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I Am Legend

by
Rl CHARD MATHESON

PART |: January 1976

Chapter One

ON THOSE CLOUDY DAYS, Robert Neville was never sure when sunset cane, and
sometines they were in the streets before he could get back

If he had been nore anal ytical, he might have cal cul ated the approxi mate
time of their arrival; but he still used the lifetinme habit of judging
nightfall by the sky, and on cloudy days that nethod didn't work. That was
why he chose to stay near the house on those days.

He wal ked around the house in the dull gray of afternoon, a cigarette
dangling fromthe corner of his nouth, trailing threadlike snoke over his
shoul der. He checked each window to see if any of the boards had been

| oosened. After violent attacks, the planks were often split or partially
pried off, and he had to replace them conpletely; a job he hated. Today
only one plank was | oose. Isn't that amazing? he thought.

In the back yard he checked the hot house and the water tank. Sometines the
structure around the tank m ght be weakened or its rain catchers bent or
broken off. Sometinmes they would | ob rocks over the high fence around the
hot house, and occasionally they would tear through the overhead net and
he’ d have to repl ace panes.

Both the tank and the hothouse were undanaged today. He went to the house
for a hamrer and nails. As he pushed open the front door, he | ooked at the
distorted reflection of hinself in the cracked mrror he' d fastened to the
door a nonth ago. In a few days, jagged pieces of the silver-backed gl ass
would start to fall off. Let ‘“emfall, he thought. It was the |ast dammed
mrror he'd put there; it wasn't worth it. He'd put garlic there instead.
Garlic always worked.

He passed slowy through the dimsilence of the living room turned |eft
into the small hallway, and left again into his bedroom

Once the room had been warmy decorated, but that was in another tine. Now
it was a roomentirely functional, and since Neville' s bed and bureau took
up so little space, he had converted one side of the roominto a shop

A long bench covered alnbost an entire wall, on its hardwood top a heavy
band saw; a wood | athe, an enery wheel, and a vise. Above it, on the wall,
wer e haphazard racks of the tools that Robert Neéville used.

He took a hammerfromthe bench and picked out a few nails fromone of the
di sordered bins. Then he went back outside and nailed the plank fast to the
shutter. The unused nails he threw into the rubble next door

For a while he stood on the front | awn | ooking up and down the silent
length of Cimarron Street. He was a tall man, thirty-six, born of

Engl i sh- German stock, his features undistingui shed except for the |ong,
determ ned nmouth and the bright blue of his eyes, which noved now over the
charred ruins of the houses on each side of his. He'd burned them down to
prevent them from junping on his roof fromthe adjacent ones.
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After a few nminutes he took a Iong, slow breath and went back into the
house. He tossed the hamrer on the living-roomcouch, then lit another
cigarette and had his m dnorning drink

Later he forced hinself into the kitchen to grind up the five-day
accunul ati on of garbage in the sink. He knew he should burn up the paper

pl ates and utensils too, and dust the furniture and wash out the sinks and
the bathtub and toilet, and change the sheets and pill owase on his bed;
but he didn't feel like it.

For he was a nan and he was al one and these things had no inportance to
hi m

It was al nost noon. Robert Neville was in his hothouse collecting a
basketful of garlic.

In the beginning it had made himsick to snell garlic in such quantity his
stomach had been in a state of constant turnoil. Now the snell was in his
house and in his clothes, and sonetines he thought it was even in his

fl esh.

He hardly noticed it at all

When he had enough bul bs, he went back to the house and dunped them on the
drai nboard of the sink. As he flicked the wall switch, the light flickered,
then flared into nornmal brilliance. A disgusted hiss passed his cl enched
teeth. The generator was at it again. He'd have to get out that dammed
manual again and check the wiring. And, if it were too nuch trouble to
repair, he'd have to install a new generator

Angrily he jerked a high-legged stool to the sink, got a knife, and sat
down with an exhausted grunt.

First, be separated the bulbs into the small, sickle-shaped cloves. Then he
cut each pink, leathery clove in half, exposing the fleshy center buds. The
air thickened with the musky, pungent odor. Wen it got too oppressive, he
snapped on the air-conditioning unit and suction drew away the worst of it.

Now he reached over and took an icepick fromits wall rack. He punched
hol es in each clove half, then strung themall together with wire until he
had about twenty-five neckl aces.

In the begi nning he had hung these neckl aces over the wi ndows. But froma
di stance they’d thrown rocks until he’d been forced to cover the broken
panes with plywood scraps. Finally one day he’d torn off the plywod and
nail ed up even rows of planks instead. It had nade the house a gl oony

sepul cher, but it was better than having rocks conme flying into his roons
in a shower of splintered glass. And, once he had installed the three
air-conditioning units, it wasn't too bad. A nman could get used to anything
if he had to.

When he was finished stringing the garlic cloves, he went outside and
nail ed them over the w ndow boarding, taking down the old strings, which
had | ost nost of their potent snell.

He had to go through this process twice a week. Until he found sonething
better, it was his first line of defense.

Def ense? he often thought. For what?

Al'l afternoon he nmde st akes.
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He | athed them out of thick doweling, band-sawed into nine-inch |engths.
These be hel d against the whirling emery stone until they were as sharp as
daggers

It was. tiresone, nonotonous work, and it filled the air with hot-snelling
wood dust that settled in his pores and got into his lungs and nade him
cough.

Yet he never seened to get ahead. No matter how nany stakes he nade, they
were gone in no tinme at all. Doweling was getting harder to find, too.
Eventual ly he’d have to | athe down rectangul ar | engths of wood. Wn’'t that
be fun? bethought irritably.

It was all very depressing and it nade himresolve to find a better nethod
of disposal. But how could he find it when they never gave hima chance to
sl ow down and t hi nk?

As he lathed, he listened to records over the | oudspeaker he’'d set up in:
t he bedroomBeet hoven’s Third, Seventh, and N nth synphonies. He was gl ad
he’'d | earned early in life, fromhis nother, to appreciate this kind of

music. It helped to fill the terrible void of hours.
From four o' clock on, his gaze kept shifting to the clock on the wall. He
worked in silence, lips pressed into a hard line, a cigarette in the corner

of his mouth, his eyes Staring at the bit as it gnawed away the wood and
sent floury dust filtering down to the floor

Four-fifteen. Four-thirty. It was a quarter to five.

I n another hour they'd be at the house again, the filthy bastards. As soon
as the |Iight was gone.

He stood before the giant freezer, selecting his supper

H s jaded eyes noved over the stacks of neats down to the frozen
veget abl es, down to the breads and pastries, the fruits and ice cream

He picked out two | anb chops, string beans, and a small box of orange
sherbet. He picked the boxes fromthe freezer and pushed shut the door with
hi s el bow,

Next he noved over to the uneven stacks of cans piled to the ceiling. He
took down a can of tomato juice, then left the roomthat had once bel onged
to Kathy and now bel onged to his stonach.

He nmoved slowy across the living room |ooking at the nural that covered
the back wall. It showed a cliff edge, sheering off to green-blue ocean
that surged and broke over black rocks. Far up in the clear blue sky, white
sea gulls floated on the wind, and over on the right a gnarled tree hung
over the precipice, its dark branches etched agai nst the sky.

Nevill e wal ked into the kitchen and dunped the groceries on the table, his
eyes noving to the clock. Twenty mnutes to six. Soon now.

He poured a little water into a small pan and clanked it down on a stove
burner. Next he thawed out the chops and put them under the broiler. By
this tinme the water was boiling and he dropped in the frozen string beans
and covered them thinking that it was probably the electric stove that was
m | ki ng the generator.

At the table he sliced hinself two pieces of bread and poured hinself a
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gl ass of tomato juice. He sat down and | ooked at the red second hand as it
swept slowy around the clock face. The bastards ought to be here soon

After he'd finished his tomato juice, he wal ked to the front door and went
out onto the porch. He stepped off onto the | awn and wal ked down to the
si dewal k.

The sky was darkening and it was getting chilly. He | ooked up and down
Cmarron Street, the cool breeze ruffling his blond hair. That’'s what was
wong with these cloudy days; you never knew when they were conming.

Oh, well, at least they were better than those dammed dust storns. Wth a
shrug, he noved back across the |awn and into the house, |ocking and
bolting the door behind him sliding the thick bar into place. Then he went
back into the kitchen, turned his chops, and switched off the heat under
the string beans.

He was putting the food on his plate when he stopped and his eyes noved
qui ckly to the clock. Six-twenty-five today. Ben Cortnan was shouting.

“Conme out, Neville!”

Robert Neville sat down with a sigh and began to eat.

He sat in the living room trying to read. He'd nade hinself a whisky and
soda at his small bar and he held the cold glass as he read a physi ol ogy

text. Fromthe speaker over the hallway door, the nusic of Schonberg was

pl ayi ng | oudly.

Not | oudly enough, though. He still heard them outside, their nurnuring and
their wal ki ngs about and their cries, their snarling and fighting anong
thenselves. Once in a while a rock or brick thudded off the house.
Sonetimes a dog barked

And they were all there for the sane thing.

Robert Neville closed his eyes a nmonent and held his lips in a tight line.
Then he opened his eyes and |it another cigarette, letting the snoke go
deep into his lungs.

He wi shed he’d had tine to soundproof the house. It wouldn't be so bad if
it weren't that he had to listen to them Even after five nonths, it got on
hi s nerves.

He never | ooked at them any nore. In the beginning he’d nmade a peephole in
the front wi ndow and watched them But then the women bad seen hi mand had
started striking vile postures in order to entice himout of the house. He
didn’t want to | ook at that.

He put down his book and stared bleakly at the rug, hearing Verkl ate Nacht
pl ay over the |oud-speaker. He knew he could put plugs in his ears to shut
of f the sound of them but that would shut off the music too, and he didn’t
want to feel that they were forcing himinto a shell.

He closed his eyes again. It was the women who nmade it so difficult, be
t hought, the wonen posing like |l ewd puppets in the night on the possibility
that he’d see them and decide to cone out.

A shudder. ran through him Every night it was the sane. He' d be reading
and listening to nusic. Then he'd start to think about soundproofing the
house, then he’ d think about the wonen.
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Deep in his body, the knotting heat began again, and be pressed his |ips
together until they were white. He knew the feeling well and it enraged him
that he couldn’'t conbat it. It grew and grew until he couldn’t sit stil

any nore. Then he’'d get up and pace the floor, fists bloodless at his

sides. Maybe he’'d set up the novie projector or eat sonething or have too
much to drink or turn the nmusic up so loud it hurt his ears. He had to do
somet hi ng when it got really bad.

He felt the nmuscles of his abdonen closing in like frightening coils. He
pi cked up the book and tried to read, his lips formng each word slowy and
pai nful | y.

But in a nonment the book was on his |ap again. He | ooked at. the bookcase
across fromhim Al the know edge in those books couldn’t put out the
fires in him all the words of centuries couldn’t end the wordl ess,

m ndl ess craving of his flesh.

The realization made himsick. It was an insult to a man. Al right, it was
a natural drive, but there was no outlet for it any nore. They'd forced
celibacy on him he’'d have to live with it. You have a mind, don’t you? he
asked hinmself. Well, use it?

He reached over and turned the nusic still |ouder; then forced hinself to
read a whol e page w thout pause. He read about blood cells being forced

t hrough nenbranes, about pale |ynph carrying the wastes through tubes

bl ocked by | ynph nodes, about | ynphocytes and phago-cytic cells.

“...to enpty, in the left shoul der region, near the thorax, into a large
vein of the blood circulating system”

‘ The book shut with a thud.

Wiy didn't they | eave himalone? Did they think they could all have hinf
Were they so stupid they thought that? Wiy did they keep com ng every
night? After five nonths, you d think they' d give up and try el sewhere.

He went over to the bar and nade hinsel f another drink. As he turned back
to his chair he heard stones rattling down across the roof and landing with
thuds in the shrubbery beside the house. Above the noises, he heard Ben
Cortman shout as he al ways shout ed.

“Conme out, Neville!”

Soneday |'I1 get that bastard, he thought as he took a big swall ow of the
bitter drink. Soneday |I'll knock a stake right through his goddam chest.
1"l nmake one a foot long for him a special one with ribbons onit, the
bast ar d.

Tonmorrow. Tonorrow he' d soundproof the house. His fingers drewinto
whi t e- knuckl ed fists. He couldn’t stand thinking about those wonen. If he
didn't hear them maybe he wouldn’t think about them Tonorrow. Tonorrow.

The nusic ended and he took a stack of records off the turntable and slid
them back into their cardboard envel opes. Now he coul d hear them even nore
clearly outside. He reached for the first new record he could get and put
it on the turntable and twi sted the volume up to its highest point.

“The Year of the Plague,” by Roger Leie, filled his ears. Violins scraped
and whi ned, tynpani thudded |ike the beats of a dying heart, flutes played
wei rd, atonal mel odies.

Wth a stiffening of rage, he wenched up the record and snapped it over
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his right knee. He’'d neant to break it |ong ago. He wal ked on rigid legs to
the kitchen and flung the pieces into the trash box. Then he stood in the
dark kitchen, eyes tightly shut, teeth clenched, hands danped over his
ears. Leave ne alone,, |eave ne al one, |eave ne al one!

No use, you couldn’t beat themat night. No use trying; it was their

special time. He was acting very stupidly, trying to beat them Should he
wat ch a novie? No, be didn’t feel like setting up the projector. He'd go to
bed and put the plugs in his ears. It was what he ended up doing every

ni ght, anyway.

Quickly, trying not to think at all; he went to the bedroom and undressed.
He put on pajanma bottons and went into the bathroom He never wore paj ama
tops; it was a habit he'd acquired in Panama during the war.

As he washed, he looked into the mirror at his broad chest, at the dark
hair swirling around the nipples and down the center line of his chest. He
| ooked at the ornate cross he’d had tattooed on his chest one night in
Panama when he’ d been drunk. What a fool | was in those days! he thought.
Wel |, maybe that cross had saved his life.

He brushed his teeth carefully and used dental-floss. He tried to take good
care of his teeth because he was his own dentist now Sone things could go
to pot, but not his health, he thought. Then why don’t you stop pouring

al cohol into yourself? he thought. Wy don’t you shut the hell up? he

t hought .

Now be went through the house, turning out lights. For a few m nutes he

| ooked at the nmural and tried to believe it was really the ocean. But how
could he believe it with all the bunpings and the scrapings, the howings
and snarlings and cries in the night?

He turned off the living-roomlanp and went into the bedroom

He made a sound of disgust when he saw that sawdust covered the bed. He
brushed it off with snapping hand strokes, thinking that he' d better build
a partition between the shop and the sleeping portion of the room Better
do this and better do that, he thought norosely. There were so many damed
things to do, he’'d never get to the real problem

He jammed in his earplugs and a great silence engulfed him He turned off
the light and craw ed in between the sheets. He | ooked at the radi umfaced
clock and saw that it was only a few mnutes past ten. Just as well, he
thought. This way I'I|l get an early start.

He lay there on the bed and took deep breaths of the darkness, hoping for
sl eep. But the silence didn't really help. He could still see them out
there, the white-faced nmen prow ing around his house, |ooking ceaselessly
for a way to get in at him Some of them probably, crouching on their
haunches |i ke dogs, eyes glittering at the house, teeth slowy grating
together, back and forth, back and forth.

And the wonen ..

Did he have to start thinking about them again? He tossed over on his
stomach with a curse and pressed his face into the hot pillow He |ay
there, breathing heavily, body withing slightly on the sheet. Let the
nmorning cone. His mnd spoke the words it spoke every night Dear God, |et
the norning cone.

He dreaned about Virginia and he cried out in his sleep and his fingers
gripped the sheets like frenzied tal ons.
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Chapter Two

THE ALARM VENT OFF at five-thirty and Robert Neville reached out a nunbed
armin the norning gl oomand pushed in the stop

He reached for his cigarettes and lit one, then sat up. After a few nonments
he got up and wal ked into the dark living roomand opened the peephol e
door.

Qutside, on the lawn, the dark figures stood like silent soldiers on duty.
As he watched, some of them started noving away, and he heath them
muttering discontentedly among t henmsel ves. Anot her ni ght was ended.

He went back to the bedroom switched on the Iight, and dressed. As he was
pulling on his shirt, he heard Ben Cortman cry out, “Come out, Neville!”

And that was all. After that, they all went away weaker, he knew, than when
they had cone. Unless they had attacked one of their own. They did that
often. There was no union anmong them Their need was their only notivation

After dressing, Neville sat down on his bed with a grunt and penciled his
list for the day:

Lathe at Sears
Wat er

Check generator
Dowel i ng (?)

Usual

Br eakfast was hasty: a glass of orange juice, a slice of toast, and two
cups of coffee. He finished it quickly, wi shing he had the patience to eat
slowy.

After breakfast he threw the paper plate and cup into the trash box and
brushed his teeth. At least | have one good habit, he consol ed hinself.

The first thing he did when he went outside was | ook at the sky. It was
clear, virtually cloudl ess. He could go, out today. Good.

As he crossed the porch, his shoe kicked sonme pieces of the mrror. Wll,
the damm thing broke just as | thought it would, he thought. He'd clean it
up later.

One of the bodies was sprawl ed on the sidewal k; the other one was half
conceal ed in the shrubbery. They were both wonen. They were al nost al ways
wonen.

He unl ocked the garage door and backed his WIlys station wagon into the
early-norning crispness. Then he got out and pulled down the back gate. He
put on heavy gl oves and wal ked over to the woman on the sidewal k.

There was certainly nothing attractive about themin the daylight, he
t hought, as he dragged them across the lawn and threw them up on the canvas
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tarpaulin. There wasn't a drop left in them both wonmen were the col or of
fish out of water. He raised the gate and fastened it.

He went around the | awn then, picking up stones and bricks and putting them
into a cloth sack. He put the sack in the station wagon and then took off
his gl oves. He went inside the house, washed his hands, and nade |unch: two
sandw ches, a few cookies, and a thernps of hot coffee.

When that was done, he went into the bedroom and got his bag of stakes. He
slung this across his back and buckled on the holster that held his mallet.
Then he went out of the house, |ocking the front door behind him

He woul dn’t bot her searching for Ben Cortman that norning; there were too
many ot her things to do. For a second, he thought about the soundproofing
job he’d resolved to do on the house. Well, the hell with it, he thought.
I"l'l do it tonorrow or somre cloudy day.

He got into the station wagon and checked his list. “Lathe at Sears”; that
was first. After he dumped the bodies, of course.

He started the car and backed quickly into the street and headed for
Conpt on Boul evard. There he turned right and headed east. On both sides of
hi m t he houses stood silent, and against the curbs cars were parked, enpty
and dead.

Robert Neville's eyes shifted down for a nmonment to the fuel gauge. There
was still a half tank, but he nmight as well stop on Wstern Avenue and fil
it. There was no point in using any of the gasoline stored in the garage
until be had to.

He pulled into the silent station and braked. He got a barrel of gasoline
and siphoned it into his tank until the pale amber fluid came gushing out
of the tank opening and ran down onto the cenent.

He checked the oil, water, battery water, and tires. Everything was in good
condition. It usually was, because he took special care of the car. If it
ever broke down so that he couldn’'t get back to the house by sunset

Well, there was no point in even worrying about that. If it ever happened,
that was the end.

Now he continued up Conpton Boul evard past the tall oil derricks, through
Conpton, through all the silent streets. There was no one to be seen
anywher e.

But Robert Neville knew where they were.

The fire was al ways burning. As the car drew closer, he pulled on his

gl oves and gas mask and wat ched through the eyepi eces the sooty pall of
snoke hovering above the earth. The entire field had been excavated into
one gigantic pit, that was’ in June 1975.

Nevill e parked the car and junped out, anxious to get the job over with
qui ckly. Throwi ng the catch and jerking. down the rear gate, he pulled out
one of the bodies and dragged it to the edge of the pit. There he stood it
on its feet and shoved.

The body bunped and rolled down the steep incline until it settled on the
great pile of snoldering ashes at the bottom

Robert Neville drew in harsh breaths as he hurried back to the station
‘wagon. He always felt as though he were strangling when he was here, even
t hough he had the gas mask on
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Now he dragged the second body to the brink of the pit and pushed it over.
Then, after tossing the sack, of rocks down, he hurried back to the car and
sped away.

After he'd driven a half mile, he skinned off the nask and gl oves and
tossed theminto the back. Hs nouth opened and he drew in deep lungfuls of
fresh air. He took the flask fromthe glove conpartnent and took a | ong
drink of burning whisky. Then he Iit a cigarette and inhal ed deeply.
Sonetinmes he had to go to the burning pit every day for weeks at a tineg,
and it always nade hi m sick.

Somewhere down there was Kat hy.
On the way to Inglewood he stopped at a market to get sone bottled water..

As he entered the silent store, the snell of rotted food filled his
nostrils. Quickly he. pushed a netal wagon up and down the silent,
dust-thick aisles, the heavy snell of decay setting his teeth on edge,
maki ng hi m breat he through his nouth.

He found the water bottles in back, and also found a door opening on a
flight of stairs. After putting all the bottles into the wagon, he went up
the stairs, The owner of the narket might b¢ up there; he night as well get
started.

There were two of them In the living room |lying on a couch, was a woman
about thirty years old, wearing a red housecoat. Her chest rose and fel
slowy as she lay there, eyes closed, her hands clasped over her stomach.

Robert Neville's hands funbled on the stake and nmallet.. It was al ways
hard, when they were alive; especially with wonen. He could feel. that
sensel ess demand returning again, tightening his nuscles. He forced it
down. It was insane, there was no rational argunent for it.

She nmade no sound except for a sudden, hoarse Intake of breath. As he
wal ked into the bedroom he could hear a sound |ike the sound of water
running. Well, what else can | do? he asked hinself, for he still had to
convince hinmself he was doing the right thing.

He stood in the bedroom doorway, staring at the snmall bed by the w ndow,
his throat moving, breath shuddering in his chest. Then, driven on, he
wal ked to the side of the bed and | ooked down at her.

Way do’ they all look Iike Kathy to nme? he thought, drawi ng out the second
stake wi th shaki ng hands.

Driving slowy to Sears, he tried to forget by wondering why it was that
only wooden stakes shoul d work.

He frowned as he ‘drove along the enpty boul evard, the only sound the nuted
growing of the nmotor in his car. It seened fantastic that it had taken him
five nmonths to start wondering about it.

VWi ch brought another question to mnd. How was it that he al ways nanaged
to bit the heart? It had to be the’ heart; Dr. Busch had said so. Yet ‘he,
Nevi |l e, had no anatom cal know edge.

H's brow furrowed. It irritated himthat he should have gone through this
hi deous process so | ong w thout stopping once to question it.

He shook, his head. No, | should think it over carefully, he thought, I
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shoul d collect all the questions before | try to answer them Things should
be done the right way, the scientific way.

Yeah, yeah, yeah, he thought, shades of old Fritz. That had been his
father’s nanme. Neville had | oathed his father and fought the acquisition of
his father’s | ogic and mechanical facility every inch of the way. H's
father had di ed denying the vanpire violently to the | ast.

At Sears he got the lathe, loaded it into the station wagon, then searched
the store.

There were five of themin the basenent, hiding in various shadowed pl aces.
One of them Neville found inside a display freezer. Wen he saw the man
lying there in this enanel coffin, he had to laugh; it seenmed such a funny
pl ace to hide

Later, he thought of what a hunorless world it was when he could find
amusenment in such a thing.

About two o’ cl ock he parked and ate his lunch. Everything seened to taste
of garlic.

And that set hi mwondering about the effect garlic had on them It nust
have been the snell that chased them off, but why?

They were strange, the facts about them their staying inside by day, their
avoi dance of garlic, their death by stake, their reputed fear of crosses,
their supposed dread of mirrors.

Take that last, now. According to |legend, they were invisible in mrrors,

but he knew that was untrue. As untrue as the belief that they transformed
thenselves into bats. That was a superstition that |ogic, plus observation
had easily disposed of. ‘It was equally foolish to believe that they could
transformthensel ves into wol ves. Wthout a doubt there were vanpire dogs;
he had seen and heard them outside his house at night. But they were only

dogs.

Robert Neville conmpressed his |ips suddenly. Forget it, he told hinself;
you're not ready. yet. The tine would come when he’'d take a crack at it,
detail for detail, but the time wasn't now. There were enough things to
worry about now.

After lunch, he went from house to house and used up all his stakes. He had
forty-seven stakes.

Chapter Three

“THE STRENGTH OF THE vanpire is that no one will believe in him”

Thank you, Dr. Van Hel sing, he thought, putting down his copy O “Dracula.”
He sat staring noodily at the bookcase, listening to Brahns’ second piano
concerto, a whisky sour in his right hand, a cigarette between his |ips.

It was true. The book was a hodgepodge of superstitions and soap-opera
clichés, but that line was true; no one had believed in them and how could
they fight sonething they didn’'t even believe in?

That was what the situation had been. Sonething black and of the night had
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come crawl i ng out of the Mddl e Ages. Sonething with no franework or
credulity, sonething that had been consigned, fact and figure, to the pages
of imaginative literature. Vanpires were passé; Sumers’ idylls or Stoker’'s
mel odramatics or a brief inclusion in the Britannica or grist for the pulp
witer's mll or raw material for the B-filmfactories. A tenuous |egend
passed fromcentury to century.

Well, it was true.

He took a sip fromhis drink and closed his eyes as the cold liquid
trickled down his throat and warned his stomach. True, he thought, but no
one ever got the chance to knowit. Ch, they knew it was sonething, but it
couldn’t be that—not that. That was inmagination, that was superstition,
there was no such thing as that.

And, before science had caught up with the | egend, the | egend had swal | owed
sci ence and everyt hi ng.

He hadn't found any doweling that day. He hadn’t checked the generator. He
hadn’t cl eaned up the pieces of

mrror. He hadn’t eaten supper; he' d lost his appetite. That wasn't hard.
He lost it nobst of the time. He couldn't do the things he'd done al
afternoon and then conme hone to a hearty neal. Not even after five nonths.

He thought of the el even—o, the twelve children that afternoon, and he
finished his drink in two swal |l ows.

He blinked and the roomwavered a little before him You re getting blotto,
Father, he told hinself. So what? he returned. Has anyone nore right?

He tossed the book across the room Begone, Van Hel sing and M na and
Jonat han and bl ood-eyed Count and all! Al fignents, all driveling
extrapol ati ons on a sonber thene.

A coughi ng chuckl e enptied itself fromhis throat. Qutside, Ben Cortnan
called for himto come out. Be right out, Benny, he thought. Soon as | get
my tuxedo on.

He shuddered. and gritted his teeth edges together. Be right out. Well; why
not? Why not go out? It was a sure way to be free of them

Be one of them

He chuckled at the sinplicity of it, then shoved hinself up and wal ked
crookedly to the bar. Way not? His mind plodded on. Why go through all this
conmpl exity when a flung open door and a few steps would end it all?

For the life of him he didn't know. There was, of course, the faint
possibility that others like himexisted sonewhere, trying to go on, hoping
that sonmeday they woul d be anong their own kind again. But how could he
ever find themif they weren't within a day’s drive of his house?

He shrugged and poured nore whisky in the glass; he' d given up the use of
jiggers nonths ago. Garlic on the windows, and nets over the hothouse and
burn the bodies and cart the rocks away and, fraction of an inch by
fraction of an inch, reduce their unholy nunbers. Wiy kid hinself? He' d
never find anyone el se.

Hi s body dropped down heavily on the chair. Here we are, kiddies, sitting
like a bug in a rug, snugly, surrounded by a battalion of blood-suckers who
wi sh no nore than to sip freely of my bonded, 100-proof henopgl obin. Have a
drink, men, this one’s really on ne.
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H s face twisted into an expression of raw, unqualified hatred. Bastards!
11l kill every, nother’s son of you before I'll give in! H's right hand
closed like a clanp and the glass shattered in his grip.

He | ooked down, dull-eyed, at the fragnents on the floor, at the jagged
pi ece of glass still in his hand, at the whisky-diluted bl ood dripping off
his palm

Wuldn't they like to get sonme of it, though? he. thought. He started up
with a furious lurch and al nost opened the door so he could wave the hand
in their faces and hear them how .

Then he closed his eyes and a shudder ran through his body. Wse up, buddy,
he thought. Go bandage your goddam hand.

He stunbled into the bathroom and washed his hand carefully, gasping as he
daubed iodine into the sliced-open flesh. Then he bandaged it clunsily, his
broad chest rising and falling with jerky novenents, sweat dripping from
his forehead. | need a cigarette, he thought.

In the living roomagain, he changed Brahnms for Bernstein and lit a
cigarette. What will | do if | ever run out of coffin nails? he wondered,

| ooking at the cigarette’s blue trailing snmoke. Well, there wasn't nuch
chance of that. He had about a thousand cartons in the closet of Kathy' s—
He clenched his teeth together. In the closet of the lar-der, the larder,
the | arder.

Kat hy’ s room

He sat staring with dead eyes at the nmural while "The Age of Anxiety”
pul sed in his ears. Age of anxiety, he nmused. You thought you had anxiety,
Lenny boy. Lenny

and Benny; you two shoul d neet. Conposer, neet corpse. Mamma, when | grow
up | wanna be a wanpir |ike Dada.

Why, bl ess you, boo, of course you shall

The whisky gurgled into the ‘glass. He grimaced a little at the pain in his
hand and shifted the bottle to his left hand.

He sat down and sipped. Let the jagged edge of sobriety be now dulled, he
t hought. Let the crumby bal ance of clear vision be expunged, but post
haste. | hate ‘em

Gradually the roomshifted on its gyroscopic center and wove and undul at ed
about his chair. A pleasant haze, fuzzy at the edges, took over sight He

| ooked at the glass, at the record player. He let his head flop from side
to’ side. Qutside, they prow ed and nmuttered and waited.

Pore vanpires, he thought, pore little cusses, pussy-footin' round ny
house, so thirsty, so all forlorn

A thought. He raised a forefinger that wavered before his eyes.

Friends, | cone before you to discuss the vanpire; a mnority elenent if
there ever was one, and there was one.

But to concision: | will sketch out the basis for nmy thesis, which thesis
is this: Vanpires are prejudiced against.

The keynote of’ minority prejudice is this: They are | oathed because they
are feared. Thus
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He made hinself a drink. A long one.

