwed tighter all the tinme, perhaps to a fatal degree, and that someone or
someones was or were responsible. Like - maybe Bonnie Jean hersel f? But no, for she was an

i nnocent Then who? And how? If only he could get a | ook - take a peek, a single glinpse - at the
picture on the box, then he might be able to work it out for hinself, the whole bloody jigsaw
puzzle. But all he had was the frane, and a twisted frane at that and no picture at all. O at
best a junble of pieces that wouldn't interlock, because they worked in three di nensions and Harry
was working in only two of them (was only allowed to work in two of them), and then not at the

same tine... The conversation with BJ. had been yesterday norning. In the afternoon, the
Necr oscope had got out his bicycle and pedaUed it furiously five mles and back. His fitness
programme (or so he told hinself), and God he was/!/."' In his body anyway. Then, |eaving the bike

in the yard out front Harry had gone through the house into the back garden - no | onger an utter
wi | derness but sonething of a garden at |east - and wal ked the riverbank to the tiny bight that
was his Ma's grave. And for a long tinme he had stood there in silence, |ooking at the ruffled
water. He would have loved to talk to his Ma but couldn't... or wouldn't She knew all about her
son's weird talent naturally, and he knew she wasn't about to betray himeven if she could - but
it was this thing again. Soneone m ght be watching him and sonmeone m ght guess what he was doi ng:
tal king to dead people. Crazy! Wio in hell would ever guess he was doing sonething |ike that!? But
nonet hel ess, Harry had | ooked all about up and down and across the river, to see if anyone was
there. And damm it if someone wasn't! A parked car, gleaning in the pale afternoon sunshine, maybe
a hundred and eighty yards up-river on the grass verge of the road that ran parallel with the
water. And a blurred figure at the steering wheel, whose breath was steam ng the w ndows. Then
back to the house with his heart beating just a little faster, wal king briskly, but trying not to
act or look too concerned about anything (and wondering just how fast is a bullet anyway, and why
woul d anyone want to shoot himin the first place?) and up to his bedroom where he had tried to
focus his binoculars through a chink in his curtains, only to be frustrated by his own breath on

t he wi ndowpane. And then there'd been nothing else for it... ... But a Mbius junp to the deserted
country road sone two Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il hundred yards 'downwi nd' of the suspect
car, where the Necroscope had stepped out of his netaphysical door behind a shielding clunmp of
bushes. There, peering through fringing foJd<:.;re, finally he'd got his glasses focused on the
car. Zahanine's car! One of Bonnie Jean's girls. The gorgeous black girl with the | egs that went
up forever - well, alnost. And Harry had al nost chuckled: that in his situation, whatever it was,
he was still capable of thinking along such Iines. But not quite, because the sight of the girl
standi ng there out of the car now, training binoculars of her own on his house, had served to
bring back the rest of his conversation with Bonnie Jean. Sone of it, anyway: That she woul d have
one of her girls follow him keep an eye on him... protect hin? And sonething el se, about the
girl herself. And about all of BJ.'s girls. A question he knew he should ask hinmsel f, w thout
knowi ng what the question was. But ridicul ous anyway, because they were all as innocent as B J. -
Weren't they? What, innocent? Zahanine, too? Really? Wth a body like that? And this tinme he had
chuckl ed, albeit wyly, as he conjured a door and returned to the house - where the tel ephone in
his study had been ringing, ringing. But for how long? H's answering nmachi ne wasn't swi tched on
and this could be BJ.! Flying across the room and snatching the phone fromits cradle, he had

al nost tripped, before stunbling to his knees beside his desk. And: 'Hallo? he had panted into
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t he nout hpi ece. And in a nonent, when there was no answer, This is Harry?' Still no reply, only
silence. Or at best, the nmerest suggestion of a shallow, sonehow sinister breathing. And, 'Harry
Keogh?' he had felt obliged to pronpt the caller, wonderingly, before stopping hinmself and pausing
to think it out. But in the next nmonent, kneeling there before his desk, he had started to think
and thought: This isn't B.J.I W then? And anyway, his number was |isted. Not that that neant
anyt hi ng; there were ways round that, if someone was deternined. But having called him why the
sil ence? For what good, or bad, reason? Shit, how he'd w shed that the answerphone was on! Perhaps
t he unknown call er had heard his gasp, for a nonent later the tel ephone had gone ch-click! and
started to purr at him And staring at the dead plastic thing in his hand, the Necroscope had felt
a weird panic rising in himas he wondered if that was back again: His fear and | oathing of the
tel ephone. But no, surely not, for it had been a long tine now since anything |ike that had
happened. -VWhich in itself had been like an invocation! The ground had seened to nove under his
feet; Harry actually felt his body swaying to conpensate, clutched at the desk with his free hand,
tried to throw the tel ephone away fromhim For he'd known what was coming - known at |east that
somet hing was comng - and that when it got here he wasn't going to like it too rmuch. It was in

t he sudden gl oomthat swept through or over his study -in the fading light that turned the garden
beyond the patio windows to night as if soneone had switched off the sun - and in the blurring of
reality as the vestigial talent of a dead nentality surfaced like a drowned thing fromthe
swirling deeps of Harry's id, or the contours of his re-inhabited nmind. It was Alec Kyle's

presci ence which, as applied to the Necroscope, could only manifest itself as a curse! He had
tried to hurl the tel ephone away. But the yell ow hand that had squeezed itself out through the
speaker to grip his wist and sink its long curved nails into his flesh until they drew bl ood

woul dn't et him And the basin of the speaker was expandi ng, warping out of shape as the fingers
of a second hand, twin to the first, came withing up onto the rim clawing their way to freedom
Then both hands el ongated out of the tel ephone, and while the one continued to clasp Harry's
wist, the other went for his throat! At first paral ysed, the Necroscope's jaws had fallen open
and apart from a spontaneous spasmas he had tried to jerk away from what was happening - an
instinctive recoil fromthe horror of it - he hadn't noved but an inch or so. But then, galvanized
by terror, he had fought back. And it was as if he'd fought for his life, for the strength of this
thing was supernatural. And even knowi ng that this couldn't possibly be happening, still it had

| ooked, felt, and even snelted like it was happening. Snelled like it, yes: the acrid stench of
alien sweat, and a poisonous reek that had struck the Necroscope an al nost physical bl ow as
sonmeone or sonething breathed directly into his face. It had come fromthe tel ephone, its speaker
grown to the size of a great fleshy pipe, a hugely convul sing vulva, as out from between the

spi ndly, rubbery, reaching arns a bald, domed yell ow head dragged itself into view. The thing was
all froth, bubbles, sweat, and nucus; it was as if the nutating tel ephone had tried to give birth
and squeeze this | oathsome anomaly out into Harry's study. Half out, the thing had squirnmed inits
own juices as it used Harry's straining against it to drag itself fromthe collapsing tube of the
tel ephone. But then, in the next nmoment, as if the effort had been too nmuch for it, it too had
col | apsed! The hands on Harry's wist and neck had turned to so nuch nush and bone. Pul sing yell ow
eyes had fallen in on thensel ves, sucked Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il back into the nadly
wobbl i ng head. And in that same nonent, before conplete katabolism Harry had seen that the yell ow
face wasn't so much horrifying as horrified. And even as a rotting tongue wiggl ed between
crunmbling lips, he had heard his visitor's choked or whispered: 'H h-h-*e# neeeeeeer And then the
awful gurgling and slopping of the thing as it nelted Iike a black and gold candl e under a
blowtorch... Wth which dimdaylight had fl ooded Harry's room and a bird had chirped sleepily in
the garden as his tottering universe warped back into sonething of focus, however unclear. There
had been no blood on his wist, no sline on his clothing, no marks or hurt to Harry's throat But
still he'd slunped there in the coils of the tel ephone's spiral cable, |eaning on the solid
reality of his desk for long, long nmoments, satisfied sinply to listen to the great pounding
hanmer that was his heart And it had taken himas long again to get to his feet and find the
strength and spit to swallow. .. That had been yesterday afternoon ... follow ng which he'd deci ded
to take B.J.'s advice (that naybe he should get out of the house) a |lot nore seriously. And indeed
he had determined to do just that But his frustration - that he wasn't able to grasp the neaning
of such occurrences - and his ever-increasing irritation or obsession with his ow patently flawed
faculties, his reasoning and recall processes, plus his naturally stubborn nature, had served to
keep himat home for at |east one nore night. Perhaps he had been hoping that the tel ephone woul d
ring again, if only to defy the thing or maybe |l earn sonething fromit now that he knew it wasn't
capabl e of physical harm But despite that he had deliberately left his answerphone di sconnect ed,
his sleep hadn't been di sturbed except by recurrent nightnmares, the substance or bul k of which, as
usual, he couldn't renenber on waking... except for one thing, one face, one fear-filled visage in
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his mnd s eye that continued pleading with himeven after he was awake: 'H M -hel p neeeeeeer The
yell ow man, or youth, as Harry now seenmed to renmenber himfromhis - what precognitive? -
visitation. But was that really what it had been? Was that all it had been? Alec Kyle's tal ent
resurfacing again after all this tinme? Sone kind of warning presience? Sonehow Harry didn't think
so, not this tine. Yellow nen... Tibetan priests or nonks... The nobnastery on i ke frozen

pl ateau... And the | eader of those red-robes in London that time, taking pictures at the scene of
the bonbing in Oxford Street... And | ke sane group, or another just like it, in the Forest

of Atholl. Al of these things, yes- -But what else did Harry know about then? And his Ma: she
hadn't cone to his rescue or 'interfered' this tine. Wen the tel ephone had been a wol f- (CGod! But
the Necroscope felt dizzy! Wiirled along on his own wild thoughts, he could hardly believe he was
turning such stuff over in his mnd, having this conversation with hinmself!) - but when the

tel ephone was a wotf his nother had come on |like the cavalry! So why not this tine? Wiat if she
hadn't been able to on this occasion? And why wasn't he able to hear the dead conversing in their
graves, which was as 'usual' or 'normal' to Harry as real-life background conversation in a
crowded roomto a nornmal nman? But when he thought about it, at |east that was sonething he could
figure out for hinself. It wasn't his Ma, wasn't the Great Majority who had given up on him it
was Harry who had given up on them It was this... this some-dam-thing inside himthat didn't
want himtalking to them and it was getting worse all the tine. This need in himto protect his
secret talents, his powers as a Necroscope and his use of the Mbius Conti nuum He was |ike an
addi ct obscuring his addiction, [earning how not to give hinself away. A difficult thing when
usi ng the Msbhius Continuum for his physical novenents on entering into or exiting fromthe

Conti nuum m ght easily be observed, but very much sinpler in the case of his comrerce with the
teem ng dead; for that was netaphysical, mental, invisible. He had sinply erected barriers in his
m nd, shields that had al ways been there, which alone allowed himto | ead a normal existence.
Except now they were there permanently; for wi thout even realizing that he had done it - and even
now not sure - it was possible that he'd left those barriers in place and so cut hinmself off from
the dead. After a |l ate breakfast, coffee and a bow of cereal, the Necroscope had tested the
theory, opened his mnd and instinctively tuned in to that ethereal Vaveband" to which he al one
had access. Letting it flow through him he had known at once that he was right. For they were
there as always, the whispering dead, the Great Majority, talking to each other fromtheir unseen
unknown graves across the world. But before they could sense himor feel the warnth of his lonely
flane flickering in their Iong night he had reinstated his barriers to shut them out But why? Wy
do that to them when the teenming dead were the only real friends Harry had ever had? The answer
was sinplicity itself: the best way to keep a secret hidden forever is to lock it away where it
can never be discovered. This secret was | ocked in the Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il
Necroscope's head, and if he threw away the only key ... that was where it would stay. Then for a
whil e he had known regret, renorse, even sonething of surprise, at hinself - that he was so ready,
willing, and able to discard so nuch of what had been good in his life. But he knew that whatever
el se he did he nust not risk anyone el se finding out about his talents. He couldn't tell anyone
about them display them or- -O use thenf? Yes, and it m ght even cone down to that, eventually.
And what hope woul d he have then of finding Brenda and his boy? None, he supposed. So nmaybe he
shoul d get on with the search for them- involve hinself personally in it again - while he stil
coul d. Wich seened |ike another good reason (a valid one, anyway) for getting hinself out of this
old house. As for Bonnie Jean's reasons: Harry didn't even know what they were, exactly. Sonething
she feared? Sonething he should fear... ? At which noment, as he'd pushed his plate away and stood
up, the tel ephone had jangled in his study. And that was maybe sonething he should fear. O
sonet hi ng he should fight, whichever. Harry had breakfasted in his kitchen. At first the sound of
t he phone had frozen himrigid; then he had taken a nonent or two to unfreeze, decide what to do
and get nobile, and several seconds nore to make his way to his study. And all of the tinme the

tel ephone had kept on ringing. After that... he'd found hinself snatching at the thing, no |onger
giving hinself time to wonder or worry about it but doing it And even in full daylight, or as ful
as it ever got to be this time of year, still Harry had felt the short hairs rising at the back of
his neck, and the creep of his flesh as he anticipated the Unknown... ... Feelings which were
still with himwhen he'd heard: 'Harry, is that you?' Darcy Cl arke, his voice made tinny by the
two or three inches Harry held the phone away fromhis ear, his face. At first he had failed to
recogni ze his caller, partly because it had been so long, and al so because he'd been expecting...

wel |, al most anything else! But then: 'Darcy,' he had answered, al nost gasping his relief as he
flopped into his chair. '"It's... it's good to hear fromyou!' And that was sonething he really
hadn't expected to say again, not and really nmean it. Darcy was qui ck on the uptake, as usual
"Harry, is anything wong? Wong? You sound -1 don't know - sort of tense? 'I|I was expecting a

call from oh, soneone else. So what's on your mind?" He had tried to sound as much at ease as
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possi bl e, but at the sanme time had realized that he wasn't the only one who sounded 'sort of
tense."” And his heart - and his guts - had given a lurch as he asked: 'Is it Brenda? 'Brenda? As
if nothing could have been further fromDarc/s mnd - which after all this tine mght well be the
case. 'Ch, Brenda! No, no it's not your wife. Harry, it's sonething else. And we have to talk -1

mean face to face. And | do nean we have to talk!' WlIl, and Harry had wanted to get out of the
house, hadn't he? 'A talk? You want to talk to ne?" But his voice had turned sour in a nonent.
"Just a talk? Tor the noment yes." 'Not about Brenda and ny son?' 'No... and if | may say so,
it's bigger than that. Don't give me a hard tine over this, Harry. | mean, considering what |'ve
just said, you have to know now that it really is big." "What if I tell you |l don't much care?
"And what if | tell you that you'd better care? This tinme it's not just the Branch, Harry. It
could be everything...' Everything was a lot especially if Darcy Clarke said so. "And it's
sonet hi ng you need nmy help with?" ' Maybe,' Darcy sounded uncertain. 'But on the other hand, it
could be that you need ours...' Harry had thought about that, briefly, before answering, There's a
train out of Waverly Station about midday. 111 be on it' It wasn't that he had sinply accepted
Darcy's argunent, or given in to the veiled threat, but... who could say? Maybe the Branch had the

answers to sonme of his many questions. 'A train? Darcy had seened surprised and Harry knew why.
But his thing, his obsession, was really starting to take control now. 'A train, yes,' he had
shapped. "Wat, and did you think I would walk it?" Wth which he'd put the phone down ... His
train had got into King's Cross a little before 5:00 in the evening, but there'd been E-Branch or
Speci al Branch men aboard from Darlington on down the line. Harry had seen them and known who they
were, but said nothing. They had sat close but not too close, just keeping their eyes on him Only
a handful of people would have noticed, but the Necroscope had had plenty of experience of just
such people. So, were they escorting, protecting hin? Coviously the first probably the second. But
fromwhat? ' Sonething big,' as Darcy C arke would have it Darcy hinself, Head of Branch, had net
himat King's Cross, driven himto headquarters in the heart of the city. Wich was where they
were now... Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l Despite all of Darcy's efforts to the contrary,
he was nervous as a cat He had problens aplenty, all of which were or seened connected to the
Necroscope to one extent or another. He could have had hi mwatched at home, of course, but he had
| ong since promised Harry that he wouldn't interfere with himor his son, if ever they should find
him and he wasn't about to break his word. So since Harry was a 'friend" of the Branch, this
seenmed the best way: a face to face confrontation. In fact there had been no other route. O there
had been, but that was a route Darcy would avoid at all costs. The other way woul d have been to
tell the Mnister Responsible about Harry's possible involvenent in certain matters, sit back and
I et himmake the decisions. But in the past Darcy's dealings with that specific governnment body
had taught hima nunber of valuable | essons: not least that it could be... well, heavy-handed to
say the |l east He was well aware that 'in the best interests of the country,' even innocent mnen
wer e occasi onal |y expendabl e. But the Necroscope Harry Keogh woul dn't be one of them not while
Darcy was Head of E-Branch. The Branch was housed in, or on, a hotel; the elevator at the rear
stopped on an extra floor, the top floor, E-Branch HQ Ben Trask was pacing the long corridor when
the el evator doors hissed open and Harry and Darcy stepped out Trask fell in with themin a nonent
his gruff greeting, 'H, Darcy, Harry!' echoing in a place whose offices were nore than hal f-
enpty. It was after five and nost of Darcy's staff had gone to their hones; which was just as
wel |, because the business in hand was on a strictly need-to-know basis. And: 'Ops room' Darcy
said, leading the way. En route fromthe station he had said very little. Wen he'd spoken at all
it was to ask Harry how his search was goi ng, which the Necroscope had answered with a shake of
his head. Darcy had desperately wanted to ask, 'Wiy the train?" but had held it in. That was what
they were going to find out. That ... and hopefully one or two other things. O hopefully not The
ops roomwas enpty, gloony, sterile-looking. Darcy put on the lights, dragged three steel chairs
around a table, threw his coat on another chair and sat down. Harry and Ben Trask fol |l owed suit
And when they were seated: 'So what's going on?' Harry | ooked fromface to face, taking in the
little tell-tale changes. Not that Darcy Cl arke ever changed a lot not that you'd notice. He was
still the world's nost nondescript nman, mddling in every way except for his weird talent, that
‘guardi an angel' that kept himout of trouble and nade himthe ideal man for the job. As for
Trask: if anything, he | ooked younger! A human |ie-detector, the |last three or four years had
tightened himup a little, sharpened him taken away his jaded, |ugubrious |ook. O perhaps it was
the job ... or maybe it was whatever this was now 'You nmean you can't tell KS?' Darcy |eaned
forward, | ooked himstraight in the eye. 'See, the fact is we don't know what's going on. W were
hopi ng you woul d, and that you'd want to tell us about it' Ben reached out and let his hand fal

on Darcy's arm You said you were going to tell himstraight' he said. And Harry said: 'So that
you coul d judge nmy reaction, eh, Ben? Wiat is this, good-cop, bad-cop? O is it just inquisitor
and adj udi cator? He asks the questions and you tell himif I'"'mlying or not?" They said nothing
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and Harry began to stand up. But Darcy said, 'Harry, don't Please don't If you walk out on us,
then if s out of ny hands..." The way he said it - so cold, yet at the same tine brokenly, as if
he had to force the words out - made Harry sit down again. 'And whose hands will it be in,
whatever it is?" 'Harry, we're covering for you,' Ben took the opportunity to put in. 'For a |long
ti me now you haven't been straight with us.' But his voice, too, was shaky, because he knew that
for a long time now they hadn't been straight with Harry. VWich went against Trask's grain. It
wasn't just that you couldn't lie to him but also that he didn't like telling lies. Not even
white lies or half-truths. And to himnot telling something -hiding sonething, especially froma
friend - was tantanount to lying about it. 'Covering for me?" Harry said, uncertainly. And again

he | ooked fromone to the other. Then, shaking his head, "Well I'msorry but you've lost ne right
fromsquare one!' And angry now. '| nean, what the hell am | supposed to have done?' Ben Trask was
staring right at him he blinked and | ooked at Darcy. 'I can't read a thing. There isn't one |ying

hair on Harry's head, not where we're concerned. A lot of uncertainty, soul-searching, but no
deliberate nmendacity.' And to Harry: 'It could be you kept something back that tine four years
ago, but you certainly aren't doing it now.' Then he frowned. 'Not that you're aware of,

anyway...' Then back to Darcy again, 'So do it the way you said you would, and tell it to him
straight' And Darcy sighed (gladly, Harry thought), and said, "Very well.' And to the Necroscope
"Harry, all sorts of things are going down, and we don't have a clue what it's all about. When
we' ve told you about it, then you'll understand why we thought you m ght be involved. And then
too, you mght be able to suggest sonething. O maybe we can work it out together.' Before they
could begin the Duty Oficer |ooked in, asking if they Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il would
like coffee. Darcy said yes, and they sat in silence until he had brought it in. Then Darcy told
himto see to it they weren't disturbed, and after he'd left they got dowmn to it... Leaving

everything el se out for the nmonent, Darcy went straight to the story of the bonb in Hyde Park. And
Ben Trask, of course, nonitored Harry's reaction: blank astonishment at first - then sonething
quite different The Necroscope's universe reel ed and he knew what was comi ng. He had just

comrenced saying: "Wat? A nucl ear device? In Hyde...' when it happened. H s face went pale; he
clutched the rimof the table and groaned, 'Ch, no!' Darcy and Ben flanked himin a nonent, their
hands on his shoulders. 'Harry?' 'Leave it,' he gasped. 'I know what it is and ifll pass.' Wel

maybe, but not right now For instead the room the operations room 'passed' right out of

exi stence! And: Everything was white! So white, so blinding white, that he gasped with the hurt of
it, closed his eyes and turned his face away - and a nonent later felt a slap. The hard slap of a
cold, gritty hand, or a handful of ice - like a snowball with a rock init, such as the colliery
ki ds had used to nake when he was a boy-on his face, stinging it. And then a punch, or rather a
body- bl ow, full body, as if sonmeone had sl amred a giant door on him It picked himup, spun him
head over heels like a leaf in a gale, hurled himdown in a deep snowdrift, so that he left a man-
shaped depressi on where he broke through the thin crust and crunched down deep into the snow. And
over head, suddenly, there was a wind! A gale! A hurricane, as the white light turned red and
sound, nonentarily suspended, returned - with a vengeance! A crackling of electricity; a tracery
of electrical fires racing across the sky, a runbling bomout of nothing that grew | ouder and

| ouder until it was deafening! And then the debris, dirt, snow and ice, chunks of rock, a

hori zontal aval anche passi ng over Harry where he hugged hinself down and tried to di sappear into
his hole in the snowdrift. It went on for |ong seconds, and when it was done and the ground

st opped shuddering... Harry got to his knees, |ooked out of the trench he'd conpressed into the

snow. .. | ooked out on an awesome scene. Near-distant, sone two or three miles across a dirty grey
desol ation a | ow, squat rushroom cl oud bul ged upwards, still expanding. At its base, ground zero
was hidden in the boiling flanme-shot stem where rocks and rubble were still tunbling fromthe sky.

