PROLOGUE

SABAT HAD smdled evil intheair for the past hour; acloying cold mustiness that was stronger than the
scent of the pinetrees and belied the balmy late spring aimosphere. The silence, too, was noticeable. The
absence of birdsong and the soughing of the mountain breeze seemed to have lgpsed into acam where
not even aleaf rustled. Asthough the world held its bresth and waited.

Thetdl maninthe dark, travel-stained and crumpled suit shrugged off the uneasinesshefdt witha
deliberate effort, paused on the long steep forest path to wipe the sweat from his high brow and aquiline
features. A dry tongue flicked the fringes of hisjet black moustache and his narrow, deep-sunken eyes
stared ahead into the shadows of a gathering dusk. But nothing moved. A threeinch scar down his|eft
cheek, aten-year-old disfigurement, was whiter than his own salow complexion.

Tdl and lithe, it was difficult to determine the age of thisforest traveller; he might have been asold as
fifty, on the other hand he could have been as young asthirty-five. Agilein every movement, yet those
narrowed eyes reflected amaturity, even ahint of fear. Because for Mark Sabat thiswasthe end of a
long trail, one that had stretched across three continents where death had lurked in town and forest alike,
but dways his quarry had euded him. Until now. Thistime there could be no escape for Quentin Sabet,
hiselder brother.

Mark Sabat had followed this sametrail earlier that morning, memorised every detail from aoft ashis
adiral body glided and hovered in the shape of akestrd, whilst his physical body dept ingde the hastily
chaked five pointed star within the sparsaly furnished hotel bedroom in the village far below. A hawk that
missed nothing, ignoring voles which would have been easy prey. Searching, mile after exhilarating mile
until the currents of mountain air brought it high above that clearing in the trees. And it saw the dil gpidated
woodcutter's shack and knew that it had found the last hiding place of the most evil man creation had
ever known, an entity reborn time and again in human form, Satan's ambassador spawned in hell to
wreak hisvengeance on Earth, truly the mythicd anti-Chrigt.

The kestrel had soared silently down to that open space amid the trees, dighted on adender fir bough,
and watched. At first the hut had appeared to be deserted; no sound or movement from within, not a
wisp of woodsmoke out of the rusted iron stove chimney protruding from the warped roof. Sabat blinked
inthe sunlight, considered changing hisform to that of a hornet and dighting on the cracked and dirty
pane of glassthat served as awindow. But there was no hurry; afew more minutes, possibly hours, were
nothing when compared with the years of relentless pursuiit.

A larch-fly honed in on apile of kindling by the door, landed briefly, then took off again as though this
was no place in which to linger. Somewhere doves were cooing contentedly but they were along way



away, almost out of earshot. It seemed that the birds and beasts of the forest avoided this place.

The sun rose high but there was no warmth initsrays. Sabat ruffled his brown feathers, fet the chill and
knew it was unnatura in spite of the height above sealevd. Tiny eyesthat missed nothing picked out the
three rectangles of newly-turned earth on the fringe of the surrounding trees. Graves\ In them would
doubtless He the remains of the man and woman and their young daughter who had ventured from the
village up into these mountains before last winter and had not returned. The coming of the snows had
hindered the search parties and the passing of time was a convenient excuse to forget. For nowadays,
none went up into the mountainsfor it was aterrible place to be lost after dark. So thelocals said, and
Mark Sabat knew that they spoke the truth.

A movement, o sudden that the bird almost obeyed its natura ingtincts and took to the wing in sudden
fright. It stiffened like some taxidermist's exhibit, saw theill-fitting door being scraped back; ahuman
form emerging.

An old man, so old that it was amost impossible to believe that he still lived, threadbare garments barely
hiding the wasted frame benegath. Hairless, the skin like ancient parchment, eyes receding into deep black
sockets, nogtril cavitiesthat bubbled thick mucusin time with the wheezing lungs. A dit of atoothless
mouth from which came grunts brought about by the sheer effort of each movement from thisrevolting
Methusdah.

Mark Sabat in his hawk form experienced afleeting pang of pity that his own brother, one concelved in
the same womb as himsdlf, should have rotted away to thisl But he dispelled the fedling, replacing it
immediately with one of hate. For Quentin Sabat was no more than ten years his senior, his physica sate
sdf-induced so that he might precipitate himsdf into his next life, the desire to spawn anew evil, and
throw the hunter off histrail. A desperate measure, indeed, or was there amore insdious motive for this
premature senility?