At one time, the Dark and M ddl e Ages, to be succinct, the vanpire’'s power
was great, the fear of himtrenmendous. He was anathema and still remains
anat hema. Society hates himw thout ration

But are his needs any nore shocking than the needs of other aninmals and
men? Are his deeds nore outrageous than the deeds of the parent who drained
the spirit fromhis child? The vanpire may foster qui ckened heartbeats and
levitated hair. But is he worse than the parent who gave to society a
neurotic child who becane a politician? Is he worse than ‘the manufacturer
who set up bel ated

foundations with the noney he made by handi ng bonbs and guns to suicida
nationalists? Is he worse than the distiller who gave bastardi zed grain
juice to stultify further the brains of those who, sober, were incapabl e of

a progressive thought? (Nay, | apologize for this calumy; | nip the brew
that feeds ne.) Is he worse, then, than the publisher who filled ubiquitous
racks with lust and death wi shes? Really, now, search your soul; |ovie—s

the vanpire so bad?
Al he does is drink blood.

Why, then, this unkind prejudice, this thoughtless bias? Wy cannot the
vanmpire |ive where be chooses? Wiy nust he seek out hiding places where
none can find himout? Wiy do you wi sh himdestroyed? Ah, see, you have
turned the poor guileless innocent into a haunted aninal. He has no neans
O ‘support, no neasures for proper education, he has not the, voting
franchi se No wonder he is conpelled to seek out a predatory nocturna
exi st ence;

Robert Neville grunted a surly grunt. Sure, sure, he thought, but would you
| et your sister many one?

He shrugged. You got ne there, buddy, you got me there.

The nusic ended. The needl e scratched back and forth in the black grooves.
He sat there, feeling a chill creeping up his legs. That's what was w ong
with drinking too much. You becane i mune to drunken delights. There was no
solace in liquor. Before you got happy, you collapsed. Al ready the room was
strai ghtening out, the sounds outside were starting to nibble at his
eardruns. .

“Conme out, Neville!”

Hi s throat nmoved and a shaking breath passed his |lips. Cone out. The wonen
were out there, their dresses open or taken off, their flesh waiting for
his touch, their lips waiting for—M/ bl ood, my bl ood!

As if it were soneone else’'s hand, he watched his whitened fist rise up
slow y, shuddering, to drive down on his |l eg. The pain made himsuck in a
breath of the house's stale air. Garlic. Everywhere the snell of garlic. In
his clothes and in the furniture and in his food and even in his drink.
Have a garlic and soda; his’ mnd rattled out the attenpted joke.

He lurched up and started pacing. What am | going to do now? Go through the
routine again? 1'll save you the troubl e,

Readi ng- dri nki ng- soundpr oof -t he- house —+he women. , The women, the lustful,
bl oodt hi rsty, naked wonen flaunting their hot bodies at him No, not hot.

. A shuddering whi ne wenched up through his chest and throat. Goddam them
what were they waiting for?. Did they think he was going to come out and
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hand hi nmsel f over?

Maybe | am maybe | am He actually found hinself jerking off the crossbar
fromthe door. Coming, girls, |I’mcomng. Wet your |ips, now.

Qut side, they heard the bar being lifted, and a how of anticipation
sounded in the night.

Spi nning, he drove his fists one after the, other into the wall until he'd
cracked the plaster and broken his skin; Then he stood there trenbling
hel pl essly, his teeth chattering.

After a while it passed. He put the bar back across the door and went into
the bedroom He sank down, on the bed and fell back on’ the pillowwth a
groan. His left hand beat once, feebly, on the bedspread.

Oh, God, he thought, how | ong, how | ong?

Chapt er Four

THE ALARM NEVER VENT of f because he’'d forgotten to set it.
He sl ept soundly and notionlessly, his body |like cast iron. Wien he finally
opened his eyes, it was ten o’ clock

Wth a disgusted nuttering, he struggled up and dropped his | egs over the
side of the bed. instantly his head began throbbing as if his brains were
trying to force their way through his skull. Fine, he thought, a hangover

That’'s all | need.

He pushed hinmself up with a groan and stunbled into the bathroom threw
water in his face and spl ashed some over his head. N& good, his nind

compl ai ned, no good. | still feel like hell. In the mrror his face was
gaunt, bearded, and very nmuch like the face of a man in his forties. Love,
your magic spell is everywhere; inanely, the words flapped across his brain

li ke wet sheets ma w nd.

He wal ked slowly into the living roomand opened the front door. A curse
fell thickly fromhis Iips at the sight of the woman crunpl ed across the
sidewal k. He started to tighten angrily, but it nade his head throb too
much and he had to let it go. |I'msick, he thought.

The sky was gray and dead. G eat! he thought. Mdther day stuck in this
boarded-up rat hole! He slanmmed the door viciously, then w nced, groaning,
at the brain-stabbing noise. Qutside, he heard the rest of the mrror fal
out and shatter on the porch cenent. Ch, great! H s lips contorted back
into a white twi st of flesh.

Two cups of burning black coffee only made his stomach feel worse. He put
down the cup and went into the living room To hell with it, he thought,
1”11 get drunk again.

But the liquor tasted like turpentine, and with a rasping snarl he flung
the gl ass against the wall and stood watching the |iquor run down onto the
rug. Hell, I"mrunnin out of glasses. The thought irritated himwhile
breath struggled in through his nostrils and out again in faltering bursts.

He sank down on the couch and sat there, shaking his bead slowy. It was no
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use; they’'d beaten him the black bastards had beaten him

That restless feeling again; the feeling as if he were expanding and the
house were contracting and any second now he’d go bursting through its
franme in an expl osion of wood, plaster, and brick He got up and noved
qui ckly to the door, his hands shaking.

On the | awn, he stood sucking in great lungful of the wet norning air, his
face turned away fromthe house he hated. But he hated the other houses
around there too, and he hated the pavenent and the sidewal ks and the | awns
and everything that was on Cmarron Street.

It kept building up. And suddenly he knew he had to get out of there.
Cl oudy, day or not, he had to get out of there.

He | ocked the front door, unlocked the garage, and dragged up the thick
door on its overhead hinges. He didn't bother putting down the door. 1’1l
be back soon, he thought. 1’Il just go away for a while

He backed the station wagon quickly down the driveway, jerked it around,
and pressed down hard on the accel erator, heading for. Conpton Boul evard.
He didn’t know where he was goi ng.

He went around the corner doing forty and junped that to sixty-five before
he’ d gone anot her bl ock. The car |eaped forward under his foot and he kept
the accelerator on the floor, forced down by a rigid leg. H's hands were
i ke carved iceon the wheel and his face was the face of a statue. At
eighty-nine niles an hour, he shot down the lifeless, enpty boul evard, one
roaring sound in the great stillness.

Thi ngs rank and gross in nature possess it nerely, he thought as he wal ked
slowy across the cenetery | awn.

The grass was so high that the weight of it had bent it over and it
crunched under his heavy shoes as he wal ked. There was no sound but that of
hi s shoes and the now sensel ess singing of birds. Once | thought they sang
because everything was right with the world, Robert Neville thought | know
now | was wong. They sing because they’'re feebl e-m nded.

He had raced six mles, the gas pedal pressed to the floor, before he'd
realized where he was going. It was strange the way his mnd and body had
kept it secret fromhis consciousness. Consciously, he’d known only that he
was sick and depressed and had to get away fromthe house. He didn't know
he was going to visit Virginia.

But he'd driven there directly and as fast as he could. He'd parked at the
curb and entered through the rusted gate, and now his shoes were pressing
and crackling through the thick grass.

How | ong had it been since he’'d cone here? It nmust have been at |east a
mont h He wi shed he’ d brought flowers, but then, he hadn’'t realized he was
coining here until he was al nost at the gate.

His |ips pressed together as an old sorrow hel d himagain. Wiy couldn't he
have Kathy there too? Wiy had he followed so blindly, listening to those
fools who set up their stupid regulations during the plague? If only she
could be them 1lying across from her nother

Don't start that again, he ordered hinself.

Drawi ng closer to the crypt, he stiffened as he noticed that the iron door
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was slightly ajar Ch, no, he thought He broke into a run across the wet
grass. If they' ve been at her, I'Il burn down the city, he vowed. | swear
to God, I'll bumit to the ground if they' ve touched her

He flung open the door and it clanged against the marble wall with a
hol I ow, echoi ng sound. H s eyes moved quickly to the marbl e base on which
the seal ed casket rested.

The tension sank; he drew in breath again. It was still there, untouched.

Then, as he started in, he saw the nman lying in one corner of the crypt,
body curled up on the cold floor

Wth a grunt of rage, Robert Neville rushed at the body, and, grabbing the
man’s coat in taut fingers, he dragged himacross the floor and flung him
violently out onto the grass. The body rolled onto its back, the white face
poi nting at the sky.

Robert Neville went back into the crypt, chest rising and falling with
har sh novenents. Then he closed his eyes and stood with his palns resting
on the cover of the casket.

I"m here, he thought. |’ m back. Remenber ne.

He threw out the flowers he’'d brought the tine before and cl eared away the
few | eaves that had bl own in because the door had been opened.

Then he sat down beside the casket and rested his forehead against its cold
met al si de.

Silence held himin its cold and gentl e hands.

If I could die now, be thought; peacefully, gently, without a trenor or a
crying out. if | could be with her. If | could believe | would be with her.

His fingers tightened slowy and his head sank forward on his chest.
Virginia. Take nme where you are.
A tear, crystal, fell across his notionless hand..

He had no idea how | ong he’d been there. After a while, though, even the
deepest sorrow faltered, even the nost penetrating despair lost its scal pe
edge. The flagellant’s curse, he thought, to grow inured even to the whip.

He straightened up and stood. Still alive, he thought, heart beating
sensel essly, veins running w thout point, bones and nuscles and tissue al
alive and functioning with no purpose at all

A nmoment | onger he stood | ooking down at the casket, then he turned away
with a sigh and left, closing the door behind himquietly so as not to
di sturb her sl eep.

He' d forgotten about the man. He al nbst tripped over hi mnow, stepping
aside with a nmuttered curse and starting past the body.

Then, abruptly, he turned back.

VWhat' s this? He | ooked down incredul ously at the man. The man was dead;
really dead. But how could that be? The change had occurred so quickly, yet
al ready the man | ooked and smelled as though he’ d been dead for days.

Hi s m nd began churning with a sudden excitenent Sonething had killed the
vanpire; sonething brutally effective. The heart had not been touched, no
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garlic had been present, and yet..
It cane, seemingly, without effort. O course—the daylight!

A bolt of self-accusation struck him To know for five nonths that they
remai ned i ndoors by day and never once to nmamke the connection! He closed
his eyes, appalled by his own stupidity.

The rays of the sun; the infrared and ultraviolet. It had to be them But
why? Damm it, why didn't he know anythi ng about the effects of sunlight on
t he human systen®

Mot her thought: That nman had been one of the true vanpires; the living
dead. Woul d sunlight have the sane effect on those who were still alive?

The first excitenent he’'d felt in nonths nade himbreak into a run for the
station wagon.

As the door slanmmed shut beside him he wondered if he shoul d have taken
away the dead nman. Wuld the body attract others, would they invade the
crypt? No, they wouldn’t go near the casket, anyway; It was sealed with
garlic. Besides, the man’s bl ood was dead now, it—Again his thoughts broke
of f as he | eaped to another conclusion. The sun’s rays must have done

sonmet hing to their bl ood!

Was it possible, then, that all things bore relations to the bl ood? The
garlic, the cross, the mrror, the stake, daylight, the earth sone of them
slept in? He didn’'t see how, and yet..

He had to do a lot of reading, a lot of research. It mght be just the
thing he needed. He'd been planning for a long tine, to do it, but lately
it seemed as if he'd forgotten it altogether. Now this new idea started the
desire again.

He started, the car and raced up the street, turning off into a residential
section and pulling up before the first house he cane to.

He ran up the pathway to the front door, but it was | ocked and he coul dn’'t
force it in. Wth an inpatient growl, he ran to the next house. The door
was open and he ran to the stairs through the darkened |iving room and
junped up the carpeted steps two at a tine.

He found the woman in the bedroom Wthout hesitation, he jerked back the
covers and grabbed her by the wists. She grunted as her body hit the
floor, and he heard her naking tiny sounds in her throat as he dragged her
into the hail and started down the stairs.

As he pulled her across the living room she started to nove.

Her hands cl osed over his wists and her body began to tw st and flop on
the rug. Her eyes were still closed, but she gasped and muttered and her
body kept trying to withe out of his grip. Her dark nails dug into his
flesh. He tore out of her grasp with a snarl and dragged her the rest of
the way by her hair. Usually he felt a twinge when he realized that, but
for sone. affliction he didn’'t understand, these people were the same as
he. But now an experinental fervor had seized himand he could think of
not hi ng el se.

Even so, he shuddered at the strangl ed sound of horror she nmade when he
threw her on the sidewal k outside

She lay twi sting hel plessly on the sidewal k, hands openi ng and cl osi ng,
lips drawn back fromred-spotted |ips.
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Robert Neville watched her tensely.

H's throat noved. It wouldn't last, the feeling of callous brutality. He
bit his lips as he watched her. Al right, she’'s suffering, he argued with
hi nsel f, but she's one of themand she’'d kill nme gladly if she got the
chance. You’ ve got

to look at it that way, it’'s the only way. Teeth clenched, he stood there
and wat ched her die.

In a few mnutes she stopped novi ng, stopped nmuttering, and her hands
uncurled slowy like white blossons on the cenment. Robert Neville crouched
down and felt for her heartbeat. There was none. Already her flesh was
growi ng col d.

He straightened up with a thin smle. It was true, then. He didn't need the
stakes. After all this tinme, he'd finally found a better nethod.

Then his breath caught. But how did he know the wonman was really dead? How
coul d he know until sunset?

The thought filled himwith a new, nore restless anger.
Wiy did each question blight the answers before it?

He thought about it as he sat drinking a can of tomato juice taken fromthe
super mar ket behi nd whi ch he was parked.

How was he going to know? He couldn’'t very well stay with the woman unti
sunset cane.

Take her hone with you, fool

Again his eyes closed and he felt a shudder of irritation go through him
He was missing all the obvious answers today. Now he’'d have to go all the
way back and find her, and he wasn’t even sure where the house was.

He started the notor and pulled away fromthe parking lot, glancing down at
his watch. Three o' clock. Plenty of time to get back before they cane. He
eased the gas pedal. down and the station wagon pulled ahead faster.

It took himabout a half hour to relocate the house. The worman was still in
the sane position on the sidewal k. Put ting on his gloves, Neville |owered
the back gate of the station wagon and wal ked over to the worman. As be

wal ked, he noticed her figure. No, don't start that again, for God' s sake.

He dragged the worman back to the station wagon and tossed her in. Then he
closed the gate and took off his

gl oves. He held up the watch and | ooked at it. Three o’ clock. Plenty of
time to—He jerked up the watch and held it against his ear, his

heart suddenly junpi ng.

The watch had st opped.

Chapter Five
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H'S FI NGERS SHOOK AS he turned the ignition key. Hi s hands gripped the
wheel rigidly as he nade a tight U turn and started back toward Gardena.

What a fool he' d been! It nmust have taken at |east an hour to reach the
cemetery. He nmust have been in the crypt for hours. Then going to get that
worman. Going to the market, drinking the tomato juice, going back to get
the woman agai n.

What tinme was it?

Fool! Cold fear poured through his veins at the thought of themall waiting
for himat his house. Oh, ny God, and he'd | eft the garage door open! The
gasol i ne, the equi pnent—+the generat or!

A groan cut itself off in his throat as he jamred the gas pedal to the
floor and the small station wagon | eaped ahead, the speedoneter needl e
fluttering, then moving steadily past the sixty-five mark, the seventy, the
seventy-five. What if they were already waiting for hinf How could he

possi bly get in the house?

He forced hinself to be calm He nustn’t go to pieces now, he had to keep
hinself in check. He'd get in. Don't worry, you'll get inside, he told
hi msel f. But he didn't see how.

One hand ran nervously through his hair This is fine, fine, conmented his
mnd. You go to all that trouble to preserve your existence, and then one
day you just don’t conme back in tinme. Shut up! his nmind snapped back at
itself. But be could have killed hinself for forgetting to wind his watch
the night before. Don’t bother killing yourself, his nmind reflected,
they' Il be glad to do it for you. Suddenly he realized he was al nost weak
from hunger.

The smal | anmpbunt of canned neat he’'d eaten with the tomato juice had done
nothing to all eviate hunger.

The silent streets flew past and he kept | ooking fromside to side to see
if any of themwere appearing in the doorways. It seened as if it were

al ready getting dark, but that could have been imagination. It couldn’t be
that late, it couldn’t be

He' d just gone hurtling past the corner of Western and Conpton when he saw
the man come running out of a building and shout at him H s heart was
contracted in an icy hand as the man’s cry fluttered in the air behind the
car.

He coul dn't get any nore speed out of the station wagon. And now his mnd
began torturing himw th visions of one of the tires going, the station
wagon veering, |eaping the curb and crashing into a house. His |lips started
to shake and he jamed themtogether to stop them H s hands on the whee
felt nunb.

He had to sl ow down at the corner of Cinmarron. Qut of the corner of an eye
he saw a man cone rushing out of a house and start chasing the car

Then, as he turned the corner with a screech O clinging tires, he couldn't
hol d back the gasp

They were all in front of his house, waiting.

A sound of helpless terror filled his throat. He didn't want to die. He
m ght have thought about it, even contenplated it. But he didn’'t want to
die. Not like this.
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Now he saw themall turn their white faces at the sound of the notor. Sone
nmore of them cane running out of the open garage and his teeth ground
together in inpotent fury. What a stupid, brainless way to die!

Now be saw them start running straight toward the station wagon, a line of
them across the street. And; suddenly, he knew he couldn’t stop. He pressed
down on the accelerator, and in a nmonment the car went plow ng through them
knocki ng three of themaside like tenpins. He felt the car frane jolt as it
struck the bodies. Their screaning white faces went flashing by his w ndow,
their cries chilling his blood.

Now t hey were behind and he sawin the rear-view mrror that they were al
pursui ng him A sudden plan caught hold in his mnd, and inpul sively he

sl owed down, even braking, until the speed of the car fell to thirty, then
twenty miles an hour.

He | ooked back and saw them gai ni ng, saw their grayish-white faces
approaching, their dark eyes fastened to his car, to him

Suddenly he twitched with shock as a snarl sounded nearby and, jerking his
head around, he saw the crazed face of Ben Cortnman beside the car.

Instinctively his foot jamed down on the gas pedal, but his other foot
slipped off the clutch, and with a neck-snapping jolt the station wagon
junped forward and stall ed.

Sweat broke out on his forehead as he lunged forward feverishly to press
the button. Ben Cortman clawed in at him

Wth a snarl he shoved the cold white hand asi de.
“Neville, Nevillel”

Ben Cortnman reached in again, his hands like claws cut fromice. Again
Nevi | | e pushed aside the hand and jabbed at the starter button, his body
shaki ng hel pl essly. Behind, he could hear themall screanming excitedly as
they cane closer to the car

The notor coughed into life again as he felt Ben Cortman’s long nails rake
across his cheek.

“Neville!”

The pain nade his hand jerk into a rigid fist, which he drove into
Cortman’s face. Cortman went flailing back onto the pavement as the gears
caught and the station wagon jolted forward, picking up speed. One of the
ot hers caught up and | eaped at the rear of the car. For a minute he held
on, and Robert Neville could see his ashen face glaring insanely through
the back wi ndow. Then he jerked the car over toward the curb, swerved
sharply, and shook the man off. The man went running across a | awn, arns
ahead of him and snashed violently into the side of a house.

Robert Neville's heart was pounding so heavily now it seened as if it would
drive through. his chest walls. Breath shuddered in himand his flesh felt
nunber and cold. He could feel the trickle of blood on his cheek, but no
pain. Hastily he wiped it off with one shaking band.

Now he spun the station wagon around the corner, turning right. He kept

| ooking at the rear-view mrror, then |ooking ahead. He went the short

bl ock to Haas Street and turned right again. Wiat if they cut through the
yards and bl ocked his way?

He slowed down a little until they came swarm ng around the corner like a
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pack of wolves. Then he pressed down on the accelerator. He'd have to take
the chance that they were all following him Wuld sone of them guess what
he was trying?

He shoved down the gas pedal all the way and the station wagon junped
forward, racing up the block. He wheeled it around the corner at fifty
m | es an hour, gunned up the short block to Cmarron, and turned right
agai n.

Hi s breath caught. There was no one in sight on his |awn. There was still a
chance, then. He’d have to |l et the station wagon go, though; there was no
time to put it in the garage.

He jerked the car to the curb and shoved the door open. As he raced around
the edge of the car he heard the billowing cry of their approach around the
corner.

He’' d have to take a chance on | ocking the garage. If he didn't, they m ght
destroy the generator; they couldn’t have had tine to do it already. Hs
f oot steps pounded up the driveway to the garage.

“Neville!”

H s body jerked back as Cortnman cane |ungi ng out of the dark shadows of the
gar age.

Cortman’s body drove into his and al nost knocked himdown. He fell the
col d, powerful hands clanp on his throat and snelled the fetid breath
clouding over his face. The two of them went reeling back toward the

si dewal k and the white-fanged nouth went darting down at Robert Neville's
t hr oat

Abruptly he jerked up his right fist and felt it drive into Cortman’s
throat. He heard the choking sound in Cortman’s throat. Up the bl ock the
first of themcane rushing and scream ng around the corner

Wth a violent novenent, Robert Neville grabbed Cortrman by his |ong, greasy
hair and sent himhurtling down the driveway until he ranmed head on into
t he side

of the Station wagon.

Robert Neville' s eyes flashed up the street. No tine for the garage! He
dashed around the corner of the house and up to the porch

He skidded to a halt. Onh, God, the keys!

Wth a terrified intake of breath he spun and rushed back toward the car.
Cortman started up with a throaty snarl and he drove his knee into the
white face and knocked Cortman back on the sidewal k. Then he lunged into
the car and jerked the key chain away fromthe ignition slot.

As he scuttled back out of the car the first one of them cane |eaping at
hi m

He shrank back onto the car seat and the man tripped over his | egs and went
spraw ing heavily onto the side wal k. Robert Neville pushed hinself out,
dashed across the | awn, and | eaped onto the porch

He had to stop to find the right key and another man cane | eaping up the
porch steps. Neville was sl anmed agai nst the house by the inpact of his
body. The hot bl ood thick breath was on himagain, the bared mouth | unging
at his throat He drove his knee into the man’s groin and then, |eaning his
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wei ght agai nst the house, he raised his foot high and shoved the doubl ed
over man into the other one who was rushing across the | awn.

Nevill e dived for the door and unlocked it He pushed it open, slipped
inside, and turned. As he slammed it shut an arm shot through the opening.
He forced the door against it with all his strength until he heard hones
snap, then he opened the door a little, shoved the broken armout, and

sl ammed the door. Wth trenbling hands he dropped the bar into place.

Slowm y he sank down onto the floor and fell on his back. He lay there in
the darkness, his chest rising and falling, his legs and arns |ike dead
linbs on the floor. Qutside they how ed and pumrel ed the door, shouting his
nane in a paroxysm of denented fury. They grabbed up bricks and rocks and
hurl ed them agai nst the house and they screaned and cursed at him He |ay
there listening to the thud of the rocks and bricks against the house,
listening to their how i ng.

After a while he struggled up to the bar. Half the whisky he poured

spl ashed onto the rug. He threw down the contents of the glass and stood
there shivering, holding onto the bar to support his wobbling | egs, his
throat tight and convul sed; his Iips shaking w thout control

Slowmy the heat of the Iiquor expanded in his stomach and reached his body.
Hi s breath sl owed down, his chest stopped shudderi ng.

He started as he heard the great crash outside.
He ran to the peephole and | ooked out. Hs teeth grated

together and a burst of rage filled himas be saw the station wagon |ying
on its side and saw them smashing in the windshield with bricks and stones,
tearing open the hood and smashing at the engine with insane club strokes,
denting the frame with their frenzied blows. As he watched, fury poured
through himlike a current of hot acid and half formed curses sounded in
his throat while his hands clanped into great white fists at his sides.

Tur ni ng suddenly, he noved to the lanp and tried to light it. It didn't
work. Wth a snarl he turned and ran into the kitchen. The refrigerator was
out. He ran fromone dark norn to another. The freezer was off; all the
food would spoil. H s house was a dead house.

Fury expl oded in him Enough!

Hi s rage pal sied hands ripped out the clothes fromthe bureau drawer unti
they closed on the | oaded pistols.

Raci ng through the dark |iving room he knocked up the bar across the door
and sent it clattering to the floor. Qutside, they how ed as they heard him
openi ng the door. |I'mcom ng out, you bastards! his mind screanmed out.

He jerked open the door and shot the first one in the face. The man went
spi nni ng back off the porch and two wonen canme at himin nuddy, torn
dresses, their white anus spread to enfold him He watched their bodies
jerk as the bullets struck them then he shoved them both aside and began
firing his guns into their nmidst, a wild yell ripping back his bl oodl ess
I'ips.

He kept firing the pistols until they were both enpty.

Then be stood on the porch clubbing themw th insane bl ows, |osing his mnd
al nrost conpl etely when the sanme ones he' d shot came rushing at hi magain.
And when they tore the guns out of his hands he used his fists and el bows
and he butted with his head and kicked themw th his big shoes.
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It wasn’t until the flaring pain of having his shoul der sl ashed open struck
himthat he realized what he was doi ng and how hopel ess his attenpt was.
Knocki ng asi de

two wonen, he backed toward the door. A man’s arm |l ocked around his neck.
He lurched forward, bending at the waist, and toppled the man over his head
into the others. He junped back into the doorway, gripped both sides of the
franme and kicked out his legs |ike pistons, sending the men crashi ng back
into the shrubbery.

Then, before they could get at himagain, he slanmed the door in their
faces, locked it, bolted it, and dropped the heavy bar into its slots.

Robert Neville stood in the cold blackness of his house, listening to the
vanpi res scream

He stood against the wall clubbing slowy and weekly at the plaster, tears
stream ng down his bearded cheeks, his bleeding hand pul sing with pain.
Everyt hi ng was gone, everyt hing.

“Virginia,” he sobbed like a lost, frightened child. “Virginia. Virginia.”

PART |1: March 1976

Chapter Six.

THE HOUSE, AT LAST, was livabl e again.

Even nore so than before, in fact, for he had finally taken three days and
soundproofed the walls. Now they could scream and how all they wanted and
he didn’t have to listen to them He especially liked not having to listen
to Ben Cortman any nore.

It had all taken time and work First of all was the nmatter of a new car to
repl ace the one they' d destroyed. This had been nore difficult than he'd
i magi ned.

He had to get over to Santa Monica to the only WIllys store he knew about.
The Wl lys station wagons were the only ones he had had any experience
with, and this didn't seemquite the tine to start experinmenting. He
couldn’t walk to Santa Monica, so he had to try using one of the many cars
parted around the nei ghborhood. But nbst of them were inoperative for one
reason or another: a dead battery, a clogged fuel punp, no gasoline, flat
tires.

Finally, in a garage about a mile fromthe house, he found a car he could
get started, and he drove quickly to Santa Mnica to pick up another
station wagon. He put a new battery init, filled its tank with gasoline,
put gasoline drunms in the back, and drove hone. He got back to the house
about an hour before sunset.

He made sure of that.

Luckily the generator had not been ruined. The vanpires apparently had no
idea of its inportance to him for, except for a torn wire and a few cudgel
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bl ows, they had left it alone. He'd managed to fix it quickly the norning
after the attack and keep his frozen foods fromspoiling. He was gratefu
for that, because he was sure there were no places |eft where he could get
more frozen foods now that electricity was gone fromthe city.

For the rest of it, ha had to straighten up the garage and cl ean out the
debris of broken bul bs, fuses, wring, plugs, solder, spare notor parts,
and a box of seeds he’'d put there once; he didn't renmenber just when

The washi ng machi ne they had rui ned beyond repair, forcing himto repl ace
it. But that wasn’t hard. The worst part was nopping up all the gasoline

they'd spilled fromthe druns. They'd really outdone thenselves spilling

gasoline, he thought irritably while he nopped it up

I nside the house, he had repaired the cracked plaster, and as an added
fillip he had put up another wall mural to give a different appearance to
the room

He’' d al nost enjoyed all the work once it was started. It gave hi m sonething
to lose hinmself in, something to pour all the energy of his still pulsing
fury into. It broke the nonotony of his daily tasks: the carrying away of
bodi es, the repairing of the house's exterior, the hanging of garlic.

He drank sparingly during those days, managing to pass alnost the entire
day without a drink, even allowi ng his evening drinks to assune the
function of relaxing night-caps rather than sensel ess escape. H's appetite
i ncreased and he gained four pounds and lost a little belly. He even sl ept
nights, a tired sleep without the dreans.

For a day or so he had played with the idea of noving to sone |avish hotel
suite. But the thought of all the work he'd have to do to make it habitable
changed hi s nind.

No, he was all set in the house.

Now he sat in the living room |istening to Mbzart’s Jupiter Synphony and
wonderi ng how he was to begin, where he was to begin his investigation.

He knew a few details, but these were only |andnarks above the basic earth
of cause. The answer lay in sonething else. Probably in sonme fact he was
aware of but did not adequately appreciate, in some apparent know edge he
had not yet connected with the over-all picture.

But what ?

He sat notionless in the chair, a sweat-beaded glass in his right hand, his
eyes fastened on the nural.

It was a scene from Canada: deep northern woods, nysterious with green
shadows, standing al oof and notionless, heavy with the silence of nmanless
nature. He stared into its soundl ess green depths and wondered.

Maybe if he went back. Maybe the answer lay in the past, in some obscure
crevice of nmenory. Go back, then, he told his nmind, go back

It tore his heart out to go back.

There had been another dust stormduring the night Hi gh, spinning w nds had
scoured the house with grit, driven it through the cracks, sifted it
through plaster pores, and left a hair-thin |layer of dust across all the
furniture surfaces. Over their bed the dust filtered Iike fine powder,
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settling in their hair and on their eyelids and under their nails, clogging
their pores.

Hal f the night he’d lain awake trying to single out the sound of Virginia's
| abored breathing. But he couldn’t hear anything above the shri eking,
grating Sound of the storm For a while, in the suspension between sl eeping
and waki ng, he had suffered the illusion that the house was being
sandpapered by giant wheels that held its framework between nonstrous
abrasi ve surfaces and nade it shudder.

He' d never got used to the dust storns. That hissing sound of whirlw nd
granul ation always set his teeth on edge. The storms had never cone
regul arly enough to allow himto adapt hinself to Them Whenever they cane,
he spent a restless, tossing night, and went to the plant the next day with
j aded m nd and body.

Now there was Virginia to worry about too.