And as a backdrop, gaunt grey mountains capped with white marched into a faniliar distance.
"What... ?' he said. And: "What?1 Darcy O arke echoed him 'Are you OK, Harry?' And the ops room
was there all around him For a while he couldn't speak, licked his Ilips, was glad, (a hell of an
understatenent!) to be back. Not that he'd been anywhere; not his body, anyway. Another of Alec
Kyl e' s bl oody indeci pherable precog-nitions, it nust have been. Brought on by all the talk of an
atom c bonb in Hyde Park. And he spoke the thought out |oud even as it cane to him 'One of Alec's
glinpses into the future.' Trask knew the truth when he heard it. "You' ve retained a part of

Al ec?" W thought that had left you by now,' Darcy put in. 'How would we know any different? We're
never in touch these days.' Still disoriented, Harry reeled, clutched at the desk. He | ooked at
their concerned faces where they flanked him realized that what Darcy had said was true: that
these were friends, real friends, and he'd been too |ong out of touch. And steadyi ng hinself, he
blurted, The fact is I'ma total fuck-up! Alec Kyle? He's only a snall part of it But yes, | stil
have sonething of himin nme - which | don't understand any nore than he did! That was an exanple
of it a bonb blast - a nuclear blast, was how it seenmed to ne - out of some unknown future...'

file:/lIG|/rah/Brian%20Lumley/Brian%20Lumley%20-%20The%20Lost%20Years%20Volume%202.txt (87 of 191) [2/13/2004 10:22:34 PM]



file:///G)/rah/Brian%20L umley/Brian%20L umley%20-%20T he%20L 0st%20Y ears%20V ol ume%202.txt

Future! Future! Future! And the world reel ed again! 'Jesus!' Harry gasped, as the roomstarted to
rotate, and Darcy and Ben grabbed his shoulders, holding himstill. Then they were gone, and a
kindly, learned, face - a long face, with grey eyes whose inner orbits curved into the bridge of a
straight, even nose, over drooping noustaches that touched the corners of his snmall but by no
means nean nouth -peered into Harry's. The man's forehead was | arge and open; his cheeks were
ruddy; his ears protruded slightly, with sideburns that flowed down into a full gol den-brown
beard. But his eyes were his nost remarkable feature, for at one and the sanme time they were
severe and smling! And as well as discipline, a great humanity -an inexplicable nysticism -
seened to blaze outwards fromthem Then: 'Ah, son of ny visions!' he said. 'O are you in fact
the father? But away with you now, for | amassured that as yet it is not your tine.' And that was
all. The ops room swam back into focus again and Harry felt |ike he was about to throw up. 'Wat
the hell... ?' Ben Trask's eyes were staring. 'Wiere were you, just then?'" For he had been unabl e
to read the truth of a mind that was el sewhere. And Darcy wanted to know 'Harry, how | ong has
this been going on?' Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il They stared so hard at him- they tried
so very hard to pierce the veil of the Necroscope's netaphysical mnd - that he felt their gaze
was al nost hypnotic. Hypnotic! Hypnotic.' Hypnotic! He couldn't stop it. His every thought
conjured new, even stranger visions. 'Just hang onto ne!" he croaked, as yet again the universe
stood on its head. This tinme it teas a nmere nonent, a displacenment, a genuine 'giinpse,' suck as
the precogAl ec Kyle had used to experience. A frozen picture like a single celluloid franme that
gets janmed too | ong under the hot glare of the projector's lanp, until it browns, crisps, and
blisters out of existence. Harry stood at a crossroads. On the one hand beyond a |low wall, the

mai nly untended plots and | eani ng headst ones of some unknown graveyard were hal f-obscured by | ong
grasses. Wiile on the other a signpost said 'Meersburg' along with a distance in kilonetres. None
of which had any rel evance to Harry - not yet at |least. But then the picture browned, crisped,
distorted all out of shape and vani shed- -And Darcy and Ben were holding on to himfor dear life.
Then: It hurt! Sonething in the Necroscope's head hurt like all hell! And just exactly like the
single frame under the burning glare of the projector's lanp, he felt or sensed the sonething
bei ng burned out of him too. Those uni que connections, near-nmagi cal synaptic triggers, in what
had once been Alec Kyle's brain, finally disconnecting thenselves, realigning, conformng to
Harry's nmental patterns. For he had overburdened the old system channelled too great a current
along its circuits. And at last the 'fuses' had blown. It went out of himlike a sigh, with a
sigh, as he stopped straining and fell back in his chair, where for a long tinme his face
gradual ly, tentatively unscrewed itself as the pain ebbed until it, too, went out of him And:
"Done,"' he said. And Ben Trask knew that it was so. The last of him gone,' he said. Darcy | ooked
fromone to the other and back again. "Wat?" was all he could say. "What?And eventually Harry was
able to tell him Tou know, |'ve never been too sure of God - that there is one, | mean. And |'m
still not But if there is, well, |I thank Hmfor this at least, that at last Alec is out of ny
system for good.' Wich was all he was willing to say by way of explanation. But at the sane time
he knew that there'd been much of value in Kyle's talent. In the beginning it had warned of an IRA
bomb in Oxford Street and saved lives, a great many. And at the last or alnpst at the last - it
had warned of another, greater bonb. The neaning of the first was now academ c: it had worked
itself out But as for the last? 'Were is it now?' Harry asked out of the blue, after Ben had
repl eni shed their coffees. "That bonb, | nean.' 'Made safe,' Darcy told him 'And in a very safe
place." Td like to see it.' Tonight?' 'As soon as possible, yes.' Til make the arrangenents,’
Darcy said. '"But it's quite a distance. Just how do you propose to, er, get there? Harry | ooked
at himalnost in surprise. 'Don't you have a duty vehicle? 'O course, ' Darcy nodded at
once.'Silly of ne.. .'"Then he left Ben and Harry on their own for a few minutes, while he went to
"make the arrangenents.' Darcy made several calls froman office next door to the Operati ons Room
then turned to the saturnine figure who was seated before a one-way w ndow | ooking in on Ben and

their guest And despite that the walls were soundproofed, still Darcy kept his voice | ow as he
asked, Well, have you formed any opi nions?' Doctor James Anderson, hypnotist, turned and | ooked at
himw th eyes deep as space. 'Several,' he said, in that sepulchral voice of his. 'Even sonme about
our M Keogh! But tell ne, this bonb story. Is it true?' Darcy sighed. 'Look, we're short on tine.
As for anything you' ve learned: | know | don't have to renmind that you're still subject to the
O ficial Secrets Act' 'It is true, then? My God, but...!" '"... But that's the kind of thing we're

up agai nst here in E-Branch,' Darcy's voice was cold now, even harsh. 'Now forget it and tell ne
about Harry.' Anderson nodded, took a deep breath. 'Maybe we should reconsider. It could be
went... what, too deep? Going on what you've told ne, and on what |'ve seen, it seens to nme he's
devel oped an obsession; he's now denying these skills of his as if even he no |onger believes in
them And that's a kind of schizophrenia. And it could get worse, manifest itself in a variety of
ways.' At which Darcy knew what he nust do. T want it reversed. But will he know? | nean, will he
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suspect what we did to hin?' "Not if we do it the same way. In fact you can be certain hell only

feel a great relief - because that's what 111 teU himhell feel.' "Ill convince himto sleep here
tonight' Darcy said. And again Anderson nodded. That will give nme tine to prepare nyself,' he

said. 'And you'll be here when we get back?' 'You can be sure of it,' Anderson answered, because
he had no way of know ng that he'd be sonewhere else entirely... Il ANDERSON, THE BOVB, AND RL'S

Bl 'Janes Anderson, Harry Keogh,' Darcy Carke 'introduced the two nmen as all four of them

i ncluding Ben Trask, entered the elevator. But he deliberately left Anderson's 'Doctor' prefix
unst ated. The hypnoti st and the Necroscope shook hands, and Harry showed never a sign that he
recogni zed or renotely renenbered the other. 'James,' Darcy went on, feeling as treacherous as a

dog who turns on his own nmaster, 'Harry was once with E-Branch and still hel ps us out
occasionally.' And to Harry: 'Janes is a specialist who also gives us a hand now and then. Not hi ng
to do with the current situation; we're just dropping himoff at his honme, that's all.' The

conversation term nated there and then, which was what Darcy had intended. The | east said by both
parties the better. And twenty minutes later, as Trask stopped the car at a junction in upper-

cl ass Kni ght sbridge where Janmes Anderson got out just a short walk from his home, no one gave a
second thought to the vehicle that pulled up close behind, or the two passengers who alighted at
the sane junction. The streets were full of people going hone. Follow ng which Trask set out in
earnest to drive west to G eenham Cormon near Newbury, Berkshire, the US Air Force base that
housed NATO s American-owned Cruise mssiles... And when at |ast they were on the west-bound

nmot orway: ' How | ong?' Darcy |leaned forward to ask Ben Trask. 'An hour and a half, naybe two,’
Trask answered. 'Depends on the traffic. But now that the rush hour is over, if s |ooking good.'
"So then,' Darcy turned to Harry where they sat together in the back of the car. 'Plenty of tine
to talk. And with luck that gaggle of CND harridans at the Common will have qui etened down for the
night and we won't have to run the gauntlet Can you hear us back here OK, Ben?' Necroscope: The

Lost Years - Vol. Il The driver glanced at themin his interior mrror, gave a thunbs-upsign

*Very well,' Darcy said. And to Harry: 'So, if you' ve got any questions for ne... ?' 'Bonb
questions, yes,' said Harry at once, with the white heat of his incendiary vision still burning on
the eye of menory. 'like, whose bonb is it?" Darcy understood and nodded. 'Its design? Chinese.

Dirty as the "rough" technol ogy that produced it. But mles ahead of anything the Wst night have
suspected of them |In other words, they're catching up on us fast' 'And if there was one bonb- ?
Harry said, or questioned. '-There could be nore?" Darcy cocked his head. 'No, not anywhere in the
UK, anyway.' He | ooked unconfortable. 'But... we do know that there was one nore bonb, at |east’
"VWhere?' Wuld you believe... Russia, Mscow?' Harry's jaw fell open. "Wat? But how do you know?'
"Even harder to believe,' Darcy grinned, however hunourlessly. "Yuri Andropov told us. He's the
Bi g Chief over there now, you know. He also told us about the bonb in Hyde Park!' | Now t he
Necr oscope shook his head in astonishment "Well it beats ne!' he said. 'Gegor Borowtz

est abl i shed The Qpposition under Brezhnev, but Borowitz was anti-KGB fromhead to toe. And the
Russi an outfit, before we wecked it was just as covert esoteric, as E-Branch itself, and hated by
the KGB even as nmuch as Borowitz hated them And God only knows they have to hate us, or you - or
me - even nore! Yet now Andropov, ex-head of the KGB, is taking time out to warn you of nucl ear
sabot age? A bonb that the Chinese have buried in a London park? It doesn't make sense!' 'It nakes
perfect sense,' Darcy told him 'Because while the Cold War was one thing, Wrld War Three woul d
be sonething else entirely. Can't you just see it? These bonbs going off at some tinme in the near
future - let's say at a time when East-West relationships are at a |ow ebb - and the utter chaos
that woul d ensue?' Harry frowned and shook his head. 'It still doesn't work out What China? The
agent provocateur? But surely they' d get dragged in. Don't nuclear weapons have their own
signatures?" 'China would get dragged in, certainly,' Darcy answered. 'She'd be answerabl e
eventual |y, but nuch too late. Wat, with London and Mdoscow in ruins, and all the world's big guns
targeting and firing on each other? And because the West is still way ahead, you can bet we'd
obliterate China, too.' Then how can China profit by planting these bonbs?" "Wo said she did?
And Darcy grinned his mrthless grin again - nore a grimace, really - and as the Necroscope fel
silent told the rest of the story. "So that's if he said at last. Tibet. The bonbs were planted by
a bunch of Tibetan extrem sts, the crazy devotees of sone kind of sect Wiich |eads us to your

i nvol venent...' 'Eh?' Harry jerked upright 'Me? You think I'minvolved? But how? I n what way?' And
his indignation was a hundred per cent genuine, Darcy knew, else Ben woul d have spoken up about

it. Yet while Trask remained silent, he was in fact conscious of something strange; he had
definitely '"felt' the Necroscope go on the defensive at first nention of Tibetan involvenent and
agai n when Darcy had spoken of 'red-robed nonks.' W were hoping you could tell us,' Darcy said.
And now Trask canme in with: 'Like | said back at HQ you haven't been straight with us for quite
Sone tine, Harry. And you're not being entirely straight even now." 'l haven't told you any lies!

t he Necroscope snapped. ' Maybe not,' Ben said. 'But neither have you told us the whole truth. It
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goes right back to that "werewolf" job you did in London. That's where it started: the night you -
well, did your thing - in that garage.' 'Were what started?' Harry demanded. But in fact he

al ready had an inkling of what they were tal ki ng about And they were right he hadn't told them
everyt hing about that night Darcy answered his blustered question anyway: Were you began to
deviate fromthe true facts a bit... ?' Then, after a long, thoughtful pause, Harry sighed, sank
back into his seat The night Brenda and ny boy vani shed,' he said, his voice subdued, his thoughts
going off at a different tangent entirely. 'But that's not what we're on about-' Darcy told him
and at once shut up as he realized that his tone wasn't as synpathetic as it might be. T msorry,
he said then. That"s not how | neant to put it' 'Harry,' said Ben Trask fromthe driver's seat 'it
isn't fair of us to be grilling you when you can't see the whole picture. | nmean, we're not
interrogating you. We're not trying to nake you trip over your own tongue. So it's only right we
tell you what's bothering us and let you take it fromthere. OK?' 'So tell ne,' Harry said. And
Darcy took it up again. 'Do you renmenber when | called you about those Tibetan sect menmbers who
got killed in a mobile shoot-out? It was in your neck of the woods - the Spey Valley?' 'l
remenber,' Harry said, frowing again. T wasn't involved...' (Was |? Bloody was IT) 'So what of
it?" Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il And in the front of the car, Ben Trask |ikew se
wonder ed. Was he invol ved? Was he? What the fuck was wong with his talent? He coul dn't nake any
sense of it For to himthings were either black or white, but never, never grey! Until now 'One
of those nonks in that burned-out weck was shot with a crossbow,' Darcy said. There was anot her
bolt in the door of the car, and both of them had the same silvered heads that were found in the
bodi es of those thugs you dealt with in the garage that night in the East End. You told us you
shot those two. And if so, doesn't it follow that you m ght also have had sonmething to do with the
Spey killings? Or that you'd know about them at least? Harry's head reeled in sudden conflict -
of identity, forbidden know edge, and loyalty - but he quickly brought it under control. It wasn't
himthey were after but Bonnie Jean, and she was innocent. Definitely innocent of whatever Darcy
was tal ki ng about, because she had been with Harry that day. The day she'd called off their
clinmbing and hunting expedition. He remenbered it well... didn't he? O course he did. They had
stayed at Auld John's place overnight, setting off early the next morning to go clinbing in the
Cai rngorns. Except BJ. had called it off at the last noment. Maybe she'd reckoned he wasn't up to
it. And then they had driven back to Edi nburgh. That was all there was to it. ... Yellow nen in
red robes! ... A burning car! ... And BJ. - with a crossbow in her hand! 'Harry?' Darcy pulled him
out of it, offering hima target for his frustration. And: 'l don't know anythi ng about any shoot -
out!' Harry snapped. 'As for the garage job ... no, | didn't doit.' CThere, it was out But it was
all they'd get. He wasn't about to betray B J.) Darcy nodded. "You never did actually tell us you
were responsible that tinme. So, you were covering for soneone else.' 'Soneone who hel ped ne, yes,
Harry said under his breath. 'Someone who saved ny life, stopped that lunatic "Skippy" from
splitting my head with a machete - or would you rather have nme dead? Look, you said you' d been
covering for me. Well, is it so hard to understand that | nmight want to cover for soneone else?
Surely it's a question of loyalty. As for nmy loyalties: they' ve always been in the right place.’
Darcy pulled at his lower lip, |ooked for comment from Ben Trask. Trask saw Darcy's querying | ook

in his mrror and gave a puzzled, irritated shrug. Damm it to hell, he wasn't sure! 'So we have to
assune,' Darcy said, 'that if you didn't take out those red-robes in Scotland, whoever you're
protecting did." « "No way!' said Harry with conviction. 'For she was with nme..." And in the next

nmoment he saw Darcy's trap, except it really hadn't been intended that way. And: 'We didn't hear
that,' Darcy said at once. 'So it nakes no difference. And anyway, that nakes two favours we owe
him or her, or whoever. One for pulling your fat out of the fire, and two for getting rid of a
coupl e of saboteurs. But-' (and he couldn't hold it back,) 'she nust be one hell of a girl!" And
sonmething clicked into place in Harry's mind - incorrectly as it happened, but to the Necroscope
it seemed to fit just exactly right For he had in fact seen those red-robed priests when he and
BJ. had stopped at the tea-shop in the Forest of Atholl. He'd seen and renmenbered them and since
the sighting hadn't been part of the action, BJ. hadn't thought to erase it But now, to Harry, it
seened that if B J. had had reason to fear the Tibetans, it mght be why she had called off their
trip so suddenly. It might also explain why she'd suggested he should vacate the old house for a
while: if the four renmmining nonks were a threat to her, they mght also be a threat to him But
as to her connection with them- or to the bolts that had killed one of them- he didn't have the
foggi est idea! Did he? And what about the tele-Tibetan? That bl oody awful visitation in the old
house, when his phone gave birth to a yellow Thing that turned to so much sl op, but not before it
cried for help? Cbviously there was a connection, but what was it? Fromthe driver's seat, Trask
hal f -1 ooked back over his shoulder and said, 'So you see, Harry, we've been nore than a little
concerned about you ever since the werewolf thing. And before you ask: no, | wasn't checking on
you at the tinme. And if | had been |'d have asked you for the truth there and then. But your back-
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up on that job was Trev Jordan, a damn fine telepath. H s report details how he detected sonmeone
el se in that garage but couldn't get a clear reading. The same soneone who you're protecting,
obviously.' "Wich | eaves only one question unanswered,' Darcy said. That of the silvered
bol t heads. Maybe that's sonething you'll look into sone tinme, eh, Harry? | nean, surely you can
see why we're interested? Wen it cones down to peopl e depositing nuclear weapons |left, right and
centre, we can't afford to | eave any | oose ends dangling. There is no |lead that we, or others,
woul dn't follow up. So soneone shot those two red-robes, fine. But why were they shot? And where
have the other four gone to? And who is it that seens to be protecting our interests here?

"Ill... give it some thought,' Harry told him knowing - or hoping - that he wouldn't...
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Meanwhile the Necroscope had other things to think about:
such as the last three precognitive 'glinpses' bequeathed to him by sone revenant of Alec Kyle's
talent. First the bonb blast. A true vision out of future tinme or sinply a connection, a glinpse,
brought about by Darcy's story of a nucl ear device discovered in Hyde Park? Harry wasn't sure he'd
been tol d enough about that as yet, and like it or not he suspected he'd have to 'give it some
thought' after all. O if not thought, some conversation at least. But turning to Darcy, he saw
that his head was down where he slunped in the corner of the seat. Looking back, Trask said, 'He's
had a tough day. Let himsleep. Did you want sonmething? 'Did Darcy tell nme the whol e story about
the bonb?' Harry had always felt easy talking to Trask. You couldn't lie to him no, but at the
same tine he wasn't likely to lie back. 'l nean, how did Andropov find out about it? How can we be
sure this was the work of the Tibetans, or "our" Tibetans, these nonks?' Trask understood his
query and answered. The Sovi ets have al ways been interested in parapsychol ogy, as w tness The
Opposition, the Russian version of E-Branch. Brezhnev was very keen on his m ndspy organi zation
So when the Chateau Bronnitsy fell and the best of the Russian espers were taken out, he wanted it
built up again - not the chateau but the organization. He fixed it for a convention of espers in
Moscow, perhaps to see what he was up against. W sent along a pair of our |esser lights; they
woul dn't glean a hell of a lot, but they wouldn't give too nuch away either. The Chi nese had a

del egation, too, fromtheir outfit on Kwi jiang Avenue, Chungking. The Ti betans got into Mdscow
with them W presume that what's left of the Soviet ESP-organization was in on the convention,
and that they found out what was going down.' ' Chinese bonbs, planted by the nenbers of a Tibetan
sect,' Harry nused. 'So in fact - since the devices are Chinese, and the Tibetans were part of
China's del egation - the Chinese are responsible after all, and the Tibetans were only their
dupes. Probably because the Chinese knew that they'd be the ones the Russians were watching, not
the nmonks. But Darcy said the Chinese weren't to blame.' They aren't,' Trask answered. The bonbs
were stolen. And something Darcy didn't tell you: there's a third bonb in Chungki ng! Andropov's
using it as a bargaining chip in the Sino-Soviet border disputes. He isn't saying where it is or

who planted it, just that it's there ... and that there's this little strip of dirt in yak-land
that bel ongs to Mdther Russia, and he would very nuch like the little yellow sol diers out, thank
you.' 'Blackmail? 'And of the worst sort Political, nuclear, nasty. But our |ocators have found

the bonb; or rather, they know where it is, approximately. And now we've given Andropov a
deadl i ne: he has two weeks to tell the Chinese what he really nust - what he's sinply got to tell
them the location of the bonb, which city, where - or our government will. Wiich will take any
kudos away fromhim Now Harry, this is all highly classified, obviously, on a top secret, need-to-
know basis. Which is why Darcy didn't nention it On the other hand, since you do "need to
know'...' And when Harry tailed to reply: 'Is there anything else? But the Necroscope shook his
head, sat back again, and was soon | ost deep in thought... He considered his other visions, or
Visitations.' After the devastation of the inmagi ned nucl ear bonb blast, he had tried to tell Darcy
and Ben what he'd seen: a glinpse of sone future cataclysm or an oblique warning that such a
calamty was likely to occur. Al of which seened to find an explanation in what Ben had just told
him But the word 'future' had been |ike an invocation or trigger, and again he had been whirl ed
away to some unknown place... or rather, an unknown face! Those eyes that were sinultaneously
severe and smiling - blazing with humanity and nysticismboth - and blazing full on Harry. 'Ah,
son of ny visions!' the owner of the face had said 'Or are you in fact the father?' (But the
father of what, this nmystic's visions?) And then: 'Away with you now, for | amassured that as yet
it is not your tinme.' Not the Necroscope's tinme? So did that nean that his tinme was coni ng? But
what tinme? For a long tinme Harry pondered it, and got nowhere except to accept that the nystic had
not posed a threat. |If anything, he had seened to offer shelter against sone unknown storm.. And
then there had been the final visitation, or perhaps visit was a better word, for certainly Harry
had been transported sonewhere: A crossroads with a low wall to one side, sheltering the

unt endedpl ot s and | eani ng headstones of a graveyard. Wile on the other side a signpost pointed to
Meersburg... None of which nade any sense, had any neaning (he'd never heard of Meersburg), or
seermed in any way nenacing to the Necroscope; for graveyards and |ichen-covered sl abs were
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famliar nmotifs in his world, by no neans frightening. Yet this glinpse had ushered out the [ ast
trace of Alec Kyle's talent, had been its last throw It was gone forever now, burned out of
Harry's identity. And if only because it was the last throw .. surely it nust have neant
sonething? r '"Harry?' Ben Trask's voice. Harry | ooked up, shook his head to clear it, wondered,
Have | been sl eeping, too? Darcy C arke was stretching, yawning, and Ben was |looking in his mrror
at both of them Well be there in four or five minutes,' he said. Then he switched on the car's
police radio, tuned in and identified hinself, spoke into the handset And: 'Uh-oh!' he said. The
G eenham crones - sans knitting - are gathering for the execution!' 'Problens? Darcy was alert in
a nmonment ' Shouldn't think so. A couple of CND bigwigs, along with the usual tribe of retards.'
"You have no tolerance,' Darcy tut-tutted. 'l know the difference between the truth and a lie,’
Ben told him 'Nukes are a bad thing: true. But without themwe'd have been into Wrld War Three
years ago: also true. The organizers of this sort of thing knowit, yet still use the terrorism of
lies for their own political ends: definitely true. Biased? Sure | am How can | be otherwise with
atalent like mine? It's the old question: are espers blessed or cursed? They drove along a
country road, turned into a lane leading to a huge wire-fenced enclosure. And a sign told them
that this was the US Air Force Base at G eenham Common. Darcy held up his ID, and a uniforned
police officer saluted and waved themon. On both sides, walls of policenmen held back a crowd
conposed mai nly of angry wonmen. The striped guardroom gate went up, and Ben drove through. But as
the car began to cross the threshold a fat, red-faced young woman broke free of the cordon and
threw a clod of wet earth at the wi ndscreen. Ben avoided her, used his wipers to twitch the nuck
aside. 'A hairy one,' he grunted, as the clod fell away. The nudball?' Darcy said. 'No, the silly
cow who threw it!' Ben replied. "Wat, ban the bonb? That one could fall on a bl oody bonb and
snother it!' Then they were into the base and all the ballyhoo left behind. Harry wanted to know
"How di d they know we were com ng?' Darcy shrugged. "Wen the police cone out in force, soneone is
com ng. Doesn't matter who it is, it's always the same reception.' Then a huge bl ack American Air
Force officer flagged them down, got in the car, and took them where they wanted to go... Trask
drove down a ranp into a 'hangar' that wasn't switched off his lights in the floodlit interior
Their passenger directed himinto an el evator that coul d have taken a tank, and Ben drove in and
stopped when red lights blinked on. A warning bell clanged, and the cage Necroscope: The Lost
Years - Vol. Il descended three levels. And as the doors opened: 'Roll her forward six or so
feet,' the officer said. Ben did so, and applied the brake. 'Leave yo' ve-hicle half-in, half-out
the cage,' the Anmerican, a Colonel, told themas they got out of the car. The door works on
electric eyes and won't close on the ve-hicle. And the elevator can't nove with the door open

That traps the el evator down heah and ensures sone privacy. And incidentiy, yo' all are trapped
down heah too, until | see sone ID.' He took out an automatic pistol fromhis belt and cocked it
Darcy showed himhis ID, and the Col onel goggled. 'Man, yo' has nore right bein' heah than | do!’
He put away his gun, took them out of the elevator and down a vast arched-over, and apparently
endl ess corridor, over echoing expanses of enpty, floodlit concrete, and past a dozen steel -
panel | ed doors to one that was hung with a red-stencilled sign on a white board: NO ENTRY!