The old man picked up an axe with difficulty, swung it weakly at ablock of wood and urinated down a
skeletal leg with the effort. Thelog split, fell into two halves and he spat out aglob of pink-tinged spittle,
rested on the shaft of hisaxe, cursing profandy in amixture of German and French.

Then the kestrel was airborne, winging itsway swiftly and silently over the treetops, a headlong flight that
took it back to the dumbering human form within the pentagram gtirring it into wakefulness, anaked form
that stretched and yawned and knew that its search was over.

Now Mark Sabat was back, treading the track which he had committed to memory, knowing that this
time he must comein hisown form for his astral body was powerless to bring about the demise of the
devil's henchman. He did not hurry, dmost euphoric because the end wasin sight, fearful because he
might not be strong enough. Quentin would know he was coming but he would not flee thistime. He, too,
would relish the encounter now, the direct conflict of good and evil, opposing forces battling for greater
idedlsthan their own persond hatred of each other, something that had gone on since life began.

Fleeting memories came to plague Mark Sabet like a drowning man experiencing flashbacks of hislife.
An upper-class upbringing, hisfuture ensured by alegacy from wedthy parents, boyhood rebellion
againg this planned life and in amoment of weakness, a pleasurable teenage homosexua experience
which had driven him into priesthood in the hope of cleansing his tortured mind. Then the discovery of his
own powers, the redlisation that night when he had exorcised the polterge <, followed by the doubting of
his own faith brought about by the hypocrisy of church leaders. Precipitated into yet another phase; army
lifethat had found himinthe SAS. . . and the sheer pleasure derived from killing an enemy \ Legitimate
murder, not once but many times. A new Sabat, so ruthless and yet still in possession of those



inexplicable powers, powersthat had saved hislife on many occasions until adishonourable discharge
had tumbled him back into civilian life. Embittered, dl that mattered now was the destruction of Quentin,
because no one such as he had any right to exist amid Mankind.

The clearing, swamped by shadow so that Mark Sabat could only just make out the silhouette of the hut
and the towering pines. Cold and getting colder al the time. He checked his means of protection. The
herbs, the garlic, the silver crucifix and the tiny prayer book which was amost a blagphemy in the pocket
of onewho delighted in killing. And the revolver, a.38 which he carried a al times, usdlessin asituation
such asthis but acomfort in hogtile places where earthly bodies might thresten him. Sincethose SAS
daysagun had become apart of his persondity, ameans of instant death combined with hisunerring
marksmanghip.

Then he saw Quentin on the far Sde of the clearing, a human shape gradualy emerging ashiseyes

became accustomed to the darkness, crouched by the graves. Eyesthat fixed him, seemed to glow
brightly with their intengity of hate, a cornered wounded beast of the chase waiting to spring on the
hunter.

'S0 you have come.' The voice was not old and cracked, but smooth and cultured, mockingly defiant.
'Y ou are stubborn, Mark. So foolish, because we could each have gone our own separate ways and
now it istoo late’

'No," the newcomer stepped forward, gripped thetiny crucifix in the pocket of his jacket and wondered
if it would be powerful enough. 'Thereis not room enough for the two of usin thisworld, Quentin ...

Hisvoicetailed off and he stared in disbelief; saw the graves, the soil thrown up in aheap, their contents
dragged from the open cavities. Oh, Jesus God! Culte des mortes, asit was known in Creole, the native
tongue of Haiti - the cult of thedead . . . necromancy! He found himself stepping back in sheer revulsion.
Another tortured flash of memory, avisit some years ago to Port au Prince where he had experienced at
first hand some of the voodoo rites, houngans digging up corpsesin the graveyard at night for a number
of revolting ceremonies; the dead waked and having seen it with hisown eyes Mark Sabat did not
disputeit. And Quentin had been there, too, learning his trade, pandering to these witch doctorswho
held the secret of theliving dead.

Mark could see clearly now that his eyes had accustomed themselves to the dark. Three corpses;
pessants, a man and awoman in middle-age, the hessian sacking in which they had been buried having
rotted away to reved their emaciated nakedness, putrid green flesh hanging in strips, the whiteness of the
bones beneath dmost luminous. And their faces had expressions on them even though they were virtualy
skeletal. Masks of terror fixed on he who had disturbed their find peace, arms entwined in ahorrific
embrace. And the child between them, that wasthe worst of dl; ayoung girl, hairless as ababe, her flesh
somehow having defied the damp cold earth and the nibbling worms and remained almost intact. Indeed,
shemight still have been dive ... amovement, she lurched against the woman as though seeking parenta
protection alimp hand swinging. Oh Jesus God, Sabat thought, she's still got her eyes! Orbswide with
terror seeing him, pleading with him to save them al from this monster of darkness.