About four o' clock he awoke froma thin depression of sleep and realized
that the storm had ended. The contrast nade silence a rushing noise in his
ears.

As he raised his body irritably to adjust his twi sted paj anas, he noticed
that Virginia was awake. She was |ying on her back and staring at the
ceiling.

“What's the matter?” he nunbl ed drowsily.

She didn't answer.

“ Honey ?”

Her eyes nmoved slowy to him

“Not hing,” she said. “Go to sleep.”

“How do you feel ?”

“The same.”

“oh.

He lay there for a nonent |ooking at her

“Wel 1 ,” he said then and, turning on his side, closed his eyes.

The alarmwent off at six-thirty. Usually Virginia pushed in the stop, but
when she failed to do so, he reached over her inert body and did it
hi nsel f. She was still on her back, still staring.

“What is it?” he asked worriedly.

She | ooked at him and shook her head on the pillow.
“l don’t know,” she said. “I just can't sleep.”
“\hy 2"

She made an i ndeci sive sound.

“Still feel weak?” he asked.

She tried to sit up but she couldn't.

“Stay there, hon,” he said. “Don’t nobve.” He put his hand on her brow. *“You
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haven’t got any fever,” he told

her .

“I don't feel sick,” she said. “Just . . tired.”
“You | ook pale.”

“I know. | look like a ghost.”

“Don’t get up,” he said.

She was up.

“I"mnot going to panper nyself,’
all right.”

she said. “CGo ahead, get dressed. |I'Il be

“Don’t get up if you don’t feel good, honey.”
She patted his armand snil ed.
“I"l'l be all right,” she said. “You get ready.”

Wi | e he shaved he heard the shuffling of her slippers past the bat hroom
door. He opened the door and watched her crossing the living roomvery
slowy, her wrappered body weaving a little. He went back in the bat hroom
shaki ng his head. She shoul d have stayed in bed.

The whol e top of the washbasin was griny with dust. The dam stuff was
everywhere. He'd finally been conpelled to erect a tent over Kathy's bed to
keep the dust fromher face. He'd nailed one edge of a shelter half to the
wal | next to her bed and let it slope over the bed, the other edge held up
by two poles | ashed to the side of the bed.

He didn’'t get a good shave because there was grit in the shaving soap and
he didn’t have tinme for a second |l athering. He washed off his face, got a
clean towel fromthe hail closet, and dried hinself.

Bef ore going to the bedroomto get dressed he checked Kathy’s room

She was still asleep, her small bl onde head notionless on the pillow, her
cheeks pink with heavy sleep. He ran a finger across the top of the shelter
hal f and drew it away gray with dust. Wth a di sgusted shake of his head he
left the room

“l wish these damm storns would end,” he said as he entered the kitchen ten
mnutes later. “l’msure . “

He stopped tal king; Usually she was at the stove turning eggs or French
toast or pancakes, making coffee. Today she was sitting at the table. On
the stove coffee was percol ating, but nothing el se was cooki ng.

“Sweet heart, if you don't feel well, go back to bed,” he told her. “I can
fix my own breakfast.”

“I't’s all right,” she said. “I was just resting. |I'msorry. |I’'Il get up and
fry you some eggs.”
“Stay there,” he said. “I’mnot hel pless.”

He went to the refrigerator and opened the door

“I"d like to know what this is going around,” she said. “Half the people on
the block have it, and you say that nore than half the plant is absent.”
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“Maybe it’s sone kind of virus,” he said.
She shook her head. “I don’t know. ”

“Bet ween the storns and the npbsquitoes and everyone being sick, life is
rapidly becom ng a pain,” he said, pouring orange juice out of the bottle.
“And speak of the devil.”

He drew a bl ack speck out of the orange juice in the gl ass.

“How the hell they get in the refrigerator 1'll never know,” he said.
“None for me, Bob,” she said.

“No orange juice?”

“No. "

“Good for you.”

“No, thank you, sweetheart,” she said, trying to smle.

fb.put back the bottle and sat down across fromher with his gl ass of
j ui ce.

“You don’'t feel any pain?" he said. "No headache, nothing?”

She shook her head slowy.

“I wish | did know what was wong,” she said.

“You call up Dr. Busch today.”

“I will,” she said, starting to get up. He put his hand over hers.
“No, no, sweetheart, stay there,” he said.
“But there's no reason why | should be like this.”

She sounded angry. That was the way she’d been as long as he’d known her.
If she became ill, it irritated her. She was annoyed by sickness. She
seenmed to regard it as a personal affront.

“Conme on,” he said, starting to get up. “I’Il help you back to bed.”

“No, just let ne sit here with you,” she said. “I'lIl go back to bed after
Kat hy goes to school .”

“All right. Don't you want something, though?”
“No. "

“How about coffee?”

She shook her head.

“You're really going to get sick if you don't eat,” he said.

“I"mjust not hungry.”

He finished his juice and got up to fry a couple of eggs. He cracked them
on the side of the iron skillet and dropped the contents into the nelted
bacon fat He got the bread fromthe drawer and went over to the table with
it.
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“Here, 1'll put it in the toaster,’
God.”

Virginia said. “You watch your... Ch,

“What is it?”

She waved one hand weakly in front of her face.

“A nmosquito,” she said with a grimace

He noved over and, after a nonent, crushed it between his two pal ns.
“Mosquitoes,” she said. “Flies, sand fleas.”

“W are entering the age of the insect,” he said.

“It’s not good,” she said. “They carry di seases. W ought to put a net
around Kathy’'s bed too.”

“I know, | know,” he said, returning to the stove and tipping the skillet
so the hot fat ran over the white egg surfaces. “I keep meaning to.”

“l don’t think that spray works, either,” Virginia said.

“I't doesn' t?”

“No. "

“My God, and it’'s supposed to be one of the best ones on the nmarket.”
He slid the eggs onto a dish

“Sure you don’'t want sonme coffee?’ he asked her

“No, thank you.”

He sat down and she handed hi mthe buttered toast.

“l hope to hell we're not breeding a race of superbugs,” he said. “You
renenber that strain of giant grasshoppers they found in Col orado?

13 Yes. ”
“Maybe the insects are . . . Wiat’'s the word? Mutating.”
“What's that?”

“Ch, it means they're ... changing. Suddenly. Junping over dozens of smal
evol uti onary steps, maybe devel oping along |lines they night not have
followed at all if it weren't for “

Si |l ence.
“The bonbi ngs?” she said.
“Maybe,” he sai d.

“Well, they're causing the dust storns. They' re probably causing a | ot of
things.”

She sighed wearily and shook her head.

“And they say we won the war,” she said.

“Nobody won it”
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“The nosquitoes won it.”
He smled a little.
“l guess they did,” he said.

They sat there for a few nonents w thout tal king and the only sound in the
kitchen was the clink of his fork on the plate and the cup on the saucer.

“You | ooked at Kathy |ast night?” she asked.
“l just | ooked at her now. She |ooks fine.”
“Good. ”

She | ooked at hi m studiedly.

“1"ve been thinking, Bob,” she said. “Maybe we should send her East to your
mot her’s until | get better. It nmay be contagious.”

“We could,” he said dubiously, “but if it’s contagious, ny nother’s place
woul dn’t be any safer than here.”

“You don’t think so?” she asked. She | ooked worri ed.

He shrugged. “lI don't know, hon. | think probably she's just as safe here.
If it starts to get bad on the block, we'll keep her out of school.”

She started to say something, then stopped.
“Al'l right,” she said.

He | ooked at his watch

“I1"d better finish up,” he said.

She nodded and he ate the rest of his breakfast quickly. Wile be was
draining the coffee cup she asked himif had bought a paper the night
bef ore.

“I't’s in the living room” he told her.
"Anything newin it?

“No. Same old stuff. It's all over the country, alittle here, alittle
there. They haven't been able to find the germyet.”

She bit her lower linp.

“Nobody knows what it is?”

“l doubt it. If anybody did they'd have surely said so by now.,,
“But they nust have sone idea.”

“Bverybody’s got an idea. But they aren’t worth anything.”

‘What do they say?”

He shrugged. “Everything fromgermwarfare on down.”

“Do you think it is?”

“Germ war f ar e?”
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“Yes,” she said.

“The war’s over,” he said.

“Bob,” she said suddenly, “do you think you should go to work?”
He smil ed hel pl essly.

“What el se can | do?” he asked. “We have to eat.”

“I know, but

He reached across the table and felt how cold her hand was.
“Honey, it'll be all right,” he said

“And you think | should send Kathy to school ?”

“I think so,” he said. “Unless the health authorities say schools have to
shut down, | don’t see why we should keep her hone. She’s not sick.”

“But all the kids at school.”
“I think we’d better, though,” he said.

She made a tiny sound in her throat. Then she said, “All right If you think
so.”

“I's there anything you want before |I go?” he asked.
She shook her head.
“Now you stay in the house today,” he told her, “and in bed.”

“I will,” she said. “As soon as | send Kathy off.” He patted her hand.
Qutside, the car horn sounded. He finished the coffee and went to the
bat hroomto rinse out his nmouth. Then he got his jacket fromthe hal
closet and pulled it on.

“Good- by, honey,” he said, kissing her on the cheek. “Take it easy, now.
“Good- by,” she said. “Be careful.”

He noved across the lawn, gritting his teeth at the residue of dust in the
air. He could snell it as he walked, a dry tickling sensation in his nasa
passages.

“Morning,” he said, getting in the car and pulling the door shut behind
hi m

“Good norning,” said Ben Cortman

Chapter Seven

“Dl STI LLED FROM ALLI UM SATI VUM a genus of Liliaceae

conprising garlic, |eek, onion, shallot, and chive. |Is of pale color and
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penetrating odor, containing several allyl sul phides. Conposition: water,
64.6% protein, 6.8% fat, 0.1% carbohydrates, 26.3% fiber, 0.8% ash,
l.4.%"

There it was. He jiggled one of the pink, leathery cloves in his right
pal m For seven nonths now he'd strung themtogether into aromatic

neckl aces and hung them outside his house w thout the renotest idea of why
they chased the vanpires away. It was tine he | earned why.

He put the clove on the sink | edge. Leek, onion, shallot, and chive. Wuld
they all work as well as garlic? He'd really feel like a fool if they did,
after searching miles around for garlic when onions were everywhere.

He mashed the clove to a pulp and snelled the acrid fluid on the thick
cl eaver bl ade.

Al right, what now? The past revealed nothing to help him only talk of
insect carriers and virus, and they weren't the causes. He was sure of it.

The past had brought sonething el se, though; pain at renmenbering. Every
recal l ed word had been like, a knife blade twisting in him Od wounds had
been reopened with every thought of her. He'd finally had to stop, eyes

cl osed, .

fists clenched, trying desperately to accept the present on its own terns
and not yearn with his very flesh for the past. But only enough drinks to
stultify all introspection had managed to drive away the enervating sorrow
that renenbering brought

He focused his eyes. Al right, damm it, he told hinmself, do something!

He | ooked at the text again, water—was it that? he asked hinmsel f. No, that
was ridiculous; all things had water in them Protein? No. Fat? No.
Car bohydrat es? No. Fiber? No. Ash? No. Wat then?

“The characteristic odor and flavor of garlic are due to an essential oi
amounting to about 0.2% of the weight, which consists mainly of allyl
sul phide and allyl isothicyanate.”

Maybe the answer was there.

Agai n the book: “Ally! sul phide nay be prepared by heating nustard oil and
pot assi um sul phi de at 100 degrees.”

Hi s body thudded down into the living-roomchair and a di sgusted breath
shuddered his long frane. And where the hell do | get nustard oil and
pot assi um sul phi de? And the equi pnent to prepare themin?

That’'s great, he railed at hinmself. The first step, and already you' ve
fallen fiat on your face.

He pushed hinmsel f up disgustedly and headed for the bar. But hal fway
through pouring a drink he Slamed down the bottle. No, by God, he had no
intention of going on like a blind man, plodding down a path of brainless,
fruitless existence until old age or accident took him Either he found the
answer or he ditched the whole mess, life included.

He checked his watch. Ten-twenty A M; still tine. He noved to the hallway
resolutely and checked t hrough the tel ephone directories. There was a pl ace
i n I ngl ewod.

Four hours |l ater he straightened up fromthe workbench with a crick in his
neck and the allyl sul phide inside a hypoderm c syringe, and in himself the
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first sense of real acconplishnment since his forced isolation began

Alittle excited, he ran to his car and drove out past the area he'd
cleared out and marked with chal ked rods. He knew it was nore than possible
that some vampires might have wandered into the cleared area and were

hi di ng there again. But he had no tine for searching.

Parking his car, he went into a house and wal ked to the bedroom A young
worman | ay there, a coating of blood on her nouth.

Fl i pping her over, Neville pulled up her skirt and injected the allyl
sul phide into her soft, fleshy buttock, then turned her over again and
st epped back. For a half hour he stood there watching her

Not hi ng happened.

This doesn’'t make sense, his mind argued. | hang garlic around the house
and the vanpires stay away. And the characteristic of garlic is the oi
I"ve injected in her. But nothing s happened.

Goddamm it, nothing s happened!

He flung down the syringe and, trenbling with rage and frustration, went

hone agai n. Before darkness, he built a small wooden structure on the front
| awn and hung strings of onions on it. He spent a listless night, only the
know edge that there was still much left to do keeping himfromthe |iquor.

In the norning he went out and | ooked at the matchwood on his | awn.

The cross. He held one in his hand, gold and shiny in’ the norning sun
This, too, drove the vanpires away.

Wiy? Was there a | ogical answer, sonething he could accept without slipping
on banana skins of mnysticisn®?

There was only ‘one way to find out.

He took the wonman from her bed, pretending not to notice the question posed
in his mnd: Wiy do you al ways experinent on wonmen? He didn't care to adm't
that the inference had any validity. She just happened to be the first one
he’ d cone across, that was all. Wat about the nan in the |iving nom

t hough? For God's sake! he flared back. |I'mnot going to rape the wonan!

Crossing your fingers, Neville? Knocking on wood?

He ignored that, beginning to suspect his nmind of bar boring an alien. Once
he m ght have termed it conscience. Now it was only an annoyance. Morality,
after all, had fallen with society. He was his own ethic.

Makes a good excuse, doesn’'t it, Neville? Oh, shut up

But he wouldn't let hinmself pass the afternoon near her. After binding her
to a chair, he secluded hinself in the garage and puttered around with the
car. She was wearing a torn black dress and too nuch was visible as she
breathed. Qut of sight, out of mind.... It was a lie, he knew, but he

woul dn't adnmit it.

At last, mercifully, night cane. He | ocked the garage door, went back to
the house, and | ocked the front door, putting the heavy bar across it Then
he made a drink and sat down on the couch across fromthe wonan.

Fromthe ceiling, right before her face, hung the cross. At six-thirty her
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eyes opened. Suddenly, like the eyes of a sleeper who has a definite job to
do upon awakeni ng; who does not nove into consciousness with a vague entry,
but with a single, clear-cut notion, knowi ng just what is to be done.

Then she saw the cross and she Jerked her eyes fromit with a sudden
raffling gasp and her body twisted in the chair.

“Why are you afraid of it?” he asked, startled at the sound of his own
voi ce after so |ong.

Her eyes, suddenly on him made hi m shudder. The way they gl owed, the way
her tongue |licked across her red lips as if it were a separate life in her
mout h. The way she flexed her body as if trying to nove it closer to him A
guttural rumbling filled her throat |ike the sound of a dog defending its
bone.

“The cross,” he said nervously. “Why are you afraid of it?”

She strai ned agai nst her bonds, her hands raking across the sides of the
chair. No words fromher, only a harsh, gaspi ng succession of breaths. Her
body writhed on the chair, her eyes burned into him

“The cross!” he snapped angrily.

He was on his feet, the glass falling and spl ashing across the rug. He
grabbed the string with tense fingers and swung the cross before her eyes.
She flung her head away with a frightened snarl and recoiled into the
chair.

“Look at it!” he yelled at her

A sound of terror stricken whining cane fromher. Her eyes noved wldly
around the room great white eyes with pupils |ike specks of soot.

He grabbed at her shoul der, then jerked his hand heck. It was dribbling
bl ood fromraw teeth wounds.

Hi s stomach nuscles jerked in. The hand | ashed out again, this tine
smashi ng her across the cheek and snapping her head to the side.

Ten nminutes |later he threw her body out the front door and slanmed it again
in their faces.. Then he stood there agai nst the door breathing heavily.
Faintly he heard through the soundproofing the sound of themfighting |ike
jackals for the spoils.

Later he went to the bathroom and poured al cohol into the teeth gouges,
enjoying fiercely the burning pain in his flesh.

Chapt er Ei ght

NEVI LLE BENT OVER AND picked up a little soil in his right hand. He ran it
between his fingers, crunbling the dark lunmps into grit. How many of them
he wondered, slept in the soil, as the story went?

He shook his head. Precious few
Where did the legend fit in, then?

He closed his eyes and let the dirt filter down slowy fromhis hand. Ws

file:/lIF|/rah/Richard%20Matheson/Matheson,%20Richard%20-%201%20Am%20Legend.txt (33 of 104) [8/27/03 9:49:43 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Richard%20M atheson/M atheson,%20Ri chard%20- %201 %20A m%20L egend.txt

there any answer? If only he could renenber whether those who slept in soi
were the ones who had returned fromdeath. He might have theorized then

But he couldn’t renenber. Another unanswerable question, then. Add it to
the question that had occurred to himthe night before.

VWhat woul d a Mohammedan vanpire do if faced with a cross?

The barking sound of his laugh in the silent norning air startled him Good

God, he thought, it’'s been so long since |I've |aughed, |1’ ve forgotten how.
It sounded |ike the cough of a sick hound. Well, that’'s what | am after
all, isnt it? he decided. A very sick dog

There had been a light dust storm about four that norning. Strange how it
brought back nenories. Virginia, Kathy, all those horrible days ..

He caught himself. No, no, there was danger there. It was thinking of the
past that drove himto the bottle. He was just going to have to accept the
present.

He found hinsel f wondering again why he chose to go on living. Probably, he
thought, there’'s no real reason. |'mjust too dunb to end it all

Wl | —he cl apped his hands with fal se deci si on-what now? He | ooked around as
if there were sonmething to see along the stillness of Cmarron Street.

Al right, he decided inmpulsively, let’'s see if the running water bit makes
sense.

He buried a hose under the ground and ran it into a small trough
constructed of wood. The water ran through the trough and out another hole
into nore hosing, which conducted the water into the earth.

When he’ d finished, he went in and took a shower, shaved, and took the
bandage off his hand. The wound had heal ed cleanly. But then, he hadn’t
been overly concerned about that. |lime had nore than proved to himthat he
was immune to their infection

At six-twenty he went into the living roomand stood before the peephole.
He stretched a little, grunting at the ache in his nuscles. Then, when
not hi ng happened, he made hinself a drink

When he got back to the peephol e, be saw Ben Cortrman cone wal king onto the
| awn.

“Conme out, Neville,” Robert Neville nmuttered, and Cortnman echoed the words
in aloud cry.

Nevill e stood there notionless, |ooking at Ben Cortman

Ben hadn’t changed’ nmuch. His hair was still black, his body inclined to
corpulence, his face still white. But there was a beard on his face now,
nmostly under the nosd, thin-ner around his chin and cheeks and under his
throat. That was the only real difference, though. Ben had al ways been

i macul ately shaved in the old days, snelling of col ogne each norni ng when
he picked up Neville to drive to the plant.

It was strange to stand there | ooking out at Ben Cortman; a Ben conpletely
alien to hi mnow. Once he had spoken to that man, ridden to work with him
tal ked about cars and baseball and politics with him later on about the
di sease, about how Virginia and Kathy were getting al ong, about how Freda
Cortman was about
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Nevi | | e shook his head. There was no point going into that. The past was as
dead as Cort nman.

Agai n he shook his head. The world’ s gone nad, he thought. The dead wal k
about and | think nothing of it.

The return of corpses has becone trivial in inport How quickly one accepts
the incredible if only one sees it

enough! Neville stood there, sipping his whisky and wondering who it was
that Ben reninded himof. He'd felt for some time that Cortman rem nded him
of sonebody, but for the Iife. of himhe couldn’t think who.

He shrugged. \Wat was the difference?

He put down the glass on the window sill and went into the kitchen. He
turned on the water there and went back in. Wien he reached the peephol e,
he saw another man and a wonan on the | awn. None of the three was speaking
to either of the others. They never did. They wal ked and wal ked about on
restless feet, circling each other |ike wolves, never |ooking at each other
once, having hungry eyes only for the house and their prey inside the
house.

Then Cortnan saw t he water running through the trough and went over to | ook
at it. After a monent he lifted his white face and Neville saw him
gri nni ng.

Nevill e stiffened.

Cortman was junpi ng over the trough, then back again. Neville felt his
throat tightening. The bastard knew

Wth rigid | egs he pistoned hinself into the bedroom and, w th shaking
hands, pulled one of his pistols out of the bureau drawer.

Cortman was just about finishing stanping in the sides of the trough when
the bullet struck himin the [eft shoul der.

He staggered back with a grunt and flopped onto the sidewalk with a
kicking of legs. Neville fired again and the bull et whined up off the
cenment, inches fromCortman’s tw sting body.

Cortman started up with a snarl and the third bullet struck himfull in the
chest.

Nevill e stood there watching, snelling the acrid fumes of the pistol snoke.
Then the woman bl ocked his view of Cortman and started jerking up her
dress.

Nevill e pull ed back and slammed the tiny door over the peephole. He wasn't
going to let hinself look at that. In the first second of it, he had felt
that terrible heat dredging up fromhis loins |ike sonmething ravenous.

Later he | ooked out again and saw Ben Cortman paci ng around, calling for
himto conme out.

And, in the nmoonlight, he suddenly realized who Cortman rem nded hi m of .
The idea nade his chest shedder with repressed | aughter and he turned away
as the shaki ng reached his shoul ders.

My God—d iver Hardy! Those old two-reelers he’'d | ooked at with his
projector. Cortnan was alnost a dead ringer for the roly-poly conedian. A
little less plunp, that was all. Even the nustache was there now.
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Aiver Hardy flopping on his back under the driving inpact of bullets.
Aiver Hardy al ways com ng back for nore, no matter what happened. Ri pped
by bullets, punctured by knives, flattened by cars, smashed under

col I apsi ng chi meys and boats, subrmerged in water, flung through. pipes.
And al ways returning, patient and bruised:

That was who Ben Cortrman was—a hi deously malignant diver Hardy buffeted
and | ong suffering.

My God, it was hilarious!

He coul dn’t stop |aughing because it was nore than laughter; it was

rel ease. Tears fl ooded down his cheeks. The glass in his hand shook so
badly, the liquor spilled all over him and nade hi m|augh harder. Then the
glass fell thunping on the rug as his body jerked with spasns of
uncontrol | abl e amusenent and the roomwas filled with his gasping,
nerve-shattered | aughter.

Later, he cried.

He drove it into the stomach, into the shoulder. Into the neck with a
single mallet blow. Into the legs and the arns, and al ways the sane result:
the bl ood pulsing out, slick and crimson, over the white flesh

He thought he’d found the answer. It was a matter of |osing the blood they
lived by; it was henorrhage.

But then he found the woman in the small green and white house, and when he
drove in the stake, the dissolution was so sudden it made himlurch away
and | ose his breakfast.

When he had recovered enough to | ook again, he saw on the bedspread what
| ooked |ike a row of salt and pepper mixed; just about as |long as the wonan
had been. It was the first time he’d ever seen such a thing.

Shaken by the sight, he went out of the house on trembling | egs and sat in
the car for an hour, drinking the flask enpty. But even liquor couldn’t
drive away the vision

It had been so quick. Wth the sound of the nmallet blow still in his ears,
she had virtually dissol ved before his eyes.

He recalled talking once to a Negro at the plant. The man had studi ed
mortuary science and had told Robert Neville about the mausol euns where
peopl e were stored in vacuum drawers and never changed their appearance.

“But you just let some air in,” the Negro had said, “and whoom —they’ |
|l ook Iike a row of salt and pepper. Jus

like that!” And he snapped his fingers.

The wonman had been | ong dead, then. Maybe, the thought occurred, she was
one of the vanpires who had originally started the plague. God only knew
how many years she’d been cheating deat h.

He was too unnerved to do any nore that day or for days to come. He stayed
honme and drank to forget and let the bodies pile up on the lawm and let the
out side of the house fall into disrepair.

For days he sat in the chair with his liquor and thought about the wonan.
And, no matter how hard he tried not to, no matter how nuch he drank, he
kept thinking about Virginia. He kept seeing hinself entering the crypt,
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lifting the coffin l|id.

He t hought he was comi ng down with sonething, so palsied and nervel ess was
his shivering, so cold and ill did he feel

Is that what she | ooked |ike?

Chapter N ne

MORNI NG A SUN BRI GHT hush broken only by the chorus of birds in the trees.
No breeze to stir the vivid blossons around the houses, the bushes, the

dar k-1 eaved hedges. A cloud of silent heat was suspended over everything on
Cimarron Street.

Virginia Neville's heart had stopped.

He sat beside her on the bed, |ooking dowmn at her white face. He held her
fingers in his hand, his fingertips stroking and stroking. H s body was

i mobile, one rigid, insensible block of flesh and bone. H's eyes did not
blink, his nmouth was a static |line, and the novenent of his breathing was
so slight that it seemed to have stopped altogether

Sonet hi ng had happened to his brain.

In the second he had felt no heartbeat beneath his trenbling fingers, the
core of his brain seenmed to have petrified, sending out jagged |ines of
calcification until his head felt |like stone. Slowy, on palsied |egs, he
had sunk down On the bed. And now, vaguely, deep in the struggling tissues
of thought, he did not understand how he could sit there, did not

under stand why despair did not crush himto the earth. But prostration
woul d not cone. Tinme was caught on hooks and coul d not progress. Everything
stood fixed. Wth Virginia, |life and the world had shuddered to a halt.

Thirty mnutes passed; forty.

Then, slowy, as though he were discovering sone objective phenonenon, he
found his body trenmbling. Not with a |ocalized trenble, a nerve here, a
muscl e there. This was conplete. H's body shuddered Wt hout end, one mass

entire of nerves without control, bereft of will. And what operative m nd
was |eft knew that this was his reaction.

For nore than an hour he sat in this palsied state, his eyes fastened
dunmbly to her face.

Then, abruptly, it ended, and with a choked nmuttering in his throat he
lurched up fromthe bed and left the room

Hal f the whi sky splashed on the sink top as he poured. The |iquor that
managed to reach the glass he bolted down in a swallow. The thin current
flared its way down to his stomach, feeling twice as intense in the polar
nunbness of his flesh. He stood sagged agai nst the sink. Hands shaki ng, he
filled the glass again to its top and gul ped the burning whi sky down with
great convul sive swal | ows.

It’'s a dream he argued vainly. It was as if a voice spoke the words al oud
i n his head.
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“VMirginia...”

He kept turning fromone side to another, his eyes searching around the
roomas if there were sonmething to be found, as if he had mislaid the exit
fromthis house of horror. Tiny sounds of disbelief pulsed in his throat He
pressed his hands together, forcing the shaking pal ns agai nst each ot her,
the twitching fingers intertw ning confusedly.

Hi s hands began to shake so he couldn’'t make out their forns. Wth a
gaggi ng intake of breath he jerked them apart and pressed them against his
| egs.

“Virginia.”

He took a step and cried aloud as the roomflung itself off balance. Pain
expl oded in his right knee, sending hot barbs up his | eg. He whined as he
pushed hinself up and stunbled to the living nom He stood there like a
statue in an earthquake, his marble eyes frozen on the bedroom door.

In his mind he saw a scene enacted once again.

The great fire crackling, roaring yellow, sending its dense and
grease-thick clouds into the sky. Kathy's tiny body in his arns. The nan
com ng up and snatching her away as if he were taking a bundle of rags. The
man lunging into the dark mist carrying his baby. Hi mstanding there while
pile driver blows of horror drove himdown with their inpact.

Then suddenly he had darted forward with a berserk scream
“Kat hy!”

The arns caught him the men in canvas and masks draw ng hi m back. His
shoes gouged frenziedly at the earth, digging two ragged trenches in the
earth as they dragged himaway. H s brain exploded, the terrified screans
flooding fromhim

Then the sudden bolt of nunmbing pain in his jaw, the daylight swept over
with clouds of night. The hot trickle of liquor down his throat, the
coughi ng, a gasping, and then he had been sitting silent and rigid in Ben
Cortman’s car, staring as they drove away at the gigantic pail of snoke
that rose above the earth like a black waith of all earth’s despair.

Renenbering, he closed his eyes suddenly and his teeth pressed together
until they ached.

“No. "
He woul dn’t put Virginia there. Not if they killed himfor it.

Wth a slow, stiff notion he walked to the front door and went out on the
porch. Stepping off onto the yellowing |awn, he started down the bl ock for
Ben Cortman’s house. The glare of the sun nade his pupils shrink to points
of jet. H s hands swung usel ess and nunbed at his sides.

The chimes still played “How Dry | Am” The absurdity of it made hi m want
to break sonmething in his hands. He renmenbered when Ben had put themin,
t hi nki ng how funny it would be.

He stood rigidly before the door, his mnd still pulsing. | don't care if
it’s the law, | don't care if refusal neans death, | won’t put her there!

H s fist thudded on the door

“Ben! ”
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Silence in the house of Ben Cortrman. White curtains hung notionless in the
front windows. He could see the red couch, the floor lanp with the fringed
shade, the upright Knabe Freda used to toy with on Sunday afternoons.

He blinked. What day was it? He had forgotten, he had lost track of the
days.

He twi sted his shoul ders as inpatient fury hosed acids through his veins.
“Ben!”

Again the side of his hard fist punmreled the door, and the flesh along his
whitening jaw line twitched. Damm him where was he? Neville jamred in the
button with a brittle finger and the chimes started the tippler’s song over
and over and over. “How dry I am howdry | am how dry | am how dry I.

Wth a frenzied gasp he |urched against the door and it flew open agai nst
the inside wall. It had been unl ocked.

He wal ked into the silent |iving room

“Ben,” he said loudly. “Ben, | need your car.”

They were in the bedroom silent and still in their daytinme comas, |ying
apart on the twin beds, Ben in pajanmas, Freda in silk nightgown; |ying on
the sheets, their thick chests faltering with | abored breaths

He stood there for a nonent |ooking down at them There were sonme wounds
on Freda’s white neck that had crusted over with dried blood. H s eyes
moved to Ben. There was no wound on Ben's throat And he heard a voice in
his mnd that said: If only I'd wake up

He shook his head. No, there was no waking up fromthis.