Unl ocki ng the door, shoving it open with a massive, nuscul ar shoul der, the Colonel said, 'l takes
it yo'all knows what yo's doin? Look all yo' want but don't touch the glass 'cos it's alarned.
Yol | have the whol e damm canp down heah - and they's every one crazy as ne! It's the job.' He
grinned, saluted, and left themto it. His footsteps noved away fromthe door - but not too far
Darcy C arke had been here before. He led the others to a dais in the centre of the floor, clinbed
steel steps and | eaned on the side of a tank-like container to | ook down on the contents. 'And
here's our bonb,' he said, "all nice and tidy - and safe - under glass.' Harry noved to one side
of him Ben to the other. The Necroscope was fascinated. This is an atom c bonb? It | ooks nore
Iike the engine of an experinmental, mediumsized notorbike!' '"Just a bit nore powerful,' Darcy
said, with typical British phlegm Darcy's casual attitude spoke volumes for the safety of the
device. 'How nmuch does it weigh?" Harry | ooked down through plate glass at twin metal cylinders -
like a pair of elongated dunbbells, joined in the nmiddl e by an eight-inch dianeter stainless stee
pipe, with the entire surface nmachi ne-routed into grooves that were packed with wiring and seal ed
over with plastic |am nate. The whol e thing had been set on a rubber-wheeled trolley for ease of

nmoverment Two | arge suitcases worth,' Darcy answered. 'About a hundred and ten pounds.' 'And they
could snuggle this into Mbscow?' It seemed unbelievable. Darcy shrugged. 'And through Gatwi ck -
don't ask me how! But Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il take it fromne, there's all hell going
on right now. Airport security will never be the sane again.' Darcy took three paces along the

dais to a second container. Harry joined him |ooked down through the glass cover at a small safe
with a conbination |ock, and said, Wiat?' The trigger,' Darcy told him The firing nechanism It's
| ocked in the safe. Wiich is supposed to nake the bonb safe, or safer.' He shrugged again,
unconfortably this tine. 'And so it does - but to nmy mnd there are enough of the homegrown and
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far nore deadly variety of nuclear devices in this conplex already, wthout they should worry too
much about this one. That's what all those wonen at the gates are up in arns about nukes - of
which this is just one nore.' The trigger? Harry |ooked for clarification. 'Basically, it's a
radio receiver with an electrical lead that plugs into a socket in the mddle section of the bonb.
The bonb would be arned renptely, by radio signal, and set off the sane way. 'Hi e people here have
rigged a duplicate receiver in an operations roomwhere the only thing it will activate is an

alarm There's a twenty-four hour watch, so that they' Il know if or when the signals come in.
That'll be the nonent that London woul d have gone sky high.' 'But the bonb is totally safe?
"Absolutely. It's leaking a little radiation, that's all, which is why they' ve isolated it down

here in a lead-lined container. But if you take the trigger out of that safe, which you can't,
plug it in and extend the antenna a little: bingo! It's all set up again, just waiting for those

speci al signals out of Tibet. Wich right nowit can't receive ... else | wouldn't be here.' Harry
took a pace to the right, |ooked at the bonb again. Sonehow it had changed: it was now obscene

And t he Necroscope shivered. 'Sudden death,' he said, in a small voice. Tor nillions, yes,' Darcy
agreed. 'But the bonb itself- this bonb - would only be the trigger. | nean the real trigger. The
starting pistol for a nuclear holocaust, and a nuclear winter to follow Not just Wrld War Three
but probably the beginning of a new Dark Ages...' And in a little while Trask cane in with: 'Wl|l
and have we interested you, Harry?' Harry |looked at him 'I... don't any |onger work for the
Branch,' he said. 'But on the other hand, this is sonething we all should be interested in. Any
madman who is capable of this could try to do it again.' Darcy said, 'Exactly. So you will help us

out, if you can? | mean, we know nost of it, except why and who. The reason, and the mad m nd that
reasoned it. But finding the answers to those things will take a very special kind of

i nvestigator.' He knew he was taking sonething of a chance here but risked it anyway. ... But when
he saw the sick | ook that the Necroscope gave hi mthen, he wished he hadn't It was as if Harry
wanted to say sonmething, as if he wanted to help but didn't know how For the fact was that he was
no longer willing -nor able - to admt what he was and what he al one could do. And such was his
obsession he woul dn't accept that there were others who al ready knew about him And though Darcy
had had doubts before, now he was happy with the arrangenments he'd nade with Dr James Anderson

For he knew that Harry mnmust be put back to rights. So taking the Necroscope's arm he said,
"Anyway, if s late and we have to be on our way. So don't worry about any of this now You asked
to see the bonb, and now you've seen it' By now, too, Anderson would be waiting for them back at E-
Branch HQ i n London- -Except he wasn't And despite that later that night, until the small hours,
Darcy called, and called, he got no answer. And after he'd sent a car round to find out what was

going on, still no answer. For Doctor Janmes Anderson wasn't at hone. By which time Harry Keogh
Necroscope, was fast asleep, and E-Branch HQ was very still and quiet And yet unquiet too. Wich
was al ways the way of it at E-Branch HQ ... Janes Anderson had never nade it in through his front

door. He had made it through the wought-iron gate, and two of the three short paces through the
terracotta-potted shrubbery of the narrow strip of frontage, but at the arched-over porch to the
door itself he had paused, blinked and frowned, and wondered why the pair of yellow gl obe tiner-
lights flanking the entrance on ornate stands were out A blown fuse? Probably. At which he'd
gasped and taken a pace backwards, as a pair of lithe dark figures stepped fromthe darkness
behind the | ast of the potted plants and reached for him And he had known that whatever this was
it wasn't a friendly reception. Then, turning to run, he'd bunmped into two nore dark figures right
behind himand inside the gate. A grin was all the doctor had seen and all he would |ater remenber
- feral eyes that seened to glow yellow in the dark, and a gaping nmouth full of pointed white
teeth - as the nmen in front of himpinioned him and one of the pair fromthe bushes put an arm
round his neck to cut off any shouting. Then he had struggled briefly, frantically, and started to
kick as he began to run out of air. At once the pressure on his w ndpi pe had been relieved, but as
he'd i nhal ed nassively somet hi ng had been cl anped Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l over his
nose and mouth. Something that snelted of... .. .Chloroform Darkly quiet voices woke Anderson up
They came to himfaintly at first as his aching nmind surfaced through the slowy fading reek of

chl oroform funes, and his dry nmouth cracked open as if his |ips had been seal ed with sugar-sweet
crusts of the stuff. He m ght well have vomited then, but daren't because he didn't know where he
was, or why, or who the sounds of sickness would alert And so he kept it in, swallowed hard and
painfully, and listened to the voices. ' all yours,' one voice was saying. 'Big Joe owed your
bosses a favour, and this was it. But now we're out of it and the rest of it -whatever's going
down here - is your business. Just understand this: anything goes wong... that's your business,
too! Joe's legitimate now, he's all paid-up; he owes no noney, no allegiance to any potbellied
pigs in Palernp. No offence, you understand. But this is England, and Sicily is a |long way off. So
you boys are on our turf now Just fine - as long as you don't go staking any long-termclains in
it." "Hey - it was a favour, you're right,' a second, far nore coarse and sinister voice hissed,
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rising and falling in tinmbre and heavy wi th unm stakable Italian accents. "Alittle favour. But
you' ve been well paid for it, OK? Well, who can say when Big Joe m ght need a favour, too, eh? So
what's this with all the threats? W don't need it and we don't scare any too easy, you know? Just
be sure to tell Joe we appreciate his help. And renenber to say thanks, from Tony and Francesco
Francezci.' 'Huh!' the first voice grunted, followed by the sounds of footsteps noving away, and a
door closing. And as full consciousness returned to Anderson there were other sounds, too: along
with an evenly spaced, echoing drip, a steady rushing sound or sensation, as of vast anounts of
water, even a river, sluicing along directly beneath him But beneath hin? He was upright, seated
in (no, bound to) a chair. Underfoot, rough wooden boards creaked as he shifted his weight to ease
the cranp starting up in his legs. And gradually, experinentally, he tried to force open eyelids
that felt gunmmed down as from sl eeping too | ong or deeply. Then, before he could open themall the
way, he froze on hearing what could only be a boat or ferry, the haunted phoom -phoooonm of its
foghorn. Somewhere on the river, then? A cold, danp foggy night on the river. \Wat, a houseboat,
maybe? Or a pier? And - and what the hell? - Someone had to be naking a terrible mstake herel!l
VWhat ever this was all about, they'd got the wong nman! Finally his eyelids came unstuck, and
Anderson lifted his head fromhis chest. That was painful, too, sending brilliant, jagged flashes
of lightning through his skull. He hadn't been hit, had he? Ht on the head? No, it was the
chlorof orm which he'd received in what nust have been close to an overdose. Chl orof orn®

Ki dnapped? Janmes Anderson, who didn't have an eneny in the world? Wio would want to do anyt hing
like this to hin? And why? He drew a huge draft of air to yell for help, and... ... A door opened
behind him and a light came on. It was dim that light - a single unshaded bul b hanging from
twisted flex - but it cane so abruptly and unexpectedly that he jerked back in his chair, gave an
i nvoluntary yelp of terror, and tried to turn his head. Which only caused hi mnore pain. 'No, no,
cane that same, hoarse, sandpapered voice - the one with the Italian accent - 'just save your
strength and sit still.' And the owner of the voice stepped into view from somewhere behind

Ander son and continued: "You can save your breath, too, because no one is going to hear you. And
even if you were able to shout that loud... well, we're not about to let you.' In fact there were
two of them but not the sort of heavies Anderson m ght have expected fromthe texture and tone of
the voice. Tall, slender, dark in their Iong overcoats, their hats set to shade their eyes, they
seened nore clinically sinister than the thugs his aching mnd would have pictured. And he knew
that these were the ones who had followed himthrough his gate, and that one of themat |east had
feral eyes and a sick, toothy grin. They pulled up ricketty chairs, sat down facing himwth the
Iight behind them so that only the glimer of their eyes told himthere were faces there at al

in the shadows cast by the pulled-down brinms of their fedoras. Their eyes, and maybe the white
glint of grinning teeth, too. For |ong seconds nothing was said, until Anderson could stand it no
I onger. Then: 'What is this? he gasped. 'Wat the fuck's it all about? And he strained agai nst
the industrial tape binding his wists, ankles, and head to the high-backed chair. The pair | ooked
at each other, then back at Anderson. And as he continued to curse and babble, one of them reached
out a slender, alnmost female hand to grab his throat But the incredible strength in that hand, the
al nost casual way the pressure was oh so slowy increased, the deliberate and effortless
constriction of the fingers. So that Anderson knew - knew with an absolute certainty - that this
brute could crush his w ndpipe to a pulp! But even as the know edge dawned, so the steel claw of a
hand rel eased himand wi thdrew. He gul ped air, desperately wanted to nmassage his throat swallow,
but couldn't and could no I onger hold back the vonit boiling up fromhis stomach. H's captors

qui ckly stood up, got well out of the way as Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il he gagged,
managed to turn his head an inch or two to the right, and threw up on the floor. They |l et him get
it out of his system and as he sat there rigid, coughing, spitting out the last of the
unutterabl e debris, came forward again. And the one with the voice said, 'Now see what you did! It
must have been all that abuse - all of the unnecessary vitriol, eh? But the next tinme you want to
be sick, just tell nme, OK? | can nmake you sick faster than you'd ever believe." "What... what is
it you want?' Anderson tried to turn his face away fromthe smell of his own vomt but could only
manage a few i nches. Swathes of tape across his forehead held his head firmy in place. 'W want
to know about E-Branch. In fact, everything about E-Branch.' The second of the two, whose voice
was soft and sibilant as a hiss, |eaned closer. And this was also the one with hands |ike stee
claws. 'E-Branch?' Anderson, blinked his watering eyes. And Darcy C arke's words canme back to
him.. some stupid fucking warning about the O ficial Secrets Act? Well.yfac* the Oficial Secrets
Act! And in any case Anderson didn't know anythi ng about bl oody E-Branch, except that it was
part... part of the security services? He said as nmuch, and the one with the gravelly voice said,
"Ch, but you do - you know a great deal about it Today we saw you with a M C arke, Darcy. And a
M Trask, Ben. Also with a M Kyle, Alec. And we find him- M Kyle - especially interesting.

mean we find all of theminteresting, but especially him So we can start there. Tell us about M
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Kyle.' "But | don't know anyone with that nane,' Anderson gulped. T wasn't w th anyone of that
nane. Darcy O arke, yes. And Ben Trask, too. But no... what, Kyle? No Alec Kyle, no.' He tried to
shake his head, noved it to and fro, barely sufficiently to enphasize his point 'You don't know
anyone called Kyle?' the hissing one said. 'But we saw you in the car with him' Anderson tried to
nod. Trask, O arke, and Keogh. The one you're tal king about is called Harry Keogh. So you see,
you're making a big mstake here.' As the two | ooked at each other, Anderson saw their faces in
sil houette: gaunt, angular outlines, expressionless now and sonehow [ifeless. O if not lifeless,
then a different kind of life... They turned back to him And: 'Harry Keogh,' said the one with
the snake's hiss. Tell us about him' And as if anticipating the doctor's answer, he reached into
his pocket and took something out A knife - a Stanley knife - with a knob on the handl e that he

slid forward. Anderson tried not to see the blade but couldn't take his eyes off it. '"I... | don't
know anyt hi ng about him' he said. And, as the hissing one shuffled his chair closer: 'Ch, God! 11
mean ... | don't know very much about him' And the one with the knife turned his head to | ook

back a little at the one with the gravelly voice, as if he were waiting for himto make a

deci sion. Which, a nonent later, he did. You know,' he growed, '"but if we let you, you could
waste an awful lot of tine. So naybe we can afford the tine - and maybe not But our patience has
its limts. So let's sinply take ... a shortcut? A short cut, yes. That sounds right. Now |isten
"When ny friend here has finished with you, well go away and let you think it over. Then, when we
cone back, there'll be no nore questions and answers. You will sinply tell us all that you know in
one long stream one long gush, until everything is out. Because you'll know that if you don't...
well, there are nine - or even nineteen? -nore shortcuts.' The whi sperer stood up, stepped
forward... and Anderson tried to cringe down into hinself. The knife went down, down to his |eft
side - sliced through the tape binding his hand to the leg of the chair. Then the whisperer took
that hand and gave it a sudden jerk, dragging it upright, so that Anderson yel ped his agony as his
cranped el bow joint was forced through an angle of one hundred and eighty degrees. Finally the

whi sperer used nore tape to bind his wist again, this time to the chair's backrest al ongside his
shoul der, with the pal mfacing forward. And: 'No heckling, please,' his tornmentor grinned, as he
shoved a gag in Anderson's nouth and taped it in place, and showed himthe knife again. The bl ade
was one of those special things. It was curved, alnost hooked, shiny and sharp as a surgical tool
Using it, a skilled man would be able to cut the nost intricate shapes out of the toughest tinber.
A wood-carver's tool, yes - or naybe a surgeon's? 'A-a-about K-Keogh-' Anderson sonehow nmanaged to
munbl e, around the rag and the tape where it had come unstuck fromhis bottomlip. But: 'Ah, no.'
The gravelly one's voice was deep now, and dark as a dungeon. 'Later, save it for later. You see,
we have to be sure we get it all. And this way we know we'll get it all. For it's a small exanple
of what's in store if we don't." Wth which the whispering one trapped Anderson's wiggling hand
and smal |l est finger, applied the blade of his knife to it, and comrenced to work on the snall est
knuckl e. He nade his incision just half an inch back fromthe quick of the pink fingernail, at the
per manent crease where the finger bends, and with appalling speed and dexterity worked through the
thin layer of flesh and cartilage to the bone and around it, and between the interface of the ball-
and- Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. |l socket junction. So that as the fingertip cane |oose, the
stunp had only just commenced to spurt. It was so quick that Anderson barely felt the pain, not at
first; rather, he sensed it, through goggling eyes that barely believed what they were seeing. And
as the whisperer - or butcher - took his spurting finger into his nouth and began sucking on it,
like a baby on a finger of chocolate, the one with the gravel voice said: 'So there you go.

Ni net een shortcuts left, or maybe even a few nore? It all depends on your appetite for pain.' At
whi ch the actual pain, not to nention the true horror, finally canme. Then, as Anderson fainted,
the sane nan or nonster took a thinble fromhis pocket, lined it with cotton wool, and taped it
over the nutilated finger. And his sibilant conpanion sucked a dribble of Anderson's bl ood from
his lower |ip and whi spered, Waste not want not,' then popped the severed section, fingernail and
all, into his mouth. "Atidbit,' the other nodded. 'But after he's told us all he knows, the main
course is still to cone.'" The Necroscope - the reluctant Necroscope - stayed in London for a
further week. It seened to himthe ideal tinme and opportunity to work a few things out Bonnie Jean
had sai d he should get out of the house in Bonnyrig for a while, so that was OK. But she had al so
sai d he shouldn't wander too far afield. Wll, what was far afield to hin? He could cone and go as
he wi shed, provided no one knew how he did it... Couldn't he? Conming to London, he'd taken the
train because Darcy C arke had known he was coming; he hadn't wanted to arrive too quickly - or
weirdly - despite that Darcy knew himfor what he was, and what he could do. Ch yes, he could
still do it, certainly- -But reluctantly. Harry just didn't want to use the Mbius Conti nuum that
was all, not if he could avoid it. As for his other thing: he wouldn't even let hinself think
about that! For the Great Majority knew, all of them knew what he was and what he could do. It
made no difference that they couldn't possibly tell anyone, that the Necroscope's secrets were
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absolutely safe with them for the danger - whatever it was - lay in the fact that his talents
weren't secret fromthem So he stayed in London a while, seven days, and tried to work a few
things out Darcy O arke was happy to have himstay at E-Branch HQ |ess than happy with the fact
that James Anderson had di sappeared and the Branch's locators couldn't find him In itself, their
failure wasn't that odd: the hypnotist wasn't an operative - wasn't an esper as such - just
someone they'd used fromtinme to time. Therefore he wasn't nuch known to the rank and file, and
his habits were very nuch unknown. He had left very little of an "aura' with the |ocators, which
meant they didn't have nmuch to go on. It was that he'd vani shed now that worried Darcy nost And
that he was probably the only one in the world who could switch Harry back onto the right track
But having Harry here was a good thing, even if he wasn't seen too much in and around the HQ
itself, and Darcy even dared hope that one day his presence night be pernmanent For the Necroscope

was still the nost powerful tool for good that E-Branch had ever known and used. Wich was of
course the problem that they'd used himand then discarded him- but not w thout first making
sure he'd be of no further use to anyone el se. Not even to hinself, apparently... So the

Necr oscope wandered the streets of London, but in fact got very little sorted out. And sem -
detached, as it were, fromhis own world of strange netaphysical powers, the nore he | ooked out on
the real world the less he felt a part of it or of any world. London, which had never seened
famliar, was totally alien to himnow, utterly strange. He was a stranger here, adrift in a
strange world, but he suspected he'd feel the same al nost anywhere. Except perhaps in his own

pl ace in Edi nburgh, or in the arns of BJ. Mrlu. He was adrift, yes. Because his anchor had cone

| oose. Which was why he called the wine bar at |least three times a day every day, only to get the
sanme nessage fromBJ.'s answering machine: 'Ah'msorry, but due tae circunstances beyond nah
control, the bar has been closed indefinitely.' Bonnie Jean's voice, her phony Edi nburghi an burr
but soundi ng oh-so-distant and seeming nore di spassionate every tine, as if she too were slipping
away from him That would be the real breaking point he knew. That would be when the world really
fell apart If he were about to let it happen. But he wasn't Harry's last night at E-Branch was a
restless one. He did sleep, but derived little benefit fromit He was acconmodated in his old room
(or "Harry's Room' as it was now known) which opened directly into the main corridor; and about
three in the norning his foggy but sonmehow desperate dreans finally crystalized into sonething
that was nore than a dream Awake, the Necroscope no |onger had contact with the dead; he had al

but shut themout of his life. Asleep... he was far nore receptive. And as for R L. Stevenson
Jam eson: well, he was very determ ned. And no way he was going to be ignored. Harry? Necroscope?
Man, you is hard to reach! What's with you, 239 Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l Harry?

mean, you gots to know I wouldn't bother you if it wasn't real inportant? "RL? Is it you?" Harry
munbl ed and nmuttered, tossing in his bed. 'God, can't a man get any sleep around here?' At first
irritated - which showed in his attitude and apparent disinterest - still there had been that in
the black man's dead Voi ce" which went several degrees beyond urgency; so that despite the
barriers that the Necroscope was tempted to erect, he nevertheless felt inclined to pay attention.
Sensing this, RL said: Necroscope, ne and ny obi has been | ookin' out for you for a long tinme now
And J's tellin'you: nman, you has enenies! You has enem es in London, and you has "emin Scotl and,
too. They's been watchin'you, Harry!Just bidin their tinme, watchin', and waitin'! 'Yellow nen,"’
Harry answered, because in sleep the borders between the various |levels of know edge and being are
far less clearly defined; also because 'yellow nen' were on his nind in connection with the bonb.
Don't know what colour or creed they is, only that they's there, RL answered, and sighed his
relief that the Necroscope was listening. Then, quickly continuing: Al so, that maybe what they was
waitin for has cone. ' Cone? What are you tal king about, RL.? Maybe you' d better cone again!' But
Harry's attention was fully centered now. Not what but who, RL told him H m Necroscope: the one
they was waitin'for And he's just 'bout the worst! Not just a watcher but a... a doer. A boss. And
he's here, close andgettin' closer all the time. He cane quick, tonight, right out o' the bl ue.
And | can feel himlike a fog over a swanp, reachin' out for you. Harry felt the alien cold in
RL's dead voice, and said, 'Qut of the blue?" He clung to that. 'He came by airplane?" |Is that

what | said? RL thought about it. | suppose it be! Anyway, he's here, and the others is clustered
to him But like | said: they was watchers: kinda small fry, you know? And this one's a doer
What's nore ... he knows where you is, Necroscope! 'So, there's danger everywhere,' Harry
answered. 'In Edinburgh, and here too.' But the real nature of the threat continued to elude him

And RL dared not enlighten him In all three places, the dead man said, stepping a little outside
the parameters of his mssion. "Wiat?' Harry hadn't failed to notice a certain enphasis. 'Did you
say three places? Were else, then?" Buried, Harry. Buried deep. Buried... real... deep... 'Wat

i s?' The Necroscope was definitely interested now But he was anxious, too, for he could sense the
dead man slipping away fromhim perhaps deliberately. "What's buried deep, RL?" Can't say no
nmore, Harry. Believe ne, I'd really like to, but it gots to break in its own sweet tine. O, mght
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could be you 'd end up broken, too, right... along... with... it... Wth which he was gone.
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Il VICTIMS A few hours earlier, sone three hundred and fifty
mles away, in Scotland: Zahani ne had been watching Harry Keogh's place for a week, which had to
be the nost frustrating, unrewarding job that Bonnie Jean had ever given her. And in this cold wet
weat her, the dreariest Keep an eye on Harry? Follow hinf? Ch, really? That tinme a week ago, he had
been in the house. She knew that for sure. Then - no longer in the house - gone! And she hadn't
seen himgo. Since when, never a sign of him No snoke fromthe chimey, or lights of an evening;
no answer when finally she'd | ost patience and gone knocking at the door. The man was sone ki nd of
ghost! A very attractive, nysterious ghost, but just as spooky as the rest of them Which, from
soneone |i ke Zahanine, was a conplinment But to be here in the third week in February, at m dnight,
on a night like this... she supposed she should consider herself lucky it wasn't snow ng! Anyway,
she would stick it out for another hour, and then she'd be out of here... ... But she knew she
woul d have to be back again at seven in the norning. That was the routine Bonnie Jean had set
until he was back. For Harry Keogh was very inportant to her. And to them and to everything. And
B J. had spared no effort in making her point 'He is everything,' she'd told the girls before they
quit the wine-bar and went into hiding. "Wthout himthere's no ne, no you, no tonorrow. | mean
that quite literally: let anything happen to him if s all over, done, finished. He's the one and
only one. In whatever shape or form Harry Keogh is the future - nmine, and yours.' That was why
she had told himto go mssing for a while: because of all the trouble that was brew ng. Well,
fine, except he was still missing! A week had gone by and Zahani ne was sick to death of these
seemingly interm nabl e six-hour shifts spent watching his place. But it was one of only two places
BJ. had known to | ook. The second was her w ne-bar in town, where even now one of the other girls
woul d be keeping watch for him D stracted by her own thought processes, bored by tedium and no

| onger concentrating on the job, Zahanine alnost failed to notice the flickering headlight beans
sweeping briefly over the night's faintly gl owi ng horizon and painting the stonework of the old
bridge across the river yellow The bridge was half a mle dowm the road. And by the tine she'd
used her sleeve to clear a patch in the lightly msted wi ndscreen, there was only a tell-tale

spl ash of yellow on the far side of the water, rapidly fading to darkness. So that even now she
wasn't one hundred per cent sure that a vehicle had crossed the bridge. But at least it had served
to waken her up a little. Zahanine got out of her car and trained her glasses on the black

sil houette of the old house. Was that a yellow gl ow over the rooftops - suddenly sw tched off -

| eaving the ridge and chi mey even darker against the velvet sheen of the night? And now she felt
a certain elation, that perhaps her vigil wasn't in vain after all. Seconds, then mnutes ticked
by, and a light came on downstairs. Then another, upstairs, in the bedroom Harry was back
Zahani ne started up the car, drove a mle into Bonnyrig - a public tel ephone box - and calling BJ.
told her what she'd seen. Then she suggested: T could put a note in his |etterbox, |et himknow
where you are?" 'No, nothing like that!' BJ. cautioned. 'No notes or letters. Nothing that m ght
tell someone el se where we are! First let me speak to him Call nme again in five mnutes.' And
five mnutes |ater Zahanine did just that But on the other end of the line BJ. was furious. "His
phone is off the hook!' she said. "Either he's using it - or he's still afraid of the dam thing
But tinme is wasting, so don't ask me about that...' And after a nonent's thoughtful silence:

' Maybe he just doesn't want to be disturbed, doesn't want to have to identify hinself,' she said.
"It's possible he went back to pick up a few things. | don't know - but you can find out Zahani ne,
he knows you. Go to the house and tell himwhere | am No witten nessages, but a spoken one.
After that he can make his own way here or cone with you, whichever. But if he's going to be in
the house any length of tine, tell himto be on his guard. And tell himto put the phone on the
hook so | can speak to him And you can give himny phone nunber - but nake himrenenber it Don't
wite it down! Now tell ne, did you get all that?' 'Yes,' Zahanine answered, breathlessly. Tin to

go to him tell himwhere you are, give himyour nunber - but in his head. |'mto tell himto be
careful if he's going to be in the house for a while. If he's not, Necroscope: The Lost Years -
Vol. Il then he can come with me or make his own way to you. That's it.' 'Good! Go now..." Two or

three mnutes to get back to Harry's place. There was a car parked on the rutted track behind the
house. Zahani ne parked a hundred yards away, approached as quietly as she could on foot This was
sinmply so as not to alarmHarry. Then she was up the path and knocking on the door. From i nside,
no response, utter silence - but the upstairs lights went out! Zahanine waited a minute or so,

t hen knocked again, calling softly, '"Harry, it's ne, Zahanine, one of BJ.'s girls..." And as the
door oh-so-swi ftly opened, an oddly-accented voi ce behind her said, "Wy, so it is!'" But it wasn't
Harry's voi ce. Zahanine was feral-eyed in the dark, night-sighted as all BJ.'s noon-children. The
man in the doorway was medi um height, had slightly tilted eyes - and was yellow. Asiatic! As for
the one behind her: he'd be cut of nuch the sanme cloth. Drakuls! Twi sting her supple body,
Zahanine let fly with a foot to the groin of the one before her, at the sane time striking with
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the edge of her hand at the one behind. Her foot found its soft target, but the one behind | eaned
backwards out of range - and fired his silenced handgun fromno nore than four feet away. It nade
a sound like a big cat spitting. The bullet hit her on the inside of her left breast, went deep

| odged beside her heart. And it was a silver bullet The assassin had sl ow healing sores on his
fingers, cracked flesh, fromfilling his weapon's nagazine with silver bullets. Zahani ne was
lifted fromher feet and tossed back into the crouched, nmoaning formof the man in the doorway
where he cradled his aching testicles. Her sudden wei ght knocked himoff his feet, bowing him
over in the narrow corridor. The pair of themwent spraw ing. The one outside | ooked back into the
darkness - glanced this way and that furtively, and sniffed the air with a flattened nose -then
poi nted his gun strai ght ahead and noved inside. d osing the door, he dropped the catch on the
security |l ock. Zahanine was on her feet, her hands pressed to her chest WIld, wolfish, she bared
sharp white teeth, turned, and kicked again at the one crunpled on the floor as she stepped over
him Then she fled, stunbled, went bouncing fromwall to wall along the corridor, and finally

| urched headlong into Harry's study. But the one with the gun was right behind her, and as she
made for the patio doors he fired again. The first bullet was a white-hot agony, as if soneone had
slid a poker into her chest. And it was a pain that would kill her, Zahanine knew, even w thout
the second shot But at |east that one put an end to the pain. Caught up again in the sanme nmassive
fist, her spine shattered, she was driven through the patio doors in a tearing of glass and a
splintering of narrow nullions. Face down in the garden she lay, bloodied and dying. And her
killer put his gun away, caught up her ankles, and yanked her backwards through broken glass into
the room Barely conscious, she didn't even feel it... Wien the killer's conpanion was able to
come fromthe corridor, he found himbetween her |egs, tearing her flinsy underclothes away. And
"Eh?' he groaned in their own tongue. "Wat are you doing? |Is the bitch dead?' He continued to
gentle his sore testicles. 'She's dying,' the other grunted. 'And nmuch too soon. But let's face
it, she wasn't going to be taken alive.' 'You should take care,' the other cautioned. 'She could
be a lieutenant!' 'No,' the one on the floor gasped as he entered the girl, at the sane tine
sucking at the scarlet hole in her breast. But he paused to explain, 'If she was... right now
there'd be hell to pay! W'd have to burn the house down. It would attract attention, and perhaps
alert M Kyle or his werewolf bitch! That is sonething we can't - uh!- afford.' 'But what you're
doing... woul d Drakesh approve?' The killer |ooked back over his shoulder, said, 'l don't know,
and | can't ask him But conpared to those docile, flat-chested cows in the walled city, this one
is just ripe for it! And she's a nmenber of the pack. The last Drakul told us to get the job done,

not howto do it. Myself, |I've gone w thout |ong enough. And you - you're putting ne off. So go
and search her car, find her handbag, anything. But let nme get done - uh! - fucking her.' His
partner turned away, and over his shoulder said, 'In that case you can fuck her for nme, too!' And

he went achingly back down the corridor. Ginding away in the girl, the vanmpire on the floor felt
her body begin to shudder, vibrate. Looking directly into her face, he saw her eyes open and bl aze
up yell ow He sensed her enormous effort; he felt the contraction of exhausted nuscles, and gaped
hi s di sbelief as Zahanine's arns bent at the el bows and her hands canme off the floor. Her nails
were long... and they were bl eeding. Bleeding, as they elongated fromthe quick and thickened into
hooked claws. He felt their trenbling - those shivering, shuddering claws - jerked back his face
as they oh-so-gently touched him A nere touch, that left five scarlet tracks down each side, from
the orbits of his eyes to his quivering chin, as he wenched hinmself free! Zahanine's first - and

final - attenpt at netanorphism the true |ycanthropy. Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il But it
was over. Her claws shrank back into fingers; her arns flopped to the floor; her eyes glazed and
slowy closed, as she breathed a wolfs last breath. Breathed it out and out ... until it was gone.