"You'll join them.' Quentin held the axe easily now, no longer struggling to lift it. "Y ou'll soon be one of the
walking dead, Mark. Or perhaps my Master will find other uses for your dismembered body while your
soul. ..’

'Stop Mark Sabat advanced into the clearing, the crucifix now clear of his pocket and held out at arms
length. 'Enough of these vile practices, Quentin. These people must have eternal peace. . . and you as
wdl!'



But Quentin stood his ground. He should have cowered before the power of the cross and the pungent
amell of herbswhich emanated from the intruder. Instead he gave a hollow faugh and that was when the
younger Sabat knew . . . knew that his own loss of faith had failed himin his grestest hour of need; that
he was but amere morta facing up to adevil incarnate. And Quentin was fully aware of this, too! No
longer wasthe evil brother ahdplessfigure; age and decay il ravaged him hideoudy but his muscles
powered him with the speed and strength of onein the prime of life. The cold air hissed as the axe went
back and up, awhistling arc of instant degth, its blade honed to razor sharpness. A cry left those
toothlesslipsthat was more animal than human, reverberating in the il atmosphere, the mountains al
around starting to take up the echoes.

Sabat fought against shock and horror which were threatening to petrify him into an easy target. A
Sideways leap just as the blade came down, hearing it strike the rocky ground amid a shower of sparks.
Whirling, flinging the crucifix with desperation, seeing it hit hisadversary full in the chest. But Quentin only
swivelled round, a horrific sneer on his aged features. The crossis powerless without you, Mark. Not
even asymbol, just alump of meaninglessmeta.'

Panicking now, a Chrigtian in aroman lion pit, knowing that hisagility can only postponetheinevitable
mauling.

Mentd torture added to bursting lungs and weakening muscles. Mark Sabat hurled garlic bulbs and saw
them bounce off his brother and roll away. Quentin followed him, the axe poised effortlesdy, awaiting the
death blow. It was crazy that such a decrepit body could move so swiftly, the brain within the shrunken
bald skull tuned perfectly to outwit its retresting foe.

Suddenly Mark Sabat was airborne and falling, awave of vertigo sweeping through him, asensation akin
to having stepped off ablock of high-riseflatsinto a black nothingness. Then ajerk checked him. He
was lying on his back staring up at an oblong that was lighter than the darkness dl around; twinkling
pinpoints which he recognised as stars. It took him some seconds to realise what had happened and then
it dl cameto him; the musty damp smell of soil which showered down on him from the narrow, sharp
sdes of the grave into which he had fallen, sharp divers of rock gouging his back.

A familiar dlhouette above him obliterated the starlight. Quentin. Old or young, it was the Quentin he had
hunted from Haiti to Bavaria, axe poised for thefind blow, savouring this moment of fratricide. And it
was at that instant, even as he was preparing himsdlf for death, that Mark's fingers closed over the cold
metal of the .38 in hisjacket pocket. His movements were ingtinctive, an act of hopelessness tinged with
defiance, a condemned man spitting in the face of his executioner. A salvo of shots, so rapid that they
sounded likeasingle pedl of cannonfire coming up out of the ground, stabbing flame that burned its way
through the materia of the pocket in which the gun wasfired, and gave off a stench that was a mixture of
snged cloth and cordite. And bullets thudding into a human body with anoise like catapult dugs striking
wet cardboard.

Quentin was thrown back up to hisfull height even as he started to bring the axe down, the hail of dugs
ploughing up his body, churning afurrow that began in his groin and ended with a savage gash acrosshis
throat, as though aferocious wild beast had savaged him. His scream of anger was drowned by the
blood gushing from the severed jugular vein, the agony arching his back so that his bowed spine
threatened to snap. One suspended second when he tottered on the narrow brink that dividesthe chasms
of life and degth, his own desth-wish suddenly expedited yet indtinctively clinging to thelife he had
known, reluctant to relinquish it. Tottering, swaying.