He found the car keys on the bureau and picked them up. He turned away and
left the silent house behind. It was the last tinme he ever saw either of
them alive

The notor coughed into life and he let it idle a few m nutes, choke out,
Wil e he sat staring out through the dusty windshield. A fly buzzed its

bl oated formaround his head in the hot, airless interior of the car. He
wat ched the dull green glitter of it and felt the car pul sing under him

After a noment he pushed in the choke and drove the car up the street. He
parked it in the driveway before his garage and turned off the notor.

The house was cool and silent His shoes scuffed quietly over the rug, then
clicked on the floor boards in the hall.

He stood motionless in the doorway | ooking at her. She still lay on her
back, arms at her sides, the white fingers slightly curled in. She | ooked
as if she were sl eeping.

He turned away and went back into the living room Wat was be going to do?
Choi ces seened pointless now Wlat did it matter what he did? Life would be
equal Iy purposel ess no matter what his decision was.

He stood before the wi ndow | ooking out at the quiet, Sun-drenched street,
his eyes lifeless.

Wiy did | get the car, then? he wondered His throat noved as he swal | owed. .
I can’t burn hat, he thought. | won't. But what el se was there? Funera
parlors were closed. What few norticians were healthy enough to practice
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were prevented fromdoing so by |aw. Everyone w thout exception had to be
transported to the fires i mediately upon death. It was the only way they
knew now to prevent comuni cation. Only flanes could destroy the bacteria
that caused the pl ague.

He knew that. He knew it was the |law. But how many people followed it? He
wondered that too. How many husbands took the wonmen who had shared their
life and | ove and dropped theminto flanes? How many parents incinerated
the children they adored, how many children tossed their bel oved parents on
a bonfire a hundred yards square, a hundred feet deep?

No, if there was anything left in the world, it was his vow that she woul d
not be burned in the fire.

An hour passed before he finally reached a decision. Then he went and got
her needle and thread. He kept sewing until only her face showed. Then,
fingers trenbling, a tight knot in his stonach, he sewed the bl anket
toget her over her nouth. Over her nose. Her eyes.

Fi ni shed, he went in the kitchen and drank anot her gl ass of whisky. It
didn't seemto affect himat all

At | ast he went back to the bedroomon faltering legs.. For a |éng mnute
he stood there breathing hoarsely; Then he bent over and worked his arns
under her inert form

“Conme on, baby,” he whispered.

The words seened to | oosen everything. He felt hinself shaking, felt the
tears running slowy down his cheeks as he carried her through the living
room and out si de.

He put her in the back seat and got in the car. He took a deep breath and
reached for the starter button.

He drew back. Getting out of the oar again, he went into the garage and got
t he shovel

He twi tched as he cane out, seeing the man across the street approaching
slowy. He put the shovel in the back and got in the car

“\Mit!”

The man’s shout was hoarse. The man tried to run, but he wasn't strong
enough.

Robert Neville sat there silently as the man came shuffling up
“Could you ... let ne bring nmy ... ny nother too? the man said stiffly.
S PR I (PR

Neville’'s brain wouldn’t function. He thought he was going to cry again,
but he caught hinself and stiffened his back.

“I"’mnot going to the ... there,” he said.

The man | ooked at hi m bl ankly.

“But your...”

“I"'mnot going to the fire, | said!” Neville blurted out, and jabbed in the

starter button.
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“But your wife,” said the man. “You have your...”

Robert Neville jerked the gear shift into reverse.

“Pl ease,” begged the man.

“I"mnot going there!” Neville shouted w thout |ooking at the nman.
“But it’s the law” the man shouted back, suddenly furious.

The car raced back quickly into the street and Neville jerked it around to
face Conpton Boul evard. As he sped away he saw the man standing at the curb
wat ching himleave. Fool! his mnd grated. Do you think I’mgoing to throw
my wife into a fire?

The streets were deserted. He turned left at Conpton and started west. As
he drove he | ooked at the huge |lot on the right side of the car. He
couldn’t use any of the ceneteries. They were | ocked and wat ched. Men had
been shot trying to bury their |oved ones.

He turned right at the next block. and drove up one bl ock, turned night
again into a quiet street that ended in the lot. Halfway up the bl ock he
cut the nmotor. He rolled the rest of the way so no one would hear the car.

No one saw himcarry her fromthe car or carry her deep into the
hi gh-weeded | ot. No one saw hi m put her down on an open patch of ground and
then di sappear fromview as he knelt.

Slowl y he dug, pushing the shovel into the soft earth, the bright sun
pouring heat into the little clearing like nolten air into a dish. Sweat
ran in many |ines down his cheeks and forehead as he dug, and the earth
swam di zzily before his eyes. Newy thrown dirt filled his nostrils with
its hot, pungent smell.

At |l ast the hole was finished. He put down the shovel and sagged down on
his knees. H's body shuddered and sweat trickled over his face. This was
the part he dreaded.

But he knew he couldn’t wait. If he was seen they woul d conme out and get
hi m Bei ng shot was nothing. But she woul d be burned then. Hs |ips
ti ghtened. No.

Gently, carefully as he could, he |owered her into the shallow grave,
maki ng sure that her head did not bunp.

He strai ghtened up and | ooked down at her still body sewn up in the bl anket
For the last tinme, he thought. No nore tal king, no nore |oving. Eleven
wonderful years ending in a filled-in trench. He began to trenble. No, he
ordered hinself, there’'s no tine for that

It was no use. The world shimrered through endl ess distorting tears while
he pressed back the hot earth, patting it around her still body. with
nervel ess fingers.

He lay fully clothed on his bed, staring at the black ceiling. He was half
drunk and the darkness spun with fireflies.

Hs right armfaltered out for the table. H s hand brushed the bottle over
and he jerked out clawing fingers too late. Then he relaxed and lay there
inthe still of night, listening to the whisky gurgle out of the bottle
mout h and spread across the floor.

Hi s unkenpt hair rustled on the pillow as he | ooked toward the clock. Two
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in the norning. Two days since he'd buried her. Two eyes | ooking at the
clock, two ears picking up the humof its electric chronol ogy, two |ips
pressed together, two hands |ying on the bed.

He tried to rid hinself of the concept, but everything in the world seened
suddenly to have dropped into a pit of duality, victimto a system of twos.
Two peopl e dead, two beds in the nom two wi ndows, two bureaus, two rugs,
two hearts that

His chest filled with night air, held, then pushed it out and sank
abruptly. Two days, two hands, two eyes, two |legs, two feet

He sat up and dropped his | egs over the edge of the bed.

H s feet landed in the puddl e of whisky and, he felt it soaking through his
socks. A cold breeze was rattling the wi ndow blinds.

He stared at the bl ackness. Wiat's |l eft? he asked hinself. What’'s |eft,
anyway ?

Wearily he stood up and stunbled into the bathroom |eaving wet tracks
behind him He threw water into his face and funbled for a towel.

VWhat’'s left? What’'s. ..
He stood suddenly rigid in the cold bl ackness.
Soneone was turning the knob on the front door

He felt a chill nove up the back of his neck and his scal p began prickling.
It’s Ben, he heard his mnd offering. He's come for the car keys.

The towel slipped fromhis fingers and he. heard it swi sh down onto the
tiles. His body twtched.

A fist thudded agai nst the door, strengthless, as if it had fallen against
t he wood.

He noved into the living roomslowy, his heartbeat thudding heavily.

The door rattled as another fist thudded against it weakly. He felt hinself
twitch at the sound. What's the natter? he thought. The door is open. From
the open window a cold breeze blew across his face. The darkness drew him
to the door.

‘“Who .. .“ he murnured, unable to go on

Hi s hand recoiled fromthe doorknob as it turned under his fingers. Wth
one step, he backed into the wall and stood there breathing harshly, his
wi dened eyes staring.

Not hi ng happened. He stood there holding hinmself rigidly.

Then his breath was snuffed. Sonmeone was munbling on the porch, mnuttering
words he couldn’t hear. He braced hinmself; then, with a lunge, he jerked
open the door and let the noonlight in.

He coul dn’t even scream He just stood rooted to the spot, staring dunbly
at Virginia.

“Rob ... ert,” she said.
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Chapter Ten

THE SCI ENCE ROOM WAS on the second fl oor. Robert Neville's footsteps
t hudded hollowly up the nmarble steps of the Los Angeles Public Library. It
was April 7, 1976.

It had come to him after a half week of drinking, disgust, and desultory
i nvestigation, that he was wasting his tine. |solated experinments were

yi el ding nothing, that was clear. If there was a rational answer to the
probl em (and he had to believe that there was), he could only find it by
careful research.

Tentatively, for want of better know edge, he had set up a possible basis,
and that was blood. It provided, at least, a starting point Step number
one, then, was readi ng about bl ood.

The silence of the library was conpl ete save for the thudding of his shoes
as he wal ked al ong the second-fl oor hallway. Qutside, there were bhirds
sonetimes and, even | acking that, there seened to be a sort of sound
out si de.

I nexplicabl e, perhaps, but it never seened as deathly still in the open as
it did inside. a building.

Especially here in this giant, gray-stoned building that housed the
literature of a world' s dead. Probably it was being surrounded by walls, he
t hought, sonething purely psychol ogical. But knowing that didn't make it
any easier. There were no psychiatrists left to nurnmur of groundl ess
neuroses and auditory hallucinations. The last man in the world was
irretrievably stuck with his del usions.

He entered the Sci ence Room

It was a high-ceilinged roomwith tall, |arge-paned w ndows. Across from
the doorway was the desk where books had been checked out in days when
books were still being checked out.

He stood there for a nonent |ooking around the silent room shaking his
head slowy. All these books, he thought, the residue of a planet’s
intellect, the scrapings of futile mnds, the |eftovers, the potpourri of
artifacts that had no power to save men from peri shing.

Hi s shoes clicked across the dark tiles as he wal ked to the begi nning of
the shelves on his left. H's eyes noved to the cards between the shelf
sections. “Astronony,” he read; books about the heavens. He noved by them
It was not the heavens he was concerned about. Man's lust for the stars had
died with the others. “Physics,” “Chemistry,”

“Engi neering.” He passed them by and entered the nmin reading section of
t he Sci ence Room

He stopped and | ooked up at the high ceiling. There were two banks of dead
Iights overhead and the ceiling was divided into great sunken squares, each
square decorated with what | ooked |ike Indian npsaics. Mrning sunlight
filtered through the dusty wi ndows and he saw notes floating gently on the
current of its beans.

He | ooked down the row of |ong wooden tables with chairs lined up before
them Soneone had put themin place very neatly. The day the library was
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shut down, he thought, sonme maiden |ibrarian had noved down the room
pushing each chair against its table. Carefully, with a ploddi ng precision
that was the cachet of herself.

He t hought about that visionary |lady. To die, he thought, never know ng the
fierce joy and attendant confort of a |loved one’s enbrace. To sink into
that hideous coma, to sink theminto death and, perhaps, return to sterile,
awf ul wanderings. Al wi thout knowing what it was to | ove and be | oved.

That was a tragedy nore terrible than becoming a vanpire

He shook his head. Al right, that’s enough, he told hinmself, you haven’'t
got the tinme for maudlin reveries.

He bypassed books until he came to “Medicine.” That was what he wanted. He
| ooked through the titles. Books on hygi ene, on anatomny, on physiol ogy
(general and specialized), on curative practices. Farther down, on
bact eri ol ogy.

He pulled out five books on general physiology and several works on bl ood.
These he stacked on one of the dust-surfaced tables. Should he get any of
the books on bacteriol ogy? He stood a minute, |ooking indecisively at the
buckram backs.

Finally he shrugged. Well, what’s the difference? he thought. They can’t do
any harm He pulled out several of them at random and added themto the
pile. He now had ni ne books on the table. That was enough for a start. He
expected he’d be com ng back

As he left the Science Room he | ooked up at the clock over the door.

The red hands had stopped at four-twenty-seven. He wondered what day they
had stopped. As he descended the stairs with his arnful of books, he
wondered at just what nonent the clock had stopped. Had it been norning or
night? Was it raining or shining? Was anyone there when it stopped?

He twisted his shoulders irritably. For God s sake, what’'s the difference?
he asked hinself. He was getting disgusted at this increasing nostalgic
preoccupation with the past. It’' was a weakness, he knew, a weakness he
coul d scarcely afford if he intended to go on. And yet he kept discovering
hinsel f drifting into extensive nmeditation on aspects of the past. It was
al nost nmore than he could control, and it was nmaking himfurious with

hi nsel f.

He couldn’t get the huge front doors open fromthe inside, either; they
were too well [ocked. He had to go out through the broken w ndow again,
first dropping the books to the sidewal k one at .a tine, then hinmself. He
took the books to his car and got in.

As he started the car, he saw that he was parked along a red-painted curb,
facing in the wong direction on a one-way street. He | ooked up and down
the street.

“Policeman!” he found hinself calling. “Ch, police-man!”

He | aughed for a mile wthout stopping, wondering just what was so funny
about it.

He put down the book. He'd been reading again about the |ynmphatic system
He vaguely renenbered reading about it nonths before, during the tinme he
now cal l ed his
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“frenzied period.” But what he’'d read had made no inpression on himthen
because he’d had nothing to apply it to.

There seened to be sonething there now.

The thin walls of the blood capillaries pernitted blood plasma to escape
into the tissue spaces along with the red and col orl ess cells. These
escaped materials eventually returned to the bl ood system through the

| ynphatic vessels, carried back by the thin fluid called |ynph.

During this return flow, the Iynph trickled through | ynph nodes, which
interrupted the flow and filtered out the solid particles of body waste,
thus preventing themfromentering the bl ood system

Now.

There were two things that activated the |ynphatic system (1) breathing,
whi ch caused the di aphragmto conpress the abdom nal contents, thus forcing
bl ood and | ynmph up agai nst gravity; (2) physical novenent, which caused
skel etal muscles to conpress |ynph vessels, thus nmoving the |ynph. An
intricate val ve system prevented any backing up of the flow.

But the vanpires didn't breathe; not the dead ones, anyway. That neant,
roughly, that half of their |ynph flow was cut off. This neant, further,
that a considerabl e anount of waste products would be left in the vanpire's
system

Robert Neville was thinking particularly of the fetid odor of the vanpire.
He read on
"The bacteria passes into the bl ood stream where..

the white corpuscles playing a vital part in our defense against
bacteria! attack.

“Strong sunlight kills many gerns rapidly and

“Many bacterial diseases of man can be di ssem nated by the nechanica
agency of flies, nopbsquitoes

“... where, under the stimulus of bacterial attack, the phagocytic
factories rush extra cells into the blood stream”

He l et the book drop forward into his lap and it slipped off, his legs and
t hunped down on the rug.

It was getting harder and harder to fight, because no matter what he read,
there was always the rel ationship between bacteria and bl ood affliction.
Yet, all this time, he’ d been letting contenpt fall freely on all those in
the past who had died proclaimng the truth of the germtheory and scoffing
at vanpires.

He got up and namde hinself a drink. But it sat untouched as he stood before
the bar. Slowy, rhythmcally, he thudded his right fist dow on the top of
the bar while his eyes stared bleakly at the wall.

CGer ns.

He grimaced. Well, for God' s sake, he snapped jadedly at hinmself, the word
hasn’t got thorns, you know.

He took a deep breath. Al right, he ordered hinself, is there any reason
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why it couldn’t be gerns?

He turned away fromthe bar as if he could | eave the question there. But
questions had no | ocation; they could foll ow hi maround.

He sat in the kitchen staring into a steam ng cup of coffee. Gerns.
Bacteria. Viruses. Vanpires. Wiy am| so against it? he thought. Was it
just reactionary stubbornness, or was it that the task would | oomas too
trenmendous for himif it were gerns?

He didn’t know. He started out on a new course, the course of conpronise.
Way throw out either theory? One didn't necessarily negate the other. Dua
acceptance and correl ation, he thought.

Bacteria could be the answer to the vanpire.
Everyt hing seened to flood over himthen.

It was as though he’d been the little Dutch boy with his finger in the

di ke, refusing to let the sea of reason in. There he’d been, crouching and
content with his iron-bound theory. Now he’d strai ghtened up and taken his
finger out. The sea of answers was al ready beginning to wash in.

The pl ague had spread so quickly. Could it have done that if only vanpires
had spread it?. Could their nightly maraudi ng have propelled it on so
qui ckl y?

He felt hinself jolted by the sudden answer. Only if you accepted bacteria
could you explain the fantastic rapidity of the plague, the geonetrica
mounti ng of victins.

He shoved aside the coffee cup, his brain pulsing with a dozen different
i deas.

The flies and nosquitoes had been a part of it. Spreading the di sease,
causing it to race through the world.

Yes, bacteria explained a |ot of things; the staying in by day, the coma
enforced by the germto protect itself fromsun radiation

A new idea: What if the bacteria were the strength of the true vanpire?

He felt a shudder run down his back. Was it possible that the same germ
that killed the living provided the energy for the dead?

He had to know He junped up and al nost ran out of the house. Then, at the
| ast nonent, he jerked back fromthe door with a nervous | augh. God's sake,
he thought, am | going out of nmy mnd? It was nighttine.

He grinned and wal ked restlessly around the |iving room

Could it explain the other things? The stake? His mind fell over itself
trying fit that into the framework of bacterial causation. Cone on! he
shouted inpatiently in his mnd. But all he could think of was henorrhage,
and that didn't explain that woman. And it wasn't the heart....

He skipped it, afraid that his newfound theory would start to coll apse
before he' d established it.

The cross, then. No, bacteria couldn't explain that The soil; no, that was
no help. Running water, the mirror, garlic..

He felt hinself trembling without control and he wanted to cry cut |oudly
to stop the runaway horse of his brain. He had to find something! Goddam
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it! he raged in his mind. | won't let it go!

He made hinself sit down. Trenbling and rigid, he sat there and bl anked his
m nd until cal mtook over. Good Lord, he thought finally, what’'s the matter
with me? | get an idea, and when it doesn’'t explain everything in the first
m nute, | panic. | rmust be going crazy.

He took that drink now, he needed it. He held up his it shaking. Al right,
little boy, he tried kidding hinself, calmdown now. Santa Cl aus is com ng
to town with all the nice answers. No longer will you be a weird Robinson
Crusoe, inprisoned on an island of night surrounded by oceans of death.

He snickered at that, and it relaxed him Colorful, he thought, tasty. The
last man in the world is Edgar Guest.

Al'l right, then, he ordered hinmself, you' re going to bed. You' re not going
to go flying off in twenty different directions. ‘You can’'t take that any
more; you're an enotional msfit.

The first step was to get a mcroscope. That is the first

step, he kept repeating forcefully to hinself as he undressed for bed,
ignoring the tight ball of indecision in his stomach, the al nost painfu
craving to plunge directly into investigation without any prim ng.

He alnost felt ill, lying there in the darkness and pl anning just one step
ahead. He knew it had to be that way, though. That is the, first step, that
is the first step. God-damm your bones, that is the first step

He grinned in the darkness, feeling good about the definite work ahead.

One thought on the problemhe allowed hinmsel f before sleeping. The bitings,
the insects, the transm ssion fromperson to person—were even these enough
to explain the horrible speed with which the plague spread?

He went to sleep with the question in his nmind. And, about three n the
mor ni ng, he woke up to find the house buffeted by another dust storm And
suddenly, in the flash of a second, he nmade the connection

Chapter El even

THE FI RST ONE HE got was worthl ess.

The base was so poorly |leveled that any vibration at all disturbed it. The
action of its noving parts was | oose to the point of wobbling. The mrror
kept noving out of position because its pivots weren't tight enough

Mor eover, the instrunent had no substage to hol d condenser or polar-izer

It had only one nosepiece, so that he bad to renove the object | ens when he
want ed any variation in nagnification. The | enses were inpossible.

But, of course, he knew nothi ng about m croscopes, and he’d taken the first
one he’d found. Three days later he hurled it against the wall with a
strangl ed curse and stamped it into pieces with his heels.

Then, when he’' d cal ned down, he went to the library and got a book on
m croscopes.
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The next time he went out, he didn't come back until he’ d found a decent
instrument; triple nose stage, substage for condenser and pol arizer, good
base, snooth movenent, iris diaphragm good |enses. It’s just one nore
exanple, he told hinself, of the stupidity of starting off half-cocked.
Yeah, yeah, yeah, he answered di sgustedly.

He forced hinmself to spend a good anount of tinme famliarizing hinself with
the instrument.

He fiddled with the mirror until he could direct a beamof |ight on the
object in a matter of seconds. He acquainted hinmself with the |enses,
varying froma three-inch power to a one-twelfth-inch power. In the case of
the latter, he learned to place a drop of cedar-wood oil on the slide, then
rack down until the | ens touched the oil. He broke thirteen slides doing
it.

Wthin three days of steady attention, he could manipulate the nmlled

adj ust nent heads rapidly, could control the iris di aphragm and condenser to
get exactly the right amount of light on the slide, and was soon getting a
sharply defined clarity with the ready-made slides he' d got.

He never knew a flea | ooked so godawf ul
Next came nounting, a process nuch nore difficult, he soon discovered.

No matter how he tried, he couldn’t seemto keep dust particles out of the
mount . When he | ooked at themin the microscope, it |ooked as if he were
exam ni ng boul ders.

It was especially difficult because of the dust storns, which stil
occurred on an average of once every four days. He was ultinately obliged
to build a shelter over the bench

He al so learned to be systematic while experinmenting with the mounts. He
found that continually searching for things allowed that rmuch nore time for
dust to accunul ate

on his slides. Gudgingly, alnost anused, he soon had a place for
everything. dass slips, cover glasses, pipettes, cells, forceps, Petri
di shes, needles, chem cal s—all were placed in systematic |ocations.

He found, to his surprise, that he actually gl eaned pl easure from
practicing orderliness. | guess | got old Fritz's blood in ne, after all
he t hought once in anmusenent.

Then he got a specimen of blood froma wonan.

It took himdays to get a few drops properly mounted in a cell, the cel
properly centered on the slide. For a while he thought he' d never get it
right.

But then the norning cane when, casually, as if it were only of mnor
inmport, he put his thirty-seventh slide of blood under the |ens, turned on
the spotlight, adjusted the draw tube and mrror, racked down and adj usted
t he di aphragm and condenser. Every second that passed seened to increase

t he heavi ness of his heartbeat, for somehow he knew this was the tine.

The nonent arrived; his breath caught.

It wasn’t a virus, then. You couldn’t see a virus. And there, fluttering
delicately on the slide, was a germ
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I dub thee vanpiris. The words crept across his nmind as he stood | ooking
down into the eyepiece.

By checking in one of the bacteriology texts, he’d found that the
cylindrical bacteriumhe saw was a bacillus, a tiny rod of protoplasmthat
moved itself through the bl ood by means of tiny threads that projected from
the cell envel ope. These hairlike flagella | ashed vigorously at the fluid
medi um and propel |l ed the bacill us.

For a long tine he stood | ooking into the nmicroscope, unable to think or
continue with the investigation.

Al'l he could think was that here, on the slide, was the cause of the
vampire. Al the centuries of fearful superstition had been felled in the
monent he had seen the germ

The scientists had been right, then; there were bacteria involved. It had
taken him Robert Neville, thirty-six, survivor, to conplete the inquest
and announce the nurderer—the germw thin the vanpire.

Suddenly a nmassive wei ght of despair fell over him To have the answer now
when it was too |ate was a crushing blow. He tried desperately to fight the
depression, but it held on. He didn’t know where to start, he felt utterly
hel pl ess before the problem How could he ever hope to cure those stil
living? He didn’t know anything about bacteria.

Vell, I will know he raged inside. And he forced hinself to study.

Certain kinds of bacilli, when conditions becane unfavorable for life, were
capabl e of creating, fromthensel ves, bodies called spores.

What they did was condense their cell contents into an oval body with a
thick wall. This body, when compl eted, detached itself fromthe bacillus
and becanme a free spore, highly resistant to physical and chenical change.

Later, when conditions were nore favorable for survival, the spore
germ nated again, bringing into existence all the qualities of the origina
bacil | us.

Robert Neville stood before the sink, eyes closed, hands clasped tightly at
the edge. Sonething there, he told hinself forcefully, sonething there. But
what ?

Suppose, he predicated, the vanpire got no blood. Conditions then for the
vanpiris bacillus would be unfavorable.

Protecting itself, the germsporul ates; the vanpire sinks into a cona.
Final |y, when conditions beconme favorable again, the vanpire wal ks again,
its body still the same.

But how woul d the germ know i f bl ood were avail abl e? He slammed a fist on
the sink in anger. He read again. There was still something there. He felt
it.

Bacteria, when not properly fed, metabolized abnormally and produced
bact eri ophages (i nani mate, self-reproducing proteins). These bacteri ophages
destroyed the bacteri a.

When no bl ood cane in, the bacilli would netabolize abnornally, absorb
water, and swell up, ultimately to expl ode and destroy all cells.

Sporul ation again; it had to fit in.
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Al right, suppose the vanpire didn't go into a cona. Suppose its body
deconposed wi thout bl ood. The germstill mght sporul ate and—Yes! The dust
st orns!

The freed spores would be bl own about by the storms. They could | odge in
m nute skin abrasions caused by the scaling dust. Once in the skin, the
spore could germnate and multiply by fission. As this multiplication
progressed, the surrounding tissues would be destroyed, the channels

pl ugged with bacilli. Destruction of tissue cells and bacilli would

| i berate poi sonous, deconposed bodies into surroundi ng healthy tissues.
Eventual |y the poi sons woul d reach the bl ood stream

Process conpl ete.

And all without bl ood-eyed vanpires hovering over heroines’ beds. Al
wi thout bats fluttering agai nst estate wi ndows, all without the
super nat ur al

The vanpire was real. It was only that his true story had never been told.
Considering that, Neville recounted the historical plagues.

He thought about the fall of Athens. That had been very nuch |like the

pl ague of 1975. Before anything could be done, the city had fallen

Hi storians wote of bubonic plague. Robert Neville was inclined to believe
that the vanpire had caused it.

No, not the vampire. For now, it appeared, that prowing, vul pi ne ghost was
as much a tool of the germas the living innocents who were originally
afflicted. It was the germthat was the villain. The germthat hid behind
obscuring veils of |egend and superstition, spreading its scourge while
peopl e cringed before their own fears.

And what of the Black Plague, that horrible blight that swept across
Europe, leaving in its wake a toll of three fourths of the popul ati on?

Vampi res?

By ten that night, his head ached and his eyes felt |ike hot bl obs of
gelatin. He discovered that he was ravenous. He got a steak fromthe
freezer, and while it was broiling he took a fast shower.

He junped a little when a rock hit the side of the house. Then he grinned
wyly. He'd been so absorbed all day that he' d forgotten about the pack of
them that prow ed around his house.

Wil e he was drying hinself, he suddenly realized that he didn't know what
portion of the vanpires who cane nightly were physically alive and what
portion were activated entirely by the germ dd, he thought, that he
didn’t know. There had to be both kinds, because some of them he shot

wi t hout success, while others had been destroyed. He assuned that the dead
ones coul d sonehow wi t hstand bul | et s.

Whi ch brought up another point. Wiy did the living ones come to his house?
Wiy just those few and not everyone in that area?

He had a glass of wine with his steak and was amazed how fl avor sone
everything was. Food usually tasted |like wood to him | nust have worked up
an appetite today, he thought.
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Furthernore, he hadn’t had a single drink. Even nore fantastic, he hadn't
want ed one. He shook his head. It was painfully obvious that |iquor was an
enotional solace to him

The steak he finished to the bone, and he even chewed on that. Then he took
the rest of the wine into the living

room turned on the record player, and sat down in his chair with a tired
grunt.

He sat listening to Ravel’s Daphnis and Chloe Suites One and Two, all the
lights off except the spotlight on the woods. He nanaged to forget all
about vanpires for a while.

Later, though, he couldn't resist taking another | ook in the microscope.

You bastard, he thought, alnobst affectionately, watching the m nuscul e
protoplasmfluttering on the slide. You dirty little bastard.

Chapter Twel ve

THE NEXT DAY STANK

The sun lanp killed the gerns on the slide, but that didn't explain
anything to him

He mixed allyl sul phide with the germridden bl ood and not hi ng happened.
The allyl sul phide was absorbed, the gerns still 1ived.

He paced nervously around the bedroom

Garlic kept themaway and bl ood was the ful crum of their existence. Yet,
m X the essence of garlic with the blood and nothing happened. H s hands
closed into angry fists.

Wait a nminute; that blood was fromone of .the |iving ones.

An hour |ater he had a sanmple of the other kind. He mixed it with allyl
sul phide and | ooked at it through the mcroscope. Nothing happened.

Lunch stuck in his throat.

What about the stake, then? Al he could think of was henorrhage, and he
knew it wasn't that. That dammed wonan

He tried half the afternoon to think of sonething concrete. Finally, with a
snarl, he knocked the m croscope over and stalked into the living room He
thudded down onto the chair and sat there, tapping inpatient fingers on the
arm

Brilliant, Neville, he thought. You' re uncanny. Go to the head of the
class. He sat there, biting a knuckle. Let’s face it, he thought m serably,
I lost ny mnd along time ago. | can't think two days in succession

wi t hout having seans cone | oose. |’ musel ess, worthless, w thout value, a
dud.

Al right, he replied with a shrug, that settles it. Let’'s get back to the
problem So he did.
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There are certain things established, he | ectured hinself. There is a germ
it's transmitted, sunlight kills it, garlic is effective. Some vanpires
sleep in soil, the stake destroys them They don’t turn into wolves or
bats, but certain animals acquire the germ and becone vanpires.

Al right.

He made a list. One colum he headed “Bacilli,” the other he headed with a
question nark.

He began.

The cross. No, that couldn’t have anything to do with the bacilli. If
anything, it was psychol ogi cal

The soil. Could there be sonething in the soil that affected the gernf No.
How woul d it get in the blood streanf Besides, very few of themslept in
the soil.

Hi s throat noved as he added the second itemto the colum headed by a
question nark.

Runni ng water. Could it be absorbed porously and

No, that was stupid. They cane out in the rain, and they wouldn't if it
harmed them Another notation in the right-hand colum. H's hand shook a
little as he entered it.

Sunlight. He tried vainly to glean satisfaction fromputting down one item
in the desired col um.

The stake. No. Hi s throat noved. Watch it, he warned. The mrror. For God s
sake, how could a mirror have anything to do with gerns? H s hasty scraw
in the right-

hand colum was hardly |legible. H's hand shook a little nore.