Her killer cursed, adjusted his clothing, headed for the kitchen to see if he could find a neat
cleaver. And on Harry Keogh's desk the tel ephone went purrrrrrrr where it had been lifted fromits
cradle... Francesco Francezci had flown in fromSicily around nidnight. Three of his own people -
a youngi sh, good-1ooking lieutenant called Vincent Ragusa, a senior thrall, GQuy Tanziano (or
"Dancer"), and the Francezci pilot Luigi Manoza - had accompanied him Staying at the airport

hotel overnight, the four nmen had tidied up before neeting in Francesco's suite. This is how it
is," he told the others. Tonorrow, first light, Vincent flies up to Edinburgh and joins up with a
long-tine "friend" of ours, Angus McGowan. McGowan has been in Scotland - oh, just about forever!
He knows his way around. Knows the country, the people and their custonms - and he knows where Radu
is. Cose enough, anyway. Radu's actual location, his den or lair - that won't be known until the
last minute. Unless we get lucky. But somewhere in a little village in the Spey Valley there's a
thrall, a noon-child: a man or maybe a woman with too nmuch fucking wolf in him And this thrall of
the dog-Lord does know where Radu is, definitely. 'So that's where you and Angus McGowan are
going, Vincent: | ooking for Radu's friend or friends in the Cairngorns. In the event you find
them MGowan knows what to do. You'll take your orders fromhim Renmenber, MGowan has been one
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of ours, a lieutenant, for a very long tine - longer than you ve lived. He'll know you, and he'll
pi ck you up at Edi nburgh airport. So those are the arrangenments. Any questions?' The others around
the table were at ease; Vincent Ragusa, |less so. Waiting for himto speak up, if he intended to,
Tanzi ano and Manoza | ooked at him then at Francesco or 'the Francezci,' as they thought of him
Wanphyri, Francesco was adaptable. In "high' Sicilian society he would be, and was, enminently
acceptable. On a rainy day at Ascot in the Royal Enclosure, he would seem and had seened,
perfectly at home. But when in Rone - or in London in the conpany of |ieutenants and conmon
thralls - he could just as easily do and say as they did. And think that way, too. Ragusa was
maybe five-nine, slender, and handsonme with an Italian vanpire's good | ooks. O old Mafiosi stock
he dressed expensively but tastel essly. Shrugging, and managing to look a little disappointed, he
said, 'You know, | was hoping to join up with Jinmmy and Frank? They're nmy boys. | nean, you and
Ant hony put me in charge of them back at Le Manse Madonie.' 'Your boys, yes...' Francesco nodded
understandingly - or perhaps not - and after a monent's thought said: The thing is, you're all our
boys. And this isn't Le Manse Madonie. It's England, and |l ater Scotland. And we didn't plan ahead
for the fun of it, and we aren't here for the fun of it. You and McGowan up in Scotland: two
strong |ieutenants | ooking out for each other, eh? And a little later Luigi, too? Three of you?
That gives you real strength. And nyself, Dancer, Jimy and Frank down here in London? That nakes
us a strong team too. Then, finally, we all join up, and we're unbeatable... Now, have you got
that ?' Ragusa nodded his understanding, but said, 'If s like -1 don't know - a lot of guys to
waste just one | ousy dog!' Francesco sighed and narrowed his eyes. His jet-black nostrils gaped a
little. But then he grinned - which would be fine except that his grin w dened, and w dened. Unti
finally: "Vincent,' he husked. Tour grandfather was a Don; he is dead. Your father was a Don; he's
dead, too. So who knows, nmaybe it's sonmething that runs in the famly? Al that power and they
still wind up dead! And now you. More power coning your way than your ancestors woul d ever
believe. More to live for, a lot nore. And longer, nuch longer to live and enjoy it. Yet now and
then, the way you talk..." He shook his now terrible head. A bad sign. 'Hey, Francesco, |I'm
sorry,' Ragusa saw his error. 'Like, no offence, right? I mean, | know this Radu is sonething big,
but...' Francesco stopped grinning, stuck his face forward across the snall table where they sat,
snarled, "Vincent, let ne tell you sonething. This Radu could drive a hand through your navel

grab your liver and pick you up by it, and before you had tinme to start screanming bite your
fucking face off!" His jaws gaped wi de and his eyes were the colour of blood. "Yes, and for that

matter-' he said, his voice dying to a hoarse whisper,'-so could I." "I... | didn't nean ...’
Ragusa's face, always pale, was now white as chal k. 'You don't nean fuck!' Francesco said. 'So,
that's it - it's dealt with.' He slapped his hands together in a slicing, dismssive notion

"YouTl do exactly as | tell you. But just to be absolutely sure: are there any nore questions?'
"Not hi ng," Ragusa shook his head, held up his hands placatingly, palns facing outwards. 'No
questions, no - nothing - uh-uh!' Francesco scow ed, sat back, and as if Vincent Ragusa no | onger
existed said: 'Luigi, you know what your job is. What's this problemwith the, the... what are
they called? The CAA,' Manoza answered. 'Civil Aviation Authority. | have to Necroscope: The Lost
Years - Vol. Il register with them that's all. They' |l issue a tenporary licence. Anyway, we have
a contact on their exec. | can buy himif we're pushed for tine. No problem' 'Sort it out,'
Francesco told him "W're going to need a chopper and soon. And it has to be able to carry nore
than our nachine back in Sicily. 'Now listen everyone, | want you to renenber our "reason" for
being here. W're scouting a location for a nmovie. A clinbing novie, probably in the Scottish

H ghl ands. The British will stand to make Iots of nobney fromit - and the British authorities are
wor se than Anericans when it comes to noney. Likew se the Scots, and not only by reputation. So,
if you want co-operation, try flashing sone high-denonination dollars! It'Il work here like
anywhere else.' Ginning a normal grin this tine, he turned again to Manoza. 'Wen you've got a
plane - and if I'mstill in London - well fly up to Scotland. The rest of us, that is. But first |
have a little business here. It's possible we have a real line on the intruder. W may finally
find out who he is and why and how he hit our vault at Le Manse Madonie. And then 111 nake sure he
can't do it - can't do anything -ever again.' And lastly, to GQuy Tanziano: 'Dancer, you stay with
me.' Tanziano - bullet-headed, six. foot tall and sixteen stone, yet light as a dancer on his feet
- a comon thrall with an unconmon appetite and reputation for brutality, nerely nodded. The
meeting was over... Darcy Carke took Harry to King's Cross in the greyest, ghostliest hours of
nmor ni ng when the ragged ones are out: discarded pages fromyesterday's newsprint, drifting al oft
on the draughts from canyon street-junctions. Those ragged ones, and the other sort the stunbling
kind, with their bottles of namel ess stuff in paper bags. Both sorts were thinning out, however,
and di sappeari ng wherever they disappear to. London was com ng awake, however slowy, and the
station already noisy, thronging with people. The Necroscope caught the first train north. He had
seenmed irritable, and Darcy hinself wasn't entirely awake yet, or he might have sinply dropped
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Harry at the station and returned to E-Branch HQ Finally, on his way back, suddenly he realized
what the problem had been - and felt Iike kicking hinself. The Necroscope would have preferred to
go hone by his own route, maybe, but he hadn't been able to because Darcy was in the way. Ch well,
too late now. But in fact it wasn't The train was barely fifteen mnutes out of the station before
Harry bought hinself a paper cup of vile coffee in the buffet car. Then, swaying right on through
the cramped buffet area into the first-class coach, he checked the passengers. There were only a
handf ul of them reading newspapers and nmagazi nes, all facing forward and away fromhim And no
one in the buffet car behind him Perfect. Wthout thinking about it (because he knew that if he
did he wouldn't), he conjured a Mbius door and stepped through it and out again into his study in
Edi nburgh... ... Were he dropped his coffee fromnervel ess fingers! And before he was capabl e of
rati onal thought he thought This has to be ny punishnent for using the Continuum H's coffee had
spl ashed the naked thigh of the black girl, the black and red girl, where he had stunbl ed over
her. Zahanine... One of BJ.'s girls!... Dead!... Here! Still without thinking what he was doi ng,
nunb, he went to the kitchen and cane back with paper towels, got down and w ped the cold coffee
fromher thigh - then slowy balled the towls, tossed them aside, and jerked spastically to his
feet Coffee? Jesus God in heaven - coffee? A black bullet hole gaped in the girl's left breast;
her skirt was bunched up round her wai st, and her blouse was stuck to the throw rug with dried

bl ood! I ndeed, the rug was drenched in bl ood! Wrse, Zahanine's head |ay under Harry's desk where
it had been kicked, three or four feet fromher body. A bloody neat cleaver lay there, too. And
this charnel house was his study. The Necroscope stunbl ed back fromthe girl's body - from
everything - and fell into his chair; and sprang out of it at once as he heard a car pull up out
front. In the corridor, still not know ng what he was doing, but trying desperately hard to pul

it all together, Harry went to the door and found it shut but unlocked. As he reached to engage
the security catch, he heard footsteps that paused beyond the door, a double knock, and a

breathl ess: 'Harry?' B.J.! He yanked open the door, fell back against the wall of the corridor
She stepped inside, took one look at him... and his expression nust have said it all. Then
"BJ.,"' he sighed and w apped his arns around her. But as he hugged her, so she felt himtense up
again, felt the relief, the tenderness, the welcone, turning to sonething else. "Harry, what is
it?" Her eyes were as wide and staring as his had been just a nonent earlier. But now, as he
pushed her away, held her at arms length, and | ooked at her as if he were trying to | ook right

t hrough her, those oh-so-deep eyes of his had narrowed to beconme part of a frown, or even an
accusation. '"What is it?" he repeated her. 'Maybe you can tell nme. And B J., this Necroscope: The

Lost Years - Vol. Il Brian Lutnley time | do mean tell ne!' Catching her wist, he half dragged
her along the corridor, past the front room stairwell, and kitchen, to his study - where she saw
what it was. 'Zahaninef It canme out of her as a wail, a very small cry, a gasp. 'Ch, Zahanine!'
Then she was down on her knees, fluttering her hands inches over the body - wanting to touch it
here, there, everywhere - and touching it nowhere. 'I got in fifteen mnutes ago,' the Necroscope

lied. This is what | found.' He got down beside BJ., and at last was able to | ook at the body and
see nore than bl ood. 'She was shot, and -1 don't know, tortured, raped? - before she was beheaded.
But why, B.J.? Wiy? And | know you know Ch, |'m sure you' re an innocent w ong-headed but

i nnocent, but you do know what's going on here. And you have to tell me.' 'Harry, I-' This is why
you wanted ne out of the way, right? Because sonething like this could have happened to ne?
"Harry-' 'Yellow nen,' he stood up, pulled B J. up with him "Wat about the Asiatics? Tell me
about them' (For if she could, it night also explain how those red-robed 'nmonks' fitted into his
future: some connection with the device they'd planted in Hyde Park? It seened nore than likely.
But if they were also responsible for what had happened here, then they nost certainly had a pl ace
in his future ... or would have when he caught up with them) But why this aching sensation deep

i nside? This burgeoning feeling of something waiting to cut |oose, like a word on the tip of his
tongue that try as he might he couldn't remenber. Was it sinply the need for action, revenge,
justice? ... O something else? "Harry!' B J. snapped, trying to pull himout of it. But: 'No!' he
snapped back. Tell me now, BJ.!' He was angry; angry and inpatient; his lips were tight, showi ng a
narrow bar of gritted teeth. B J. saw the warning signals, reading themlike a threat in his eyes,
his voice and attitude. Tilting her head a little - perhaps warningly in her own right, naybe even

threateningly - 'Haaarrry,' she began to grow... ... And he gasped, reached to cover her nouth
with a hand. But too late, as B.J. finished in sonething of panic: 'Mah wee man!' The noon ... the
wolf's head... the howing! And at last the calm descending |like a blanket over his troubled

m nd. Harry blinked, and the anger, the questions, and the fear went out of him For BJ. was here
to put things back in order again. And she did, by telling him 'It's OK Harry,' and by huggi ng
himto stop himreeling and maybe falling. 'Sit down.' He blinked again, shook his head, waited
for her to go on as he obeyed her and sat in his chair by the desk. "It will be ... OK"' she said
again, trying to believe it herself. 'But, oh, where've you been?' And before he could answer:
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"No, never mind that now. Just let me think.' She had cone within an inch of learning the truth,
his truth at |east, and by her own command had thrown it away. B J. | ooked at the body on the
floor, its head beneath the desk at Harry's feet, and grimaced. And al nost or wholly to herself:
They were nmeking sure,' she said. He wondered, OF what? But inside knew of what. Except that
couldn't be because BJ. and her girls were innocent How could they be ... what she was suggesting
they were, when she herself wasn't? He reeled again, swaying in his chair, and BJ. saw her

m st ake. ' Making sure she was dead,' she told him That she wasn't going to be able to talk to
anyone about... about this.' GCh, really? Well, the Necroscope knew someone who Zahani ne could tal k
to about it. But he couldn't or wouldn't - and certainly not while BJ. was here. And still he said
nothing. B J. looked at himand it was as if she were here on her own, or at best with a zonbie.
But that was all her own doing, too. "You can talk,' she said. Talk normally. Tell ne what |
should do!" A new twi st He should tell her what to do! But it was a genuine appeal, to Harry and
not to what she'd made him Turn nme |oose,' he said, with that certain sonething in his voice. She
| ooked at him and he was no | onger the zonbie. He had that |ook: like the first time she had seen
him or in the Spey Valley when they had killed those Drakuls. The Mysterious One - Radu's Man-
Wt h- Two- Faces. Mysterious because he'd been trained to be that way, by these people he' d worked
for, this E-Branch. A man with two faces, yes. The one face a mask, to obscure the true nature of
the one underneath. The face of a killer in the nane of justice. And now Harry was asking to be
turned | oose in the name of Bonnie Jean, or nore properly in the nane of Radu. And why not? For
she had told himit might come to this, hadn't she? But no, she would not, dare not put himin
that kind of danger, not her Harry. And not when there were so many greater dangers ahead for both
of them e<You don't know what you're saying,' she told him (But he did! Oh, he did! Only ask ne!
he screanmed, however silently. For he couldn't tell her what he knew until she asked him And even
then he could never tell her how he knew, because that would be to endanger his secrets.) B J. saw
the sweat break out on Harry's face and actually heard his teeth grating. It was sonething she'd
noti ced before in times of stress, and she thought: His mnd is stuck in neutral where |I've
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il jammed the gears! He knows we nust do sonething, but can only
act on ny command. 'Zahanine,' she said. "W can't let her be found here like this. The Drakul s
did this. They could be on a phone sonewhere speaking to the police even now. They could be trying
to corner me - or you, or us - and startle us to flight, cut down on our options. Then, when we
run, they'll be right on our heels knowi ng where we're running to. Do you understand?" To Radu,'
he nodded. 'We have to get rid of Zahanine!' B J.'s hand flew to her mouth. 'I nean, we have to
get her out of here. But | can't - damm it - can't think! Zahanine thought it was you | ast night,
but it was them And | sent her here - she cane here - of her own free will...' She was ranbling
for one of only a very fewtinmes in her too-long life, B.J. knew she was actually pani cking.
"Harry, | don't know what to do with Zahanine! And her car is parked down the service road near
the bridge! What can we do with her, and the car? Do you know of anywhere we can... dunp then?
mean - do you know any fucking thing? She grabbed hold of his collar, shook his head to and fro
'Do you have a single fucking suggestion? These were direct questions and he could answer them
normal ly. And yes, he did know sonewhere, and he did have some suggestions. "You get out of here,
he said. 'Right now, and leave this to ne. But first tell nme where to find you. Then, when |I'm
done, 111 join you.' Just like that, delivered like a right to the jaw so that she jerked back
fromhim her eyes wide, wild and disbelieving. There were depths here she still hadn't explored,
still didn't understand. Harry got to his feet. "Were are you staying? She told him the place
where he and she had breakfasted, the first time they had gone clinbing together, a roadside pub
this side of Falkirk. They have roonms. The girls and I, we're supposed to be doing a | ocal survey,
a census of people living in the area. But nbst of the tinme they' ve been out |ooking for you
You're a hard man to find, Harry Keogh. And a hard one to follow. A hard act to follow, too.' Yes
he was, and he'd said he could handle this. Wich was just as well because right now B.J. didn't
feel she could handl e much of anything. WII you need hel p?" She could at |east make the effort

For him For them He shook his head. "You go. Ill follow as soon as | can.' Tmgoing to turn you
off now, Harry,' she said. 'But you will renenber what you have to do - the things you do so well -
and where to find ne when they're done.' '"B.J.,' he said, and held her tightly while she whi spered
in his ear "Harry, nah wee nan..." It was |like waking up froma bad dreamto a worse one. But B.J.
had gone and the Necroscope knew what he had to do. He placed Zahani ne's head and the cl eaver on
the throw rug with her body, rolled the rug up and tied its ends with string, finally rolled the
whol e bundl e again in a sheet of clear plastic packaging fromthe new carpeting in his bedroom
There was a pl ace he knew where Zahani ne woul d never be found. O if she was, it wouldn't nuch
matter. Then he brought a carpet fromthe front roomto cover the dark spot on the floor, and nade
a final check of the house to see if there was anything he'd missed. But no, the place would seem
absol utely normal to anyone who didn't know better. But Harry did know better, and there was a
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certain snell that the draught fromthe broken patio w ndows was having difficulty dispersing. O
maybe it was only in his mind. In any case, he used a deodorant spray which seened to help a
little. Then he called a handyman he knew in Bonnyrig and told hi mabout the damage to the w ndow.
"I won't be here,' he said. "So I'l|l |leave the front door |ocked. You'll have to go to the back of
the house on the river's side, and get in through the garden gate. Wen you're done, |eave the
pati o doors secured.' As sinple as that. And then the difficult bit. Harry went to Zahani ne's car
the keys were in the ignition and he was able to drive it back to the house. Back indoors he put a
penknife in his pocket, hoisted the rolled-up rug and its contents to his shoulder, (it seenmed to
weigh half a ton!) took it out to the car and placed it as gently as possible in the boot Al

done, he checked that no one was about which wasn't likely for in this place no one ever was
about. And the 'highway' - which was in fact a country road, and the only vantage point - was on
the other side of the river on the far side of the house. Finally, satisfied that he was al one,
unobserved, he got back in the car and drove it very slowy forward in first gear. And as he
drove, he set familiar Mbius equations rolling down the screen of his metaphysical nmnd, to
conjure a broad, squat door directly in front of the car- -And drove through it! Mnents |ater he
vacated the Conti nuum on the Roof of the World, the Tingri Plateau, Tibet... In a snowstornm The
car stalled at once, sank through a frozen crust into a deep drift, gradually settled on
conmpacting snow. Harry wound down his w ndow, slid out backwards onto the crust of snow, and
flailed through the drift and the blizzard to the boot. Already feeling the intense cold, he
dragged the bundl e out and cut it open, nen propped Zahani ne agai nst the back of the car. It was
cold, so terribly cold, but the Necroscope knew she couldn't feel it. And he hadn't wanted to

| eave her | ocked away like that, in the stifling dark. The darkness of death, when at |ast she had
accepted it, would be bad enough. But just looking at her he knew it wasn't right. Zahani ne wasn't
conpl ete. And shuddering - also fromthe cold - he took her head and placed it on the neck. In
another minute it would be frozen there. And he would be frozen here, if he didn't get noving! But
first- -There was sonething he nust do. And sonmehow t he sheer desol ation, the utter isolation of
the place, helped himto do it Not a conversation with Zahanine, no (Harry doubted if she would be
ready for that a while, and he certainly wasn't), but he did know what woul d be on her nind. And
here in this place - this icy, w ndswept, nowhere place - he dropped his nental barriers to let a
different kind of cold conme creeping in. She would feel his warnth and know it for life. She would
huddle to it, a frightened nouse. And in that noment the darkness would recede a little and
Zahani ne woul d remenber. Cruel ? Perhaps, but not as cruel as what had happened to her. For the
Necroscope didn't know (or woul dn't accept) what she had been, only what she was now - a | onely,
frightened dead thing, foresaken of life. And he was right. Her whinper cane to himand the fee

of her waith's arns around him like the Little Match Grl crushing to the tiny bonfire of her
own worthless matches to draw a | ast ounce of warmth fromit. But he wasn't afraid, not of the
girl. This was what he was, after all, and what he had used to do; and with the exception of his

| ost son he was the only one who could do it He was life and she knew it which caused her to
renenber her own life and how it had ended. And the Necroscope was witness to it The sl ant-eyed,
lustful yellow face | eering down on her, and the feel of his cold nmenber in her. Then his eyes

wi dening and the | ook on his face changing, as she reached up trenbling hands to it; the feel of
his skin caught up under her scraping fingernails and torn away in ten red stripes! And then this:
the endl ess darkness that Harry had woken her up to. So that now Zahani ne knew for sure. That
beyond any shadow of a doubt, she was- -But no! The Necroscope didn't want to hear it, what he had
heard so often before. That sudden tortured shriek of denial. And he brought the barriers crashing
down on his mnd so fast that it unbal anced him sent him staggering back fromthe half-buried
car, stunbling on frozen |l egs. But he had seen what he'd needed to see: confirmation of her
Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il nurderer, and now all he wanted was to be out of here... It
was still only 8:50 a.m in London, in the disused docksi de warehouse with its |oading bay that
jutted out over the river, where Dr Janes Anderson had spent the last terrified, agonized week of
his life and sl ow death. But his torment was over now, and his vanpire torturers were stil

baffl ed. <You should have left it to ne,' the Francezci told his thralls, Jimy N cosia and Frank
Pot enza. "What, did you think you were still under orders fromVincent? Did you think you were the
Mob? You're mine, mne and Anthony's. You're Francezcis! And this... isn't us.' Shaking his head,
he gl ooned over the ness that had been a nan. 'It's sinple butchery. And worse, it served no

pur pose. You got nothing out of him' 'Er, sonething. W got sonething, Francesco,' Jinmy N cosia
tried hard not to grovel. "And we didn't have much choice. W couldn't be here twenty-four hours a
day, not and keep an eye on these E-Branch types. And that in itself is a problem You follow
those guys - you look at sone of themfor too long - sooner or later they turn and | ook right back
at you! These people are sonething else, Francesco. Not the kind you'd want to ness with.' There
isn't any kind I can't nmess with!' the Francesci snarled. '"But... | take your point. |'ve heard
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the sane sort of thing before, and from people who are supposed to know what they're doing! That's
why we chose this Anderson.' He gl anced again at the remains of a man. "He isn't - wasn't - part
of their organization, just someone they used.' 'But not any nore,' Frank Potenza whi spered,
smling his wi de-mouthed, enptionless yet oddly girlish smle. Al of the Francezci's displ easure
had been wasted on him Francesco scow ed at him but knew it was useless to do nore than that.
Despite (or maybe because of) Potenza's androgynous nature, he was nmuscle with very little of

nmind. He was sinply weird; he knew how to whittle flesh but nothing of terror's true subtleties.
Therefore pointless to punish him you mght as well kick a pet cat. He wouldn't understand but

would sinply lash out at you, claw you - and then you'd have to kill him It was best to ignore
him which Francesco did by turning again to Nicosia. 'OK | accept that this was an accident. You
sought to sl ow Anderson down - to stop himtrying to escape, and weaken his nental resistance - by
weakeni ng hi m physically. But you went too far. Still, as you say, you did get sonething. So go
over it again, everything he told you.' 'Four years ago,' N cosia began, 'E-Branch called himin
to hypnotize this Harry Keogh character - or the one they call Harry Necroscope: The Lost Years -
Vol . Il Keogh. He was to restrict Keogh's "talents" - don't ask ne what talents - so that when

Keogh left the Branch he couldn't be put to use by any other organi zation. Al Anderson knew was
that Keogh was hot stuff. Darcy O arke, Head of Branch, and all the other weird fucks thought very
highly of him But they didn't want himdoing whatever it was he did for anyone el se.' He gave a
shrug, fell silent "And that's it?" Francesco was baffled, or naybe not 'Until a week ago. Then

Cl arke contacted Anderson again, told himto come on in, take a | ook at Keogh. It was then that we
saw themall together for the first time - Anderson, Carke, Trask, and Keogh. And when they split
up we took our chance and got a hold of Anderson. It seemed the right thing to do ... not just
because we'd been told to do it but because plainly Anderson and Keogh knew each ot her, or why
woul d they be in conpany with each other?' The Francezci nodded. Tou were told to pick himup -
not to kill him Anyway, what about Anderson taking a |ook at this Keogh? What was that all about?
What was he looking for?' Nicosia shrugged. 'C arke was worried that Anderson's hypnosis - what
he'd done to Keogh the first time, four years ago - had gone too deep. He wanted Anderson's
opinion, and also to knowif it was reversible. Anderson told himit was, and that he would go

back that night and fix it' 'Gve himback these special talents? 'Yeah, | suppose. But he
didn't, because we had him' 'But still no nention of what these skills were?' 'Francesco, we
tried!" Nicosia threw up his hands. 'Hell, you can see how we tried! But Anderson didn't know |

swear it He'd never known in the first place!' And Francesco growl ed, That's the bit that kills
it. He didn't fucking know Well maybe he did know, but it was so big he would go through all of
this to hide it!" And again he glanced at the debris of a man. But in fact he suspected that

Ni cosia was right. No nman woul d be capable of suffering a fraction of this without talking his
head off ... if he had anything to talk about As for Kyle's or Keogh's talents: nmaybe Francesco

al ready knew what they'd been and what they still might be. The man had to be sone kind of living
ghost; he came and went and |eft no tracks. Steel doors, |abyrinthine tunnel systems, and

conbi nati on | ocks couldn't stop him and his obvious contenpt for all such was... destructive. And
expensive. Naturally E-Branch would want himintact, especially if they were going to try that
stuff again. O if they knew about Radu and planned to use hi magai nst the dog-Lord ..