Mark'sfinger checked in the trigger. He heard the axe thud harmlesdy on the ground, saw Quentin



coming a him, airborne, aramsflailing like some ungainly prehistoric bird attempting to take flight, spouting
warm, thick blood.

Mark Sabat felt the rush of air, covered his head with his arms and braced himsdlf. A sickening impact,
smothered by the still kicking body of his brother, fedling and tasting warm blood on hisface.

And the younger Sabat was fighting for hislife again. Somehow he managed to push the other off him,
struggled up so that they were wedged side-by-side in the deep, narrow grave. Only then did he open his
eyes, and even the darknessfailed to hide the awfulness of it dl. Quentin'sface was only inches from his
own, a grotesque countenance that showered him with bloodied curses, feeble fingers clutching a him,
broken filthy nails scraping hisflesh. Mark heard the words clearly dthough it must have been impossible
for the other to speak. ' Youfool! Idleand yet | shall live again. It isyou who will moulder inthisgrave,
Mark!

Somehow Mark Sabat managed to extricate himsdf from those death clutches, vomiting as he did so and
trying not to bresthe in the foul stench of putrefaction and desth. Dimly he was aware that he till held the
revolver and thistime there was adeliberation in the way he brought the barrel to bear on his brother's
forehead, dmost aregret in the way he gpplied pressure to the hair trigger like agrieving jockey about to
despatch his favourite but wounded mount. The report was desfening in the confined space, the stab of
flamelighting up the scene vividly and implanting it indelibly on Sabat's brain.

In that terrible lingering second he saw the other man's skull split like acracked egg, grey yolk showering
up the earthy walls and stringing back in tentacles which adhered to his clothing. One last curse from that
cavity of amouth before it was swamped by atida wave of crimson fluid.

Sabat pulled the trigger again but the hammer fell on an empty shell. He scrambled up, felt hisfeet

squel ching on the soft body beneath him, somehow secured a grip on the top of the grave and pulled
himsdlf up amid an avdanche of soil and stones. Then helay there on the ground, gulping in greet lungfuls
of freezing ar and trying not to look at the three puppet-like corpses who sat closely by asthough
watching him, their expressions seeming to have changed to one of pleading; amute request to be
returned to their graves.

And Sabat knew that he would have to re-bury them.

Dawn wasturning the eastern sky a pale grey by thetime he had finished. Every muscle and nervein his
lean body raged its protest as he finally flung down the broken spade which he had found behind the hut
and stared at the three fresh mounds of earth. The man and woman now occupied asingle grave, the
child asmaller one, and in the degp one lay Quentin. Six feet of earth and rock covered the most evil man
the world had ever known. Y et Sabat was uneasy, now glancing about him. It seemed colder than ever in
gite of hisexertions. Almost as though night was coming back to cast its mantle over this bloodied
clearing and hide the shame of aonce noble family.

Heturned away, tried to hurry, then pulled up, cringing, not daring to look back. A voice, awhisper on
the early morning breeze, yet so familiar.

'ldleand yet | shdl liveagain, ft isyou who will moulder inthisgrave, Mark’
Sabat's lips moved in a hoarse answering croak.

'‘No! You're dead. | killed you.'



A laugh answered him, ashrill peal that might have been the wind freshening and rudiing through the
leaves, howling down from the mountain passes above. But there was no wind.

*Running, hislimbs now responding to the desperation that whipped him. Stumbling. Falling and picking
himsdlf up, clothing torn, grazed hands beginning to bleed. On down that narrow track, daylight coming
quickly now. And behind him the laughter becoming fainter and fainter.

The hotdl 1obby was deserted as he entered, pulling himsalf up the narrow flight of stairs, exhaustion
threatening to closein on him at any second. Somehow he made it to his room, dammed the door
gratefully behind him and leaned againgt it. He saw the rolled up carpet, the pentagram chalked on the
bare boards. Everything as he had left it... Oh, merciful God, no!

Theslver chdicelay on its Sde, dented as though some heavy object had knocked it over and crushed
it. A shaft of early morning sunlight streaming in through the small |atticed window glinted on the buckled
shiny metal, reflecting adazzling print that had tarnished where it had struck - acloven hoof mark \

Sabat's horrified gaze followed the damp trail 1eft by the spilled water, a meandering dried-up
watercourse on a parched landscape that crossed the chalk marks, broke the continuous lines that had
formed a complete star. The ultimate bastion had been breached!

' shdl liveon!'