Garlic. He sat there, teeth gritted. He had to add at | east one nore item
to the bacilli colum; it was alnost a point of honor. He struggled over
the last item Garlic, garlic. It nmust affect the germ But how?

He started to wite in the right-hand colum, but before he could finish,
fury came fromfar down |like | ava shooting up to the crest of a vol cano.

Damm!

He crunpled the paper into a ball in his fist and hurled it away. He stood
up, rigid and frenzied, |ooking around. He wanted to break things,
anything. So you thought your frenzied period was over, did you! he yelled
at himself, lurching forward to fling over the bar.

Then he caught hinself and held back. No, no, don't get started, he begged.
Two shaki ng hands ran through his lank blond hair. H's throat noved
convul sively and he shuddered with the repressed craving for violence.

The sound of the whisky gurgling into the glass angered him He turned the
bottl e upside down and the whi sky spurted out in great gushes, splashing up
the sides of the glass and over onto the nmahogany top of the bar

He swal | owed the whole glassful at once, head thrown back, whisky running
out the edges of his nouth.

I"’man animal! he exulted. I'’ma dunb, stupid animal and |I’mgoing to
dri nk!
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He enptied the glass, then flung it across the room It bounced off the
bookcase and rolled across the rug. Ch, so you won't break, won't you! he
rasped inside his head, |eaping across the rug to grind the glass into
splinters under his heavy shoes.

Then he spun and stunbled to the bar again. He filled another glass and

poured the contents down his throat. | wish | had a pipe with whisky in it
he thought. |I’d connect a goddam hose to it and flush whi sky down nme unti
it came out ny ears! Until | floated in it!

He flung away the glass. Too slow, too slow, damm it! He. drank directly
fromthe uptilted bottle, gulping furiously, hating hinself, punishing
hinsel f with the whi sky burning down his rapidly swallow ng throat.

1”1l choke myself! he storned. I'Il strangle myself, 1’'Il drown nyself in
whi sky! Like Clarence in his nalnsey, 1'Il die, die, die!

He hurled the enpty bottle across the roomand it shattered on the wall
mural . Wi sky ran down the tree trunks and onto the ground. He |urched
across the room and picked up a piece of the broken bottle. He slashed at
the mural and the jagged edge sliced through the scene and peeled it away
fromthe wall. There! he thought, his breath |ike steam escaping. That for
youl!

He flung the glass away, then | ooked down as he felt dull pain in his
fingers. He'd sliced open the flesh

Good! he exulted viciously, and pressed on each side of the slices until
the blood ran out and fell in big drops on the rug. Bleed to death, you
stupid, worthless bastard!

An hour |ater he was totally drunk, lying flat on the floor with a vacuous
smle on his face.

Wrld s gone to hell. No germs, no science. Wrld' s fallen to the
supernatural, it’s a supernatural world. Harper's Bizarre and Sat urday
Eveni ng Ghost and Ghoul Housekeeping. “Young Dr. Jekyll” and “Dracula’s

O her Wfe” and “Death Can Be Beautiful.” “Don’t be hal f-staked” and Smith
Brot hers’ Coffin Drops.

He stayed drunk for two days and planned on staying drunk till the end of
time or the world s whisky supply, whichever cane first.

And he mi ght have done it, too, if it hadn’'t been for a mracle.

It happened on the third morning, when he stumbled out onto the porch to
see if the world was still there.

There was a dog roving about on the |awn.

The second it heard himopen the front door, it stopped snuffling over the
grass, its head jerked up in sudden fright, and it bounded off to the side
with a twitch of scrawny I|i nbs.

For a nmonent Robert Neville was so shocked he couldn’t nobve. He stood
petrified, staring at the dog, which was |inping quickly across the street,
its ropelike tail pulled between its |egs.

It was alive! In the daytine! He lurched forward with a dull cry and al npost
pitched on his face on the lam. H s |legs pistoned, his arns flailed for
bal ance. Then he caught himself and started running after the dog.
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“Hey!” he called, his hoarse voice breaking the silence of Cinarron Street.
“Come back hem”

H s shoes thudded across the sidewal k and off the curb, every step driving
a battering raminto his head. H s heart pul sed heavily.

“Hey!” he called again. “Cone ‘ere, boy.”

Across the street, the dog scranbled unsteadily along the sidewalk, its
right hind leg curled up, its dark claws clicking on the cenent.

“Come ‘ere, boy, | won’t hurt you!” Robert Neville called out.

Al ready he had a stitch in his side and his head throbbed with pain as he
ran. The dog stopped a nonent and | ooked back. Then it darted in between
two houses, and for a nmonent Neville saw it fromthe side. It was brown and
white, breedless, its left ear hanging in shreds, its gaunt body wobbling
as it ran.

“Don’t run away!”

He didn’t hear the shrill quiver of hysteria in his voice as he screaned
out the words. H s throat choked up as the dog di sappeared between the
houses. Wth a grunt of fear he hobbled on faster, ignoring the pain of
hangover, everything lost in the need to catch that dog.

But when he got into the back yard the dog was gone.

He ran to the redwood fence and | ooked over. Nothing. He tw sted back
suddenly to see if the dog were going back out the way it had entered.

There was no dog.

For an hour he wandered around the nei ghborhood on trenbling |egs,
searching vainly, calling out every few nonents, “Conme ‘em boy, cone

em

At | ast he stunbled home, his face a nask of hopel ess dejection. To cone
across a living being, after all this tine to find a conpanion, and then to
lose it. Even if it was only a dog. Only a dog? To Robert Neville that dog
was the peak of a planet’s evolution

He couldn’t eat or drink anything. He found hinself so ill and trenbling at
the shock and the loss that he had to lie down. But he couldn't sleep. He
|l ay there shaking feverishly, his head nmoving fromside to side on the flat
pillow

“Cone ‘ere, boy,’
I won’t hurt you.”

he kept nuttering without realizing it. “Cone ‘ere, boy,

In the afternoon he searched again. For two bl ocks in each direction from
hi s house he searched each yard, each street, each individual house. But he
found not hi ng.

When he got home, about five, he put Qut a bowl of mlk and a piece of
hanburger. He put a ring of garlic bulbs around it, hoping the vanpires
woul dn’t touch it

But later it cane to himthat the dog nust be afflicted too, and the garlic
woul d keep it away al so. He couldn’t understand that. If the dog had the
germ how could it roam outdoors during the daylight hours? Unless it had
such a small dosing of bacilli inits veins that it wasn't really affected
yet. But, if that were true, how had it survived the nightly attacks?

Ch, ny God, the thought came then, what if it comes back tonight for the
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meat and they kill it? What if he went out the next norning and found the
dog’s body on the lawn and knew that he was responsible for its death?
couldn’t take that, he thought miserably. I'Il blow out ny brains if that
happens, | swear | wll.

The t hought dredged up again the endl ess enignma of why he went on. Al
right, there were a few possibilities for experinment now, but |ife was
still a barren, cheerless trial. Despite everything he had or m ght have
(except, of course, another hunman being), life gave no prom se of

i mprovenent or even of change. The way things shaped up, he would live out
his life with no nore than he already had. And how nmany years was that?
Thirty, maybe forty if he didn't drink hinself to death.

The t hought of forty nore years of living as he was rmade hi m shudder.

And yet he hadn't killed hinself. True, he hardly treated his body welfare
with reverence. He didn't eat properly, drink properly, sleep properly, or
do anything properly. H's health wasn’t going to last indefinitely; he was
al ready cheating the percentages, he suspected.

But using his body carelessly wasn't suicide. He'd never even approached
sui ci de. Wy?

There seened no answer. He wasn't resigned to anything, he hadn’t accepted
or adjusted to the life he’d been forced into. Yet here he was, eight

mont hs after the plague’s last victim nine since he’d spoken to another
human being, ten since Virginia had died. Here he was with no future and a
virtual ly hopel ess present. Still plodding on

Instinct? O was he just stupid? Too uninmagi native to destroy hinsel f? Wy
hadn’t he done it in the beginning, when he was in the very depths? \Wat
had inpelled himto enclose the house, install a freezer, a generator, an
electric stove, a water tank, build a hothouse, a workbench, bum down the
houses on each side of his, collect records and books and nountai ns of
canned supplies, even—+t was

fantastic when you t hought about it—even put a fancy mural on the wall?

Was the life force sonething nore than words, a tangible, mnd-controlling
pot ency? WAs nature sonehow, in him rmaintaining its spark against its own
encroachnent s?

He closed his eyes. Wiy think, why reason? There was no answer. His
conti nuance was an accident and an attendant bovinity. He was just too dunb
toend it all, and that was about the size of it.

Later he glued up the sliced nmural and put it back into place. The slits
didn’t show too badly unless he stood very close to the paper

He tried briefly to get back to the problemof the bacilli, but he realized
that he couldn’t concentrate on anything except the dog. To his conplete
astoni shrent, he later found hinmself offering up a stunbling prayer that
the dog would .be protected. It was a nmonent in which he felt a desperate
need to believe in a God that shepherded his own creations. But, even
praying, he felt a twi nge of self-reproach, and knew he m ght start nocking
his own prayer at any second.

Sonehow, though, he nmanaged to ignore his iconoclastic self and went on
prayi ng anyway. Because he wanted the dog, because he needed the dog.
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Chapter Thirteen

I'N THE MORNI NG WHEN he went outside he found that the m |k and hanburger
wer e gone.

Hi s eyes rushed over the lawn. There were two wonen crunpled on the grass
but the dog wasn't there. A breath of relief passed his |ips. Thank God for
that, he thought. Then he grinned to hinself. If | were religious now, he
thought, 1'd find in this a vindication of nmy prayer

I medi ately afterward he began berating hinself for not

bei ng awake when the dog had cone. It nust have been after dawn, when the
streets were safe. The dog nust have evolved a systemto have lived so
| ong. But he shoul d have been awake to watch.

He consoled hinself with the hope that he was w nning the dog over, if only
with food. He was briefly worried by the idea that the vanpires had taken
the food, and not the dog. But a quick check ended that fear. The hanburger
had not been lifted over the garlic ring, but dragged through it along the
cement of the porch. And all around the bow were tiny mlk splashes, stil
nmoi st, that could have been nade only by a dog’s | apping tongue.

Bef ore he had breakfast he put out nore m |k and nmore hanburger, placing
themin the shade so the nmilk wouldn't get too warm After a nonent’s
del i beration he also put out a bow of cold water

Then, after eating, he took the two wonen to the fire and, returning,
stopped at a market and picked up two dozen cans of the best dog food as
wel | as boxes of dog biscuit, dog candy, dog soap, flea powder, and a wire
brush.

Lord, you'd think I was having a baby or sonething, he thought as he
struggl ed back to the car with his arns full. A grin faltered on his |ips.
Why pretend? he thought. I'mnore excited than |I've been in a year. The
eagerness he'd felt upon seeing the germin his m croscope was not hi ng
conpared with what he felt about the dog.

He drove honme at eighty miles an hour, and he couldn’t help a groan of

di sappoi nt mrent when he saw that the nmeat and drink were untouched. Wl
what the hell do you expect? he asked hinself sarcastically. The dog can't
eat every hour on the hour.

Putting down the dog food and equi prent on the kitchen table, he | ooked at
his watch. Ten-fifteen. The dog woul d be back when it got hungry again.
Patience, he told hinmself. Get yourself at |east one virtue, anyway.

He put away the cans and boxes. Then he checked the outside of the house
and t he hothouse. There was a | oose bhoard to fasten and a pane to repair on
t he hot house roof.

Wil e he collected garlic bulbs, he wondered once again why the vanpires
had never set fire to his house. It seened such an obvious tactic. Was it
possi ble they were afraid of matches? Or was it that they were just too
stupid? After all, their brains could not be so fully operative as they had
been before. The change fromlife to nobile death nust have invol ved sone
tissue deterioration.

No, that theory wasn’'t any good, because there were |iving ones around his
house at night too. Nothing was wong with their brains, was there?
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He skipped it. He was in no nood for problens. He spent the rest of the
mor ni ng preparing and hanging garlic strands. Once he wondered about the
fact that garlic bulbs worked. In legend it was always the bl ossonms of the
garlic plant He shrugged. What was the difference? The proof of the garlic
was in its chasing ability. He inagined that the bl ossons would work too.

After lunch he sat at the peephole | ooking out at the bows and the plate.
There was no sound anywhere except for the al nost inaudi bl e humm ng of the
air-conditioning units in the bedroom bathroom and kitchen

The dog cane at four. Neville had alnost fallen into a doze as he sat there
bef ore the peephole. Then his eyes blinked and focused as the dog cane
hobbling slowy across the street, |ooking at the house with white-rimred,
cautious eyes. He wondered what was wong with the dog’'s paw. He wanted
very much to fix it and get the dog's affection. Shades of Androcles, he

t hought in the gl oom of his house.

He forced hinmself to sit still and watch. It was incredible, the feeling of
warnth and normality it gave himto see the dog slurping up the mlk and
eating the hanburger, its jaws snapping and popping with relish. He sat

t here

with a gentle smle on his face, a smle he wasn’'t conscious of. It was
such a nice dog

Hi s throat swall owed convul sively as the dog finished eating and started
away from the porch. Junping up fromthe stool, he noved quickly for the
front door.

Then he held himself back. No, that wasn't the way, he decided reluctantly.
You' Il just scare himif you go out. Let himgo now, |et him go.

He went back to the peephol e and watched the dog wobbling across the street
and noving in between those two houses again. He felt a tightness in his
throat as he watched it leave. It's all right, he soothed hinself, he'll be
back.

He turned away fromthe peephole and nmade hinself a mld drink. Sitting in
the chair and sipping slowy, he wondered where the dog went at night. At
first he’'d been worried about not having it in the house with him But then
he'd realized that the dog nust be a master at hiding itself to have lasted
so | ong.

It was probably, he thought, one of those freak accidents that foll owed no
percent age | aw. Somehow, by luck, by coincidence, maybe by a little skill,
that one dog had survived the plague and the grisly victinms of the plague.

That started himthinking. If a dog, with its Iimted intelligence, could
manage to subsist through it all, wouldn't a person with a reasoning brain
have that nuch nore chance for survival?

He made hinsel f think about sonething else. It was dangerous to hope. That
was a truismhe had | ong accepted.

The next norning the dog cane again. This time Robert Neville opened the
front door and went out. The dog i medi ately bolted away fromthe di sh and
bow s, right ear flattened back, |egs scranmbling frantically across the
street.

Neville twitched with the repressed instinct to pursue.

As casually as he could manage, he sat down on the edge of the porch
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Across the street the dog ran between the houses agai n and di sappear ed.
After fifteen mnutes of sitting, Neville went in again.

After a small breakfast he put out nore food.

The dog canme at four and Neville went out again, this tine making sure that
the dog was finished eating.

Once nore the dog fled. But this tinme, seeing that it was not pursued, it
st opped across the street and | ooked back for a nonent.

“I't’s all right, boy,” Neville called but, but at the sound of his voice
the dog ran away agai n.

Neville sat on the porch stiffly, teeth gritted with inpati ence. Goddam
it, what’'s the nmatter with hinf he thought. The damm nutt!

He forced hinmself to think of what the dog nust have gone through. The
endl ess nights of groveling in the bl ackness, hidden God knew where, its
gaunt chest laboring in the night while all around its shivering formthe
vanpi res wal ked. The foraging for food and water, the struggle for life in
a world without masters, housed in a body that man had rmade dependent on
hi msel f.

Poor little fella, he thought, I'lIl be good to you when you cone and live
with ne.

Maybe, the thought cane then, a dog had nore chance of survival than a
human. Dogs were snaller, they could hide in places the vanmpires couldn’t
go. They coul d probably sense the alien nature of those about them
probably snell it.

That didn’t make hi many happier. For always, in spite of reason, he had
clung to the hope that soneday he would find someone |ike hinself—a man, a
worman, a child, it didn't matter. Sex was fast losing its neaning w thout
the endl ess proddi ng of nass hypnosis. Loneliness he still felt.

Sonetinmes he had indul ged i n daydreans about finding sonmeone. Mre often,
though, he had tried to adjust to what he sincerely believed was the

i nevitabl e-that he was actually the only one left in the world. At least in
as nmuch of the world as he could ever hope to know.

Thi nki ng about it, he alnost forgot that nightfall was approaching.

Wth a start he | ooked up and saw Ben Cortman running at him from across
the street.

“Neville!”

He junped up fromthe porch and ran into the house, |ocking and bolting the
door behind himw th shaki ng hands.

For a certain period he went out on the porch just as the dog had fini shed
eating. Every tinme he went out the dog ran away, but as the days passed it
ran with decreasing speed, and soon it was stopping hal fway across the
street to | ook back and bark at him Neville never followed, but sat down
on the porch and watched. It was a ganme they pl ayed.

Then one day Neville sat on the porch before the dog came. And, when it
appeared across the street, he remmi ned seated.
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For about fifteen m nutes the dog hovered near the curb suspiciously,
unwi I ling to approach the food. Neville edged as far away fromthe food as
he could n order to encourage the dog. Unthinking, he crossed his |egs, and
the dog shrank away at the unexpected nmotion. Neville held hinself quietly
then and the dog kept noving around restlessly in the street, its eyes
moving fromNeville to the food and back agai n.

“Come on, boy,” Neville said to it. “Eat your food, that’'s a good dog.”

Anot her ten mnutes passed. The dog was now on the | awn, noving in
concentric arcs that becane shorter and shorter

The dog stopped. Then slowy, very slowy, one paw at a tine, it began
nmovi ng up on the dish and bows, its eyes never |leaving Neville for a
second.

“That’s the boy,” Neville said quietly.

This time the dog didn't flinch or back away at the sound of his voice
Still Neville made sure he sat notionless so that no abrupt novenent woul d
startle the dog.

The dog noved yet closer, stalking the plate, its body tense and waiting
for the |l east notion fromNeville.

“That’s right,” Neville told the dog

Suddenly the dog darted in and grabbed the neat. Neville's pleased | aughter
followed its frantically erratic wobble across the street.

“You little son of a gun,” he said appreciatively.

Then he sat and watched the dog as it ate. It crouched down on a yell ow

| awn across the street, its eyes on Neville while it wolfed down the
hanburger. Enjoy it, he thought, watching the dog. From now on you get dog
food. | can't afford to |l et you have any nore fresh neat.

When the dog had finished it straightened up and cane across the street
again, alittle less hesitantly. Neville still sat there, feeling his heart
thud nervously. The dog was beginning to trust him and sonehow it nmade him
trenble. He sat there, his eyes fastened on the dog.

“That’s tight, boy,” he heard hinself saying aloud. “Get your water now,
that’'s a good dog.”

A sudden smile of delight raised his |lips as he saw the dog’ s good ear
stand up. He's listening! he thought excitedly. He hears what | say, the
little son of a gun!

“Conme on, boy.” He went on tal king eagerly. “Get your water and your mlKk
now, that’s a good boy. | won't hurt you. Atta boy.”

The dog went to the water and drank gingerly, its head lifting with sudden
jerks to watch him then dippi ng down agai n.

“I"m not doing anything,” Neville told the dog.

He coul dn’'t get over how odd his voice sounded. Wien a man didn't hear the
sound of his own voice for alnpbst a year, it sounded very strange to him A
year was a | ong

time to live in silence. Wen you cone live with ne, he thought, 1'Il talk
your ear off. The dog finished the water.
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“Come ‘ere, boy.” Neville said invitingly, patting his leg. “Conme on.”

The dog | ooked at himcuriously, its good ear tw tching again. Those eyes,
Nevill e thought. What a world of feeling in those eyes! Distrust, fear,
hope, | oneliness—all etched in those big brown eyes. Poor little guy.

“Conme on, boy, | won't hurt you,” he said gently.

Then he stood up and the dog ran away. Neville stood there | ooking at the
fl eei ng dog shaking his head sl owy.

More days passed. Each day Neville sat on the porch while the dog ate, and
before | ong the dog approached the dish and bowl s w thout hesitation,
al most boldly, with the assurance of the dog that knows its human conquest.

And all the tinme Neville would talk to it.

“That’s a good boy. Eat up the food. That's good food, isn't it? Sure it
is. I"'myour friend. | gave you that food. Eat it up, boy, that's right.
That’'s a good dog,” endl essly cajoling, praising, pouring soft words into
the dog’s frightened nind as it ate.

And every day he sat a little bit closer to it, until the day came when he
coul d have reached out and touched the dog if he'd stretched a little. He

didn't, though. I'mnot taking any chances, he told hinmself. | don’t want

to scare him

But it was hard to keep his hands still. He could al nbst feel them
twitching enpathically with his strong desire to reach out and stroke the
dog’s head. He had such a terrible yearning to | ove sonething again, and
the dog was such a beautifully ugly dog.

He kept talking to the dog until it becane quite used to the sound of his
voice. It hardly | ooked up now when he

spoke. It canme and went without trepidation, eating and barking its curt
acknow edgment from across the street. Soon now, Neville told hinself, 'l
be able to pat his head. The days passed into pl easant weeks, each hour
bringi ng himcloser to a comnpani on.

Then one day the dog didn’t cone.

Neville was frantic. He'd got so used to the dog's coming and going that it
had becone the ful crumof his daily schedule, everything fitting around the
dog’s nealtinmes, investigation forgotten, everything pushed aside but his
desire to have the dog in his house.

He spent a nerve-racked afternoon searching the nei ghborhood, calling out
in a loud voice for the dog. But no anount of searching hel ped, and he went
hone to a tastel ess dinner. The dog didn't come for dinner that night or
for breakfast the next nmorning. Again Neville searched, but with | ess hope.
They’ ve got him he kept hearing the words in his mnd, the dirty bastards
have got him But he couldn’'t really believe it. He wouldn't let hinself
believe it.

On the afternoon of the third day he was in the garage when he heard the
sound of the nmetal bow clinking outside. Wth a gasp he ran out into the
dayl i ght.

“You're back!” he cri ed.

The dog jerked away fromthe plate nervously, water dripping fromits jaws.
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Neville's heart |eaped. The dog’'s eyes were glazed and it was panting for
breath, its dark tongue hangi ng out.

“No,” he said, his voice breaking. “Ch, no.”

The dog still backed across the lawn on trenbling stal ks of |egs. Quickly
Nevill e sat down on the porch steps and stayed there trenbling. Ch, no, he
t hought in angui sh, oh, God, no.

He sat there watching it trenble fitfully as it |apped up the water. No.
No. It’s not true.

“Not true,” he murrmured without realizing it.

Then, instinctively, he reached out his hand. The dog drew back a little,
teeth bared in a throaty snarl

“I't’s all right, boy,” Neville said quietly. “I won't hurt you.” He didn't
even know what he was sayi ng.

He couldn’t stop the dog fromleaving. He tried to followit, but it was
gone before he could discover where it hid. He'd decided it nust be under a
house sonewhere, but that didn’'t do himany good.

He couldn’'t sleep that night. He paced restlessly, drinking pots of coffee
and cursing the sluggi shness of tinme. He had to get hold of the dog, he had
to. And soon. He had to cure it.

But how? His throat noved. There had to be a way. Even with the little he
knew t here nmust be a way.

The next norning he sat tight beside the bow and he felt his |ips shaking
as the dog canme linping slowy across the street. It didn't eat anything.
Its eyes were nmore dull and listless than they' d been the day before.
Neville wanted to junp at it and try to grab hold of it, take it in the
house, nurse it.

But he knew that if he junmped and nissed he m ght undo everything. The dog
m ght never return.

Al'l through the neal his hand kept twitching out to pat the dog’'s head. But
every time it did, the dog cringed anay with a snarl. He tried being
forceful. “Stop that!” he said in a firm angry tone, but that only
frightened the dog nore and it drew away farther fromhim Neville had to
talk to it for fifteen mnutes, his voice a hoarse, trenbling sound, before
the dog would return to the water

This time he managed to follow the sl ow noving dog and saw which house it
squirmed under. There was a little netal screen he could have put up over
the opening, but he didn't. He didn’'t want to frighten the dog. And

besi des, there would be no way of getting the dog then except through the
floor, and that would take too long. He had to get the dog fast.

When the dog didn't return that afternoon, he took a dish of mlk and put
it under the house where the dog was. The next norning the bow was enpty.
He was going to put nore mlk init when he realized that the dog m ght
never leave his lair then. He put the bow back in front of his house and
prayed that the dog was strong enough to reach it. He was too warned even
to criticize his inept prayer

When the dog didn't come that afternoon he went back and | ooked in. He
paced back and forth outside the opening and al nbst put milk there anyway.
No, the dog woul d never |eave then
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He went hone and spent a sleepless night. The dog didn’t come in the
mor ni ng. Again he went to the house. He listened at the opening but
couldn’t hear any sound of breathing. Either it was too far back for himto
hear or

He went back to the house and sat on the porch. He didn't have breakfast or
lunch. He just sat there.

That afternoon, late, the dog cane |inping out between the houses, noving
slowy on its bony legs. Neville forced hinmself to sit there w thout noving
until the dog had reached the food. Then, quickly, he reached down and

pi cked up the dog.

Imediately it tried to snap at him but he caught its jaws in his tight
hand and held themtogether. its |lean, alnost hairless body squirned feebly
in his grasp and pitifully terrified whines pulsed in its throat.

“It’s all tight,” he kept saying. “it’s all right, boy.”

Quickly he took it into his roomand put it down on the little bed of

bl ankets he’'d arranged for the dog. As soon as he took his hand off its
jaws the dog snapped at himand he jerked his hand back. The dog | unged
over the linoleumw th a violent scrabbling of paws, heading for the door
Nevill e junped up and bl ocked its way. The dog’'s |egs slipped on the snooth
surface, then it got a little traction and di sappeared under the bed.

Nevill e got on his knees and | ooked under the bed. In the gloomthere he
saw the two glowi ng coals of eyes and heard the fitful panting.

“Conme on, boy,” he pleaded unhappily. “I won't hurt you. You' re sick. You
need hel p.”

The dog woul dn’t budge. Wth a groan Neville got up finally and went out,
closing the door behind him He went and got the bowls and filled themwth
mlk and water. He put themin the bedroom near the dog' s bed.

He stood by his own bed a nonment, listening to the panting dog, his face
lined with pain.

“Ch,” he nuttered plaintively, “why don’t you trust ne?”

He was eating dinner when he heard the horrible crying and whining.

Heart poundi ng, he junped up fromthe table and raced across the living
room He threw open the bedroom door and flicked on the |ight.

Over in the corner by the bench the dog was trying to dig a hole in the
floor.

Terrified whines shook its body as its front paws clawed frenziedly at the
linoleum slipping futilely on the snoothness of it.

“Boy, it’s all right!” Neville said quickly.

The dog jerked around and backed into the corner, hackles rising, jaws
drawn back all the way fromits yell owi sh-white teeth, a half-md sound
quivering in its throat.

Suddenly Neville knew what was wrong. It was nighttine and the terrified
dog was trying to dig itself a hole to bury itself in.
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He stood there helplessly, his brain refusing to work properly as the dog
edged away fromthe corner, then scuttled underneath the workbench

An idea finally came. Neville nmoved to his bed quickly

and pulled off the top blanket. Returning to the bench, he crouched down
and | ooked under it.

The dog was al nost flattened against the wall, its body shaking violently,
guttural snarls bubbling in its throat.

“Al'l right, boy,” he said. “All right.”

The dog shrank back as Neville stuck the blanket underneath the bench and
then stood up. Neville went over to the door and renmined there a mnute
| ooking back. If only I could do sonething, he thought hel plessly. But I
can’t even get close to him

Well, he decided grimy, if the dog didn't accept himsoon, he'd have to
try alittle chloroform Then he could at |east work on the dog, fix its
paw and try sonmehow to cure it.

He went back to the kitchen but he couldn’t eat. Finally he dunped the
contents of his plate into the garbage di sposal and poured the coffee back
into the pot. In the living roomhe nmade hinself a drink and downed it. It
tasted flat and unappetizing. He put down the glass and. went back to the
bedroomwi th a sonber face.

The dog had dug itself under the folds of the blanket and there it was
still shaking, whining ceaselessly. No use trying to work on it now, he
thought; it’s too frightened.

He wal ked back to the bed and sat down. He ran his hands through his hair
and then put themover his face. Cure it, cure it, he thought, and one of
hi s hands bunched into a fist to strike feebly at the mattress.

Reachi ng out abruptly, he turned off the light and lay down fully cl othed.
Still lying down, he worked off his sandals and listened to themthunp on
the floor.

Silence. He lay there staring at the ceiling. Wiy don’t | get up? he
wondered. Wiy don't | try to do sonething?

He turned on his side. Get some sleep. The words canme automatically. He
knew he wasn't going to sleep, though. He lay in the darkness listening to
the dog’ s whi nperi ng.

Die, it’s going to die, he kept thinking, there’s nothing in the world I
can do.

At |ast, unable to bear the sound, he reached over and switched on the
bedsi de | anp. As he noved across the roomin his stocking feet, he heard
the dog trying suddenly to jerk | oose fromthe blanketing. But it got all
tangled up in the folds and began yelping, terror-stricken, while its body
flailed wildly under the wool.

Nevill e knelt beside it and put his hands on its body. He heard the choking
snarl and the nuffled click of its teeth as it snapped at hi mthrough the
bl anket .

“All right,” he said. “Stop it now.”

The dog kept struggling against him its high-pitched whining never
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stopping, its gaunt body shaking w thout control. Neville kept his hands
firmy on its body, pinning it down, talking to it quietly, gently.

“I't’s all right now, fella, all right. Nobody’'s going to hurt you. Take it
easy, now. Come on, relax, now Come on, boy. Take it easy. Relax. That’'s

tight, relax. That’s it. Cal mdown. Nobody’'s going to hurt you. We'll take
care of you.”

He went on talking intermttently for alnbost an hour, his voice a | ow,
hypnotic murrmuring in the silence of the room And slowy, hesitantly, the
dog’s trenbling eased off. Asnile faltered on Neville s lips as he went on
tal ki ng, talking.

“That’s right. Take it easy, now. W' Il take care of you.”

Soon the dog lay still beneath his strong hands, the only nmovenent its
harsh breathing. Neville began patting its head, began running his right
hand over its body, stroking and soot hi ng.

“That’s a good dog,” he said softly. “Good dog. I'll take care of you now.
Nobody wi Il hurt you. You understand, don’t you, fella? Sure you do. Sure.
You're ny dog, aren’t you?”

Carefully he sat down on the cool linoleum still patting the dog.
“You're a good dog, a good dog.”
H's voice was calm it was quiet with resignation

After about an hour he picked up the dog. For a nonent it struggl ed and
started whining, but Neville talked to it again and it soon cal med down.