"Francesco, what nore can | tell you?' N cosia was downcast That's it, everything..." He | ooked
this way and that as if wishing there were nore to say but knowing that the Francezci wouldn't buy
any pretty packaging. He was only interested in facts. And Francesco thought: Yes, he'd nmake a

good, loyal lieutenant. But Frank Potenza spoiled the noment by grinning in a gauntly girlish,
what -t he-hel | fashion and whi spering: 'Anyways, it wasn't all waste.' And Francesco knew what he
meant: that not too nmuch bl ood had been spilled here. Not spilled, anyway. But Potenza... was an

irritation, a big itch. And sooner or |ater Francesco knew he would have to scratch. But not while
there was a job to be done. Later, when all of this was over - time enough then to take care of
that. As for Potenza's inmmediate superior in the Francezci chain of command, Vincent Ragusa... it
m ght also be tine to rethink his position in the grand schene of things. Jimy N cosia would make
a better lieutenant for sure. And without conplaint, without trying to be an 'original thinker.'
But for now. The Francezci relaxed, smled and said, "Very well, let it go. Later | have to cal

Ant hony, tell himwhat's gone down and find out what's next. He's our contact with the A d Man

who we hope will give us his best co-operation.' The pair of thralls knew who he was referring to:

Angel o Francezci, in his pit at Le Manse Madonie. They blanched a little -even Potenza - and
instinctively backed off a pace. But Francesco nerely sniled, changed the subject and said: "I
don't think we'll be in London too long. Luigi is sorting out a helicopter, Vincent is on his way
to Edi nburgh, and Dancer's at the Dorchester getting roons. You two... do nothing; just wait for

me to get in touch with you.' But as he made to | eave he gl anced back at themand said, 'Ch, yes.
And before you get out of here nake sure that that,' he |ooked for the last tine on Anderson's
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remai ns, 'goes into the river.' After he had left they did just that - opened a trapdoor in the
floor and di sposed of the evidence. There were several splashes in the norning mst on the Thanes;
some | oud, others faint The last thing to go was an arm bl anched to al abaster. Its hand had a
thunb and i ndex finger, and three stunps. The other arm already bobbing its way to the sea -

ni bbl ed on by small fishes and fresh-water shrinp - had no fingers at all... Necroscope: The Lost
Years - Vol. Il 1V ANTHONY AND ANGELO AFRAID. RADU. AWAKE. BONNI E JEAN: | NNOCENT? Two hours
earlier, and nore than a thousand mles away- It was the first hour of a dimgrey dawn under a
lowering ceiling of cloud. Slowy churning, the sky rel eased banks of spune-like noisture, not
quite rain, to sprawl on the high plateau, pile up against the outer walls of Le Manse Madoni e,
and roll over themin queasy waves into the courtyard... Anthony Francezci had been about his

busi ness nost of the night; with Francesco out of the way - indeed, fromthe nonent Anthony's
brother had left Sicily for England - their grotesque father, Angelo, had been nore voluble, nore
forthcom ng. He had nmore 'in comon' with Anthony and found himeasier to talk to than Francesco,
who had al ways been sonething of a thorn in his side. As to what they had spent time in the early
hours of the norning talking about... just such subjects, and one especially, had served to pronpt
the nightnares which would | ater plague Anthony's dreans. 'Called' by his |oathsome father within
an hour or so of Francesco's departure, Anthony had been unable to attend himinmedi ately. But as
evening turned to night he had sensed an increase in the nmental babble, the tel epathic confusion
emanating frombelow, and in the small hours of the norning he had visited the pit Then, from an
awkwar d beginning, their talk' had finally evolved into an hour or so of conversation, broken only
by the occasional interruptions of Angelo's multi-minds... After that Not |ong before dawn,

Ant hony had gone to a female thrall for sex, blood - confort? - then to his own bed intending to
sleep until |ate evening when he was due a call from Francesco. Wth a little luck his brother
woul d have good or at |east pronising news from London; and certainly Anthony had news for him
Narmely, the substance of his 'conversation' with the Thing in the pit O sone of it... Now, with
the dawn, he ni ghtmared, by no neans an uncomon thi ng anbng vanpires. For the dawn is not their
time; indeed it is the one time when the otherw se mainly invul nerable are nost vul nerable - when
the worst fears in the subconsci ous m nds of such nonsters take on the shapes of reality, and
their nenories conjure once nore the terrors of their youths. Tony' Francezci was no exception
though in his case nmenories out of time were not especially horrific ... not to him He was what
he was by birth, and as such had devel oped free of any lingering inpressions of Wanphyri
conversion. Therefore he didn't dream any common thrall's or lieutenant's nightnares of what he
had been and what he was now, but of what he m ght yet beconme! Wich was a horror w thout peer -
unless it lay in the hideous shape and substance of his father Angelo, the devol ved and ever-
devolving Thing in the pit under Le Manse Madonie. First, before the actual horror, he relived his
conversation with the Od Ferenczy nore or less as it had taken place; except he was vaguely aware
that somewhere behind the 'spoken' words sonething darker was building, as in the atnosphere of a
well-lit roomthat gradually gl oonms over with the slow but irresistible approach of a storm
"Father,' he whispered into the nouth of the echoing pit 'Francesco has gone to Engl and. He has
men with him they will seek out Radu's thralls and follow themto the dog-Lord in the hour of his
resurgence. And we have heeded your words: already our advance party is... interrogating a nman
believed to be in | eague with the one who raided our vault, this "Harry" of whomyou spoke. Also,
wel | soon have nen in Scotland who will seek out Radu's thralls there, discover their weaknesses,
and eventually destroy them But now we need your help, too. For only you can see afar and know
whafs in the nminds of men ..."' Anthony paused, and in a while continued: 'And father, | know t hat
you have been spending nore and nore tinme | ooking outwards, for |I have felt it Even Francesco has
felt it and he is... well, far less sensitive than | am So anything you have | earned coul d be of
great benefit...' The nouth of the pit was open; its electrified grille was switched of f and

Ant hony had rai sed one flap of the cover. The spotlights in the cavern walls blazed down, |ighting
the pit's surroundings in overlapping circles of stark white light Qutside that central glare was
bl ackness, and Anthony's shadow an el ongated inkbl ot poured on the cold stone floor behind him
The reason the power was off and the shaft hal f-open was sinple: it was a precaution the Francezc
brothers used to insure agai nst Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il Brian Lutnley inadvertent
self-electrocution. The old well was after all a deep one, and Angel o no | onger capabl e of
attenpting an escape. His disorder, the ranmpant netanorphismthat had altered himto a
prot opl asmi ¢ Thing, was such that he no |onger had any control over his bulk. It controlled
itself, albeit mndlessly, and therefore was mainly w thout nenace. The current procedures existed
froma time when Angel o had retained a small measure of control; that they were still in use...
was sinply another precaution. It was never a good idea to second-guess the A d Ferenczy. Anthony
| eaned on the |l ow stone wall to | ook down into the silent, sentient throat of hell. Wthin the
shaft, |ight penetrated maybe nine or ten feet; below that the darkness increased commensurate
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with the depth, until it seened absolute. And this was a darkness that seethed... But while
Ant hony coul d feel Angelo's hidden intelligence (or madness), and while he knew that he had his
father's attention, still the telepathic aether carried no nmessage but nmerely conveyed an

awar eness of Angel o's vast nmental presence; this in addition to that al nbost physical foreboding on
the rimof Anthony's subconsci ous perceptions, warning himthat sonething was com ng. Then, |o0sing
patience, unwilling to remain in this place any |onger conversing with hinself (and even nore
unwi Il ling to neet the unknown sonething when it chose to arrive) he tried a threat, however

subtle: 'Father, always renenmber: it is still true that whatever endangers ne endangers you

Shoul d the Francezcis cone to harmand Le Manse Madonie fall, then we all fall with it. Including
the A d Ferenczy. For who woul d suffer such as you to |live except nyself and ny brother?' Perhaps
during the actual conversation he had not been so forthright, but these were the words he woul d
have |iked to use, and so he used themin his dream The pit seened to cling to one word, and
threw it back at himas an echo: Suffer, suffer, suffer... But it was in fact Anthony's father
goaded into 'speech' at last. And: Suffer? Angelo's telepathic voice - but a definite voice now,
gurgling in Anthony's head - took over where the echo had left off. And you know all about
suffering, do you? And you can tell ne sonething about suffering, eh? Hah! The worst thing you
have ever suffered was being born. But what | have suffered... is worse than death! Argunentative
But it was better than nothing. And Anthony was skilled at word-games in his own right. If he
could involve his father - inveigle or even challenge him- then with luck he might al so be able
to lead himin a nore co-operative direction. Wierefore: "What?" he said. 'But if your fate is so
di senchanting - if what you are suffering really is worse than death, the true death - aml to
understand you woul d prefer death? If so, then speak up! For as you are probably aware your other
son, ny brother Francesco, has been counselling just such a solution to your problemfor nmany a

| ong year!' Again the words were harder than those he had actually used. But in any case: Suddenly

the psychic aether was ripped apart in a demented telepathic storml DO IT! - Like a great roar of
joy! - subsiding at once to a hoarse, crazed gurgle of anticipation: Do it! Kill the Ferenczy!

Kill the old bastard! Kill all of us! Kill us, yesss! - A wman's voice this time, and one that

Ant hony recogni zed i mredi ately. It was Julietta Scl afani, vanpirized by Francesco before the
brothers had sent her to hell, bubbling nowwith an evil that could never know rel ease except in
the death of the Thing in the pit. Kill Angelo. And kill us with him- kill all of us, now -and

put an end to our hell! And: Ch, ho-ho-ho! Oh, ha-ha-haaarrr! A nad voice, alnobst entirely insane -
yet knowi ng and willing enough to shriek at the end of its burst of crazed |aughter, Kill, kill,

kill him Kill Angelo Ferenczy! And a host of others - all of the brothers' and Angelo's victinmns,
who had gone to feed himin his pit - all joining in the blast fromthe gross nad brain that was
the nucl eus of the mutant Thing. Al of these identities inprinted upon or absorbed within his

m nd, nmuch as his protoplasm had absorbed their flesh. And just exactly |ike that netanorphic
flesh, they were no | onger under Angelo's control. Anthony knew it at once: his father had | ost
control of the inprisoned nmulti-minds! 'But how .. ?' he wanted to know as the babbl e subsided to
a background runbl e. Because of this Harry,' as you see fit to call him the Tning in the pit
answered at once. This Englishman, this Harry whose second nane is Keogh, and whose dead friends -

and they are legion! - call the Necroscope.' Do you know what a Necroscope is, Anthony, ny dear
Ant hony? Ant hony was not an ignorant man; no one with the weight of years, the guile of the
Wanphyri could be entirely ignorant "A ... a viewer on the dead?' he answered, wonderingly.

I ndeed! his father answered. And nore, a speaker with the dead! But didn't | say so right fromthe
begi nni ng? The man who broke into your treasure vault, your intruder, this Harry is- -NO An angry
voi ce shouted himdown. DON' T LET H M TALK! THROUGH H S VAMPI RE SONS, HE PUTS HARRY | N DANGER' And
the rest of themjoined in - a tidal wave of nental enanations fromthe pit But Angel o, whose
psychi ¢ nmael strom had sucked themin in the first place, could not be shouted down. Aining his
sending directly into Anthony's reeling nmind, he said: Me, they feared, which was ny only hold on
them They didn 'tknow what | could - what | might-do to them or what | was capabl e of doing.
They feared ne because they were ny prisoners, trapped in me as | amtrapped in this pit, and no
hope of rescue. But him this Harry, they | ove. Because he would set themfree... by destroying
me! And Ant hony, ah, ny Anthony, despite everything you've |earned and think you know about the
passions of the world, human love is stronger far than fear. 'Father,' Anthony said then, trying
to aimhis thoughts as Angel o had done, to break through the telepathic tumult thrown up agai nst
him 'this Harry is as good as dead. If he's really the nan who broke into our vault, then he has
al ways been dead, and it was just a matter of tine. But tonmorrow |I'm speaking to Francesco, and we
shall make Keogh's death a priority. You say he's a Necroscope - what, the Necroscope? - and tal ks

to dead people? Wll, take it fromne: soon he'll be in the best possible place to practice his
skills!" You don't understand, do you? his father said then. Do you even believe ne? Doubtful. But
powers such as this one possesses... you have no idea what you're up against! Until he cane al ong,

file:/lIG|/rah/Brian%20Lumley/Brian%20Lumley%20-%20The%20Lost%20Years%20Volume%202.txt (105 of 191) [2/13/2004 10:22:34 PM]



file:///G)/rah/Brian%20L umley/Brian%20L umley%20-%20T he%20L 0st%20Y ears%20V ol ume%202.txt

Radu Lykan was the greatest possible threat, the greatest threat inmaginable. But this nman..

Ant hony coul d picture himshaking his head, as if in disbelief. 'But doesn't that say it all,
father?' he asked. 'I nean, haven't you said it all? This man,"” you said. Wll that's all he is, a
man. VWhile we are Wanphyri!' He tal ks to dead people... talks to dead people... dead people!
Angel o started to babble - to echo hinself- and i medi ately reined back. It was the multi-nmnds
interfering with his thought processes. He talks to people in their graves, he began again. And
all the world's know edge is down there with them 'But even if what you say were possible,’

Ant hony argued, in an attenpt to steer his father in a useful direction, 'what good is dead

knowl edge? How may anyone harness such know edge, to nake it work for hinP?" Angel o gave a snhort of
derision, frustration. Huh! And | had thought only one of ny sons was a fool! Then, before Anthony
could protest or make any further comment, Now |listen: The dead converse, in their graves, with
each other. The first time 1 took a victim absorbed into nyself, | suspected it was so. Don't you
understand? The nmind went on, in ne! And what of those buried in the earth, or gone up into the
air in smoke? It is the sane: their thoughts -spirits if you will - live on. And now, through the
Necr oscope Harry Keogh, they've learned to converse in their perpetual darkness. Love Necroscope
The Lost Yean - Vol. Il id hinP O course they love him and they' |l do anything for him Even
agai nst his better judgenment, Anthony was beginning to believe. Hi s father was maki ng nore 'sense
than he'd ever known himto nmake; his words and ideas, however wld, grotesque, seened based in
sonme sort of logic. Turning the concept over in his mnd, he said, 'But... but a Necroscope? THE
Necroscope! his father snapped, startling him There is only one. Wich is why they can't let him
come to harm They?' The dead, fool! The teem ng dead! The G eat Myjority! At which Anthony
believed he had him And: 'Only one Necroscope, who talks to the dead, eh?" He smled into the
mouth of the pit, but mrthlessly. '"And all of this a waste of tine, eh, father? O ny val uabl e
time. For if it was true, how vtou\dyou know? How do you know, father? O are you perhaps the
second Necroscope? |Is that it? That you, too, talk to the dead?' In the long silence that

foll owed, the dark something at the back of Anthony's mind crept closer, and the |ight seenmed to
dima little in the cavern of the pit. But then: No, his father told him | can't talk to the
dead. But |ean hear sonme of theml M dead, tal king through ne.' They converse with each ot her
Anthony, ny faithful - or faithless -Anthony. And, since the Necroscope Harry Keogh was here, they
al so converse with others outside of ne! As to what they say: | hear the outgoing because it goes
out fromne, fromall the mnds that are my mind. But the incomng is secret, and known only to ny
mul ti-mnds. Except they are no longer mine! But | do know that they accept Harry Keogh's talents.
And al so that you, and your brother - that we, the Ferenczys - are not safe fromhim not even
here. How can you doubt it? Didn't he conme here, conmit an inpossible crine, and | eave w t hout

| eaving a trace? 'Like a ghost, yes,' Anthony whispered, thinking back on it 'But he did | eave a
trace; we have himon film' He talks to them (his father ignored him. And all the world's
nysteries lie buried in the earth, or aimessly drifting in the sky. Wwo can say what he has

| earned fromthe dead? 'Like a ghost,'you say - but you don't know the half of it. This man noves
t hrough solid rock, through steel doors - and through doors of his own making! 'What?' Do you
believe in tel epathy, Anthony, ny dear sweet Tony? @ was as if he had changed the subject
entirely). Telepathy? O course. Anong the A d Wanphyri, it was the prized skill of the thought-
thief. So you've always instructed me, and your own nmentalismproves it As for Francesco and
mysel f: we were born into this world, where such skills were not required.' / told you no lie, ny
Tony. Many of the Ad Wanphyri were gifted in Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l strange arts,
but not all of them | too was bomin this world - it took me seven hundred years to devel op ny
art! As for yourself and your brother... well, who can say? Perhaps it skipped a generation
entirely. O maybe there's still time. | would like to think so. But on the other hand, tine has
been known to bring about changes which are far | ess desirable. And sonetines the bl oodlines hold
true, passing things down to the next in line that... that should never be passed down to anyone
Wth which another [ayer of gloomsettled |like a shroud on Anthony's dream In an attenpt to

di spel it - or perhaps delay whatever it was he sensed conming - he nade an effort to return to the
previ ous subject 'Wiat point are you trying to nake, father? Wiy this sudden |eap from Harry Keogh
to tel epathy? The O d One seenmed to grasp upon that A sudden |eap? Ah, good! So that Anthony
feared it might signal the start of sone new word-gane. But no, for his father quickly went on

Tel epathy, then. It exists, we are agreed. But in that case, what of 'sudden |eaps? Wat of..

tel eportati on? Anthony shook his head. 'No, | can't accept that. Even the A d Wanphyri had not hi ng
of that order. At best it is theoretical. Tel epaths, shape-changers - we know they exist. Evidence
is imediately to hand. But teleports... ?' And after a |Iong nonent: Theoretical? said his father
very quietly. Ch, really? Well, | would have thought so, too, upon a tine. But what about Harry
Keogh? And even the multi-ninds were hushed, expectantly silent now. Anthony, too, caught his
breath. It was ridiculous - but it would explain the otherw se inexplicable: Keogh's entry into Le

file:/lIG|/rah/Brian%20Lumley/Brian%20Lumley%20-%20The%20Lost%20Years%20Volume%202.txt (106 of 191) [2/13/2004 10:22:34 PM]



file:///G)/rah/Brian%20L umley/Brian%20L umley%20-%20T he%20L 0st%20Y ears%20V ol ume%202.txt

Manse Madoni e. his escape, and the fact that but for an automatic camera, no one woul d ever have
sighted him So that he felt pronpted to ask, "You learned this thing fromthe nulti-mnminds? Wen
they made inquiry about this Harry Keogh outside, in the dead void, yes. "Even if it were true,’
Ant hony said then, "what of it? | nean, he's still a nan. Can he avoid high-velocity bullets? Is
he inpervious to steel, poison, a garrotte? Right now, father, Francesco is in England. And he
will kill our M Keogh, trust me.' And if he fails? And if Keogh strikes back? Tony, you said you
woul d soon be speaking to Francesco. Good! Then tell himto | eave Harry Keogh well alone. 'But
Keogh has al ready robbed us once. And if what you say is true - why, he can do it again. Any tinme
he likes!" Wiich is why you nmust not try to kill him Annoy, irritate himby all neans, so that
when this thing with Radu is over, if it is over, he nmght want to cone here and seek you out, but
do not try to kill him Not yet. "And if or when he does decide to return? Surely we should get
rid of himnow, so that he can't return, ever? But: Were oh where has it gone? Angel o gave a
nmock groan, his sarcasmdripping |ike acid. The nmuch-vaunted 'guile' of the Wanphyri ? Hah! Then
with a snarl: Set a trap for him fool! "A trap? But how? \Where?' Wiere did he hit you the |ast
time? The treasure vault' Exactly. He bonbed your treasure vault. But this time you bonb him Trip-
Wi res, pressure points, electric eyes. Only let himmaterialize there- '-And he "naterializes
there forever!' O course. But pursue hinf? Never! Rather than that, Francesco woul d be well
advised to avoid him and all who run with him '"And if he "runs" with Radu and the pack, what
then?' Then... it would seem unavoi dable. Indeed, then you must kill him For if they are in

| eague. .. together they would be unbeatable! Except it is hard to believe that Radu Lykan woul d be
in | eague with anyone. Which is why | suggest you deal with the dog-Lord first, then Keogh, both
in the manner prescribed. 'But what of the treasure, our nobney, our power base? For such a plan to

work, we'd first have to-' -Myve it, yes. O what remains of it would be destroyed along with
Keogh. 'Move it? But where to?" Were would it be safest? 'Here,' said Anthony, nodding. 'Right
here, in this cave. Were you can watch over it, and where there'll be less tenptation for
Francesco...' ... To destroy nme, too? Indeed, said Angelo. And tenptation is sonetinmes contagious,
eh? So be it. Anthony could sense his awful, knowing snmile... And again, before he could deny the

ot her's unspoken accusation: So then, speak to Francesco, and tell himwhat | have advi sed. For
the Present that seens as nuch as you can do. And in the next nonent changing the subject again
Now then, tell nme about... tell me about your dreans, my Tony, ny little Anthony. This was a
dream as Anthony was vaguely aware; albeit a 'repeat performance' of a conversation that had
actual ly taken place sone hours earlier. But now, feeling that om nous sonething creeping closer
still - beginning to understand or renenber what it was - he shivered as he answered: 'My dreans?
VWhat of ny dreans?' But his father only tut-tutted, and said: Ah, Anthony, ny dear, sweet boy
."But | have listened to them To yours, and to your brother's dreans. Necroscope: The Lost Years -
Vol. |l For years | have |istened, even decades. Not nerely to eavesdrop -though that was part of
it - but because that was how... how it started in ne. In dreans,yes... And now the sonething, no
| onger unknown - but definitely unspeakable - reared up large as nonstrous life to cone knocki ng
on the doors of reality! Thunp! Thunp! Thunmp! A timd, triple knock at first. But Anthony was

ignoring it, gazing into the nouth of the pit even as he had gazed in real |life. And he was asking
the sane question, too: 'Father, that was how what started in you?' | had thought... perhaps
Francesco? his father answered, as if he nused to hinself. No, no, let's be honest: | had even
hoped it would be your brother. But alas, | hoped in vain. For | have seen it in your dreans, ny

Tony, ny poor dear boy. Even as it was in nine, so it is in yours. His dreans: those terrible
dreans that he had hidden from everyone, even hinself. The nightmare that he was - or that he was
like, or that he would be like - the thing in the pit! But now Anthony knew, and horror reared up
in the heart of him in his mnd, in his flesh and bones. And creeping up fromthe pit - clinbing
the walls in sickening, seething rags, tendrils and groping linbs, staring up at himeven as he
stared bul ge-eyed down upon it - Anthony saw his own nmad future! Then the clang of nmetal on stone
as he lowered the grille, and the hum and crackle of electricity as he turned on the current, and
hi s hammering heart and echoing, flying footsteps as he vacated that place, to renew hinself with
his female thrall. But even blood and the conforts of the flesh are sometimes not enough... Now it
was dawn and another fenmale thrall, but a very different one, nmade her patrol through Le Manse
Madonie. It was the crone Katerin, who had been with the Francezcis since she was a girl, for at

| east seventy of her eighty-five years. Not a vanmpire as such - for she had never devel oped -
Katerin was sinply 'of the blood* and no | onger aspired. But despite that she was the | owest of
the low in the Francezci househol d, she was trusted above all others. And because of her years of
experience there was no secret however small to which Katerin wasn't privy. But as she reached
Ant hony' s door- -Wat was that? Sone sort of wormthing? A snake or simlar injurious creature?
For a nonent it lay still on the nmarble floor of the high | anding, and she saw that it seenmed to
be enmerging from beneath her Master's door, fromhis room.. O entering it? She stepped cl oser
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and the vibration of her footfall galvanized the thing. It wiggled, whipped to and fro; and she
saw t hrobbi ng, purple veins in the vibrating length of its |leprous flesh. Then, lightning-fast, it
drew itself out of sight under Anthony's door. And because she feared for him- and for herself,

if she did nothing - she knocked: Thunp! Thunp! Thunp! Timdly at first the knock that Anthony had
ignored in his dream But when there was no answer she knocked again, |ouder, then turned the

door knob and went in. For all that this side of the manse faced north-west away fromthe sun, the
drapes at Anthony's wi ndows were heavy, thick with folds. The entire roomwas shadowed, gl oony,
where barely a chink of daylight found its way in. Katerin's eyes were feral, however; they saw in
the dark as well as any cat's eyes. And what they saw... Anthony's bed was of nassive oak, an
antique four-poster, with gauzy curtains tied back to the uprights on the side facing Katerin. He
I ay on his back, naked under the single black sheet that reached to his rib-cage and was his only
covering. As yet he was still asleep, barely. Cose to waking, he tossed and turned - and npaned
to himsel f. Cold sweat gleanmed on Anthony's forehead and |inbs, form ng sprays of fine grey pearls
as he jerked his head this way and that. Katerin started at sone sudden novenent on the floor by
the bed, started again when the sheet over Anthony's agitated figure billowed with a weird,
flowi ng nmotion. Her yellow eyes swivelled to and fro, unable or unwilling to accept what they were
wi tnessing. For the snake-thing ... wasn't a snake! The harridan knew what the brothers kept in
the pit deep under Le Manse Madonie. She knew that it was their father. And she knew that this was
sonmething like their father - except he hinmself was conpletely out of control and vaster far. And:
"Like father, like son!' Katerin breathed, stepping backwards, very quietly, towards the door. But
not quietly enough. There were a good many - extrusions? As they whi pped and withed, drew back
under the bl ack sheet and returned to their source and origin, Anthony cane awake and saw, and

per haps/eft the last of them that rope of glistening matter, a chanel eon's tongue of protoplasm
vani shing under his weirdly nobile covering. And yanking the sheet aside, eyes bugging, he saw it
soak into him He wanted to scream but couldn't; there was no noisture in his throat. He had
dreaned this before, all too frequently, and al ways worse than the dream before, but this was the
first time that he'd actually seen it. Now he knew it for a fact Except- -He wasn't the only one
who knew it. Anthony's panic passed, was replaced by his "natural' cold, calculating calm The
chilling logic of the Wanphyri. Necroscope: The Last Years - Vol. |l Katerin was standing there, a
bundl e of dry sticks that he m ght oh-so-easily snap. And: The door,' he husked, sitting up in his
bed. 'd ose the door, and cone here.' She obeyed - what el se could she do? - and stood beside his
bed, shivering. Anthony nodded, and his eyes were flanme as he said, "You saw?' 'A ... a nouse!’
the crone gasped, gagged, croaked. 'Sonething very small, | think, that crept under your door...'
But he shook his head and smiled a ghastly smle. 'No, you saw nore than that - didn't you?' ' Yes,