Whirling, recognising Quentin's voice, for one awful moment expecting to see his brother therein the
room; maybe as the aged woodcutter, more likely in another form. But there was no body. Just the
voice.

It was then that the full, avful redisation hit Mark Sabat. He heard the maniacal laughter again and this
time knew from whenceit came ... from within himsalf!

He rushed to the cracked and dusty wall mirror, stared at his reflection. No outward change except
exhaustion stamped on his aquiline features, dirt-grimed, clothing dishevelled.

'Y ou fiend!" he hissed. Y ou foul monster, Quentin. | have killed you, sought to destroy you for the good
of Mankind. But instead your soul has possessed me. But not completely. D'you hear me, Quentin, not
completdly. For | ill have my own soul. A man with two souls, like Petraux, the French sorcerer.’

'And what happened to Petraux? A mocking question asked within his own mind, taunting.

'Hedied. . . and rose again in another life,' Sabat muttered as he recalled the legend, the story of how
PetraLix had fought a battle within himsalf and in the end took his own life so that when he was born again
the evil which had triumphed over him lived on. '‘But it shall not happen to me, Quentin. You and | have
fought and hated for too long, in bygonelives, and dill | live. | must take you with mewhere-ever | go,
but it will not be easy for you because | shdl fight you al the way. The black powers may have an enemy
within my camp now, but | aso have onewithin theirs. And maybe oneday | shall destroy you totaly.'

Thistime there was no answering jibe, just asilence that was disturbed by the rattle of crockery
somewhere down below asthe hotel kitchen prepared for the start of another day.

Shoulders dumped, eyes dready beginning to close with fatigue, Sabat lurched towards the bed which
stood in the centre of the pentagram. His dragging feet caught the chalice, and sent it rolling until it struck
the skirting board with ametdllic clang. Fully dressed he flung himsdlf on to the bed, felt deep swamping



him like an incoming tide, the relentless rollers sweeping him adong.

And he dreamed; adream in which hisastral body went forth with Quentin a his side. Not the Quentin
he had fought in that clearing, arevolting specimen of senility, but ayoung and handsome man who bore
hisown looks. A desert landscape in which nothing grew except sparse cacti and even they were wilting
intheterrible heat. Water that loomed up ahead and then vanished asthey approached ,it. But Quentin
seemed unperturbed striding aong as though he felt no discomfort, Mark struggling along beside him and
trying to hide the agony of hisroasting flesh.

And in the hottest part of the day (did the temperature ever vary and was there such athing as nightfall?)
they came upon the battleground, multilated bloody bodieslying in the sand, huge black vultures
devouring the human carrion, seemingly undisturbed by theintruson of living men.

Mark Sabat stared and felt the horror eating his stomach like a quick-growing cancer. Two raceswere
intermingled with the carnage, light-skinned,-fair-haired warriors lying prone with the heavier-built,
dark-skinned ones, the latter's faces brooding scowls even in death. No victors, no losers, just a
stalemate deathlock in the eternd battle of Good versus Evil, Light versus Dark.

And only two remained divein thisdesart hell; himsalf and Quentin. Thelast ambassadors. The armies
were destroyed and now the outcome depended upon this final dud to the death between the two of
them.

Sabat awoke, his clothes clinging damply to his skin, hisface wet with sweat. Waning sunlight flooded the
room and he was aware that it was | ate afternoon. Within minutes he was shivering as the perspiration
began to cool on his body, his thoughts going back to that terrible parched desertland of death. He
amiled faintly to himsdlf; that had been thefirst test, hisastra donewith Quentin'sin that burning hell, but
he had been strong enough to return to his own physical body even though his brother had come back
with him. Neither could destroy the other in the final battle so both must share the same body.

But theredl battle was only just beginning.

CHAPTER ONE

THE CEMETERY had long been untended. A quarter of a century ago it had been the pride of the small
village. Neat rows of white, marbled tombstones, bedecked regularly with fresh flowers according to the
season, the grass trimmed so that it resembled strips of lush green lawn. Now the worst side of nature
had taken over. Brambleswhich had hitherto been kept in check relishing the freedom to stretch their
thorny tentacles, moss and dandelions obtaining a stranglehold on the grass and Htifling it so that it grew
long and brown and went to seed. The eements whipped the gravestones mercilesdy, obliterating the
lettering so that names and dates were indecipherable, and the dead passed into oblivion.