He sat down on his bed and held the bl anket-covered dog in his lap. He sat
there for hours holding the dog, patting and stroking and tal king. The dog
lay immbile in his | ap, breathing easier.

It was about el even that night when Neville slowy undid the bl anket folds
and exposed the dog’s head.

For a few nminutes it cringed away fromhis hand, snapping a little. But he
kept talking to it quietly, and after a while his hand rested on the warm
neck and he was nmoving his fingers gently, scratching and caressing.

He smiled down at the dog, his throat noving.

“You'll be all better soon,” he whispered. “Real soon.” The dog | ooked up
at himwith its dulled, sick eyes and then its tongue faltered out and
|licked roughly and noistly across the pal mof Neville s hand.

Somet hing broke in Neville's throat. He sat there silently while tears ran
slowy down his cheeks.

In a week the dog was dead.

Chapter Fourteen

THERE WAS NO DEBAUCH of drinking. Far fromit. He found that he actually
drank | ess. Sonething had changed. Trying to analyze it, he canme to the
conclusion that his last drunk had put himon the bottom at the very nadir
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of frustrated despair. Now, unless he put hinself under the ground, the
only way he could go was up.

After the first few weeks of building up intense hope about the dog, it had
slowy dawned on himthat intense hope was not the answer and never had
been. In a world of nobnotonous horror there could be no salvation in wld
dreani ng. Horror he had adjusted to. But nonotony was the greater obstacle,
and he realized it now, understood it at long last. And understanding it
seened to give hima sort of quiet peace, a sense of having spread all the
cards on his nmental table, exam ned them and settled conclusively on the
desi red hand.

Burying the dog had not been the agony he had supposed it would be. In a
way, it was alnost |ike burying threadbare hopes and fal se excitenents.
Fromthat day on he learned to accept the dungeon he existed in, neither
seeking to escape with sudden derring-do nor beating his pate bloody on its
wal | s.

And, thus resigned, he returned to work.

It had happened al nbst a year before, several days after he had put
Virginia to her second and final rest.

Hol | ow and bl eak, a sense of absolute loss in him he was wal ki ng the
streets late one afternoon, hands listless at his sides, feet shuffling
with the rhythm of despair. His face mrrored nothing of the hel pl ess agony
he felt. His face was a bl ank

He had wandered through the streets for hours, neither know ng nor caring
where he was going. Al he knew was that he couldn’t return to the enpty
roons of the house, couldn't |ook at the things they had touched and held
and known with him He couldn’t |ook at Kathy's enpty bed, at her clothes
hanging still and useless in the closet, couldn’'t | ook at the bed that he
and Virginia had slept in, at Virginia s clothes, her jewelry, all her
perfumes on the bureau. He couldn’t go near the house.

And so he wal ked and wandered, and he didn’t know where he was when the
people started mlling past him when the man caught his arm and breat hed
garlic in his face.

“Come, brother, cone,” the man said, his voice a grating rasp. He saw the
man' s throat nmoving |ike clanmy turkey skin, the red-splotched cheeks, the
feverish eyes, the black suit, unpressed, unclean. “Come and be saved,

brot her, saved.”

Robert Neville stared at the man. He didn’t understand. The nman pulled him
on, his fingers like skeleton fingers on Neville’'s arm

“1t’s never too late, brother,” said the nan. “Sal vati on cones to hi m who

The last of his words were lost nowin the rising nurnur of sound fromthe
great tent they were approaching. It sounded |like the sea inprisoned under
canvas, roaring to escape. Robert Neville tried to | oose his arm

“l don’t want to—

The man didn't hear. He pulled Neville on with himand they wal ked t oward
the waterfall of crying and stanping. The nan did not |let go. Robert
Neville felt as if he were being dragged into a tidal wave.
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“But | don't-—=2

The tent had swal |l owed hi mthen, the ocean of shouting, stanping,
hand- cl appi ng sound engul fed him He flinched instinctively and felt his
heart begi n punpi ng heavily. He was surrounded now by peopl e, hundreds of
them swelling and gushing around himlike waters closing in. And yelling
and cl apping and crying out words Robert Neville couldn’t understand.

Then the cries died down and he heard the voice that stabbed through the
hal f-1ight Iike knifing doom that crackled and bit shrilly over the
| oud- speaker system

“Do you want to fear the holy cross of God? Do you want to ook into the
mrror and not see the face that Alm ghty God has given you? Do you want to
conme crawl i ng back fromthe grave like a nonster out of hell?”

The voi ce enjoi ned hoarsely, pulsing, driving.

“Do you want to be changed into a black unholy animal ? Do you want to stain
the evening sky with hell-born bat wings? | ask you—do you want to be
turned into godless, night-cursed husks, into creatures of eterna
damat i on?”

“No!” the people erupted, terror-stricken. “No, save us!”

Robert Neville backed away, bunping into flailing-handed, white-jawed true
bel i evers screani ng out for succor fromthe | owering skies.

“Well, I'"mtelling you! I"'mtelling you, so listen to the word of God!
Behol d, evil shall go forth fromnation to nation and the slain of the Lord
shall be at that day fromone end of the earth even unto the other end of
the earth! Is that alie, is that alie?”

“No! No!”

“I tell you that unless we becone as little children, stainless and pure in
the eyes of Qur Lord—dnl ess we stand up and shout out the glory of Al nighty
God and of His only begotten son, Jesus Christ, our Savior—nless we fal

on our knees and beg forgiveness for our grievous of fenses—ae are dammed!
I"ll say it again, so listen! W are dammed, we are damed, we are damed

“ Arren!
“Save us!"

The people tw sted and noaned and snote their brows and shrieked in norta
terror and screaned out terrible hallelujahs.

Robert Neville was shoved about, stunbling and lost in a treadm |l of
hopes, in a crossfire of frenzied worship.

“God has punished us for our great transgressions! God has unl eashed the
terrible force of His almghty wath! God has set | oose the second del uge
upon us—a deluge, a flood, a world-consuming torrent of creatures from
hel ! He has opened the grave, He has unsealed the crypt, He

has turned the dead fromtheir black tonbs—and set them upon us! And death
and hell delivered up the dead which were in theml That’s the word of God!
0 CGod, You have punished us, 0 God, You have seen the terrible face of our
transgressions, 0 God, You have struck us with the m ght of Your almghty
wrat h!”

Cl appi ng hands like the spatter of irregular rifle fire, swaying bodies
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like stalks in a terrible wind, noans of the great potential dead, screans
of the fighting living. Robert Neville strained through their violent
ranks, face white, hands before himlike those of a blind nman seeking

shel ter.

He escaped, weak and trenbling, stunbling away fromthem Inside the tent
the peopl e screaned. But night had already fallen

He t hought about that now as he sat in the living roomnursing a mld
drink, a psychology text resting on his |ap

A quotation had started the train of thought, sending himback to that
eveni ng ten nonths before, when he’'d been pulled into the wild reviva
meeti ng.

“This condition, known as hysterical blindness, nay be partial or conplete,
i ncludi ng one, several, or all objects.”

That was the quotation he’'d read. It had started hi mworking on the probl em
agai n.

A new approach now. Before, he had stubbornly persisted in attributing al
vanpi re phenonena to the germ I|f certain of these phenonena did not fit in
with the bacilli, he felt inclined to judge their cause as superstition
True, he’ d vaguely consi dered psychol ogi cal explanations, but he'd never
really given much credence to such a possibility. Now, released at |ast
from unyi el di ng preconceptions, he did.

There was no reason, he knew, why some of the phenonena could not be
physical ly caused, the rest psychol ogical. And, now that he accepted it, it
seenmed one of those patent answers that only a blind nman would mss. Wl

| always was the blind-man type, he thought in quiet amusenent.

Consi der, he thought then, the shock undergone by a victimof the plague.

Toward the end of the plague, yellow journalismhad spread a cancerous
dread of vanpires to all corners of the nation. He could renmenber hinself
the rash of pseudoscientific articles that veiled an out-and-out fright
canpai gn designed to sell papers

There was sonet hing grotesquely amusing in that; the frenetic attenpt to
sell papers while the world died. Not that all newspapers had done that.
Those papers that had lived in honesty and integrity died the same way.

Yel l ow journalism though, had been ranpant in the final days. And, in
addition, a great upsurge in revivalismhad occurred. In a typica
desperation for quick answers, easily understood, people had turned to
primtive worship as the solution. Wth | ess than success. Not only had
they died as quickly as the rest of the people, but they had died with
terror in their hearts, with a nortal dread flowing in their very veins.

And then, Robert Neville thought, to have this hideous dread vindicated. To
regai n consci ousness bheneath hot, heavy soil and know t hat death had not
brought rest. To find thenselves clawing up through the earth, their bodies
driven now by a strange, hideous need.

Such traumati c shocks could undo what mind was |eft. And such shocks could
expl ai n nmuch.

The cross, first of all.

file:/lIF|/rah/Richard%20Matheson/Matheson,%20Richard%20-%201%20Am%20Legend.txt (67 of 104) [8/27/03 9:49:43 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Richard%20M atheson/M atheson,%20Ri chard%20- %201 %20A m%20L egend.txt

Once they were forced to accept vindication of the dread of being repelled
by an object that had been a focal point of worship, their mnds could have
snhapped. Dread of the cross sprang up. And, driven on despite already
created dreads, the vanpire could have acquired an intense nmental | oathing,
and this self-hatred could have set up a block in their weakened mni nds
causing thembe blind to

their own abhorred image. It could nmake them | onely, soul-lost slaves of
the night, afraid to approach anyone, living a solitary existence, often
seeking solace in the soil of their native |and, struggling to gain a sense
of comunion with something, wth anything.

The water? That he did accept as superstition, a carryover of the
traditional |egend that witches were incapable of crossing running water,
as witten down in the story of Tam O Shanter. Wtches, vanpires—n all
these feared beings there was a sort of interwoven ki nship. Legends and
superstitions could overlap, and did.

And the living vanmpires? That was sinple too now.

Inlife there were the deranged, the insane. Wat better hold than
vanpirismfor these to catch on to? He was certain that all the |living who
came to his house at night were insane, thinking thenselves true vampires
al t hough actually they were only denented sufferers. And that woul d explain
the fact that they d never taken the obvious step of burning his house.
They sinmply could not think that |ogically.

He renenbered the nan who one night had clinbed to the top of the light
post in front of the house and, while Robert Neville had watched through
the peephole, had | eaped into space, waving his arns frantically. Neville
hadn’t been able to explain it at the time, but now the answer seened
obvi ous. The man had thought he was a bat.

Nevill e sat looking at the half-finished drink, a thin snmle fastened to
his lips.

So, he thought, slowy, surely, we find out about them Find out that they
are no invincible race. Far fromit; they are a highly perishable race
requiring the strictest of physical conditions for the furtherance of their
Godf or saken exi st ence.

He put the drink down on the table.

| don't need it, he thought. My enmotions don’t need feeding any nore. |
don’t need liquor for forgetting or for escaping. | don't have to escape
from anyt hi ng. Not now.

For the first time since the dog had died he smiled and felt wthin hinself

a quiet, well-nodul ated satisfaction. There were still many things to
| earn, but not so many as before. Strangely, life was becomni ng al nost
bearable. | don the robe of hermt without a cry, he thought.

On the phonograph, mnusic played, quiet and unhurri ed.

Qut side, the vanpires waited

PART I'l'l: June 1978
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Chapter Fifteen

HE WAS OUT HUNTING for Cortman. It had become a rel axi ng hobby, hunting for
Cortman; one of the few diversions left to him On those days when he
didn't care to | eave the nei ghborhood and there was no demandi ng work to be
done on the house, he would search. Under cars, be-hind bushes, under
houses, up fireplaces, in closets, under beds, in refrigerators; any place
into which a noderately corpul ent nmal e body coul d concei vably be squeezed.

Ben Cortman could be in any one of those places at one tine or another. He
changed his hiding place constantly. Neville felt certain that Cortman knew
he was singled out for capture. He felt, further, that Cortman relished the
peril of it. If the phrase were not such an obvi ous anachroni sm Neville
woul d have said that Ben Cortnman had a zest for life. Sonetimes he thought
Cortman was happi er now than he ever had been before.

Nevill e anbl ed slowly up Conpton Boul evard toward the next house he neant
to search. An uneventful norning had passed. Cortman was not found, even
though Neville knew he was sonewhere in the nei ghborhood. He had to be,
because he was always the first one at the house at night. The other ones
were al nost al ways strangers. Their turnover was great, because they
invariably stayed in the

nei ghbor hood and Neville found them and destroyed them Not Cortman.

As he strolled, Neville wondered again what he’d do if he found Cortnan
True, his plan had al ways been the sane: i medi ate di sposal. But that was
on the surface. He knew it wouldn't be that easy. .Ch, it wasn't that he
felt anything toward Cortman. It wasn't even that Cortman represented a
part of the past. The past was dead and he knew it and accepted it.

No, it wasn't either of those things. What it probably was, Neville

deci ded, was that he didn't want to cut off a recreational activity. The
rest were such dull, robot-like creatures. Ben, at |east, had sonme

i magi nati on. For some reason, his brain hadn’'t weakened |ike the others’

It could be, Neville often theorized, that Ben Cortnman was born to be dead.
Undead, that is, he thought, a wy smle playing on his full Iips.

It no longer occurred to himthat Cortrman was out to kill him That was a
negl i gi bl e nenace.

Nevi || e sank down on the next porch with a slow groan. Then, reaching
lethargically into his pocket, he took out his pipe. Wth an idle thunb he
tanmped rough tobacco shreds down into the pipe bow. In a few noments snoke
swirls were floating lazily, about his head in the warm still air.

It was a bigger, nore relaxed Neville that gazed out across the wide field
on the other side of the boulevard. An evenly paced hermt |ife had
increased his weight to 230 pounds. His face was full, his body broad and
muscul ar underneath the | oose-fitting denimhe wore. He had | ong before
given up shaving. Only rarely did he crop his thick blond beard, so that it
remained two -to three inches fromhis skin. H's hair was thinning and was
Il ong and straggly. Set in the deep tan of his face, his blue eyes were calm
and unexcitabl e.

He | eaned back against the brick step, puffing out slow

cl ouds of smoke. Far out across that field he knew there was still a
depression in the ground where he had buried Virginia, where she had
unburied hersel f. But knowi ng it brought no glimer of reflective sorrowto
his eyes. Rather than go on suffering, he had learned to stultify hinself
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to introspection. Time had lost its nmultidi mensional scope. There was Only
the present for Robert Neville; a present based on day-to-day survival,
mar ked by neither heights of joy nor depths of despair. | am predom nantly
veget abl e, he often thought to hinself. That was the way he wanted it.

Robert Neville sat gazing at the white spot out in the field for severa
m nutes before he realized that it was moving.

Hi s eyes blinked once and the skin tightened over his face. He nade a
slight sound in his throat, a sound of doubting question. Then, standing
up, he raised his left hand to shade the sunlight fromhis eyes.

H's teeth bit convul sively into the pipestem
A woman.

He didn't even try. to catch the pipe when it fell fromhis nouth as his
jaw went slack. For a long, breathless nonent, he stood there on the porch
step, staring.

He cl osed his eyes, opened them She was still there. Robert Neville felt
the increasing thud in his chest as he watched the wonan.

She didn’'t see him Her head was down as she wal ked across the long field.
He coul d see her reddish hair blowing in the, breeze, her arns sw nging

| oosely at her sides. His throat noved. It was such an incredible sight
after three’ years that his mnd could not assimlate it. He kept blinking
and staring as he stood notionless in the shade of the house.

A wonman. Alive. In the daylight.

He stood, nouth partly open, gaping at the woman. She was young, he coul d
see now as she cane closer; probably in her twenties. She wore a winkl ed
and dirty white dress. She was very tan, her hair was red. In the dead
silence of the afternoon Neville thought he heard the crunch of her shoes
in the long grass.

|’"ve gone nmad. The words presented thensel ves abruptly. He felt |ess shock
at that possibility than he did at the notion that she was real. He had, in
fact, been vaguely preparing himself for just such a delusion. It seened
feasi ble. The man who died of thirst saw mrages of |akes. Wy shouldn’t a
man who thirsted for conpani onship see a woman wal king in the sun?

He started suddenly. No, it wasn't that. For, unless his delusion had sound
as well as sight, he now heard her wal ki ng through the grass. He knew it
was real. The nmovement of her hair, of her arns. She still |ooked at the
ground. Who was she? Wiere was she goi ng? Wiere had she been?

He didn’t know what welled up in him It was too quick to analyze, an
instinct that broke through every barrier of tinme-erected reserve.

Hs left armwent up.
“H!” he cried. He junped down to the sidewal k. “H, there!”

A nmonment of sudden, conplete silence. Her head jerked up and they | ooked at
each other. Aive, he thought. Alive!

He wanted to shout nmore, but he felt suddenly choked up. H s tongue felt
wooden, his brain refused to function. Alive. The word kept repeating
itself in his mind, Aive, alive, alive

Wth a sudden tw sting notion the young wonan turned and began runni ng
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wi | dly back across the field.

For a monent Neville stood there tw tching, uncertain of what to do. Then
his heart seened to burst and he |unged across the sidewal k. H s boots
jolted down into the street and thudded across.

“Wait!” he heard hinself cry.

The wonman did not wait. He saw her bronze | egs punping as she fled across
the uneven surface of the field. And suddenly he realized that words coul d
not stop her. He thought of how shocked he had been at seeing her. How nuch
nmore shocked she nust have felt hearing a sudden shout end |ong silence and
seeing a great, bearded man wavi ng at her

Hs | egs drove himup over the other curb and into the field. Hi s heart was
poundi ng heavily now. She’s alivel He couldn't stop thinking that. Alive. A
woman al i ve!

She couldn’t run as fast as he could. Al nost imrediately Neville began
catching up with her. She gl anced back over her shoulder with terrified
eyes.

“I won’t hurt you!” he cried, but she kept running.

Suddenly she tripped and went crashing down on one knee. Her face turned
again and he saw the twisted fright on it.

“I won’t hurt you!” he yelled again.
Wth a desperate |unge she regai ned her footing and ran on

No sound now but the sound of her shoes and his boots thrashing through the
heavy grass. He began junping over the grass to avoid its inmpendi ng hei ght
and gai ned nore ground. The skirt of her dress whi pped agai nst the grass,
hol di ng her back

“Stop!” he cried, again, but nore frominstinct than with any hope that she
woul d st op.

She didn't. She ran still faster and, gritting his teeth, Neville put

anot her burst of speed into his pursuit. He followed in a straight line as
the girl weaved across the field, her light reddish hair billow ng behind
her .

Now he was so close he could hear her tortured breathing. He didn't like to
frighten her, but he couldn’'t stop now Everything else in the world seened
to have fallen fromview but her. He had to catch her.

His long, powerful |egs pistoned on, his boots thudded on the earth.

Anot her stretch of field. The two of themran, panting. She gl anced back at
himagain to see how cl ose he was. He didn't realize how frightening he

| ooked; six foot three in his boots, a gigantic bearded man with an intent
| ook.

Now hi s hand | urched out and he caught her by the right shoul der.

Wth a gasping screamthe young wonan twi sted away and stunbled to the
side. Losing bal ance, she fell on one hip on the rocky ground. Neville
junped forward to hel p her up. She scuttled back over the ground and tried
to get up, but she slipped and fell again, this tine on her back. Her skirt
jerked up over her knees. She shoved herself up with a breathl ess whinper,
her dark eyes terrified.
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“Here,” he gasped, reaching out his hand.

She slapped it aside with a slight cry and struggled to her feet. He caught
her by the armand her free hand | ashed out, raking jagged nails across his
forehead and right tenple. Wth a grunt he jerked back his arm and she
whirl ed and began runni ng again.

Nevill e junped forward again and caught her by the shoul ders.
“VWhat are you afraid—=

He couldn’t finish. Her hand drove stingingly across his nouth. Then there
was only the sound of gasping and struggling, of their feet scrabbling and
slipping on the earth, crackling dow the thick grass.

“WIl you stop!” he cried, but she kept battling.

She jerked back and his taut fingers ripped away part of her dress. He let
go and the material fluttered down to her wai st. He saw her tanned shoul der
and the white brassiere cup over her |eft breast.

She clawed out at himand he caught her wists in an iron grip. Her right
foot drove a bone-nunbing kick to his skin.

“Dam it!”

Wth a snarl of rage he drove his right pal macross her face. She staggered
back, then |ooked at himdizzily. Abruptly she started crying hel pl essly.
She sank to her knees before him holding her arms over her head as if to
ward of f further Dbl ows.

Nevi |l e stood there gaspi ng, |ooking down at her cringing form He blinked,
then took a deep breath.

“Get up,” he said. “I'"mnot going to hurt you.”

She didn't raise her head. He | ooked down confusedly at her. He didn't know
what to say.

“l said I"’mnot going to hurt you,” he told her again.

She | ooked up. But his face seened to frighten her again, for she shrank
back. She crouched there | ooking up at himfearfully.

“VWhat are you afraid of ?” he asked.

He didn’'t realize that his voice was devoid of warnth, that it was the
harsh, sterile voice of a nan who had lost all touch with hunanity.

He took a step toward her and she drew back again with a frightened gasp
He extended his hand.

“Here,” he said. “Stand up.”

She got up slowy but without his help. Noticing suddenly her exposed
breast, she reached down and held up the torn material of her dress.

They stood there breathing harshly and | ooking at each other. And, now that
the first shock had passed, Neville didn’t know what to say. He' d been
dreani ng of this nonent for years. H s dreans had never been |ike this.

“VWhat . .. what’'s your nane?” he asked.
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She didn't answer. Her eyes stayed on his face, her |ips kept trenbling.
“Wel | ?” he asked loudly, and she flinched.
“R-Ruth.” Her voice faltered.

A shudder ran through Robert Neville’'s body. The sound of her voice seened
to | oosen everything in him

Questions disappeared. He felt his heart beating heavily. He alnpost felt as
if he were going to cry.

Hi s hand noved out, al nost unconsciously. Her shoul der trenbled under his
pal m

“Ruth,” he said in a flat, |ifel ess voice.
H s throat noved as he stared at her.
“Ruth,” he said again.

The two of them the man and the woman, stood facing each other in the
great, hot field.

Chapter Si xteen

THE WOVAN LAY MOTI ONLESS on his bed, sleeping. It was past four in the
afternoon. At |east twenty times Neville had stolen into the bedroomto

| ook at her and see if she were awake. Now he sat in the kitchen drinking
cof fee and worrying.

What if she is infected, though? he argued with hinself. The worry had
started a few hours before, while Ruth was sl eeping. Now, he couldn't rid
hinsel f of the fear. No matter how he reasoned, it didn't help. Al right,
she was tanned fromthe sun, she had been wal king in the daylight. The dog
had been in the daylight too.

Neville's fingers tapped restlessly on the table.

Sinplicity had departed; the dream had faded into disturbing conplexity.
There had been no wondrous enbrace,’ no magi ¢ words spoken. Beyond her name
he had got nothing fromher. Getting her to the house had been a battle.
Getting her to enter had been even worse. She had cried and begged hi m not
to kill her. No matter what he said to her, she kept crying and beggi ng. He
had vi sualized something on the order of a Holl ywood production; stars in
their eyes, entering the house, arns about each other, fade-out. Instead he
had been forced to tug and cajol e and argue and scold while she held back
The entrance had been | ess than romantic. He had to drag her in.

Once in the house, she had been no less frightened. He'd tried to act
confortingly, but all she did was cower in one corner the way the dog had
done. She wouldn’t eat or drink anything he gave her. Finally he’ d been
conpel led to take her in the bedroom and | ock her in. Now she was asl eep

He sighed wearily and fingered the handle of his cup. Al these years, he
t hought, dream ng about a conpanion. Now | nmeet one and the first thing
do is distrust her, treat her crudely and inpatiently.
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And yet there was really nothing el se he could do. He had accepted too |ong
the proposition that he was the only normal person left. It didn't matter
that she | ooked normal. He'd seen too many of themlying in their cona that
| ooked as healthy as she. They weren't, though, and he knew it. The sinple
fact that she had been wal king in the sunlight wasn’t enough to tip the
scal es on the side of trusting acceptance. He had doubted too long. H's
concept of the society had becone ironbound. It was al nost inpossible for
himto believe that there were others like him And, after the first shock
had di m ni shed, all the dogma of his |ong years al one had asserted itself.

Wth a heavy breath he rose and went back to the bedroom She was still in
the sanme position. Maybe, he thought, she’s gone back into coma again.

He stood over the bed, staring down at her. Ruth. There was so nuch about
her he wanted to know. And yet he was al nost afraid to find out. Because if
she were like the others, there was only one course open. And it was better
not to know anyt hi ng about the people you kill ed.

Hi s hands twitched at his sides, his blue ‘eyes gazed flatly at her. What

if it had been a freak occurrence? Wiat if she had snapped out of coma for
alittle while and gone wandering? It seenmed possible. And yet, as far as

he knew, daylight was the one thing the germcould not endure. Wy wasn’t

that enough to convince himshe was nornmal ?

Well, there was only one way to make sure.
He bent over and put his hand on her shoul der
“Wake up,” he said.

She didn't stir. Hs mouth tightened and his fingers drew in on her soft
shoul der.

Then he noticed the thin golden chain around her throat. Reaching in with
rough fingers, he drewit out of the bosom of her dress.

He was | ooking at the tiny gold cross when she woke up and recoiled into
the pillow She’'s not in coma; that was all he thought.

“What are you d-doi ng?” she asked faintly.

It was harder to distrust her when she spoke. The sound of the hunan voice
was so strange to himthat it had a power over himit had never had before.

“I"'m ... nothing,” he said.

Awkwar dly he stepped back and | eaned against the wall. He | ooked at her a
monent | onger. Then he asked, “Were are you fron”

She lay there | ooking blankly at him

“l asked you where you were from” he said. Again she said nothing. He
pushed hinself away fromthe wall with a tight ook on his face.

“Ing-1ngl ewood,” she said hastily.
He | ooked at her coldly for a nmonent, then | eaned back agai nst the wall.
“l see,” he said. “Did ... did you live al one?”

“I was married.” “Wiere is your husband?” Her throat noved. “He's dead.”
“For how | ong?” “Last week.”
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“And what did you do after he died?”
“Ran.” She bit into her lower lip. “lI ran away.”
“You nean you’' ve been wandering all this tinme?”
“Y-yes.”

He | ooked at her without a word. Then abruptly he turned and his boots
thunped | oudly as he wal ked into the kitchen. Pulling open a cabinet door,
he drew down a handful of garlic cloves. He put themon a dish, tore them
into pieces, and mashed themto a pulp. The acrid funmes assailed his
nostrils.

She was propped up on one. el bow when he cane back. W thout hesitation he
pushed the dish al nbost to her face.

She turned her head away with a faint cry.

“VWhat are you doi ng?” she asked, and coughed once.

“Why do you turn away?”

“Pl ease...”

“Why do you turn away?”

“I't snells!” Her voice broke into a sob. “Don’t! You' re naking nme sick!”

He pushed the plate still closer to her face. Wth a gaggi ng sound she
backed away and pressed against the wall, her |legs drawn up on the bed.

“Stop it! Please!" she begged.

He drew back the dish and watched her body twi tching as her stonmach
convul sed

“You're one of them” he said to her, quietly venonous.

She sat up suddenly and ran past himinto the bathroom The door slamred
behi nd her and he coul d hear the sound of her terrible retching.

Thi n-1i pped, he put the dish down on the bedside table. Hs throat noved as
he swal | owed.

Infected. It had been a clear sign. He had | earned over a year before that
garlic was an allergen to any systeminfected with the vanmpiris bacill us.
When the system was exposed to garlic, the stinulated tissues sensitized
the cells, causing an abnormal reaction to any further contact with garlic.
That was why putting it into their veins had acconplished little. They had
to be exposed to the odor

He sank ‘down on the bed. And the woman had reacted in the wong way.

After a noment Robert Neville frowned. |If what she had said was true, she'd
been wandering around for a week. She would naturally be exhausted and
weak, and under those conditions the snell of so much garlic could have
made her retch.

Hs fists thudded down onto the mattress. He still didn’t know, then, not
for certain. And, objectively, he knew he had no right to decide on

i nadequat e evidence. It was sonething he'd | earned the hard way, sonething
he knew and believed absol utely.

file:/lIF|/rah/Richard%20Matheson/Matheson,%20Richard%20-%201%20Am%20Legend.txt (75 of 104) [8/27/03 9:49:43 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Richard%20M atheson/M atheson,%20Ri chard%20- %201 %20A m%20L egend.txt

He was still sitting there when she unl ocked the bathroom door and cane
out. She stood in the hall a nmonment |ooking at him then went into the
living room He rose and foll owed. When he canme into the living roomshe
was sitting on the couch

“Are you satisfied?” she asked.
“Never mnd that,” he said. “You're on trial, not ne.”

She | ooked up angrily as if she nmeant to say sonething. Then her body

sl umped and she shook her head. He felt a twinge of synpathy for a nonent.
She | ooked so hel pl ess, her thin hands resting on her |lap. She didn't seem
to care any nore about her torn dress. He | ooked at the slight swelling of
her breast. Her figure was very slim alnost curveless. Not at all’ |ike
the woman he’d used to envision. Never nind that, he told hinself, that
doesn’'t matter any nore.

He sat down in the chair and | ooked across at her. She didn't return his
gaze.

“Listen to ne,” he said then. “lI have every reason to suspect you of being
infected. Especially now that you' ve reacted in such a way to garlic.”

She sai d not hi ng.

“Haven’t you anything to say?” he asked.

She rai sed her eyes.

“You think 1’"mone of them” she said.

“I think you mght be.”

“And what about this?” she asked, holding up her cross.
“That neans nothing,” he said.

“I"m awake,” she said. “I’mnot in a coma.”

He said nothing. It was sonething he couldn’t argue with, even though it
didn't assuage doubt.

“I"ve been in Inglewod many tines,” he said finally, “Wy didn't you hear
my car?”

“Ingl ewood is a big place,” she said.
He | ooked at her carefully, his fingers tapping on the armof the chair.
“"d ... like to believe you,” he said.

“Whul d you?” she asked. Another stomach contraction hit her and she bent
over with a gasp, teeth clenched. Robert Neville sat there wondering why he
didn't feel nore conpassion for her. Emotion was a difficult thing to
summon fromthe dead, though. He had spent it all and felt holl ow now,

wi t hout feeling.

After a nonment she | ooked up. Her eyes were hard.