Master, yes..." He sighed and reached out a hand on a long, an incredibly long arm and grasped
her throat even as she nmade to step back fromhim 'Katerin, | have fond nmenories of you. Wen you
were a girl of fifteen | fucked you; we both did, ny brother and |I. Perhaps fortunately, you were

barren. Your flesh had little of quality, and nothing seeded itself. Nothing at all. Since when
you' ve known our protection, the safety of these strong walls, the sanctuary of Le Manse Madoni e.
It would be ... oh, a great shanme, if you were to turn traitor now. ..' H s fingers tightened on
her scrawny neck, and old Katerin knew their terrible strength. 'I would never betray you

Master," she wheezed. H s eyes were blood; his lips curled back fromteeth that were | ong and
salivating; his tongue was forked and scarlet in a red-ribbed throat. And as he drew her closer
still: "You are less than refuse,' he said. "And if | should hear so much as a whisper, then I
woul d throw you like refuse - or you would be seen to fall, like refuse - fromthe great cliff. Do
you understand?' But Katerin could only gag and hang on to his wist, and stick out her wiggling
tongue at him Finally he rel eased her, thrust her away, sent her stunbling across the nmarble
floor. 'Now go, and never cone into ny roomagain!' Cutching at her throat, she went. Then
knowi ng there woul d be no nore sleep for himthis norning, shuddering, and trenmbling in every
limb, Anthony got dressed. But as he finished he paused, lifted his head, listened intently as a
voice came to himfromfar below | fought it for two hundred years, nmy son, ny dear sweet Tony,
before it won and you put nme down here. But with help - with ny help, my know edge - why, your
fight mght |ast even longer. And as long as | renmin safe, so do you. But ah!... only see how our
roles are reversed, eh, ny dear, dear boy? And then there was only silence... Three days later: In
his lair in the high Cairngorms, the dog-Lord Radu was awake and aware as never before in six
hundred | ong years. By now, Bonnie Jean Mrlu had contacted the surviving sons of the sons of his
thralls throughout the land, calling themto Scotland to prepare for his com ng, and to protect
himin the hour of his resurgence. Indeed, he knew that it was so; at the full of the noon he had
put out probes of his own to seek themout and reinforce BJ.'s instructions. And noon-children
that they were, they had answered him Radu had sensed their response: the how ing going up over
the nmoors -over the Dartnmoor tors, and in Bodmin - and the whinpering of Auld John in Inverdruie
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But only three? Only three descendants of his Children of the Mon? Wll, four if he included B J.
herself, and a handful nore with her small pack. But as for her girls: they were nore dedicated to
Bonni e Jean herself than to Radu. Wi ch was only understandabl e, the dog-Lord supposed, for BJ.
was VWanphyri in her own right- -And becom ng nore so with every full noon. Right now, the lunar
orb was in the centre of its cycle, a crescent, but in a fortnight it would be full again. Radu's
original schedul e had been set to ensure Harry Keogh's audience with himat the full of the nopon
in May. And the dog-Lord's rebirth had been scheduled for the noon after that. Auld John, however -
whom Radu had 'taken into his confidence' - believed that he had brought these dates forward by
two full nmonths... and so he had, upon a time. But nowthe Od WIf in his resin tonb had had
second t houghts. Auld John was a fool for his '"wee nistress'; he had been in thrall to her for

| ong and | ong, perhaps even too |ong. Who could say what she might or mght not have wi nkl ed out
of hin? Wich was one of the reasons why Radu had yet again rearranged his rebirth - to the end of
February, just a few weeks away! Another reason was that he could no |onger wait to cone face to
face with BJ.'s nysterious M Keogh, who might well prove to be Radu's Man- Wt h- Two- Faces, so
frequently glinpsed in prescient dreans; the one who would be there to greet, and perhaps even
"succour’' him in his nost needful hour. Now, in just two weeks' tinme, the dog-Lord would see this
Harry for hinself, in the flesh, and know the truth of it And then, one way or the other he woul d
use him- and use hi mup! But however it went, in whichever eventuality, the neeting was now set
to coincide with Radu's rising. The final and perhaps nost inportant reason for advancing the date
of his return lay in Radu's constant state of nervous apprehension: his anxiety, the awareness of
his own vulnerability while he lay here 'in state.' The know edge that should his enemes find him
here like this, they could do with himas they wi shed. And Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il as
to what they would do: the dog-Lord had no del usi ons about that For they were searching for him
even now, and by now, but for B J.'s vigilance, her diligence, they mght even have found him
This woul dn't save her, however, for Radu knew why she was so 'diligent': because she coul d not
hope to stand agai nst them on her own. Wat, the filthy Drakuls, and the |oathsonme Ferenczys? And
both canps deternined to destroy himand his? Not only were they vanpire Lords, in command of
unknown numbers of |ieutenants and thralls, but they were Wanphyri, experienced in the arts and
wiles of the Great Vanpire! By conparison, Bonnie Jean was indeed i nnocent. Even as innocent as
she'd fool ed her Harry into believing. And so she nust have Radu up; to be her protection, and to
| earn what she could fromhim.. before turning on himin earnest in the right place and at the
right time. The dog-Lord knew this was her plan, as indeed it would be his, if he were in her

pl ace. Ah, the Wanphyri! No two alike - not even twin brothers - yet in certain ways alike as peas
in a pod. Thus, being Wanphyri and a beguiler, B.J. had made a great fool of her thrall and | over
Harry Keogh - because he, too, was a part of her plan. But Radu had plans of his own. He was no

fermale's fool like this Harry, to fall under the treacherous spell of any schening witch or bitch
however clever or buxom No, he wasn't this mysterious Harry Keogh, not in any shape or form..
Vel 1, not yet anyway. It was mnidday and the nmoon was a pale sickle hanging lowin the wintry

grey sky. The dog-Lord Radu couldn't see it, but he felt it there - its influence on him- tugging
at the fluids of his brain. It wasn't strong, indeed it was at its weakest, nmuch as he was at his;
for this was ever an inauspicious tine for him mdway between his nistress noon's cycle. But with
just a fortnight of waiting left (a nmere fourteen days!) there were still things he nust do,
precautions to take. He couldn't allow hinmself sinply to lie here like this in a gluey semi-
torpor, with the resin weighing on himlike lead and only his mnd free. But since it was so ..
very well, he would use his mnd. Radu knew the danger in using his nmentalism his telepathy. But
he had been taking risks with it for six hundred years now, every time he' d reached out to sone
thrall or other to call himor her to his side when he needed sustenance. Recently, however -
since his first true awakening - he'd used it that nuch nmore frequently: to call his few remaining
thralls, or to see if the psychic aether was clear, and if not, to discover who el se was probing
it. And therefore the danger was that nuch greater. For if anyone had sensed his sendings, or
intercepted them they too would know that his tine was imrmnent. And if a really clever nmentali st
were in the vicinity (for exanple, sonme gifted vanpire Lord) then Radu might easily reveal his

| ocation. These were the risks he took. But vanpires are vanpires, children of the night, and this
was mdday. It wasn't the dog-Lord's tine, no, but neither was it theirs. And so it was worth the
risk. He scanned far, wide and faint, fanning his probe over the far horizon, the curve of the
worl d remenbered froma time six hundred years in the past; but never lingering too long in any
one spot. All those years ago, the world had been a vast place in which a man mght easily | ose

hinmself. Now... it seemed so nuch snmaller. But while the world had grown smaller - at least to the
people in it - and while the dog-Lord's body nmust have | ost sonething of its substance through the
long, lonely centuries, still his nentalismwas sharp as ever, perhaps even enhanced by his

physi cal isolation. Wat Radu had deni ed hinself of human sensation, he'd got back in psychic
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sensitivity, and in his telepathy. And from due south, over a distance of nore than six hundred

mles - at the other end of the |Iand nass, the noor districts of Devon and Cornwall - he sensed a
faint response fromhis present-day thralls. Just two of them yes. Mon-children, like Auld John
their long-awaited destiny was now clear. ... Pausing in whatever they were doing, in their

everyday pursuits as nen, they lifted their heads, |ooked north, blinked suddenly feral eyes and
held their breath. They were preparing to join him yes. And: Two weeks, (he used the probe as a

carrier). Be sure to come to ne then ... And despite that there were no alien emanations - no
covert or inimcal thoughts that he could detect in the psychic aether - still, wi thout waiting
for confirmation, Radu noved on... ... To Bonnie Jean and the pack. They were nuch closer and the

risk that nmuch greater. But even if sone vanpire nentalist were searching for Radu at this very
monent, and even if there were nore than one and they had worked out a system of triangulation
still they'd have to find a way to conquer the nountain heights, these Cairngornms, to get to him
And anyway, Radu had to know what was happening, if only to deaden the feelings of desertion and
isolation building up in him Bonnie Jean's mind, her nental scent, was so famliar to the dog-
Lord that he could find and converse with her - or at |east make hinmself and his w shes known to
her - anywhere in the world. She was no telepath, B.J., or at best a nere beginner, so that while
she couldn't read Radu's mind wthout that he sent directly into hers, he could be into hers in a

nmonent, even when she tried to keep hi mout Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |l And she'd
certainly done enough of that since discovering her Harry! Right now, at this very nonent, Radu's
Man- Wt h- Two- Faces was with her. Good! Also, at this nmonent... the dog-Lord Radu was the | ast

thing on B J.'s mind. Not good! Ah, but what they were doing - that was very much on her nind
leaving roomfor little else! Sex was on her m nd, and the rest of her thoughts were clouded by a
swirl of | confused and contradictory enotions. | The gigantic enotions of the Wanphyri! She had
definitely ascended, and was a Lady! B.J. hated what she was doing to Harry. Not the love, for she
| oved that, but the lies. She feared for him for herself, for the future. And the dog-Lord didn't
come intoit. O if he did, it was only at the back of her m nd, where she had pushed him And
this - the act of |ove - was her way of keeping Radu there, for she did not want to think of him
Not while she was with Harry. She sat astride him sucking himinto her core. She wanted his seed,
wanted to feel it spray her hot innards. She desired to see his face tighten up in that oh-so-
sweet agony, the monentary little death' reflecting the release of life, its genesis, when
swarm ng mnuscul e hordes | eap to seek out the egg. Except they would not find it, for B.J. 's
system was geared to their destruction.. Onh, she would bear himchildren if she could, if she
dared, but what would be their future? And how would she care for him for them for herself, once
she had littered? Perhaps, one day ... who could say? And perhaps by then he woul d have an egg of
his own: a vanpire egg, spawned of her |leech and vented in the passion, the burning lust of a
nmoment such as this. Radu saw t hrough her eyes: She | ooked down on him On Harry Keogh, where his
shoul ders were propped on pillows and his hands gripped the fancy scrolling of the headboard. Hi s
feverish eyes were on her breasts and taut nipples where B.J. lowered themto his face, his |ips.
And as she rose and fell on himever faster, so he panted, gritting his teeth and neeting thrust
with thrust. He was near his time - B.J. too - and as their bucking grew nore frantic yet he

rel eased a hand that fluttered like a crippled bird, finding its way behind and beneath her to
stroke her slippery anus. She crushed to himin a frenzy; her breasts flattening to his chest; her

mout h ki ssing, sucking at his neck... ... And her teeth pausing, then poising there! They cane,
together, their souls dislocating, bodies shuddering - and still B.J. 's teeth were brushing
Harry's neck. And she thought: If | do it now, the dog-Lord will not want him It was only a
t hought surely? She would not carry it out But still: NO Radu sent in a sudden pani c. DONTEVEN

THINK IT! H's nental how, directiy into BJ.'s mnd. Lost to the nonent, spent and giving in to
her consci ence and commonsense (for surely that was all the cry had been?) she coll apsed, rolled
onto her side and drew Harry with her, locked into her. But then - as the ringing went out of her
ears - and the singing fromher sex, she wondered: \Wat? Her conscience? Was it possible to have
anyt hi ng of conscience in noments as hot and fierce as those had been? But of course it was, else

Harry were a vanpire fromthe first. Yet still - and still as a stone - she |istened. But all she
could hear was her |over's thudding heart, his panting, and finally her own as she, teo, began to
breat he again... Radu had got out just in time. But still his probe lingered in the psychic
aether, ready to stab down again, link-up with her, and act as a carrier as he berated her for her
treachery. Upon a time he woul d have done it in a nonment, but to threaten B.J. now. .. would be to
threaten hinself, his very existence. She was Wanphyri! In thrall to himnow, yes, but for how

much longer? If he were to |l et her know he'd found her out, what then? She would | eave himto rot
here, that was what then! Leave him and run off with her Harry - except the bastard was not hers
but his! And she was his, too, or would be. And: So she loves' him does she? She ruts with him

eh? But | shall rut the bitch to death! the dog-Lord swore, if only to hinself. And then -because
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suddenly he realized what his rage was about: danaged pride and jeal ousy, and because his need to
strike out was so great -Radu opened his mind to the full and sent forth a how of frustration
into the psychic aether... ... And knew at once that he had nmade a serious m stake. Bonnie Jean
couldn't hear him no, for his rage had been about her, not directed at her. BJ. herselfhadrit
heard him... but at |east one other had. It was like a taint to his metaphysical sixth sense. The
touch of something slimy, or the snmell of something rotten. A gurgle of sewage, or a bitter

poi sonous taste. Wrse, he recognized it at once and knew its name: Ferenczy! Francesco was al oft
over the Cairngorms. It was |ate February and woul d soon be March, but the snow was hol di ng of f,
perhaps finished for the season. The streans running off the nountains were black and swoll en,
foami ng grey with slush where they fell sheer. And the scarred donmes of snow capped summits and
junbl es of craggy plateaux were rounded as outlines on Christmas cards, nodelled by the slow nelt.
Fromup here it all |ooked very serene, and very treacherous, too. Necroscope: The Lost Years -
Vol. Il "Not the Madonie, is it?" Luigi Manoza, Francesco's pilot |ooked sidelong at Mnin the
cockpit of their helicopter. They were alone; a reconnai ssance flight sixty niles to the west from
their base at a deconm ssioned North Sea gas facility in Aberdeen; the first of several such
flights, planned to survey the nountains for a likely location. Not a film/location, however, but
the location of a lair. Finally in answer to his pilot's wy question, Francesco gave a grunt and
said, 'No, it's not the Madonie. But wolf territory... yes, | think so. As it was six hundred
years ago, so it is now, pretty much.' He glanced at a map in his |lap, and as Manoza brought them
swoopi ng about in a lowturn fromthe north said: That place down there with the skiers, that is
Avi enore. Fanous, so they say. They seemto be making the best of what's left of the snow Across

the river, that handful of cottages - there, you just flew over it - is Inverdruie, where this
bastard dog-Lord has a thrall or thralls.' Mnoza was clinbing now, skinmng the nmountains that
were rising ahead. "Well," he said, 'there shouldn't be any problemsniffing themout. Not in a

pl ace as snmall as that' 'Correct,' Francesco nodded. 'Qur people are on it right now. And through
Radu's thralls, we get to him But the thing is, we don't want to take himout too soon. If we can
di scover his approximte |ocation, we'll know when he's set to make his comeback: the nmonment his
thralls and the Drakuls all start heading in that direction. Then we go after them and get him
his people, and the Drakuls too.' 'And he's here, you think? 'MW father thinks so,' Francesco
frowned. 'And ny brother. But be quiet now and take it slowy, slowy over the nountains. | want
to concentrate. It's not so nuch what | can see as what | may feel. Angelo, that damed Thing in
his pit, says that we should know w t hout seeing, wthout touching or snelling; says the Ferenczys
and dog-Lords have been enemes for so long that it's bred in them that the knowing is in our

bl ood. And while I've always been suspici ous of anything ny father says, | have to adnmit that in
this place... | do sense sonething. Hah! And I'mthe one who is supposed to be insensitive! So
maybe Angelo is right and at short range like this, | mght even be able to ... Ah! Ahk! Ahkh!'
*Wha- ?' The squat Manoza, hunched over his controls, instinctively | eaned away from him
"Francesco, what the fuck... ?' The Ferenczy's eyes were suddenly red, bulging, staring out and

down, this way and that, through the curved, clear plastic panel of his door. He clasped his ears;
he seenmed crushed down into hinself, as by shock or astonishnment, as if he'd seen the starburst of
flak and heard the how of shrapnel. But it was a different kind of howing he'd heard, while
Lui gi had seen and heard nothing at all. And: 'Again!' Francesco husked. Turn her around, now. Fly
over that sane spot again. Do it? Manoza conplied. And again, and again. But whatever it had been
it was gone now... Later, on their way back to Aberdeen, finally the bulky, toad-like Manoza's
curiosity got the better of him He had to know. Well?" he queried. 'l mean, do you want to talk
about it? Was it hin?' Francesco had been silent, lost in his own thoughts ever since ordering
their return. But now 'It's tine we noved into Avienore,' he grunted, mainly to hinself. "Al of
us - for the skiing, you know?' Then, as if he had only just heard Manoza's question: "Yes, it was
him Sonewhere back there in those nountains, the dog-Lord hides in his lair. But not for nuch

| onger, Luigi, because he's awake. Radu is awake - and nmaki ng ready!' Necroscope: The Lost Years -
Vol. Il RIVAL FACTIONS. THE DARKNESS CLOSES IN. Harry wasn't 'switched on,' not any longer. After
dealing with the situation at his place, he had gone to B.J. full of anxious doubts, urgent
questions and denmands; 'disturbed’ sinply didn't convey his condition. So that she had i nmedi ately
" down- | oaded* hi m of the cause: she'd struck the nost recent, nost horrific events from nmenory.
And what the Necroscope had been left with was a series of 'facts' that were so disjointed,

di sconnected, it felt as if half of his life had gone missing. He 'remenbered in sone detail,
however blurred and unreal, his all but abandoned search for his wife and infant son; even places
he'd never visited except in his mnd, at BJ.'s hypnotic command. But he did know that he had been
there, definitely; for if not, then he was sinply insane. He knew, too, all of his early life -
his time at E-Branch, the powers he had once mastered, and how he had once used them - and, since
quitting the Branch, his time with Bonnie Jean. But that last ... was a huge junble, a nonster
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jigsaw puzzle with no borders and nost of the pieces missing or refusing to cone together. And
thus his nenory was as BJ. wanted it... nmore or less. But there were things in there that she
didn't know about, that she'd forgotten or hadn't had time or inclination to ask about, which were
Harry's al one. And because he was restricted by previous instructions - the post-hypnotic conmands
of sonmeone who had been there before B.J., that he nust not divulge his powers to anyone - he
wasn't able to tell her about them For exanple: he couldn't tell her what he had di scovered about
Le Manse Madonie - about the Thing in the pit - because in fact he didn't know, or 'knew' on a

| ower |evel of consciousness. For right at the beginning of their relationship she had ordered him
to forget anything she told himor that he mght |earn about the Wanphyri, because it was for her
ears alone. Harry couldn't refamliarize hinself with this stored information until she or the dog-
Lord actually switched himon all the way and sent himout against their enenies, the Drakuls and
Ferenczys. Thus this was a | evel that was hidden even fromthe Necroscope hinsel f- but on another

| evel he couldn't even tell her that Le Manse Madoni e existed! For then BJ. would want to know why
- and far nore inmportantly how - he'd gone there, and how he had got out again unscathed. Yet even
now, if only she would say the right words and turn himon all the way, she could have instant
access to much of this hidden information. But she wouldn't, because she didn't know he had it

Whi ch was why he had gone to her begging her to switch himon and tell himeverything; which in
turn was why she had switched himoff said taken nost everything away! And the only thing about
the current status quo that he had been allowed to retain was the fact that they were in hiding
fromtheir enemes while waiting for sone kind of call. That and the entirely indisputable fact of
Bonni e Jean's innocence. So that Harry no | onger even bothered to ask hinsel f: innocent of what?
It scarcely nmattered at all that reality was a blurred and indistinct place sonewhere outside

himsel f, or that he was in a constant daze, little better than a zonbie, confused in all his
nmental processes. What mattered nost was that he was with B J. And cone what may, well, really
that was all that mattered ... The first night they'd spent together at the inn, BJ. had nade a
m stake. Easily corrected, still it was the sort of thing she would have to watch in future. In

their roomshe had started to ask him 'Harry, tell nme about Zahani ne? What did you-?' -Until she
remenbered that he couldn't tell her anything, because she had cancelled it fromhis m nd. By
which tinme Harry had been frowning, asking: 'Zahanine? Your black girl? | didn't notice her with
the other girls. Is she OK?' Was she... was she at ny place? He gave his head a snall, worried
shake. And: "You're quite right,' BJ. had quickly nodded. 'My mind was wandering, that's all. So
don't worry about it' But nmaybe it had continued to make connections sonewhere in Harry's head,
because he'd still been frowning as he asked her, "Why can't we hide out at ny place? | know the
area |like the back of nmy hand, and it's easily defended.' Ch really? Fromthe Wanphyri? BJ. had
smled to herself, however bitterly. Ch, yes, easily defended - but isolated, too. And: 'Hey,
you!' Despite her gloom and the fact that she felt chilly within, she'd forced a '"real' snile
and sat on the bed huggi ng her knees. 'Lighten up, OK Harry? Well be just fine right here. Wy

don't you cone over here and |ove ne?' Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il And he had sniled sort
of | opsidedty and gone to her. But even as they' d been making |ove Harry had been frowning inside.
Sonet hi ng about Zahani ne, and his house?... Something about a dark spot on the floor, in his
study?... Sonething about that frozen plateau on the roof of the world? It came and went,

di sappearing into linbo. For on his current |evel of consciousness he wasn't given to renmenber
these things. They'd been erased - or should have been - and his reality reduced to a nmisty swrl
far less coherent than a dream In fact he nmight as well be asleep and dreaning! And for all that

B.J. had been real, hot, and vibrant in Harry's arnms, still he had wondered if maybe it was so -
that this was all a strange, junbled dream In which case it was way past the tine when he should
have woken up. Except... he was afraid of what he nmight wake up to. That had been three days ago