The small church, too, slanding amid the tall scots pines had falen into a ate of disrepair. Sates had
blown from the roof, smashed on the weed-covered path from the lichgate and had not been replaced,
guttering rusted and overflowed during heavy rainfal because starlings regularly nested and roosted there,
the big double doors fast conceding to the depredations of woodworm.

One weekly service on Sunday morningswas alast reminder that religion gill clung to this decaying
edifice, conducted by an ageing curate who was long past retirement. And when histime came, it was
rumoured in the village, the Church Commissioners would concede defeat and alow yet another of their
remote outposts to fal. Because nobody wanted the church; that much was gpparent by the dwindling
congregation which had now fallen below haf-a-dozen, while the ranks of the godless were swelling.

The bishop, writing in his diocesan magazine, had referred to the possible closure of this once beautiful
church. A word had been sprayed on the entrance doors with aerosol paint (he conveniently abstained
from quoting the word or even mentioning that it had four letters), and a couple of graves had been
'interfered with'. That worthy man chose to remongtrate liberdly in print with anonymous vanda s although
he blamed the villagersfor this gpparent lack of pride in their church. He did not mention what had
become of the proceeds of along-established Church Restoration Fund, much of which had been on
deposit account at the bank for many years. Nor wasit clear whether the Diocese had totally financed a
hideoudy modern place of worship which wasin the last stages of congtruction in one of the city suburbs.
Bishop Wentnor wasn't one to go into scrupulous detail where church finances were concerned.

Only on moonlit nights was any of the former eegance of St Adrian's Church restored. The ethered
dlvery glow accentuated the architecture while obscuring the missing dates and crumbling stonework in
shadow. Even the churchyard took on some degree of respectability. And it was during these periods of
afull moon that worshippers came in numbers. But not as Bishop Wentnor would have wished.

It was well after midnight before the full group was assembled in the old cemetery. They had arrived
mostly intwos or sngly, cregping stedlthily through the straggling hedgerow which bordered awood at
the rear, talking only in whispers, then faling into ahumble respectful slence when thetal manin flowing
black robes, hisface concedled by the dark shadows of acowl, had arrived. Now they stood about
awkwardly, teenagerswho still remembered school discipline, shuffling plimsolled feet and discreetly
extinguishing cigarettes which they had shielded in cupped hands.

The tall man addressed them in commanding tones, along arm extended to single out agrave only yards
away. Thisone had no headstone, just awooden marker. A recent burid, the flowers barely starting to
wilt. The auraof sadnesswhich it had engendered by day had turned to a sinister atmosphere by night.

Two youths produced a spade and a pickaxe which they had brought with them. They received an
approving nod from the man whose authority none disputed. There was no need for ingtructions and
without further delay they beganto dig.

The spadework was easy, fresh soil made soft by the recent grave digging o that the pick was not
needed. The watchers moved in closer, eager asthe mound of soft damp earth grew, spilling back in
small showersuntil finaly they heard stones thudding on the exposed coffin lid down below. Necks
craned forward; two well-built youths in soiled denims stepped out of the group. Now the pick was
needed, a cracking and splintering of seasoned wood. Two. standing in the open grave, others knedling
to assst in acumbersome task, dragging the enshrouded corpse up fromiitslast resting place. Thetall
man stood back with folded arms.

The full moon wasadmogt at its zenith, its soft light showing up every detail astrembling handstore at the



shroud revealing dead white flesh.

Gasps, some of horror from those who had not experienced necromancy before. The corpse was naked
now and there was no mistaking the beauty of the young girl. She could not have been more than
elghteen, the mortician's make-up accentuating the darkness of her long hair, lipsthat were full and red
even in death, breasts sagging but perfectly proportioned, the dark 'V of lower hair tantalising the
watchers so that some became aroused.

'A young, dead virgin isthe most powerful instrument of al." The cowled man'slong, dender fingerswere
gtroking the cold flesh dmost lovingly, dwelling for a second or two on the wide surgeon's scar which
disfigured theflat abdomen even in the moonlight.

"Ow d'yer know 'er'savirgin? There was open insolence in the tone of the one who till held the
pickaxe.

'Hold your tongue!" The cowl had fallen back exposing abroad, crud face, eyestoo close together, the
mouth athin dit, nogtrils dilated with fury. ‘'How dare you question my judgement. Sylviahad astomach
cancer a the age of thirteen. For five years she fought a battle againgt it, mostly in hospita. She had no
boyfriends. Doesthat answer your question, Julian?