“I"ve had a weak stomach all ny life,” she said. “lI saw ny husband kill ed
| ast week. Torn to pieces. Right in front of my eyes | sawit. | lost two
children to the plague. And for the past week |I’'ve been wandering all over
H ding at night, not eating nore than a few scraps of food. Sick with fear,
unable to sleep nore than a couple of hours at a tine. Then | hear soneone
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shout at me. You chase me over a field, hit me, drag ne to your house. Then
when | get sick because you shove a plate of reeking garlic in ny face, you
tell nme I'’minfected!”

Her hands twitched in her |ap
“What do you expect to happen?” she said angrily.

She sl unped back agai nst the couch back and cl osed her eyes. Her hands
pi cked nervously at her skirt. For a nonent she tried to tuck in the torn
piece, but it fell down again and she sobbed angrily.

He | eaned forward in the chair. He was beginning to feel guilty now, in
spite of suspicions and doubts. He couldn't help it. He had forgotten about
sobbi ng wormen. He raised a hand slowy to his beard and pl ucked confusedly
as he wat ched her.

“Wuld . . .“ he started. He swall owed. “Wuld you let ne take a sanpl e of
your bl ood?” he asked. “I coul d=

She stood up suddenly and stunbled toward the door

He got up quickly.

“What are you doi ng?” he asked.

She didn't answer. Her hands funbl ed, awkwardly with the | ock

“You can’t go out there,” he said, surprised. “The street will be full of
themin alittle while.”

“I"mnot staying here,” she sobbed. “What’'s the difference if they kil
ne?”

Hi s hands cl osed over her arm She tried to pull away. “Leave ne al one!”
she cried. “I didn't ask to cone here. You dragged ne here. Wiy don't you
| eave ne al one?”

He stood by her awkwardly, not knowi ng what to say.

“You can’t go out,” he said again.

He | ed her back to the couch. Then he went and got her a small tunbler of
whi sky at the bar. Never m nd whether she's infected or not, he thought,
never m nd.

He handed her the tunbler. She shook her head.

“Drink it,” he said. “It’Il cal myou down.”

She | ooked up angrily. “So you can shove nore garlic in ny face?”
He shook hi s head.

“Drink it now,” he said.

After a few noments she took the glass and took a sip of the whisky. It
made her cough. She put the tunbler on the armof the couch and a deep
breat h shook her body.

“Why do you want ne to stay?” she asked unhappily.
He | ooked at her without a definite answer in his

m nd. Then he said, “Even if you are infected, | can't |let you go out
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there. You don’'t know what they’'d do to you.”

Her eyes closed. “I don’t care,” she said.

Chapt er Sevent een

“l DON' T UNDERSTAND IT,” he told her over supper. “Al nost three years now,
and still there are sone of themalive. Food supplies are ‘being used up.
As far as | know, they still lie in a coma during the day.” He shook his
head. “But they’'re not dead. Three years and they're not dead. Wat keeps
t hem goi ng?”

She was wearing his bathrobe. About five she had relented, taken a bath,
and changed. Her sl ender body was shapel ess in the vol uminous terry-cloth
folds. She'd borrowed his comb and drawn her hair back into a pony tai
fastened with a piece of twine.

Ruth fingered her coffee cup

“We used to see them sonetines,” she said. ‘W were afraid to go near them
though. W didn't think we should touch them”

“Didn’t you know they' d conme back after they died?”
She shook her head. “No.”
“Didn’t you wonder about the people who attacked your house at night?”

“I't never entered our nminds that they were .. .“ She shook her head slowy.
“It’s hard to believe sonething |ike that.”

“l suppose,” he said.

He gl anced at her as they sat eating silently. It was hard too to believe
that here was a nornal wonman. Hard to believe that, after all these years,
a conpani on had cone. It was nore than just doubting her. It was doubting
that anything so remarkabl e could happen in such a | ost world.

“Tell nme nore about them” Ruth said.

He got up and took the coffeepot off the stove. He poured nore into her
cup, into his, then replaced the pot and sat down.

“How do you feel now?” he asked her
“l feel better, thank you.”

He nodded and spooned sugar into his coffee. He felt her eyes on himas he
stirred. Wat’s she thinking? he wondered. He took a deep breath,
‘“wondering why the tightness in himdidn't break. For a while he’d thought
that he trusted her. Now he wasn’t sure

“You still don’t trust ne,” she said, seemng to read his m nd.
He | ooked up quickly, then shrugged.
“1t"s ... not that,” he said.

“OfF course it is,” she said quietly. She sighed. “Ch, very well. If you
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have to check ny blood, check it.”

He | ooked at her suspiciously, his mnd questioning: Is it a trick? He hid
the movenent of his throat in swallow ng coffee. It was stupid, he thought,
to be so suspicious.

He put down the cup

“CGood,” he said. “Very good.”

He | ooked at her as she stared into the coffee.

“If you are infected,” he told her, “I'lI|l do everything | can to cure you.”
Her eyes nmet his. “And if you can’t?” she said.

Si |l ence a nonent.

“Let’s wait and see,” he said then

They both drank coffee. Then he asked, “Shall we do it now?”

“Pl ease,” she said, “in the morning. | ... still feel alittle ill.”

“All right,” he said, nodding. “In the norning."

They finished their nmeal in silence. Neville felt only a snmall satisfaction
that she was going to let him check her blood. He was afraid he m ght

di scover that she was infected. In the nmeantime he had to pass an evening
and a night with her, perhaps get to know her and be attracted to her. Wen
in the norning he might have to..

Later, in the living room they sat |ooking at the nural, sipping port, and
listening to Schubert’s Fourth Synphony.

“I wouldn’t have believed it,” she said, seenming “to cheer up. “l never
thought 1'd be listening to nusic again. Drinking wine.”

She | ooked around the room

“You've certainly done a wonderful job,” she said.

“What about your house?’ he asked.

“I't was nothing like this,” she said. ‘W didn't have a-"
“How did you protect your house?” he’ interrupted.

“Ch.—= She thought a nmonent. “We had it boarded up, of course. And we used
crosses.”

“They don’t always work,” he said quietly, after a nonent of |ooking at
her .

She | ooked bl ank. “They don’t?”

“Why should a Jew fear the cross?” he said. “Wiy should a vanpire who had
been a Jew fear it? Mst people were afraid of becom ng vanpires. Mst of
them suffer fromhysterical blindness before mrrors. But as far as the
cross goes—well, neither a Jew nor a Hi ndu nor a Mohammedan nor an at hei st,
for that matter, would fear the cross.”

She sat hol ding her wi neglass and | ooking at himw th expressionl ess eyes.

“That’ s why the cross doesn’t always work,” he said.
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“You didn't let me finish,” she said. “W used garlic too.”
“l thought it nade you sick.”

“I was already sick. | used to weigh a hundred and twenty. | weigh
ni nety-ei ght pounds now.”

He nodded. But as he went into the kitchen to get another bottle of w ne,
he t hought, She woul d have adjusted to it by now After three years.

Then again, she might not have. What was the point in doubting her now? She
was going to |l et himcheck her blood. What el se could she do? It's ne, he
thought. 1’ ve been by nyself too long. | won’t believe anything unless

see it in a mcroscope. Heredity triunphs again. |'mny father’s son, damm
hi s nol deri ng bones.

Standing in the dark kitchen, digging his blunt nail under the w apping
around the neck of the bottle, Robert Neville |ooked into the living room
at Ruth.

Hi s eyes ran over the robe, resting a noment on the slight prom nence of
her breasts, dropping then to the bronzed cal ves and ankles, up to the
snoot h kneecaps. She had a body like a young girl’s. She certainly didn't
| ook |ike the nother of two.

The nost unusual feature of the entire affair, he thought, was that he felt
no physical desire for her

If she had cone two years before, naybe even | ater, he night have violated
her. There had been sone terrible nonents in those days, nonents when the
nmost terrible of solutions to his need were considered, were often dwelt
upon until they drove himhalf nad.

But then the experiments had begun. Snoking had tapered off, drinking |ost
its compul sive nature. Deliberately and with surprising success, he had
subrmerged hinself in investigation

Hi s sex drive had di m nished, had virtually di sappeared. Sal vati on of the
monk, he thought. The drive had to go sooner or later, or no normal man
could dedicate hinself to any |ife that excluded sex.

Now, happily, he felt al nbost nothing; perhaps a hardly discernible stirring
far beneath the rocky strata of abstinence. He was content to leave it at
that. Especially since there was no certainty that Ruth was the conpanion
he had waited for. O even the certainty that he could allow her to |ive
beyond tonmorrow. Cure her?

Curing was unlikely.

He went back into the living roomw th the opened bottle. She snmled at him
briefly as he poured nore wine for her

“l"ve been admiring your nural,’
you're in the woods.”

she said. “It al nost nmakes you believe

He grunted.

“I't nust have taken a |ot of work to get your house like this,” she said.
“You shoul d know,” he said. “You went through the sanme thing.”

“We had nothing like this,” she said. “Qur house was small. Qur food | ocker

was half the size of yours.”
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“You rmust have run out of food,” he said, |ooking at her carefully.

“Frozen food,” she said. “We were living out of cans.” He nodded. Logical,
his mind had to admt. But he still didn't like it. It was all intuition,
he knew, but he didn't like it.

“What about water?” he asked then

She | ooked at himsilently for a nonent.

“You don’t believe a word |’ve said, do you?” she said.
“It’s not that,” he said. “I'"mjust curious how you lived.”

“You' can’t hide it fromyour voice,” she said. “You ve been al one too
Il ong. You've lost the talent for deceit.”

He grunted, getting the unconfortable feeling that she was playing with
him That's ridiculous, he argued. She’s just a woman. She was probably
right. He probably was a gruff and graceless hermt. Wiat did it matter?

“Tell me about your husband,” he said abruptly.

Sonething flitted over her face, a shade of nenory. She lifted the gl ass of
dark wine to her Iips.

“Not now,” she said. “Please.”

He sl unped back on the couch, unable to anal yze the form ess
di ssatisfaction he felt. Everything she said and

did could be a result of what she’d been through. It could also be a lie.

Why shoul d she lie? he asked hinself. In the norning he would check her
bl ood. What could Iying tonight profit her when, in a nmatter of hours, he' d
know the truth?

“You know,” he said, trying to ease the nonent, “l’ve been thinking. If
three people could survive the plague, why not nore?”

“Do you think that’s possible?” she asked.

“Why not? There nust have been others who were inmune for one reason or
anot her.”

“Tell nme nore about the germ” she said.

He hesitated a nonment, then put down his w neglass. Wat if he told her
everyt hing? What if she escaped and cane back after death with all the
know edge t hat he had?

“There’s an awful |lot of detail,” he said.

“You were saying sonething about the cross before,” she said. “How do you
know it’'s true?”

“You remenber what | said about Ben Cortnan?” he said, glad to restate
somet hi ng she already knew rather than go into fresh nmateri al

“You nean that man you—=
He nodded. “Yes. Conme here,” he said, standing. “1’lIl show himto you.”

As he stood behind her |ooking out the peephole, he snelled the odor of
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her hair and skin. It nmade himdraw back a little. Isn't that remarkable?
he thought. | don't like the snmell. Like @ulliver returning fromthe
| ogi cal horses, | find the human snell offensive.

“He’s the one by the | anppost,” he said.

She made a slight sound of acknow edgnent. Then she said, “There are so
few. Where are they?”

“I"ve killed off nbst of them” he said, “but they nanage to keep a few
ahead of ne.”

“How come the lanmp is on out there?” she said. “I thought they destroyed
the electrical system”

“l connected it with nmy generator,” he said, “so | could watch them”
“Don’t they break the bul b?”

“l have’ a very strong gl obe over the bulb.”

“Don't they clinb up and try to break it?”

“l have garlic all over the post.”

She shook her head. “You’' ve thought of everything.”

St eppi ng back, he | ooked at her a nonent. How can she | ook at them so

cal My, he wondered, ask ne questions, nake comments, when only a week ago
she saw their kind tear her husband to pieces? Doubts again, he thought.
won't they ever stop?

He knew they wouldn’t until he knew about her for sure.
She turned away fromthe w ndow t hen
“WIIl you excuse ne a nonent?” she said.

He wat ched her wal k into the bathroom and heard her |ock the door behind
her. Then he went back to the couch after closing the peephole door. A wy
smle played on his lips. He | ooked down into the tawy w ne depths and
tugged abstractedly at his beard.

“WIIl you excuse ne a noment?’

For sonme reason the words seened grotesquely amusing, the carry-over froma
| ost age. Emily Post mncing through the graveyard. Etiquette for Young
Vanpi res.

The snile was gone.

And what now? What did the future hold for hin? In a week would she stil
be here with him or crunpled in the never cooling fire?

He knew that, if she were infected, he’'d have to try to cure her whether it
worked or not. But what if she were free of the bacillus? In a way, that
was a nore nerve-racking possibility. The other way he would nerely go on
as before, breaking neither schedule nor standards. But if she stayed, if
they had to establish a relationship, perhaps becone husband and wi fe, have
children. ..

Yes, that was nore terrifying.

He suddenly realized that he had beconme an ill-tenpered and inveterate
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bachel or again. He no | onger thought about his wife, his child, his past
life. The present was enough. And he was afraid of the possible demand that
he make sacrifices and accept responsibility again. He was afraid of giving
out his heart, of renmpbving the chains he had forged around it to keep
enotion prisoner. He was afraid of |oving again.

When she cane out of the bathroom he was still sitting there, thinking. The
record player, unnoticed by him let’ out only a thin scratching sound.

Ruth lifted the record fromthe turntable and turned it. The third novenment
of the synphony began

“Wel I, what about Cortnan?” she asked, sitting down.

He | ooked at her bl ankly. *“Cortnman?”

“You were going to tell ne sonething about himand the cross.”
“Ch. Well, one night | got himin here and showed himthe cross.”
“What happened?”

Shall | kill her now? Shall | not even investigate, but kill her and burn
her ?

Hi s throat nmoved. Such thoughts were a hideous testinony to the world he
had accepted; a world in which nurder was easier than hope.

Well, he wasn’t. that far gone yet, he thought. I’ma man, not a destroyer.
“What’'s wong?” she said nervously.

“What ?”

“You're staring at ne.”

“I"'msorry,” he said coldly. “I ... I'"mjust thinking.”

She didn't say any nore. She drank her wi ne and he saw her hand shake as
she held the glass. He forced down all introspection. He didn't want her to
know what he felt.

“VWhen | showed himthe cross,” he said, “he laughed in ny face.”

She nodded once.

“But when | held a torah before his eyes, | got the reaction | wanted.”
“A what ?”

“Atorah. Tablet of law, | believe it is.”

“And that... got a reaction?”

“Yes. | had himtied up, but when he saw the torah he broke | oose and

attacked nme.”

“What happened?” She seened to have | ost her fright again.

“He struck ne on the head with sonmething. | don't renmenber what. | was
al rost knocked out. But, using the torah, | backed himto the door and got
rid of him?”
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“So you see, the cross hasn't the power the | egend says it has. My theory
is that, since the legend came into its own in Europe, a continent

predom nantly Catholic, the cross would naturally becone the synbol of
def ense agai nst powers of darkness.”

“Couldn’t you use your gun on Cortman?” she asked.
“How do you know I had a gun?”

“l ... assuned as nmuch,” she said. “W had guns.”
“Then you must know bullets have no effect on vanpires.

“W were . . . never sure,” she said, then went on quickly: “Do you know
why that’'s so? Wiy don't bullets affect then®”

He shook his head. “I don't know,” he said.
They sat in silence listening to the nusic.
He did know, but, doubting again, he didn't want to tell her

Thr ough experinents on the dead vanpires he had di scovered that the bacill
effected the creation of a powerful body glue that seal ed bull et openings
as soon as they were nade. Bullets were encl osed al nost i nmedi ately, and
since the systemwas activated by gerns, a bullet couldn’t hurt it. The
systemcould, in fact, contain alnost an indefinite anbunt of bullets,
since the body glue prevented a penetration of nore than a few fractions of
an inch. Shooting vanpires was |ike throwi ng pebbles into tar

As he sat |ooking at her, she arranged the folds of the robe around her
| egs and he got a monentary glinpse of brown thigh. Far from being
attracted, he felt irritated. It was a typical fem nine gesture, he
thought, an artificial novenent.

As the noments passed he could al nost sense hinself drifting farther and
farther fromher. In a way he al nost regretted having found her at all
Through the years he had achi eved a certain degree of peace. He had
accepted solitude, found it not half bad. Nowthis ... ending it all.

In order to fill the enptiness of the nonment, he reached for his pipe and
pouch. He stuffed tobacco into the bow and Iit it. For a second he
wondered if he should ask if she minded. He didn't ask

The nusi c ended. She got up and he watched her while she | ooked through his
records. She seemed |like a young girl, she was so slender. W is she? he
thought. Who is she really?

“May | play this?” she asked, holding up an al bum
He didn’t even look at it. “If you like,” he said.

She sat down as Rachmani noff’s Second Piano Concerto began. Her taste isn't
remar kabl y advanced, he thought, |ooking at her without expression

“Tell me about yourself,” she said.

Anot her typical fem nine question, he thought. Then he berated hinself for
being so critical. What was the point in irritating himself by doubting
her ?

“Nothing to tell,” he said.

She was snmiling again. Was she | aughing at hinf
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“You scared the life out of me this afternoon,” she said. “You and your
bristly beard. And those wild eyes.”

He bl ew out snoke. WId eyes? That was ridicul ous. What was she trying to
do? Break down his reserve with cuteness?

“What do you |l ook like under all those whi skers?” she asked.
He tried to snmle at her but he couldn't.

“Not hing,” he said. “Just an ordinary face.”

“How ol d are you, Robert?”

H s throat nmoved. It was the first time she’d spoken his name. It gave him
a strange, restless feeling to hear a woman speak his nane after so |ong.
Don't call me that, he alnost said to her. He didn't want to | ose the

di stance between them If she were infected and he couldn’t cure her, he
wanted it to be a stranger that he put away.

She turned her head away.

“You don’t have to talk to me if you don't want to,” she said quietly. “I
won’ t bother you. 1'Il go tonorrow.”

Hi s chest nuscles tightened.
“But . . .“ he said.

“I don’t want to spoil your life,” she said. “You don’t have to feel any
obligation to ne just because ... we're the only ones left.”

H s eyes were bl eak as he | ooked at her, and he felt a brief stirring of
guilt at her words. Wiy should | doubt her? he told hinmself. If she's
infected, she’'ll never get away alive. What’'s there to. fear?

“I"'msorry,” he said. “lI ... | have been alone a long tine.”
She didn't | ook up.

“If youd like to talk,” he said, “I'll be glad to ... tell you anything
can.”

She hesitated a nonment. Then she | ooked at him her eyes not conmmitting
t hensel ves at all.

“I would l'ike to know about the disease,” she said. “I lost my two girls
because of it. And it caused ny husband's death.”

He | ooked at her and then spoke.

“It’s a bacillus,” he said, “a cylindrical bacterium It creates an
isotonic solution in the blood, circulates the bl ood sl ower than normal,
activates all bodily functions, lives on fresh blood, and provi des energy.
Deprived of blood, it nakes self-killing bacteriophages or el se

sporul ates.”

She | ooked bl ank. He realized then that she couldn’t have understood. Terns
so comon to himnow were conpletely foreign to her

“Well,” he said, “nost of those things aren’t so inportant. To sporulate is
to create an oval body that has all the basic ingredients of the vegetative
bacterium The germ does that when it gets no fresh bl ood. Then, when the
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vanpi re host deconposes, these spores go flying out and seek new hosts.
They find one, gerninate—and one nore systemis infected.”

She shook her head incredul ously.

“Bact eri ophages are inanimate proteins that are al so created when the
system gets no blood. Unlike the spores, though, in this case abnornal
met abol i sm destroys the cells.”

Quickly he told her about the inperfect waste di sposal of the |ynphatic
system the garlic as allergen causing anaphyl axis, the various vectors of
t he di sease

“Then why are we i mune?” she asked.

For a | ong nonent he | ooked at her, withholding any answer. Then, with a
shrug, he said, “lI don’t know about you. As for ne, while | was stationed
in Panama during the war | was bitten by a vanpire bat. And, though | can't
prove it, ny theory is that the bat had previously encountered a true
vanpire and acquired the vanpiris germ The germ caused the bat to seek
human rat her than ani mal blood. But, by the tine the germhad passed into

nmy sys-

tern, it had been weakened in sone way by the bat’'s system It nade ne
terribly ill, of course, but it didn't kill me, and as a result, ny body
built up an inmmnity to it. That’'s ny theory, anyway. | can't find any
better reason.”

“But ... didn’'t the sane thing happen to others down there?”

“l don’t know,” he said quietly. “I killed the bat.” He shrugged. “Maybe
was the first human it had attacked.”

She | ooked at himwi thout a word, her surveillance nmaking Neville fee
restive. He went on tal king even though he didn't really want to.

Briefly he told her about the major obstacle in his study of the vanpires.

“At first | thought the stake had to hit their hearts,” he said. “I
believed the I egend. | found out that wasn't so. | put stakes in all parts
of their bodies and they died. That made me think it was henorrhage. But
then one day ..

And he told her about the worman who had deconposed before his eyes.

“l knew then it couldn’t be henorrhage,” he went on, feeling a sort of
pl easure in reciting his discoveries. “I didn't know what to do. Then one
day it cane to ne.”

“What ?” she asked.

“l took a dead vanpire. | put his arminto an artificial vacuum |
punctured his arminside that vacuum Bl ood spurted out.” He paused. “But
that's all.”

She stared at him

“You don’t see,” he said.

“I .... No,” she admitted.

“VWhen | let air back into the tank, the arm deconposed,” he said.

She still stared.
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“You see,” he said, “the bacillus is a facultative saprophyte. It lives
with or without oxygen; but with a difference. Inside the system it is
anaerobi c and sets up a synbiosis with the system The vampire feeds it
fresh

bl ood, the bacteria provides the energy so the vanpire can get nore fresh
bl ood. The germ al so causes, | mght add, the growth of the canine teeth.”

“Yes?” she said.

“VWhen air enters,” he said, “the situation changes instantaneously. The
germ becones aerobic and, instead of being synbiotic, it becones virulently
parasitic.” He paused. “It eats the host,” he said.

“Then the stake . . .“ she started.

“Lets air in. O course. Lets it in and keeps the flesh open so that the
body glue can't function. So the heart has nothing to do with it. What | do
now is cut the wists deep enough so that the body glue can’t work.” He
smiled alittle. “Wen | think of all the time | used to spend naking

st akes!”

She nodded and, noticing the wi neglass in her hand, put it down.

“That’s why the wonman | told you about broke down so rapidly,” he said.
“She’ d been dead so long that as soon as air struck her systemthe gerns
caused spont aneous di ssol ution.”

Her throat noved and a shudder ran down through her
“It’s horrible,” she said.

He | ooked at her in surprise. Horrible? Wasn’t that odd? He hadn’t thought
that for years. For himthe word “horror” had becone obsolete. A surfeiting
of terror soon nmade terror a cliché. To Robert Neville the situation nerely
exi sted as natural fact. It had no adjectives.

“And what about the ... the ones who are still alive?” she asked.

“Well,” he said, “when you cut their wists the germnaturally becones
parasitic. But nostly they die from sinple henorrhage.”

“Si npl e

She turned away quickly and her lips were pressed into a tight, thin line.
“What's the matter?” he asked.

“N-not hing. Nothing,” she said.

He smiled. “One gets used to these things,” he said. “One has to.”

Agai n she shuddered, the snooth colum of her throat contracting.

“You can’t abide by Robert’s Rules of Order in the jungle,” he said.
“Believe ne, it’s the only thing | can do. Is it better to |l et themdie of
the di sease and return—+n a far nore terrible way?”

She pressed her hands together

“But you said a lot of themare—are still living,” she said nervously. “How
do you know they’'re not going to stay alive?”
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“I know,” he said. “lI know the germ know how it multiplies. No matter how
long their systems fight it, in the end the germw Il win. |I’'ve made
antibiotics, injected dozens of them But it doesn't work, it can't work.
You can’'t make vacci nes work when they're already deep in the di sease.
Their bodies can’t fight gernms and nake anti bodies at the sane tine. It
can’t be done, believe ne. It’s atrap. If | didn't kill them sooner or
|ater they'd die and cone after nme. | have no choice; no choice at all.”

They were silent then and the only sound in the roomwas the rasping of the
needl e on the inner grooves of the record. She wouldn’t | ook at him but
kept staring at the floor with bleak eyes. It was strange, he thought, to
find hinmself vaguely on the defensive for what yesterday was accepted
necessity. In the years that had passed he had never once considered the
possibility that he was wong. It took her presence to bring about such
thoughts: And they were strange, alien thoughts.

“Do you actually think I'mwong?” he asked in an incredul ous voi ce.
She bit into her lower lip
“Ruth,” he said.

“It’s not for nme to say,” she answered.

Chapt er Ei ghteen

“VI RGE!”

The dark formrecoil ed against the wall as Robert Neville' s hoarse cry
ri pped open the silent blackness.

He jerked his body up fromthe couch and stared with sl eep-clouded eyes
across the room his chest pulsing with heartbeats |ike naniac fists on a
dungeon wal | .

He lurched up to his feet, brain still foggy with sleep; unable to define
time or place.

“Virge?” he said again, weakly, shakily. “Virge?

“It—+t’s ne,” the faltering voice said in the darkness. He took a trenbling
step toward the thin streamof |ight spearing through the open peephole. He

blinked dully at the light.
She gasped as he put his hand out and clutched her shoul der

“I't’s Ruth. Ruth,” she said in a terrified whisper. He stood there rocking
slowy in the darkness, eyes gazing w thout conprehension at the dark form
before him

“It’s Ruth,” she said again, nore |loudly. Waking came |i ke a hose bl ast of
nunbi ng shock. Sonething tw sted cold knots into his chest and stomach. It
wasn't Virge. He shook his head suddenly, rubbed shaking fingers across his
eyes.

Then he stood there staring, weighted beneath a sudden depression
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“Ch,” he nuttered faintly. “Ch, |

He remai ned there, feeling his body weaving slowy in the dark as the msts
cleared fromhis brain.

He | ooked at the open peephole, then back at her
“What are you doi ng?” he asked, voice still thick with sleep
“Not hi ng,” she said nervously. “I ... couldn't sleep.”

He blinked his eyes suddenly at the flaring |anplight. Then his hands
dropped down fromthe |anp switch and he turned around. She was agai nst the
wal |l still, blinking at the light, her hands at her sides drawn into tight
fists.

“Why are you dressed?” he asked in a surprised voice. Her throat noved and
she stared at him He rubbed his eyes again and pushed back the long hair
fromhis temples.

“I was . .. just looking out,” she said.

“But why are you dressed?”

“I couldn’t sleep.”

He stood | ooking at her, still a little groggy, feeling his heartbeat

slow y di mi ni sh. Through the open peephol e he heard them yelling outside,
and he heard Cortnman shout, “Come out, Neville!” Myving to the peephole, he
pushed the snmall wooden door shut and turned to her.

“I want to know why you're dressed,” he said again.

“No reason,” she said.

“Were you going to |l eave while | was asl eep?”

““No, I

“Were you?”

She gasped as he grabbed her wi st.

“No, no,” she said quickly. “How could |, with them out there?”

He stood breathing heavily, looking at her frightened face. Hi s throat
moved slowy as he renmenbered the shock of waking up and thinking that she
was Virge.

Abruptly he dropped her armand turned away. And he’' d thought the past was
dead. How long did it take for a past to die?

She said nothing as he poured a tunblerful of whisky and swallowed it
convul sively. Virge, Virge, he thought

m serably, still with me. He closed his eyes and jamed his teeth together

“Was that her name?” he heard Ruth ask. His muscles tightened, then went
sl ack.

“It’s all right,” he said in a dead voice. “Go to bed.”
She drew back a little. “I"'msorry,” she said. “lI didn't nean .

Suddenly he knew he didn’'t want her to go to bed. He wanted her to stay
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with him He didn't know why, he just didn’'t want to be al one.

“I thought you were nmy wife,” he heard hinmself saying. “I woke up and

t hought =

He drank a nout hful of whisky, coughing as part of it went down the wong
way. Ruth stayed in the shadows, |istening.

“She came back, you see,” he said. “l buried her, but one night she cane
back. She | ooked |ike—+ike you did. An outline, a shadow. Dead. But she
came back. | tried to keep her with nme. | tried, but she wasn't the sane
any nore ... you see. All she wanted was—

He forced down the sob in his throat.

“My owmm wife,” he said in a trenbling voice, “com ng back to drink ny
bl ood!”

He jamed down the glass on the bar top. Turning away, he paced restlessly
to the peephole, turned, and went back and stood again before the bar. Ruth
sai d nothing; she just stood in the darkness, |istening.

“l put her away again,” he said. “l had to do the same thing to her 1'd
done to the others. My own wife.” There was a clicking in his throat. “A
stake,” he said in a terrible voice. “I had to put a stake in her. It was

the only thing | knewto do. |2

He couldn’'t finish. He stood there a long tine, shivering helplessly, his
eyes tightly shut.

Then he spoke again.
“Almost three years ago | did that. And | still renenber

it, it’s still with ne. Wiat can you do? What can you do?” He drove a fist
down on the bar top as the angui sh of nmenory swept over himagain. “No
matter how you try, you can’t forget or—er adjust or—ever get away from
it!”

He ran shaking fingers through his hair.

“l know what you feel, | know | didn't at first, | didn't trust you. | was
safe, secure in nmy little shell. Now ... He shook his head slowy,
defeatedly. “In a second, it’'s all gone. Adjustnent, security, peace—al
gone.”

“Robert.”

Her voice was as broken and | ost as his.
“VWy were we punished |ike this?” she asked.
He drew in a shuddering breath.

“l don’t know,” he answered bitterly. “There’'s no answer, no reason. It
just is.”

She was close to himnow And suddenly, wi thout hesitation or draw ng back,
he drew her against him and they were two peopl e hol di ng each ot her
tightly in the | ost measure of night.

“Robert, Robert.”

Her hands rubbed over his back, stroking and clutching, while his arns held
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her firmy and he pressed his eyes shut against her warm soft hair.

Their nouths held together for a long tine and her arns gripped with
desperate tightness around his neck

Then they were sitting in the darkness, pressing close together, as if all
the heat in the world were in their bodies and they would share the warnth
between them He felt the shuddering rise and fall of her breasts as she
held close to him her arms tight around his body, her face against his
neck. Hi s big hands noved roughly through her hair, stroking and feeling
the silky strands.

“I"'msorry, Ruth.”

“Sorry?”