Since when, anong the rival vanpire factions, there had been a deal of to-ing and fro-ing, a new
arrival, neetings, much searching and surveillance, and a |long overdue (and in its way 'nerciful")
death. ... In London, a certain 'political refugee' had arrived on a flight fromlIndia. Ostensibly
a weal thy ex-guru whose estate in Patna had suffered from an ever-increasing incidence of
sectarian violence, he was in the UKto find a suitable home with a long-termviewto |leaving his
"religious career' behind and starting a business in oriental carpets. Since his credentials were
i npeccabl e - and he appeared to have all of the 'necessary qualifications,' two hundred thousand
of which he'd already transferred to a branch of Lloyds in London - he had been granted a business
visa and nade wel corme. In fact he was one of Daham Drakesh's l|ieutenants, a long-tine sleeper -
and | ong-di stance tel epath - who several years ago had established a bolthol e and base for Drakesh
in Lucknow. But as the dog-Lord's tinme |oonmed ever closer, the |ast Drakul was nore in need of a
lieutenant in the British Isles, or nore specifically Scotland, to contact and take control of his
thralls there. Daham s bl oodson and chief |ieutenant, Mahag, along with a common thrall, had been
killed by Radu's people; since when he'd had no contact with his four surviving 'disciples.'
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Dr akesh was hopeful that since the death of his bloodson the four had realized that their mnission
had now changed. Wth their cover blown they were no |l onger incognito; they could no | onger play
agents provocateurs but nust abandon all such plans and |let the dog-Lord and the Ferenczys get on
with it. But for all that his thralls were expendable, the | ast Drakul couldn't sinply |leave it at
that His people were vanpires after all, and nany niles outside of any reasonabl e neans of

communi cation and control. Moreover, he knew that the British authorities were | ooking for them
and he had probl ems enough with officialdomas it was. That fool in his office on Kw jiang Avenue,
Chungki ng, for instance: Colonel Tsi-Hong, a regular Red Arny officer seconded to China's

param litary Departnent of Parapsychol ogi cal Studies. In the weeks since Drakesh had been obliged
to nurder the overly curious Major Chang Lun - the Oficer in Command of the small garrison

at Xi gaze - he had found hinself under increasing pressure from Tsi-Hong. Not that there was any
way he coul d be connected with Chang Lun's 'accident'; indeed, with the |and all about deep in the
grip of winter, and the terrain a mass of drifted snow under crusty ice, they hadn't even

di scovered the Major's body as yet And when they did, what then? There'd been a blizzard the night
Chang Lun's driver nose-dived their snowcat into a crevasse only a nmle or so fromthe X gaze
garrison, and despite that Tsi-Hong acknow edged Drakesh as a nan of rare talents, surely he

woul dn't consider himcapable of calling up a storml? Oh, really? Yet fromhis seat in the
forebodi ng ' Drakesh Monastery,' the last Drakul, H gh Priest of his sect, had done just that! As
Chang Lun had fled for Xigaze after a spying mssion on the nonastery and walled city, then,
calling up a blizzard - and with the aid of his fanmiliar albino bats - Drakesh had driven himto
his doom Followi ng which: A few days of silence... and then the nessages, relayed from Chungki ng
to the garrison, and delivered by hand to Daham Drakesh. He had known, of course, that Chang Lun
was his eneny, and that the Mjor nust have conveyed his concerns about himto Tsi-Hong; but he
had believed that the Colonel's conmmitnent to his 'experiment' - to develop an arny of supernmnen
for the Red Chinese Arny - would be sufficient to keep himsecure fromall but a m ni mum of
supervision and interference. So he had reasoned, anyway. But apparently he'd been wong. Col onel
Tsi - Hong knew about Drakesh's people in England. Having taken Drakesh at his word (that they were
sinply agents sent into the UKto initiate a lowprofile investigation of the British m ndspy
organi zation) he had even sanctioned their visit But now that the Chinese mlitary intelligence
services had picked up British press reports about their expulsion, and the Col onel hinself was
havi ng to answer questions fromhis superiors, he wanted to know what the hell Drakesh was playing
at? What ? Sectarian feuding? Firefights? Mirders? Expul sions? And what if the British authorities
took Drakesh's people into custody, and made a connecti on between the sect and Red Chi na? Al so,
there was now this unfortunate thing with Chang Lun: his di sappearance. That Necroscope: The Lost
Years - Vol. Il such a capable and reliable officer should sinply vanish off the face of the earth
- even in a region as treacherous as the Tingri Plateau -was a curious and perhaps even suspi ci ous
thing inits ow right, without that the My or had made several daming eye-w tness reports on
certain activities at the Drakesh nonastery and in the neighbouring walled city. \Werefore Drakesh
shoul d take note that a new, very nuch nore rigid Oficer Commandi ng would be arriving shortly in
Xi gaze Garrison; and soon after that the H gh Priest could expect the first thorough inspections,
both of the nonastery and the facilities at the walled city... At first, Daham Drakesh had read
such nmessages with sone concern, which in a while had turned to resolution. H's course was set,
and no turning back. So, a new Oficer Commandi ng was com ng to Xigaze, and then across the frozen
waste to the nonastery. Very well, but his first visit would be his last. Wat was in the
monastery couldn't be hidden, not froma persistent inspection team It was here to stay, until
Drakesh was ready to send it - or them- out into the world. Therefore the inspection team could
not be allowed to | eave. And as for what was breeding in the old walled city... that was indeed
the stuff of a new arnmy, but in no way a Red Chinese arny. So then, Drakesh's course was set. And
as for any sort of heavy-handed military threat fromChina: in tw, three or four weeks' tinme, or
whenever such a threat night have naterialized - would China really have tine to worry about sone
obscure sect in the cold waste of Tibet? Drakesh doubted it, not w th Chungking, London and Mbscow
inruins, and the whole world toppling over the brink into nuclear war! Then, when the earth |ay
under the grey, w ndswept gloom of an unending winter, and Drakesh and his brood were the only
kind who could profit fromit... then his creatures and children, the spawn of his vats and | oins,
woul d go out from Tibet into the world, and the new order cone into being. On the roof of the
nonastery, where the vast skull facade sloped back into the face of the cliff, a radio antenna
reared even now. And in a room near the donme of the rock, a crude but powerful radio transnmitter
want ed only Drakesh's finger on the button. As for his lieutenant, recently sent into England: He
could rally the four surviving vanpire thralls to him assess the situation locally, and - in

tel epathic consultation with Drakesh - nake his own decision as to the best course of action.
After that, if the group continued to survive the cataclysmsoon to follow, then it would formthe
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tiny nucleus of a European cell. And while the great nations of Earth devolved into a final chaos,
and all their armies and their power came to nothing in the end, the master of their destiny - the
| ast Drakul - would be secure here on the Roof of the Wirld. For of all the places in the world,
surely this was the safest of all. Wat country would think to target Tibet? What was there here
that was even worth destroying? Nothing. Nothing but the very seat of evil. But to Daham Drakesh's
know edge, of all living men he hinself and his red-robed vanpire 'priests' were the only ones who
knew about it. To his know edge, yes. And of all living nen ... Meanwhile two very disparate
Ferenczy lieutenants, Vincent Ragusa and Angus McGowan had teanmed up, journeyed north, and taken a
suite of roonms at a hotel in Carrbridge north of Avienore and a few cautious niles from

I nverdruie. But right fromsquare one things hadn't been nmuch to the young Sicilian's |iking.
Ragusa wasn't happy with the situation: that this little man, the tiny, w zened McGowan, was his
superior, fromwhom he was supposed to take orders. He had typecast McGowan as a runt fromthe
nmoment he laid eyes on him- an assessnent he'd since revised, and radically. But at first..
things had got off to a |ess than auspicious start. And now. as the ugly little man drove his ugly
little V.W Beetle south along blackly glittering roads, between three-foot banks of snowpl ough-
heaped slush and dirty ice, fromCarrbridge to Avienore, and on across the Spey where the road was
si gnposted for Inverdruie and Coyl unbri dge, Ragusa's dark thoughts went back to their first
meeting (a non-event if ever there'd been one), and to events since. To start with, MGowan had
failed to turn up to nmeet himat the airport in Edinburgh. That was the first |et-down, when he
had had to take a taxi into the city and book hinmself into a hotel. Ragusa could speak English, a
smattering anyway, but what the | ocals were speaking was scarcely English! And people said the
Italians tal ked too fast! Then, in his room he'd got a call from McGowan: 'Saw ye cone in,' the
gravelly voice told himon the wire. 'But circunstances bein' what they are, well Ah coul d' nae
meet ye. Yere roomat the hotel: was that an advance bookin'?' 'No. Spur of the nmonent | was out
on a linb. And what the fuck's all this cloak and dagger shit about anyway?' Ragusa's tone of

voi ce had said a lot for his feelings. 'So, no one knows ye're there?" fThe other m ght not even
have heard hinm) 'No, of course not! What kind of dumb shit is this? For |ong nonments there had

been silence, then: 'Ch? Upset, are ye?' (That gruff, weaselly voice). 'Wll, Ah'msorry about
that, | addi e Necnxope: The Lost Yean - Vol. U - but as Ah said, it coul d nae be hel ped. So neet ne
inthirty mnutes, where the road | eads off Princes Street for Waverly Station.' 'Eh? Laddie?

Ragusa had snarled his outrage. And: "What"s that? Princes Street? Waverly Station? Wat the-?
But: 'Aye, just so, ye've got it,' that phlegmy voice had chuckled - } just before the phone went
dead. I And hal f an hour later: That was the first tine Ragusa had seen McGowan or his car, and
he had instantly disliked both of them At the junction of roads the Beetle had pulled over and
McGowan had | eaned across the front passenger seat to yank the catch and push the door open. ' Get
in, will ye no?" Then, pulling out into a sluggish streamof traffic: 'MGowan,' he had said,
reachi ng across his snmall body to extend his right hand, while giving his passenger a cursory

gl ance. And, when that one deliberately ignored the proffered handshake, 'No the best o' weather
is it? Followed by that phlegny chuckle of his. "Wich is all to the good, for if s our kind o
weat her, eh?' Ragusa had | ooked at himthen and scow ed. 'Vincent,' he'd said. "Vincent Ragusa.
You were supposed to neet ne at the airport Those were Francesco's instructions - and the
Francezcis like their instructions carried out to the letter.' 'Aye, so they do and al ways have,"
McGowan had i medi ately agreed. 'Fifty years ago they were nuch the sane... and thirty before that
when Ah was first recruited, when Ah was about yere age. Since when Ah've been wherever they had a
mnd tae send me, but mainly in the British Isles. Ah've been - ye ken - snif fin' out big dogs,
as it were? And other creatures, aye. Wiile ye' ve been... what? Learnin* the business in Sicily at
Le Manse Madoni e? Aye, Ah inmmgine so. But it's no the same out here. If s a whole other world -
laddie.' '"Call nme Vincent!' Ragusa had snapped then. 'Or if that's too hard for you, then it's
Ragusa. Lieutenant Ragusa!' But MCGowan had at once nade cl ucking noises. 'Yere rank does' nae cone
into it," he'd said then, but very quietly. "It will give ye away in a mnute, be sure. But Ah ken
ye did nae nean it. It was sinply yere way o' expressin' yere - what? - yere disappointment? O

di spl easure? Ah'm no what ye expected, nor the cityation, eh?" The what?' (The accent had had
Ragusa baffled). 'Did you say "cityation?"' The way things stand,' MGowan had expl ai ned. ' Ah,

well ... it'll a work out, Ah'msure. Anyway, Ah could nae neet ye at the airport Things are no
perfec', ye ken? Ah had a small to do wi' a polis friend - but yell be nmeeting that yin soon
enough. We can even have lunch wi' him if ye'd |like? But see, Ah had tae be sure no one el se knew
ye were arrivin', that no one was watchin' tae see if ye'd be picked up. But it happens that no
one was. So it seems we're a' in the clear.' 'So what's this about the... the polis? The police?
"Ch, a spot o' bother wi' an old friend. But dinnae fret, if s a' sorted out the noo - er
Vincent...' And so it had gone. They had tal ked about the job in hand: tonorrow they'd be
travelling north to the Spey Valley - '"sniffin' out big dogs' - and so on. But as they talked it
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had becone clear to Ragusa that Francesco nust have spoken in depth with McGowan; the ugly little
man had a clear picture of the task in hand that |left no roomfor argument or rearrangenment So
that on the two or three occasi ons when Ragusa m ght have thought to question sonething, MGowan
had al ways had the answer, or he'd got in first with a tinely remnder 'But that's how Francesco
wants it done - er, Vincent And as ye're aware, the Francezcis like their instructions carried out
tae the letter...' And finally they had arrived at McGowan's address in that nost dreary district
of the city. On their way, the young Sicilian vanpire had caught a glinpse of frothing wavecrests
on a grey ocean mirroring desolate skies, and, in the darkly wintry di stance, a bl eak skyline of
derelict-like nmonoliths that rem nded him (oddly enough) of Palernp. Only the gelid slush was new
to him- the way it ate like acid into his patent |leather Italian shoes. Ragusa had stepped from
an icy pavenent into the shadow of the dilapidated Victorian terraced property that was McGowan's
hone, and had foll owed the shabby little man through a wought-iron gate, up wet stone steps to
the drier cover of the arched-over entranceway, before even thinking to ask: 'Er, Angus? Wy are
we here, anyway?' 'Are ye no hungry?' The other had cocked his head, raising a bushy, inquiring
eyebrow, as he unl ocked the stout oak door. Ragusa had shrugged, stepped inside and snelled a
famliar taint that he always associated with old buildings. Sicily was full of such. W could
have eaten at ny hotel, or anywhere.' 'Aye, true enough,' MGowan had grinned. 'But Ah fancy nah
fare will be nore to yere taste. Anyway, ye've entered of yere own free will...' At which the
Sicilian had paused hal f-way out of his coat to ook curiously at his little host The eyes of both
men had been feral yellowin the gloom And Ragusa had said, "You fancy yourself as quite the
little conedian, don't you?' But McGowan had only chuckl ed as he answered, "Well, er -Vincent? If
a man cannae have a joke on hinmsel', then what can he |laugh at, eh?" And he had switched on dim
lights, taken his guesf s coat, and ushered himalong a narrow corridor. 'Now where?' Ragusa had
queried, straightening his expensive tie and stretching his neck a little. Necroscope: The Lost
Years - Vol. ||l Tae see nah big old polls pal," MGowan had | aughed fromlow in his chest. 'Down
here.' And he'd led the way to the cellar. Ragusa hadn't been with it yet 'So, you bribed him
converted him-or what?' 'Or what,' MGowan had answered. By which time they were in the cellar
and again the little man had put on dimlights. And: 'Ahhhhf Ragusa had said - but by no neans an
expression of fear or detestation. Mdre of surprise, even admration. For Vincent Ragusa had
served a |l ong apprenticeship at Le Manse Madonie; but even there this woul d have seened

exceptional ... well, if the setting had been a little nore in keeping. MGowan had sensed what he
was thinking; in a voice that was deeper and nore guttural than ever, he'd said, 'D ye renenber.
Vincent, how it used tae be... before? Wiy, o' course ye do! Mihsel', Ah certainly do - no that
Ah'd go back tae it, ye understand. Still, some o' the best neals Ah've ever eaten were served up

in the nastiest little places, aye.' A nasty little place, yes. |Indeed Ragusa coul dn't renenber
seeing one that was nastier. The brick walls were streaked with nitre; the floor was of stone
flags, laid back in one corner to reveal a snelly hole, with rusting chains descending into
darkness; there was a work-bench with assorted tools, a large fire-blackened stove with a hooded
flue ascending, and- -A dining table, in the centre of the floor! A table set for lunch with a
white tabl ecloth, gleam ng crockery and highly polished cutlery, glasses and a ship's decanter of
red wine. It had been so incongruous that it was fetching; for a nonent Ragusa hadn't been able to
take his eyes fromthe al nost hallucinatory scene. But with senses nore than one, and all of them
far nore finely tuned than a normal hurman being's, he had detected the snell (or rather the scent)

of food... or, as McGowan had put it, of fare that was nore to his taste.' Behind the stone
stairway, the brick-arched entrance to a recessed passage or annex had been the source of the
odour. A d McGowan, seeing Ragusa's eyes turn that way, his nostrils w dening, had grinned, lit

the stunp of a candle and tossed the flaring natch into the stove. And |l eading the way into the
cranmped space, he had warned: 'Avoid brushin' against the walls. Dinnae get yeresel' hooked up -

if ye see what Ah nean.' Ragusa had seen. Every two or three feet along the wall, neat hooks had
been cenented into the brickwork. Mst of themwere stained, rusty, enpty. But at the back of the
al cove, the |l ast one wasn't. The figure hanging there was human... it had been a human being. The

arms were gone to the shoulders; aleg - the left one - was off at the knee; the right | eg was

m ssing half-way up the thigh, and all of the stunps had been cauterized. But the neatness of the
mutilations was remarkable. 'You're a craftsman,” the Sicilian had grunted, beginning to salivate.
"Huh!' MGowan's answering snort had been one of frustration fromwhere he exanined his victim
"Damm the man ... he's gone and done it!' "'Ch?' 'Died on me! He was alive when Ah spoke tae him
this nmorning -Ah had taken precautions tae preserve him ye see. But now. ..' Again Ragusa had been
i npressed. 'He could still talk? 'OCh, aye - but he was' nae strong enough tae scream Hah! Ah had
t hought he woul d' nae be able tae do this, but damm the man, he has! Oh, he had a mind o' his own,
did George lanson! Still, he's verra fresh, as ye can see, and won't go entirely tae waste. Qut o
here now, and sit yeresel' at nah table.' Back in the main cellar room the little man had
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sprinkled olive oil into a large, shallow, blackened tray on top of the snoking stove. And
selecting various tools fromthe bench, he'd inquired, 'Nanme yere cut, Vincent - and tell ne how
ye'd like it prepared?” 'Oh, chef's choice,' the other had grunted, with his version of an affable
shrug. 'But rare, of course - or nmaybe even bl oody?" By which tinme his voice had been no |ess
clotted than McGowan's. Then, as the deceptive little nan di sappeared again with his saw and
knives into the annex behind the stairs, 'But tell ne, what was it you thought your "policenman
friend" would not be able to do? Kill himself?'" 'Aye, kill hinsel',' the answer had cone back
"Still, it happens frae time tae tine. Ye can drug 'emtae stop the pain and nunb the shock, but
if they've the will for it, there's no stoppin' "em' And the whine of his saw had sprung into
being. At the table, Ragusa had nodded to hinself, poured a glass of wine, then |lifted his voice
to answer: 'I'd forgotten, life isn't the fire in themthat undeath is in us.' "No, it is'nae,"’
McGowan' s voi ce had cone back to him 'No half the fire, nor half the heat. And Ah suppose that
sonmetimes it's just no worth it tae keep it lit.' But despite the 'sentiment' in the words

there'd been no renprse, conpassion or enmotion at all. Then the whi ne of the saw had changed to a
biting tvhirrr, and Ragusa had sat at the table, thinking how despite the fact that he didn't rmuch
care for McGowan, still he had to acknow edge the little man's flair. And his generosity, of
course... So, then: in Ragusa's eyes, MGowan was still a runt but sonething | ess of a yokel. All

t hose years working on his own had made hi mindependent; perhaps when the Francezci net hi magain
he woul d Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il consider himtoo i ndependent! There was this sense
of authority, self-confidence, in himthat would better befit the Wanphyri thenselves. And sitting
in McGowan's old Beetle, the Sicilian thought nmaybe that was it. It was what he didn't |ike about
the little man: his know edge and his authority. Perhaps McGowan had been the Francezcis' 'man' in
these parts - left to his own resources - for far too long. Until (was it possible?) he'd begun to
think of hinself as a chief in his own right. No sinple thrall this MGowan, nor even a sinple
lieutenant. But a winkled old man like this, Wanphyri? It seenmed absurd. Did he aspire? Was it
possi bl e he mi ght even ascend? This is Inverdruie,' MGowan grunted, turning his rheuny eyes on
hi s passenger. 'Ch, and what are ye scowin' about? This car,' Ragusa answered, but that was only
par t of it of course. "How am| to fool anyone |I'ma novie tycoon driving around in this weck?
In Sicily, we consign shit like this to the scrap heap!' This is a recce run,' MGowan answer ed.

"Recce" - that's reconnaisance. It's so Ah can show ye what Ah've learned, so's if anything shid
happen tae me yell be fully in the know But did Ah no tell ye that already? O maybe ye did' nae
understand nme, eh?' 'It's a wonder |'ve understood any fucking thing!' Ragusa scow ed again, then

grinned sarcastically, and in what he patently considered a fair imtation of Rex Harrison, said,
"Why can't the English Iearn how to speak? MGowan's turn to scow . 'Aye |addie, but Ah'm no
English. And if wit was shit, ye'd have diarrhoea!' It was early norning and as yet there was only
light traffic: fit young fanatics who had struggl ed out of their holiday beds in nei ghbouring
towns and haml ets, strapped their skis to their roof-racks, and were now nmaking for Avienore's

sl opes. This "laddie" crap...!' Ragusa's lips drew back fromeye-teeth as curved and sharp as
fangs. 'It stops right now' At which MGowan seened to swell up in his seat, yanked on the wheel
and aimed his Beetle straight at an oncoming car! It took very little effort; the second-class
road was barely w de enough for two vehicles abreast, and heaped snow had frozen to solid walls on
both sides. Ragusa's jaws flew open; he gasped, "Wat the fuck-?' and threw up a hand before his
face. But at the last noment McGowan yanked on the wheel again, swung |left, and cut through an
opening in the banked snow onto a service track. As he brought the Beetle to a halt, the other car

went careering by on the far side of the snow wall. Ragusa caught a nonmentary glinpse of the
driver shaking a furious fist through his open wi ndow. Then, leaving a settling cloud of blue
exhaust snoke, the skiers were gone... Ragusa found his voice at last, and said, "Wat in the-?

Are you a conplete, raving nmaniac!?' But the little man wasn't listening to himor even | ooking at
him Instead he used his sleeve to clear the lightly nmisted wi ndscreen, and stared ahead down the
track. And his eyes were red as finally he glanced at Ragusa, a nere glance, and said: 'D ye see
the snoke, die chimey behind they trees there? The wee house?' 'Un?' Ragusa | ooked, scow ed, and
nodded his head. He was still a little shaken. The house? Yes. So what'' MGowan's eyes were
rheuny again as he said, The dweller is a nman called John Guiney, or Auld John as he's known
locally. He's a gillie, and he's been here forever." "Eh? Agillie? 'A tracker, ganekeeper
woodsman. .. and he's one o' Radu Lykan's thralls, Ah fancy.' Ragusa's attention now centred on the
house in the trees. He was still angry - even furious - but this gave his anger a direction, a
target "What nmakes you think so?" That time Ah saw Bonnie Jean Mrlu and her man talon' out they
Drakuls, it was Auld John's car she was drivin'. But later that sane day, he had it back again. So

if John Guiney's no the dog-Lord's thrall, he's certainly a friend o" BJ.'s.' 1 don't see any
car,' Ragusa squi nted ahead. 'Behind the house, Ah shid think.' 'l want to see it Then IH know it
too." "A quick ook, then,'" the little man answered, slipping his car in gear. "But this is just a
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recce, remenber? So don't you go forgettin' who's givin' the orders around here..." As if he
deliberately calculated to irritate Ragusa nore yet - which in fact he did. As quietly as
possible, in a |low gear, MGowan drove over a thin layer of crunching, glistening snow, away from
the mamroad to Avienore, until he picked up a track through the naked trees that skirted the

pi cture-postcard house. On the far side, nobstly obscured by trees, he stopped the engi ne and wound
down his wi ndow. There was only a wintry silence, and the sun a desultory grey blob in the sky far
down the valley. There's Auld John's car,' the little nman grunted. 'Back o' the house, as ye see.
"And does this guy know you?' Ragusa rasped. 'And if not why all this creeping around? | nean,

what is he ... sonme kind of threat? One old man, living alone, waiting for this fucking dog-Lord
to come down of f his nmountain? He started to get out of the car. But McGowan cauti oned him
«Were d ye think ye're goin? Have' nae Ah told ye often enough a'ready that this is only a recce!
Tuck recce!' the other snapped. Qpening his jacket he showed Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. |
McGowan hi s under-arm hol ster and gun. 'Me, | check the old guy out. | can't recruit himif he's a
- what? - a "moon child?" In which case | ask hima question or two. He's just a thrall, after

all. In fact he's less than a thrall, not even a vanpire. This way we save a lot of tine... for
Francesco, you understand? So, if the old guy answers ny questions - all well and good and we get
to know sonething. If he doesn't, |ikew se good, except he gets dead sooner. Well dunp his body
where it won't be found, and he's one less to worry about' 'And Vincent Ragusa gets all the
credit, right7' MGowan hissed. 'Is that what's pissing you?' Ragusa snarled. "You shrivelled

little fuck? So why don't you cone and help out7' But: 'No!' MGowan scow ed. 'Go yeresel' - glory
boy! Man orders are clear enough tae nme.' 'Right,' Ragusa grinned viciously. '"If s why you're
still a follower, Angus, and why you always will be. But give ne ten mnutes and | guarantee 111

know nore about whaf s going down here than you've learned in ten years!' He started away through
the trees, a flowi ng grey shadow anong | esser shadows. And McGowan thought Snooth as a badger's
arse, that yin! More than Ah've learned in ten years, eh? Well, one thing Ah've learned in the
last few nonths is the name o'a certain silversmth in Inverness - the one who nakes the shot for
John Guiney's cartridges, aye! Ragusa was skirting a hedge of dense holly bushes. In a nmonent he'd
be at the door of the cottage. McGowan turned the key in the ignition, put her in gear and found a
space to reverse, then turned about and headed for the open road. Drawing |l evel with the rear of
the cottage, he stopped again but left the engine running. He at |east had sone experience of
Radu's allies. He'd seen themin action - the results of that action, certainly. At the door
Ragusa straightened his tie, took his automatic fromits holster, tucked it in his trouser-band,
where it was covered by the flap of his jacket Then he knocked - and waited... Inside, at the side
of the house and upstairs, Auld John peered through a tiny w ndow down on McGowan's car. An old
V.W Beetle, which was fairly rare up here. He wouldn't forget what it |ooked |ike, even if he
couldn't read the nunber plate. And as for the driven had he seen himbefore? Wl | perhaps he had
at that But fromwhat he could see of himnow. .. BJ.'s watcher? He fitted the description, anyway.
And again the knock at the back door, but nmore insistent now. 'Ah'mconin', aye.' Auld John called
out in athin, trenbly voice. "G* nme a nmnute, can ye no? And so down the stairs in an easy | ope
-pausing briefly in his front room- then on to the door. "Who is it?" "Er, you don't know ne,’
Ragusa's voice, his foreign accent But having watched himcom ng through the trees, his furtive
approach, Auld John knew exactly what he | ooked |like. Knewit and didn't |ike what he'd seen.'
‘"Man Ah wiz on the toilet,' he called out 'Ah surely hope this is verra inportant and no just
soneone wantin' directions? Let ne just fix mahsel' up..." 'Sure, take your tinme. But you can bet
if s inmportant I'mhere to nake you an offer. Big money, M Quiney. | nmean, it is John Qi ney,
isn't it? Ragusa grinned viciously and tested his draw. thrust his hand under the flap of his
jacket gripped the butt of his gun. Yeah, it was fine. '"Aye, it is that' John answered, thinking
And you know too damm nuch about me - man oh so sharp”ookin' young friend! Then he shrank down
into hinmself, |owered one shoul der, becanme even nore the old man. There! And now -He unlatched
and hal f - opened t he door. Ragusa knew him at once; and face to face, Auld John knew Ragusa! Moon-
child that John was, forewarned and forearned, he let instinct take over. For if this yin was'nae
Ferenczy, then he was' nae here! But he was, and he was. 'M Quiney, we're... we're g-going to be
sh-shooting a film..' Ragusa had commenced to stamer the first words that cane to m nd. But now -
as his intended victimcane fromhis hunched-up, rheumatic-ol d-nman pose to the full, |ean height
of a sniffing, hound-eyed hunter, and grow ed: 'Ch? Shooting, is it?" - so Ragusa drew back a pace
and reached for his gun! And: 'Aye, so it is!' Auld John said, and brought his right armand hand
out from behind the door. Twin barrels stared Ragusa in the face, and his hand still hadn't
cleared the |l oosely flapping naterial of his jacket. But then, in the next nonent, he found his
gun... an entire monent too late. 'Ch, dearie nme!' said John, and squeezed one trigger. The bl ast
tore the cold silence, set birds fluttering and flapping in the trees, and at point-blank range
blew all of the flesh off Ragusa's face and drove his ruined eyes deep into his skull. Performng
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an amazi ng backwards bound, the Sicilian formed a nmid-air crucifix before his patent |eather heels
hit the ground and slamred hi monto his back on the frozen earth. Auld John loped after him stil
aimng his shotgun at himbut glancing left at McGowan in his car. Then, however briefly, their
eyes net, exchangi ng | ooks that were sheer poison. But as John swung his shotgun to the left
McGowan rel eased the clutch, revved up, and rolled the car out of sight towards the front of the
house. It was gone in a puff of exhaust snoke. John loped to the corner of the house, saw the car

accel erating Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il towards the gap in the wall of snow But the
di stance was too great; the spread of the shot would be too w de; John could only watch as the
little man in his little car skidded out onto the road and drove away... Then John went back to