The other nodded.

‘But tonight," the coven leader's voi ce became high-pitched, rose amost to a crescendo, 'that virginity
will belogt!

‘Jesus!’ atall rangy youth backed away. "Y ou're not going to ..."

‘Do not argue with me. Our Master has need of Sylviaand for thishewill reward usrichly. Lift her onto
that tomb over there. Hurry, for we have work to do and the night is not without its dangers.’

Trembling hands lifted the dead girl and laid her face upwards on theflat, table-like tomb of awedthy
village family. She sagged, aleg fell and swung in grim lewdness causing severd of the younger coven
membersto jump back in darm.

‘Now, Shella, get undressed. Everybody get undressed for the Master abhorsinhibitions!’

Clotheswere shed, the tall man beginning alow incantation as he followed suit, revealing amiddle-aged
body that was dready aroused. A dim, fair-haired girl was trembling violently, biting her lower lip as
though trying to stem aflood of tears, folded arms shielding breasts which had yet to reach maturity.
Sheld never thought that they would go thisfar. Horace (maybe it wasn't even hisreal name) was some
kind of sadist. Up until now it had al been akind of sexy game and she hadn't minded the other guys
having her. Horace had said that tonight was to be her ‘initiation’ and she'd thought that was just an
excuse for another orgy. But digging up adead girl who'd spent most of her life fighting againgt an
incurable disease. . . ugh, it was horrible! Sheld have no part in this.

'l... I want to go home," her plea sounded pathetic and she knew she ought to have voiced her
disapprova before sheld stripped off. They had dug up agrave on thelast full moon but that had been a
decrepit skeleton, abit creepy but the guy had been dead for haf a century and it wasn't doing him any
harm. Anyway, they'd reburied him afterwards.

Horace paused, hisintonation dying away. When he spoke again hisvoice was angry, histhin lips



scarcely seeming to move. ‘It'stoo late now I'm afraid, my dear. Y ou've gone too far to back out. Now,
go and lieaongside the lovely Sylviaand remember . . . it'sthe Master you're giving yoursdlf to. Fed
privileged, honoured, to share the sacrificid dtar withavirgin\'

SheilaDowson fdlt her sensesredling, thought for amoment that she was going to faint. Her ingtinct was
to turn and run; maybe if she hadn't been naked she would have done just that. But somehow the thought
of running nude through the village back to her home was an equdly frightening thought.

'Y ou can't make me do anything | don't want to do!" She had meant to sound firm and defiant but her
voice trembled and suddenly the pent-up tears of terror camein aflood. Then she began to scream.

'Dear me, the girl's becoming hysterical." Horace's tone was menacing, pitiless. 'John, Michadl, carry her
to thedtar. And | think well aso haveto bind her and gag her!”

Sheilas struggles were futile in the grip of the two young men who hastened to obey their leader's orders.
Shewas saized, gagged with her own underwear, her wrists bound fast with apair of tights. Wide-eyed
she edged asfar as she could from the cold, stiff girl who lay beside her, those dead eyes having been
prised open o that Sylvia stared sightlesdy up at the moon directly above.

‘Now we can begin.' Horace held hisarms aoft, noting with no small degree of satisfaction theway in
which hisfollowers flung themselves progtrate. His naked body glowed with afiery warmth in spite of the
fact that the temperature seemed to have dropped considerably during the last few minutes. The moon
was darkening, afleeting bank of cloud possibly. His gaze rested on the beautiful corpse, now apae
slhouette, her detail s obscured and flicked on to Sheillawho had ceased to struggle. His arousement was
amog painful but he knew he must wait until the Master had claimed this sensua human offering before
he took his own pleasure.

Dark now, so dark that it was impossible even to make out the outlines of those around him. Still
muttering, incoherently because at times like these everybody was afraid. Closing his eyes because he did
not want to see, feeling the atmosphere cold and dive with a sensation akin to that of an eectric storm.
Hearing the fearful babblings of hisfollowers. Sheila struggling with her bonds, shuddering and gasping as
though she was orgasming...

Then the smél, aputrid stench that had the bile rising up into Horace's throat; an odour that was familiar
and al the more frightening because he recognised it.

Like the stench of afoul stable that had not been cleaned out for centuries, rancid with urine, excretaand
animal sweset. Horace clasped hishandsto hisearsin an attempt to shut out the pounding of hooves and
the terrified human screams.