“For being so cruel to you, for not trusting you.”
She was silent, holding tight.

“Ch, Robert,” she said then, “it’s so unfair. So unfair. Wy are we stil
alive? Wy aren't we all dead? It would be better if we were all dead.”

“Shhh, shhh,” he said, feeling enotion for her like a released current
pouring fromhis heart and mind. “It'Il be all right.”

He felt her shaking her head slowly against him

“It will, it will,” he said.
“How can it?”
“I't will,” he said, even though he knew he really couldn’t believe it, even

though he knew it was only rel eased tension form ng words in his mnd.
“No,” she said. “No.”
“Yes, it will. It will, Ruth.”

He didn’t know how long it was they sat there hol ding each other close. He
forgot everything, tine and place; it was just the two of themtogether,
needi ng each other, survivors of a black terror enbracing because they had
found each ot her.

But then he wanted to do something for her, to help her.
“Cone,” he said. “We'll check you.”
She stiffened in his arns.

“No, no,” he said quickly. “Don’t be afraid. I'"'msure we won’t find
anything. But if we do, I'lIl cure you. | swear |I'Il cure you, Ruth.”

She was | ooking at himin the darkness, not saying a word. He stood and
pulled her up with him trenbling with an excitenment he hadn't felt in
endl ess years. He wanted to cure her, to help her

“Let nme,” he said. “lI won't hurt you. | pronmise | won't. Let’'s know.. Let’'s
find out for sure. Then we can plan and work. 1’Il save you, Ruth. | wll.
O I'll die nyself.”

She was still tense, holding back

“Come with me, Ruth.”
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Now that the strength of his reserve had gone, there was
nothing left to brace hinself on, and he was shaking like a pal sied nman.

He led her into the bedroom And when he saw in the lanplight how
frightened she was, he pulled her close and stroked her hair.

“I't’s all right,” he said. “All right, Ruth. No matter what we find, it’ll
be all right. Don’t you understand?”

He sat her down on the stool and her face was conpl etely bl ank, her body
shudderi ng as he heated the needl e over a Bunsen fl ane.

He bent over and kissed her on the cheek
“I't’s all right now,” he said gently. “It’s all right.”

She cl osed her eyes as he jabbed in the needle. He could feel the pain in
his own finger as he pressed out blood and rubbed it on the slide.

“There. There,” he said anxiously, pressing a little cotton to the nick on
her finger. He felt hinself trenbling helplessly. No matter how he tried to
control it, he couldn’t. His fingers were al nost incapable of naking the
slide, and he kept |looking at Ruth and smling at her, try-ing to take the
| ook of taut fright from her features.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “Please don’t. I'll cure you if you're
infected. | will Ruth, I wll.”

She sat without a word, looking at himwith |istless eyes as he worked. Her
hands kept stirring restlessly in her |ap.

“What will you do if—f | am” she said then

“I”m not sure,
do.”

he said. “Not yet. But there are a lot of things we can

“What ?”
“Vaccines, for one.”
“You said vaccines didn't work,” she said, her voice shaking a little.

“Yes, but . . .“ He broke off as he slid the glass slide onto the
m croscope.

“Robert, what could you do?”

She slid off the stool as he bent over the m croscope.

“Robert, don't |ook!” she begged suddenly, her voice pl eading.

But he’ d al ready seen.

He didn’t realize that his breath had stopped. Hi s blank eyes net hers.
“Ruth,” he whispered in a shocked voi ce.

The wooden mall et crashed down on his forehead.

A burst of pain filled Robert Neville's head and he felt one | eg give way.
As he fell to one side he knocked over the mcroscope. Hi s right knee hit
the floor and he | ooked up in dazed bew | derment at her fright-tw sted
face. The mallet cane down again and he cried out in pain. He fell to both
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knees and his palns struck the floor as he toppled forward. A hundred niles
away he heard her gasping sob.

“Ruth,” he munbl ed.
“l told you not to!” she cried.

He clutched out at her |egs and she drove the nmallet down a third tine,
this time on the back of his skull.

“ RUt hl ”

Robert Neville's hands went linp and slid off her calves, rubbing away part
of the tan. He fell on his face and his fingers drew in convul sively as
night filled his brain.

Chapter N neteen

WHEN HE OPENED HI S eyes there was no sound in the house.

He lay there a nonent |ooking confusedly at the floor. Then, with a
startled grunt, he sat up. A package of needl es exploded in his head and he
sl unped down on the cold floor, hands pressed to his throbbing skull. A
clicking sound filled his throat as he lay there.

After a few minutes he pulled hinself up slowy by gripping the edge of the
bench. The floor undul ated beneath himas he held on tightly, eyes closed,
| egs waveri ng.

A minute |ater he managed to stunble into the bathroom There he threw cold
water in his face and sat on the bathtub edge pressing a cold, wet cloth to
hi s forehead.

What had happened? He kept blinking and staring at the white-tiled floor

He stood up and wal ked slowy into the living room It was enpty. The front
door stood half open in the gray of early norning. She was gone.

Then he remenbered. He struggl ed back to the bedroom using the walls to
gui de him

The note was on the bench next to the overturned m croscope. He picked up
the paper with nunbed fingers and carried it to the bed. Sinking down with
a groan, he held the letter before his eyes. But the letters blurred and
ran. He shook his head and pressed his eyes shut. After a little while he
read:

Robert :

Now you know. Know that | was spying on you, know that al nbst everything
told you was a lie.

I"'mwiting this note, though, because | want to save you if | can.

When | was first given the job of spying on you, | had no feelings about
your life. Because | did have a husband, Robert. You killed him
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But nowit's different. I know now that you were just as nuch forced into
your situation as we were forced into ours. W are infected. But you

al ready know that. Wat you don't understand yet is that we're going to
stay alive. W’'ve found a way to do that and we’'re going to set up society
again slowy but surely. We're going to do away with all those wetched
creatures whom death has cheated. And, even though | pray otherw se, we may
decide to kill you and those |like you

Those |i ke me? he thought with a start. But he kept reading.

I"1l try to save you. I'Il tell themyou' re too well armed for us to attack
now. Use the tine |I'mgiving you, Robert! Get away from your house, go into
t he mountai ns and save yourself. There are only a handful of us now But
sooner or later we'll be too well organized, and nothing | say will stop
the rest fromdestroying you. For God's sake, Robert, go now, while you
can!

I know you may not believe this. You may not believe that we can live in
the sun for short periods now. You may not believe that my tan was only
make-up. You may not believe that we can live with the germ now

That’s why |'m | eaving one of ny pills.

| took themall the tinme | was here. | kept themin a belt around nmy wai st.
You' Il discover that they're a conbination of defebrinated bl ood and a
drug. | don’t know nyself just what it is. The blood feeds the gerns, the
drug prevents its nmultiplication. It was the discovery of this pill that

saved us fromdying, that is helping to set up society again slowy.
Believe ne, it’'s true. And escape!

Forgive ne, too. | didn't nean to hit you, it nearly killed ne to do it.
But | was so terribly frightened of what you'd do when you found out.

Forgive ne for having to lie to you about so many things. But please
believe this: Wen we were together in the darkness, close to each other, |
wasn’'t spying on you. | was |oving you

Rut h

He read the letter again. Then his hands fell forward and he sat there
staring with enpty eyes at the floor. He

couldn’t believe it. He shook his head slowy and tried to understand, but
adj ust nent el uded him

He wal ked unsteadily to the bench. He picked up the small anber pill and
held it in his palm snelled it, tasted it. He felt as if all the security
of mason were ebbing away from him The franework of his life was
collapsing and it frightened him

Yet how did he refute the evidence? The pill, the tan com ng off her |eg,
her wal king in the sun, her reaction to garlic.

He sank down on the stool and | ooked at the nallet |ying on the floor
Slowy, ploddingly, his mnd went over the evidence.
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When he'd first seen her she’d run fromhim Had it been a ruse? No, she'd
been genuinely frightened. She nust have been startled by his cry, then,
even though she’' d been expecting it, and forgotten all about her job. Then
| ater, when she’d cal med down, she’d talked himinto thinking that her
reaction to garlic was the reaction of a sick stonmach. And she had |ied and
sm |l ed and feigned hopel ess acceptance and carefully got all the

i nformati on she’d been sent after. And, when she’d wanted to | eave, she
couldn’t because of Cortrman and the others. He had awakened then. They had
enbraced, they had

Hi s white-knuckled fist jolted down on the bench. “lI was |oving you.” Lie.
Lie! Hs fingers crunpled up the letter and flung it away bitterly.

Rage nmade the pain in his head flare hotly and he pressed both hands
against it and closed his eyes with a groan

Then he | ooked up. Slowy he slid off the stool and placed the nicroscope
back on its base

The rest of her letter wasn’t a lie, he knew that. Wthout the pill,
wi t hout any evidence of word or nenory, he knew. He knew what even Ruth and
her people didn’t seemto know.

He | ooked into the eyepiece for a long tine. Yes, he knew. And the

adm ssion of what he saw changed his entire world. How stupid and
ineffective he felt for never having foreseen it! Especially after reading
the phrase a hundred, a thousand times. But then he'd never really
appreciated it. Such a short phrase it was, but neaning so nuch.

Bacteria can nutate.

PART I'V: January 1979

Chapter Twenty

THEY CAME BY NIGHT. Cane in their dark cars with their spotlights and their
guns and their axes and pikes. Cane fromthe blackness with a great sound
of nmotors, the long white arns of their spotlights snapping around the

boul evard corner and clutching out at G marron Street.

Robert Neville was sitting at the peephol e when they cane. He had put down
a book and was sitting there watching idly when the beans splashed white
across the bl oodl ess vampire faces and they whirled with a gasp, their dark
ani mal eyes staring at the blinding lights.

Nevill e junped back fromthe peephole, his heart thudding with the abrupt
shock. For a noment he stood there trenbling in the dark room unable to
deci de what to do. His throat contracted and he heard the roar of the car
mot ors even through the soundproofing on his house. He thought of the
pistols in his bureau, the sub-machi ne gun on his workbench, thought of
def endi ng hi s house agai nst them

Then he pressed his fingers in until the nails dug at his palns. No, he'd
made his decision, he'd worked it out carefully through the past nonths. He
woul d not fight.
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Wth a heavy, sinking sensation in the pit of his stonmach he stepped back
to the peephol e and | ooked out.

The street was a scene of rushing, violent action illunm nated by the bald
glare of the spotlights. Men rushed at nmen, the sound of running boots
covered the paverment. Then a shot rang out, echoing hollowy; nore shots.

Two nal e vanpires went thrashing down onto their sides. Four nen grabbed
them by the arns and jerked themup while two other nen drove the
glittering lance points of their pikes into the vanpires’ chests. Neville's
face twitched as screans filled the night. He felt his chest shuddering
with | abored breath as he watched from his house.

The dark-suited nmen knew exactly what they were doing. There were about
seven vanpires visible, six nmen and a woman. The men surrounded the seven,
held their flailing arns, and drove razor-tipped pi kes deep into their
bodi es. Bl ood spouted out on the dark pavenment and the vanpires perished
one by one. Neville felt himself shivering nmore and nore. Is this the new
soci ety? The words flashed across his nind. He tried to believe that the
men were forced into what they were doing, but shock brought terrible
doubt. Did they have to do it like this, with such a black and brutal

sl aughtering? Wiy did they slay with alarum by night, when by day the
vanpires could be dispatched in peace?

Robert Neville felt tight fists shaking at his sides. He didn't like the

| ooks of them he didn’t |ike the methodical butchery. They were more |ike
gangsters than men forced into a situation. There were | ooks of vicious
triunmph on their faces, white and stark in the spotlights. Their faces were
cruel and enotionl ess.

Suddenly Neville felt hinself shudder violently, renenbering. Where was Ben
Cor t man?

H s eyes fled over the street but he couldn’t see Cortrman. He pressed

agai nst the peephol e and | ooked up and down the street. He didn’t want them
to get Cortnan, he realized, didn't want themto destroy Cortman |ike that.
Wth a sense of inward shock he could not analyze in the rush of the

monent, he realized that he felt nore deeply toward the vanpires than he
did toward their executioners.

Now t he seven vanpires lay crunpled and still in their pools of stolen
bl ood. The spotlights were nmoving around the street, flaying open the
night. Neville turned his head away as the brilliant glare blazed across

the front of his house. Then the spotlight had turned about and he | ooked
agai n.

A shout. Neville's eyes junped toward the focus of the spotlights.
He stiffened.

Cortman was on the roof of the house across the street. He was pulling
hi nsel f up toward the chi mey, body flattened on the shingles.

Abruptly it came to Neville that it was in that chimey that Ben Cortnman
had hi dden nost of the tinme, and he felt a wench of despair at the

know edge. His |ips pressed together tightly. Wy hadn’t he | ooked nore
carefully? He couldn't fight the sick apprehension he felt at the thought
of Cortman’s being killed by these brutal strangers. Cbjectively, it was
poi ntl ess, but he could not repress the feeling. Cortman was not theirs to
put to rest.

But there was nothing he could do.
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Wth bleak, tortured eyes he watched the spotlights cluster on Cortman’s
wriggling body. He watched the white hands reaching out slowy for
handhol ds on the roof. Slowy, slowy, as if Cortman had all the tine in
the world. Hurry up! Neville felt hinmself twitch with the unspoken words as
he watched. He felt hinself straining with Cortman’ s agoni zi ngly sl ow
novement s.

The nen did not shout, they did not command. They raised their rifles now
and the night was torn open again with their exploding fire.

Neville alnost felt the bullets in his ow flesh. His body jerked with
convul sive shudders as he watched Cortman’s body jerk under the inmpact of
the bullets.

Still Cortman kept crawling, and Neville saw his white face, his teeth
gritted together. The end of diver Hardy, he thought, the death of al
conmedy and all laughter. He didn't hear the continuous fusillade of shots.

He didn't even feel the tears running down his cheeks. Hi s eyes were
riveted on the ungainly formof his old friend inching up the brightly lit
r oof .

Now Cortman rose up on his knees and clutched at the chimey edge with
spasnodi ¢ fingers. H's body lurched as nore bullets struck. H s dark eyes
glared into the blinding spotlights, his lips were drawn back in a

soundl ess snar |

Then he was standing up beside the chimey and Neville's face was white and
taut as he watched Cortman start to raise his right |eg.

And then the hamering machi ne gun splattered Cortnan’'s flesh with |ead.
For a nmonent Cortrman stood erect in the hot blast, palsied hands raised
hi gh over his head, a | ook of berserk defiance twisting his white features.

“Ben,” Neville muttered in a croaking whisper.

Ben Cortman’s body folded, slunped forward, fell. It slid and rolled slowy
down the shingled incline, then dropped into space. In the sudden silence
Nevill e heard the thunp of it fromacross the street. Sick-eyed, he watched
the men rush at the withing body with their pikes.

Then Neville closed his eyes and his nails dug furrows in the flesh of his
pal ns.

A clunping of boots. Neville jerked back into the darkness. He stood in the
m ddl e of the room waiting for themto call to himand tell himto cone
out. He held himself rigidly. 1"mnot going to fight, he told hinself
strongly. Even though he wanted to fight, even though he already hated the
dark men with their guns and their bl oodstained pikes.

But he wasn't going to fight. He had worked out his decision very
carefully. They were doing what they had to do, albeit with unnecessary

vi ol ence and seeming relish. He had killed their people and they had to
capture himand save thensel ves. He would not fight. He' d throw hinself
upon the justice of their new society. Wien they called to himhe would go
out and surrender, it was his decision

But they didn't call. Neville lurched back with a gasp as the ax bl ade bit
deeply into the front door. He stood trenbling in the dark Iiving room

What were they doing? Wiy didn't they call on himto surrender? He wasn't a
vampire, he was a man |ike them Wat were they doing?

He whirled and stared at the kitchen. They were chopping at the boarded-up
back door too. He took a nervous step toward the hallway. H's frightened
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eyes rushed fromthe back to the front door. He felt his heart punping. He
didn’t understand, he didn’t understand!

Wth a grunt of shocked surprise he junmped into the hail as the encl osed
house rang with the gun expl osion. The nen were shooting away the | ock on
the front door. Another reverberating shot made his ears ring.

And, suddenly, he knew. They weren’'t going to take himto their courts, to
their justice. They were going to extermnate him

Wth a frightened murnur he ran into the bedroom H s hands funbled in the
bureau drawer.

He straightened up on trenbling | egs, the guns in his hands. But what if
they were going to take himprisoner? He'd only judged by the fact that
they hadn't called on himto come out. There were no lights in the house;
maybe they thought he was al ready gone.

He stood shivering in the darkness of the bedroom not know ng what to do,
mutters of terror filling his throat Wiy hadn’t he left! Wiy hadn't he
listened to her and | eft? Fool

One of his guns fell fromnervel ess fingers as the front door was crushed
in. Heavy feet thudded into the living roomand Robert Neville shuffled
back across the floor,

his remaining pistol held out with rigid, blood-drained fingers. They
weren’t going to kill himw thout a fight!

He gasped as he collided with the bench. He stood there tautly. In the
front rooma man said sonething he couldn’t understand, then flashlight
beans shone into the hall. Neville caught his breath. He felt the room
spinning around him So this is the end. It was the only thing he could
think. So this is the end.

Heavy shoes thunped in the hail. Neville's fingers tightened still nore on
the pistol and his eyes stared with wild fright at the doorway.

Two nen cane in.

Their white beans played around the room struck his face. The two nen
recoil ed abruptly.

“He’s got a gun!” one of themcried, and fired his pistol

Nevill e heard the bullet smash into the wall over his head. Then the pisto
was jolting in his hand, splashing his face with bursts of light. He didn't
fire at any one of them he just kept pulling the trigger automatically.
One of the men cried out in pain.

Then Neville felt a violent club blow across his chest. He staggered back,
and jagged, burning pain exploded in his body. He fired once nore, then
crashed to his knees, the pistol slipping fromhis fingers.

“You got him” he heard soneone cry as he fell on his face. He tried to
reach out for the pistol but a dark boot stanped on his hand and broke it.
Neville drewin his hand with a rattling gasp and stared through

pai n-gl azed eyes at the floor

Rough hands slid under his arnpits and pulled himup. He kept wondering
when they woul d shoot him again. Virge, he thought, Virge, I’mcomng with
you now. The pain in his chest was |like nolten | ead poured over himfroma
great height. He felt and heard his boot tips scraping over the floor and
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waited for death. | want to die in

my own house, he thought. He struggled feebly but they didn’t stop. Hot
pai n raked sawtoothed nails through his chest as they dragged hi mthrough
the front room

“No,” he groaned. “No!”

Then pain surged up fromhis chest and drove a barbed club into his brain.
Everyt hi ng began spinning away into bl ackness.

“Virge,” he muttered in a hoarse whisper.
And the dark nen dragged his |lifeless body fromthe house. Into the night.
Into the world that was theirs and no | onger his.

Chapter Twenty-One

SOUND; A MURMURED RUSTLE in the air. Robert Neville coughed weakly, then
grimaced as the pain filled his chest. A bubbling groan passed his |lips and
his head rolled slightly on the flat pillow The sound grew stronger, it
be-came a runbling mxture of noises. Hs hands drew in slowy at his
sides. Wiy didn't they take the fire off his chest? He could feel hot coals
droppi ng through openings in his flesh. Another groan, agonized and

breathl ess, twitched his graying lips. Then his eyes fluttered open

He stared at the rough plaster ceiling for a full mnute w thout blinking.
Pai n ebbed and swelled in his chest with an endl ess, nerve-clutching throb
H's face remained a taut, |ined mask of resistance to the pain, If he

rel axed for a second, it envel oped himconpletely; he had to fight it. For
the first few mnutes he could only struggle with the pain, suffering
beneath its hot stabbing. Then, after a while, his brain began to function;
slowy, like a machine faltering, starting and stopping, turning and

j amm ng gears.

VWere am1? It was his first thought. The pain was awful. He | ooked down at
his chest and saw that it was bound with a wi de bandage, a great, npi st
spot of red rising and falling jerkily in the mddle of it. He closed his
eyes and swallowed. |I'mhurt, he thought. |I’mhurt badly. H's nmouth and
throat felt powdery dry. Wiere am|, what aml...

Then he renenbered; the dark nen and the attack on his house. And he knew
where he was even before he turned his head slowy, achingly, and saw t he
barred wi ndows across the tiny cubicle. He | ooked at the windows for a |ong
time, face tight, teeth clenched together. The sound was outside; the

rushi ng, confused sound.

He I et his head roll back on the pillow and lay staring at the ceiling. It
was hard to understand the nonent on its own terms. Hard to believe it
wasn't all a nightmare. Over three years alone in his house. Now this.

But he couldn’t doubt the sharp, shifting pain in his chest and he couldn’t
doubt the way the noist, red spot kept getting bigger and bigger. He closed
his eyes. I'"'mgoing to die, he thought

He tried to understand that. But that didn't work either. In spite of
having lived with death all these years, in spite of having wal ked a
tightrope of bare existence across an endl ess maw of death—n spite of that
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he coul dn’t understand it. Personal death still was a thing beyond
conpr ehensi on.

He was still on his back when the door behi nd hi m opened.

He couldn’t turn; it hurt too nmuch. He lay there and |istened to footsteps
approach the bed, then stop. He | ooked up but the person hadn’t cone into
view yet. My executioner, he thought, the justice of this new society. He
closed his eyes and wait ed.

The shoes noved again until he knew the person was by the cot. He tried to
swal  ow but his throat was too dry. He ran his tongue over his |ips.

“Are you thirsty?”.

He | ooked up with dulled eyes at her and suddenly his heart began

t hrobbi ng. The increased blood flow made the pain billow up and swal | ow him
for a nonent. He couldn’t cut off the groan of agony. He twi sted his head
on the pillow, biting his lips and clutching at the bl anket feverishly. The
red spot grew bigger.

She was on her knees now, patting perspiration fromhis brow, touching his
lips with a cool, wet cloth. The pain began to subside slowy and her face
came into gradual focus. Neville lay notionless, staring at her with
pain-filled eyes.

“So,” he finally said.

She didn't answer. She got up and sat on the edge of the bed. She patted
his brow again. Then she reached over his head and he heard her pouring
water into a gl ass.

The pain dug razors into himas she lifted his head a little so he could
drink. This is what they nmust have felt when the pikes went into them he
thought. This cutting, biting agony, the escape of life’'s blood.

Hi s head fell back on the pill ow

“Thank you,” he rmurnured.

She sat | ooking down, at him a strange m xture of synpathy and detachnent
on her face. Her reddish hair was drawn back into a tight cluster behind
her head and clipped there. She |ooked very clean-cut and sel f-possessed.

“You woul dn’t believe ne, would you?” she said.

Alittle cough puffed out his cheeks. H's nouth opened and he sucked in
sone of the danp norning air.

“I ... believed you,” he said.
“Then why didn’t you go?”

He tried, to speak but the words junbled together. Hi s throat noved and he
drew in another faltering breath.

“I ... couldn't,” he nmuttered. “I al nbst went several tines. Once | even
packed and ... started out. But | couldn’t, | couldn't ... go. | was too
used to the ... the

house. It was a habit, just . . . just like the habit of living. | got

used to it.”

Her eyes ran over his sweat-greased face and she pressed her lips, together
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as she patted his forehead again.
“It’s too late now,” she said then. “You know that, don’t you?”
Sonething clicked in his throat as he swal | owed.
“l know,” he said.
He tried to snmile but his lips only tw tched.

“Why did you fight then?” she said. “They had orders to bring you in
unharmed. If you hadn't fired at themthey wouldn’t have harnmed you.”

H s throat, contracted
“VWhat difference . . ." he gasped.
Hi s eyes closed and he gritted his teeth tightly to force back the pain.

When he opened them again she was still there. The expression on her face
had not changed.

Hs smle was weak and tortured.

“Your ... your society is ... certainly a fine one,” he gasped. “Wo are
those ... those gangsters who cane to get ne? The ... the council of
justice?”

Her | ook was di spassionate. She’'s changed, he thought suddenly.

“New societies are always primtive,” she answered. “You should know that.
In away we're |like a revolutionary group—+epossessi hg society by viol ence.
It’s inevitable. Violence is no stranger to you. You've killed. Many
times.”

“Only to ... to survive.”

“That’s exactly why we’'re killing,” she said calmy. “To survive. W can't
allow the dead to exist beside the living. Their brains are inpaired, they
exi st for only one purpose. They have to be destroyed. As one who' killed
the dead and the living, you know that.”

The deep breath he took made the pain wench at his in-

sides. Hs eyes were stark ‘with pain as he shuddered. It's got to end
soon, he thought. | can't stand nmuch nore of this. No, death did not
frighten him He didn't understand it, but he didn't fear it either

The swel ling pain sank down and the cl ouds passed fromhis eyes. He | ooked
up at her calm face.

“l hope so,” he said. “But ... but did you see their faces when they ..
they killed?” His throat moved convul sively. “Joy,” he nunbled. “Pure joy.”

Her smle was thin and wi thdrawn. She has changed, he thought, entirely.

“Did you ever see your face,” she asked, “when you killed?” She patted his

browwith the cloth. “I sawit-.--renenber? It was frightening. And you
weren't even killing then, you were just chasing ne.”
He closed his eyes. Wy am| listening to her? he thought. She’'s becone a

brai nl ess convert to this new vi ol ence.

“Maybe you did see joy on their faces,” she said. “It’s not surprising.
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They' re young. And they are killers—assigned killers, legal killers.
They' re respected for their killing, adnmired for it. What can you expect
fromthen? They' re only fallible nen. And nen can learn to enjoy Killing.
That’'s an old story, Neville. You know that.”

He | ooked up at her. Her snmile was the tight, forced smle of a woman who
was trying to forgo being a woman in favor of her dedication

“Robert Neville,” she said, “the last of the old race.”
Hi s face tightened.
“Last?’ he nuttered, feeling the heavy sinking of utter loneliness in him

“As far as we know,” she said casually. “You' re quite unique, you know.
When you’'re gone, there won't be any-. one else |ike you within our
particul ar society.”

He | ooked toward the w ndow.

“Those are ... people ... outside,” he said.

She nodded. “They're waiting.” “For ny death?

“For your execution,” she said.

He felt hinself tighten as he | ooked up at her.

“You'd better hurry,” he said, without fear, with a sudden defiance in his

hoar se voi ce

They | ooked at each other for a long nonent. Then sonething seened to give
in her. Her face grew bl ank

“I knewit,” she said softly. “lI knew you wouldn’t be afraid.”
I mpul si vely she put her hand over his.

“When | first heard that they were ordered to your house, | was going to go
there and warn ‘you. But then | knew that if you were still there, nothing
woul d nmake you go. Then | was going to try to help you escape after they
brought you in. But they told ne you'd been shot and | knew that escape was
i mpossi bl e too.”

Asmle flitted over her lips.

“I"'mglad you're not afraid,” she said. “You re very brave.” Her voice grew
soft. “Robert.”

They were silent and he felt her hand tighten on his.
“How is it you can ... cone in here?” he asked then
“I"'ma ranking officer in the new society,” she said.

H s hand stirred under hers.

“Don"t ... let it get . . .“ He coughed up blood. “Don’t let it get ... too
brutal. Too heartless.”

“What can | —= she started, then stopped. She sniled at him “I'Il try,” she
sai d.

He couldn’'t go on. The pain was getting worse. It twi sted and turned like a
clutching animal in his body.
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Ruth | eaned over him

“Robert,” she said, “listen to me. They nean to execute you. Even though
you' re wounded. They have to. The peopl e have been out there all night,
waiting. They're terrified of you, Robert, they hate you. And they want
your life.”

She reached up qui ckly and unbuttoned her bl ouse. Reachi ng under her
brassiere, she took out a tiny packet and pressed it into his right palm

“It’s all | can do, Robert,” she whispered, “to nake it easier. | warned
you, | told you to go.” Her voice broke a little. “You just can't fight so
many, Robert.”

“l know.” The words were gaggi ng sounds in his throat.

For a nmonent she stood over his bed, a | ook of natural conpassion on her
face. It was all a pose, he thought, her comng in and being so official

She was afraid to be herself. | can understand that.
Rut h bent over himand her cool |ips pressed on his.
“You'll be with her soon,” she nmurmured hastily.

Then she straightened up, her |ips pressed together tightly. She buttoned
the two top buttons of her blouse. A nonent |onger she | ooked down at him
Then her eyes glanced at his right hand.

“Take them soon,” she nurnured, and turned away quickly.

He heard her footsteps noving across the floor. Then the door was shutting
and he heard the sound of it being | ocked. He closed his eyes and felt warm
tears pushing out frombeneath the lids. Good-by, Ruth.

Good- by, everything.

Then, suddenly, he drew in a quick breath. Bracing hinmself, he pushed
hinmself up to a sitting position. He refused to let hinself collapse at the
burning pain that exploded in his chest. Teeth grating together, he stood
up on his feet. For a noment he alnost fell, but, catching his balance, he
stumbl ed across the floor on vibrating | egs he could hardly feel

He fell against the w ndow and | ooked out.

The street was filled with people. They mlled and stirred in the gray
light of norning, the sound of their talking like the buzzing of a mllion
i nsects.

He | ooked out over the people, his left hand gripping the bars with
bl oodl ess fingers, his eyes fever-lit.

Then someone saw hi m

For a nonent there was an increased babbling of voices, a few startled
cries.

Then sudden sil ence, as though a heavy bl anket had fallen over their heads.
They all stood |looking up at himwith their white faces. He stared back
And suddenly he thought, |I'’mthe abnormal one now. Normalcy was a najority
concept, the standard of many and not the standard of just one nan.

Abruptly that realization joined with what he saw on their faces—awe, fear,
shrinking horror—and he knew that they were afraid of him To them he was
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sonme terrible scourge they had never seen, a scourge even worse than the
di sease they had come to live with. He was an invisible specter who had
| eft for evidence of his existence the bloodl ess bodies of their |oved
ones. And he understood what they felt and did not hate them H s right
hand ti ghtened on the tiny envelope of pills. So long as the end did not
come with violence, so long as it did not have to be a butchery before
their eyes

Robert Neville | ooked out over the new people of the earth. He knew he did
not belong to them he knew that, |ike the vanpires, he was anathema and
bl ack terror to be destroyed. And, abruptly, the concept cane, anmusing to
hi m even in his pain.

A coughing chuckle filled his throat. He turned and | eaned agai nst the wall
while he swallowed the pills. Full circle, he thought while the fina

|l ethargy crept into his linbs. Full circle. A newterror born in death, a
new superstition entering the unassailable fortress of forever

I am | egend.
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