Ragusa's body - which was twitching and trying to sit up! A lieutenant, this one, aye! "Well, fuck
ye!' Auld John said, and thrust the barrels of his gun into the gory hole that had been a nouth.
"Cuttin' ye're head off is'nae the only way, eh? Ah can just as easily blowit off, right?" And he
proceeded to do just that Later, blue wood-snmoke - and nore than wood-snoke - rose up in a near-
vertical colum from behind John's house. He was burning all the dead wood come down fromthe
trees in the autum, stuff that wasn't big enough for firewod. As for the shots that he had fired
of f his nearest neighbour lived a good quarter-mle away and woul dn't be bot hered anyway. John was

agillie, after all... there were rabbits about, and pigeons for his table. And Aul d John hinself
war med his hands by the blaze in a corner of the sprawling area he called his garden. There hadn't
been much of a conmotion, he thought; next to nothin', in fact That yin had' nae been nmuch o' a one
tae send against the likes o' Radu and his folk! Wl maybe it would warn the rest o' the bastards
off. But as he inhaled heartily on the snmoke fromthe fire, John doubted it Later still, in the
house, he went through Ragusa's expensive clothing to see if he could find out just exactly who
this Ferenczy had been. Information for BJ., who was still the *We Mstress...' ... For the tine

bei ng, anyway. That same afternoon McGowan noved from Carrbridge to Avienore, and according to

i nstructions received earlier booked roons at the Ski Lodge for Francesco and his team Then, in
the eveni ng, he spoke to the Francezci on the tel ephone in his roomand told himof Vincent
Ragusa's regrettable dem se. He told it nore or less as it had happened, |eaving out only the fact
that he was mainly responsible for goading the younger man to his death. And when he was fini shed:

"Angus, listen - you can tell ne,' the Francezci had told him 'l nean, | warned you that you
woul d have to keep an eye on Vincent, at least until | could find a fitting solution. So... did
you perhaps take himout?' 'It was the way Ah told it, Francesco,' MGowan answered. The nan was a
bl eddy hothead if ever Ah saw one!' "You know, old friend, that it would make no difference? The

Francezci coul d be persuasive. But so could McGowan be obstinate. He had lied - to a degree - and
now the lie must stand forever. But he could perhaps enbellish it a little. 'Francesco, the man
was intent on bein' boss,' he insisted. 'Mah boss, Ah nean. And one day - nmybe everybody's boss?
Orders neant nothin' tae that yin. Ah'msorry tae have tae say it but it's mah personal opinion
ye're well rid o him" "Mne, too..." (The Francezci's softly grunted agreenent). 'Just as |ong
as nothing conmes of it' 'Auld John Guiney is' nae about tae screampolis, if that's what ye nean,’
McGowan said. 'And Ah certainly won't be reportin' Ragusa missinT 'Very well, then. Wat of our

roons?" 'All taken care of. Ye can nove into Avienore just as soon as ye like. They'll even mark
out a helipad for Luigi. It'll be ready tonorrow nornin'. Ch, they quite like the idea that we're
scoutin' locations for a film' 'Good! | shall |ook forward to seeing you tonorrow, then,"
Francesco answered, and that was that... At about the sane tine as McGowan was tal king to the

Francezci, Bonnie Jean Mrlu was talking to John Guiney. Sonme sixth sense, or female - or
Wanphyri ? - intuition had warned her that things weren't all they might be in Auld John's neck of
the woods. And John had told her about his visitors. Like Francesco Francezci, she was at first
concerned that John's action night precipitate things, but he soon assured her that such wasn't
the case. 'It was'nae ne but the dog-Lord they were after, lass,' he said. (And BJ. wondered,
Lass? What had got into John? He'd never called her that before! - perhaps it was just the
excitenment) And, as if sensing her surprise, the fact that she'd been taken aback: 'Beggin' yere
pardon, Bonnie, but if Ah had' nae been the wi nner, why, we might all have ended up | osers! The
little man - yere watcher -was in charge. If he had got a hold o' nme ... maybe he coul d have nade
me guide themtae Radu hinsel' in his high place!' They nust know it won't be |long now,' she
nodded, biting her Iip with anxiety. 'And yet -1 don't know - they seemto be acting far in
advance of anything | had expected. And John, they also know where you are now. They know for
sure!l' 'Aye,' John's voice was stronger than she'd ever heard it 'And they know sonethin" of what
they're up against! Maybe they were - Ah dinnae ken - testin' the water, as it were? Well if so,
they would' nae find it much to their likin'. A we bit too hot if ye take mah neanin'.
'Ferenczys,' she shivered. 'And we don't know how many of them In fact we don't know a dam thing
about them' BJ. sensed panic setting in again. Auld John was a brave old |lad, but he was a brave
old fool, too. Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il 'Ah, but we do know sonmethin' about them' He
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cut into her thoughts, actually seening to relish this entire mess. 'For Ah turned out this bl eddy

foreigner's pockets, and there were one or two verra interestin' itenms in them be sure.” 'Wl|
then - go on!' BJ. snapped. And i medi ately softened a little. "John, I'msure you don't really
understand the danger here.' 'Ch, but Ah do, Bonnie Jean, Ah do. Verra well, now listen. There
were cards in his wallet, credit cards and such. And even noney. Mainly Anmerican dollars, but sone
smal | change, too - in liral' 'Lira? 'Aye. And the plastic is Italian, or rather Sicilian. Al so,
there's a wee personal card wi' nanes, an address, and a tel ephone nunmber. The card's in Italian
but even an auld fool like ne can read it easy enough. It says "V. Ragusa: Personal Assistant to
A. and E Francezci, Le Manse Madonie."' 'Le Manse Madonie!' BJ. gasped out |oud as her m nd began
to whirl. Along time ago she had tracked the ancient Ferenczy bloodline to Sicily, where the
trail had appeared to peter out. And now... now it seened that they'd been there all the tine!

Harry Keogh was at the wi ndow of their small room |ooking out disinterestedly into the darkness
of evening at the rear of their country inn hideaway. At |east, BJ. hadn't suspected his interest
In fact with every passing nonent, Harry seened to be sinking deeper and deeper inside hinself.
Just what was happening in his head - if anything at all was happening in there - she wouldn't
even hazard a guess. But now, startling her: 'Ferenczys,' he said (sinply repeating her?) And: 'Le
Manse Madonie. The Madonie is a range of nountains in Sicily. |Is that Auld John on the phone? Sone
ki nd of problen? And, continuing to stare blankly out of the wi ndow 'Margaret Macdowel Ts here. A
taxi just dropped her off.' Margaret Macdowel |: the police had finished with her now, and rightly
so. For after all, she was the victim- or she had been the intended victim- of a rapist and
murderer, and she'd told the police '"all she knew weeks ago. Weks: was that all? But tinme had
seened to slow down. It felt Iike years to Bonnie Jean! Since the attack, BJ. had bided her tine,
keepi ng Margaret pretty nuch out of things in case the police should want to talk to her again

But that was then and this was now, and B J. needed every ounce of help she could get Auld John
was still on the phone. 'Bonnie Jean?' 'Listen, John? I'mcutting this short | think if s tine you
were out of that cottage. And | do nmean tonight! Find yourself |odgings, but well away from

I nverdrui e and Avienore. Then give ne a call to let ne know where you are. Do you understand?

You're ny mainstay, John. | can't l|let anything happen to you.' 'Get out o' here? He seened
benused. 'But if s nmah honme. Where would Ah go?' 'Anywhere that you'll be safe!' she snapped at
hi magain, and nmeant it this time. 'So do it! Now then, tell me you understand.' And in a noment
" Aye, Ah understand. But Radu...' When it's tine, you'll hear his call. Until then ... good | uck

John.' She sensed his nod. You, too, Bonnie Jean. Take care, mah bonnie wee lass.' And the click
as his handset went down. Then: 'BJ.' Harry's voice again, a little nore animated than it had been
of late. She glanced at him he continued to stare out of the wi ndow, but he was frowni ng now,
blinking rapidly. 'Harry?' She nade to go to him That car,' he said, without |ooking at her. Its
I ights have gone out now, but it's there, where the hedgerow finishes at this end of the service
lane. It drove in after Margaret's taxi, and now ... if s just sitting there.' She stood beside
him staring hard through the gauze curtains and reaching to switch the lights out Fromthe
corridor nmuted greetings sounded as the rest of the girls met Margaret But BJ. wasn't interested
in that her attention was centred el sewhere. 'A car?' she whispered, peering harder still. Were

t he hedgerow finishes,' the Necroscope said again, in that not-quite-there voice that B J. hated
but was getting used to. And Harry could sense, could al nost feel her concentration as he wondered
however vaguely: The people in that car: are they our enemies? But his guard was down; his

met aphysi cal thoughts went out... and a certain nmenber of the Geat Majority was out there waiting
for them As for B J.: she was no tel epath, not yet but she was on the verge of true ascension ..
Wanphyri! Scarcely knowi ng she was doing it she found and probed the car, and the Necroscope heard
her low, runbling snarl, a grow that cane and went deep inside her. She staggered a little in her
passi on, and grabbed his armto steady herself. And: 'Drakulsf The word, the nane, |left her lips
i ke a poisonous sigh. Then, with a hiss - and a savage grin as her eyes glowed yellow in the dark
- 'Drakul s! Aye, as if | had wished it and nmy wi sh had cone true for Zahani ne. For Zahanine!'

W thout another word to Harry, BJ. nmade for the door. As she went, she called ahead - |ow, husky,
dangerous-voiced to one of the girls: 'Keys! Sandra, | want your car keys!' The girls were in the
corridor talking to Margaret Bonnie Jean swept upon them .. there was a brief, astonished, shocked
exchange, then small, fierce, raven-haired Sandra Mhrag seenmed whirled along in B J.'s wake, and
went alnmost at a run with her down Brian Lutnley the stairs to the rear exit fromthe inn. And
Harry still at the wi ndow, |ooking out at the car in the shadows, and the dark sil houettes inside
it; left abruptly to his own devices, and not knowing what to do or if he should do anything. So
that when the voice cane - in his head - it cane alnpost as an el ectric shock: Enemes, Harry! said
that dead voice, urgently. You was right first tinme, Necroscope - dead right! It was R L Stevenson
Jam eson, and the Necroscope's instinctive response was to erect his neglected nental barriers...
Whi ch he woul d do, except there was sonething he nust know first 'How many enenies, R L.? And what
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ki nd of enem es?' What? You knows what kind, man! R L answered. Sanme ones you has had all al ong.
Only there's five of' emnow, not six. Drakuls, Red-robes, Tibetans, but by no neans priests. Not
of any clean, healthy religion, anyway. But was sonething wong here? Five of then? Not four? /
recogni ze four of '"em (R L said). O at least, ny obi does. But number five's a newconer. Their
new boss, maybe? Anyways, there be five of'emfor sure. Yeah! And Harry thought: What do nunbers
matter anyhow? The only thing that nattered was that they were enenies. That, and naybe sonething

B.J. had said... sonething about Zahani ne? And sonet hing el se, about a dark spot on the
floorboards in his study? But Bonnie jean had been in such a hurry, she hadn't left any
instructions for Harry! BJ., in one hell of a hurry, yes. And that | ook on her face- -The

Necr oscope knew what that | ook meant And suddenly he felt hinself gal vanized to action. Qut there
in the wintry eveni ng darkness, there were five nonstrous enemi es. And hell-bent on revenge,
Bonni e Jean Mrlu had gone rushing to neet them head on... PART FOUR FRIENDS IN LONPLACES | B J.:
STILL I NNOCENT? -REALITY'S ENDING - A GRAVE SOLUTION. Still at the wi ndow, alone in his room the
Necroscope felt dizzy, nauseous, and clung to the windowsill. H's knees felt |like water, as if
they were trying to liquefy and topple him He wanted to do sonething - anything - but he had no
orders, didn't know what to do. But he did, and he nust! And the last thing he wanted was for B.J.
s girls to cone into his room- not if he was going to have to nove! He went to the door of the
room- seening to drift there, scarcely of his owmn will - |ocked and | atched the door, then
drifted back to the wi ndow. Bonnie Jean and Sandra Mhrag were out there, making for Sandra's car
So BJ. wasn't alone. Sandra would go with her. But go where? And the Drakuls were out there,

too... those silhouettes in that sinister car. Suddenly there was strength in Harry's legs, in his
body, even in his mnd. It was the strength of desperation. Even if what he was doi hg was making
no sense (and what was sense anyway, in his senseless world, where even now his various |evels
were trying to interface, yet afraid of doing so?) at |east he would be doing sonething, depending
on what BJ. was doing. Ri ght now she and Sandra were wal ki ng, very nearly running, across the cold
bl ack surface of the service road to the inn's small car park, and Sandra seened to be - what,

| aughi ng? - as she funbl ed keys from her purse. They were dressed for indoors but the tenperature
outside was well below zero. And Harry saw that at all tinmes B J. kept her back to the avenue of

| eafl ess trees back there, where hedgerows cast |ong shadows. The suspect car was sone forty or
fifty yards away, as yet notionless, but the furtive, barely visible figures inside appeared to be

| eaning forward, intent on what was happening... Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il 2% As to
what was happening: 'Laugh!' B J. told Sandra, grinding the words out as the smaller girl got her
driver's door open. 'Keep right on | aughing, and make it | ook good. | don't want those bastards
thinking I know they're there. I want themto foll ow us!' Laughing, doing a twirl, and danci ng

even - and while she danced daring to scan the area around, but fleetingly - Sandra said, "What
bastards, B J.? | don't see anyone!' Then she slid into her seat, and reached across to rel ease
the far catch for BJ. 'Don't look for them' BJ. growl ed. 'Don't even think about them One of
them s a telepath. | can feel his sliny fingers groping at the edge of ny mind. And don't put your
seat-belt on! W may want to be out of here fast Now |listen: start up and drive slowy and

carefully out onto the nain road in the direction of Edinburgh.' 'For the open country? There's a
| ot of open space between here and Edi nburgh, B J.' 'Yes!' (The bite of BJ.'s words - and the
hundred per cent guarantee of her intentions). 'You're... what luring then?' Sandra had seen the
headl i ghts in her rearview now, where a black saloon car turned on to the road | ess than a hundred
yards behind. 'Yes!' BJ. snarled. 'For Zahanine. And for ne. I'mtired of being a target. Now tel
me - that shotgun, and the cartridges Auld John sent nme: still in the boot? 'Yes. Your crossbow,
too." "And is it |oaded? And are there spare bolts?" 'One spare bolt, yes. But BJ., who are they?
I nmean, are they Drakuls? And will they have guns, too?" 'Ch, yes - but they'|ll be loath to use
them Open country, but plenty of farns, buildings, pubs, along the way. And well have the el enent
of surprise.' '"VWere will they think we're going? Sandra's fear was beginning to show But she

was a noon-child and when push cane to shove there'd be no fear. She would be Iike Zahani ne,

fearl ess. But she woul dn't be Zahanine, dead - not if B J. could help it They won't know where
we' re goi ng, because we don't know,' B J. answered. 'But they're surely interested. If we've been
under observation at the inn - if they've been follow ng our every nove -it's so they can know
everyt hing about us. Maybe they learned a | esson that tinme up north, or nmaybe their rules have
changed. But mine haven't! | think perhaps they wanted to take Zahanine alive, and if so they may
want us that way, too. That gives us a doubl e advantage: surprise on the one hand... and

couldn't give a fuck on the other! So slow down a little. W're going too fast, and | don't want
themto think we're running.' They seemto be keeping an even distance,’ Sandra's breath was
comng nore easily now BJ.'s, too, as she continued to do her thinking out |oud: 'But suppose
they've only just found us? Margaret Macdowel |l was the one who led themto us, because she was the
one who got |eft out when we noved. Wien they found Margaret they only had to watch her novenents
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until she joined up with us. But how did they find her, mainly | ocked away in Sma" Auchterbecky?
"But haven't you often said that the watcher has known nbst of our novenents for years?' Sandra

wasn't thinking straight... O maybe she was. The little man, the watcher, is a Ferenczy!' BJ.
snapped ... and paused. 'But according to Radu the Drakuls were always the nost furtive of their
kind. So maybe you're right and they have been watching the watcher!' 'So why are they foll ow ng
us now?' (Sandra's logic at work again). 'l nmean, since they now know where we're hiding... ?

"But they don't know for sure that we're all there,' BJ. answered. And to herself: And then
there's Harry Do they know about Harry? About his involvenment up in the Spey Valley, when we took
out their two colleagues? 'BJ. - where are we going? The fear was back in Sandra's voice. The
roads are treacherous and it's starting to snow. W can't just drive forever!' B J. gl anced out of
her wi ndow. There was a farmwi th outbuildings coming up on the left. 'Slow down a little nore,’
she said... then sighed her relief as the car behind them|ikew se sl owed down. Another quarter-
nmle and they passed a | ong, open-ended, barn-like structure behind the high hedge that |ined the
road. Further yet a four-barred gate stood open. And: There,' B J. said. 'Drive in there, turn

|l eft go back to the barn.' '"But they'll see us,' Sandra gasped. They're only a hundred yards
behi nd us, and we're the only ones on the road.' She slowed the car to a crawl, and the snow cane
down harder yet 'l know,' BJ. snapped. 'I want themto see us! Do it' And Sandra did it. Inside

the field, a potholed nmetalled track led to the barn, in fact a large animal shelter and feeding
station. Dipping the car's lights, Sandra drove inside and stopped, sw tched off the nmotor and
lights, handed the keys to B J. BJ. was out of the car in a noment Her night-vision served her
wel | ; she had taken the weapons fromthe boot returned to Sandra's wi ndow, handed her the shotgun
and the keys before the headlights of the saloon had cut their first swathe across the enpty
field. But as the headlights dinmed and scythed jerkily in BJ.'s direction: 'Stay there,' she told

Sandra. 'Anyone comes to the window, don't Necroscope: The Lost Yean - Vol. Il hesitate but shoot
t he bastard! Mve your body inside the car... pretend you're tal king, |aughing. My headrest will
fool theminto thinking we're both still in there. And Sandra, don't worry. Il be right here.’

Then, as the dipped beans fromthe black sal oon reached for the feeding station, found it and
blinked out, B J. disappeared into the shadows- -But she didn't go far. The station was sinply a
| arge, open-ended, tinber-built shelter. On both sides, bales of fodder were stacked al nost to the
| ow ceiling behind fencing so gapped mat animals woul d be able to get their heads through. There
was al so a water trough, and stout wooden | adders that clinbed to a |oft so loaded with hay it
sagged in the middle. Then, as the sound of the Drakul saloon's engine died away, B J. slipped
between the bars of the fence into the nusty-snelling darkness between aisles of stacked hay...
The sal oon was a spacious five-seater. And the dead man, R L. Stevenson Jam eson, had been ri ght
all five seats were in use. Wthin the vehicle, as the hot engine cooled and slowy ticked into
silence, and the wipers scratched a little as they arced to and fro, clearing wet snow fromthe
cold, curved wi ndscreen, four Drakul thralls waited for orders. The fifth menber of the party -
the new | eader of the group - sat in the front passenger seat, staring forward through his arc of
blurred glass. One of the three in the back snoked a perfunmed cigarette, a rare luxury. In the
Drakesh Monastery, such was not allowed: inhuman vices took precedence over the nmerely human. But
snoking was only one of this nan's vices. His face bore testinony to that sterile dressings, taped
in place over hollow, badly scarred cheeks. 'So, they are waiting for soneone.' The |eader - the
| i eut enant seconded by Drakesh fromlIndia and recently arrived in Scotland -turned to the thral
with the scars and said, "You ... have sonme experience of Radu's people, yes? Did you recognize
these wonmen?' 'As his thralls? the man answered. "Yes. One of themis called Sandra Mhrag. |
didn't see the other's face. But what does it matter what they' re called? They're his thralls,
certainly. And all of them shapely, good-Iooking wonen. Or bitches!' Hys grin, twi sted by the
dressings, was sallow, shallow, and ugly. Their shapes and | ooks do not concern ne,' the |eader's
answer was cold, enotionless. "Only their know edge. And this time we want at |east one of them..
alive?" H's meaning was obvious. But the scarred man protested: That was an accident! W were
waiting for the man, this Harry Keogh. It wasn't planned that the black girl-' '-But,' the |eader
cut himshort, '"this tine there can be no accidents. And better still if there is no gunfire. Do
try to renenber that. And do not disappoint nme, for if you do you al so disappoint the |ast true
Drakul . The "accident" with the black girl was - what? - an opportunity wasted? Try not to waste
this one. Now go, and hurry. For if they are waiting for sonmeone, we do not want to be here when
that someone arrives. O, if it should be this Harry, then we will want to be here, nopst
certainly. But until we may - question? - we may not know.' The thrall with the scarred face, and

hi s conmpani on fromthe Zahanine killing, left the car, nelted into the shadows of the hedge, noved
silently towards the aninmal shelter. As they went the scarfaced man took out his automatic and
screwed its silencer in place on the nuzzle. No gunfire? Ch, really? That was all very well, but

he had seen how these bitches fought' The shelter |oonmed close, a dark blot behind the diagonally
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slicing snow. Coser still, and there was novenent, animation in the car. At the wheel a ferale
figure nmoved, nodded her head, |eaned this way and that, and |aughed! Not for nuch |onger,
however. Scarface took the passenger side. The other crouched | ow, crossed behind the car, inched
his way to the driver's wi ndow. And as |aughter sounded again fromwthin, he wenched at the
handl e, yanked the door open, and came to his feet all in one novenent In the next nonent he was
reaching inside with both arms, reaching for the girl where she sat at the wheel. Sandra felt his
hands touch her neck, shoved the shotgun cradled on her knees into his |ower belly, pulled on one
trigger. It was al most a repeat performance of the scene at |Inverdruie, when Auld John killed

Vi ncent Ragusa. The Drakul didn't know what had hit him Wth rags of clothing flapping, and his
| ower intestines uncoiling fromhis blackened flesh, he lifted fromhis feet, sail ed backwards,
broke his spine on the fence as he crashed through it. The sound of the blast was deadened by
wal I s of fodder all around, all but lost in the nmoaning of the wind and the hissing of the snow
Wiile on the other side of the car: Acting in perfect co-ordination with his nunber two, the
thrall with the facial dressings had first tested, then |ikew se snatched his door open - in tine
to see the flash of the detonation, and hear its nmuffled boom - as the figure of his conrade was
hurl ed back out of sight Then, noving with frenzied speed, he got his right armand gun hand
inside the car; but his target was already slipping out of the driver's door. He instinctively
reached after her, at the same tinme wondering: But where is her passenger? The answer came with
the three-inch claws that sank deep Necroscope: The Lost Years - Vol. Il through the cloth of his
jacket and shirt into his shoulder at the neck, yanking himbackwards fromthe car, and in the
fiery gaze of scarlet, lumnous triangular eyes that stared unblinking at himfromno nore than
twel ve i nches away, in the split-second before his weapon was batted aside, sent spinning from

nervel ess fingers. Nervel ess, yes, for he was nerely a thrall. Ch, a vanpire, but still only a
thrall, not even a lieutenant While this... ... This was Wanphyri! B J. Mrlu was only part-wonan
now, a very small part But three-quarters of her was wolf, and not fust wolf but werewolf. She had
needed no full moon, only her rage, and the strength of her will. The rest had been reflex,

automatic, and nonstrously easy - as easy as that tinme a few weeks ago when Margaret Macdowel | had
been threatened. During daylight hours netanorphosis woul d have been highly inprobable, if not

i mpossible. At night, atinme like this, when B J. was so troubled and so furious... ? She was
Wanphyri, and the puny nman-thing she held oh-so-easily in one awful talon-like hand -while the
other rested lightly on his jacket's breast pocket feeling the pulse of his fluttering heart -
knew it He | ooked at her (he could only |look at her and do nothing el se), at that forward-|eaning,
| eering white beast Looked at the shock of white, bristling ruff fram ng a face that sonehow
managed to retain something of BJ.'s humanity; at her figure, taller by inches than his own, |ike
a rangy upright bitch-dog; at slavering jaws that cracked open, revealing teeth that nmade his own
vanpire fangs seementirely insignificant. Looked, and shuddered, and m ght have screanmed but was
hel d breathl ess by those eyes. For Bonnie Jean Mrlu was a beguiler, and the fire in her eyes
robbed himof all strength of will. Those eyes... intent upon the dressings on his face! And BJ.'s
m nd, renenbering the bl oody skin she had seen under poor dead Zahanine's nails. Wite foam
dripped fromthe corner of her terrible nmouth as she lifted her free, nine-inch paw from his chest
to strip away the dressings, and red fire seened to drip fromher eyes when she saw his scars.

Then- -Those eyes opened wi der yet, becanme gateways to hell, and freed himof his paralysis as
they smiled! But there are sniles and there are sniles, and BJ.'s entire face, her entire being,
smled... except this was a snmle that the Drakul wouldn't have time to remenber. Not in this

worl d. As her needle nails dug deeper yet into his shoul der and neck, his scream came bubbling up
over a wriggling tongue but found no outlet. For B J. had closed her nouth on his face! A gurgle
was all he could nanage, as the bones of his face crunched under those jaws. And lifting himoff

his feet - lifting himby the face - she shook himlike a terrier shakes a rat and tossed him

asi de... Overhead, there was sudden novenent. The hayl oft creaked. A presence? BJ.'s senses, nore
than the usual five now, went out and up... discovered nothing bu