Sabat had not liked Bishop Wentnor even in the days of his own priesthood when the bishop had been a
mere canon. Overweight, florid-faced (there were rumours that he drank heavily), all combining to givea
supercilious attitude, aman who did not tolerate any disagreement with hisown opinions. A rebe in his
own way, Wentnor had gambled on some unconventiona poalitical views, hoping that if the right party
won the next election he would receive the favours due to him for hisloyaty. The gamble had paid off
and he had become a bishop. In his own way he was as ruthless as Sabat was.

And Wentnor made no secret of hisdidike for Sabat. One who has shown didoyaty to the Church
should have been defrocked. Unfortunately it was a case of once apriest always a priest. The Dean and
Chapter remembered Sabat's powers of exorcism and had advocated calling him in once the police had
hinted that there was more to the desecration’ of these gravesin St Adrian's churchyard and the



exhumation of corpsesthan just plain vanddism. Wentnor had refused adamantly but within aweek he
had received adirective from the Archbishop that Sabat was to be contacted. Wentnor fumed secretly
but he had no choice.

Nevertheess, on principle, the bishop kept Sabat waiting dmost an hour at the palace. Damn theféller,
held got to be put in his place; held turned his back on God and such an act did not command the respect
of thosein holy office.

'Ah, Sabat," Wentnor smiled facidly as he seated himself behind his huge ornate desk in his plush study.
No gpologies, make the young upstart feel uncomfortable. 'l don't need to go into alot of details on this
business, do I?Y ou've read the papers, doubtless.’

'I'd rather you did." Sabat's dark eyes never flinched, gave nothing away. The press have a habit of
exaggerating these things. I'd rather have the facts first hand. From you, Bishop.'

Bishop Wentnor felt his pulses starting to race. Sabat showed not the dightest trace of subservience. Nor
respect.

'Very well then, Sabat.' Curt now, glancing at the dark-haired man Stting opposite him but finding himsaif
dropping his gaze and staring up at the carved ceiling above, fingertips pressed together, a posture he

adopted in the cathedrd. It gave one abearing of holiness, he thought, at least in the eyes of the average
conventional congregation. ‘At first it was the usual vandalism. A word sprayed on the church doors.. . '

'What word?
'l... redly, Sabat, that is of no consequence. Suffice to say that it was an obscene one!’

‘The word, Bishop. | must collate every minute detail, every fact known however irrdlevant it may appear
if I am to conduct a proper investigation prior to an exorcism.'

Wentnor's complexion reddened a degper hue. He stole a glance a Sabat, but found himself looking
quickly away again. Damn him, he just wants to make me say that. 'All right then, Sabat. ItwasF U C
K." Spell it out, it sounds better that way.

Sabat nodded but gave no hint of the inner satisfaction he felt. "'Then the graves started being opened?

That'sright. One or two of the older ones were interfered with but fortunately there weren't any living
relaionsto kick up afuss. Until they dug up thisyoung girl, SylviaAdams. A tragic life cut off beforeit
began, sweet innocence itsdlf. . . and then to have that happen.’

'What did they do to her?

'Indescribable and | absolutely refuse to go into details. The worst case of necromancy that it has been
my lot to comeinto contact with. Her folks, understandably, are kicking up aterrible fuss. Thesevile
people must have brought along an animal of some kind and mated it with the corpse. The police are
under theimpression that it was a goat but the only trace of its cloven hooves are on the dead girl herself
\ Not asingle print on the ground around the tomb."’

Sabat pursed hislips, ran histongue dong the fringe of his moustache. ‘Celestina of Haiti wasformally
married to agoat for the purposes of voodoo. VVoodoo is still asrife on theidand now asit wasthen,
Bishop. And it has spread across the world ... to places like England!”



'Surely you're not suggesting . . .
‘It istoo early to suggest anything yet. | am merely stating afew facts. But please go on.’

"The police drew ablank. Certainly some of the villagers know something about what's been going on but
door to door enquiries have come up with absolutely nothing. Then, within amonth of this disgusting
exhumation yet another grave was dug up. *

'Whose thistime?

'Not arecent burial, I'm glad to say. In fact, the grave wasjust over ahundred years old. A man by the
name of William Gardiner.'

'‘And what did they do to the skeleton?
'I've no idea. It has never been found since!'
‘Christ divel' Sabat sat bolt upright.

Bishop Wentnor glared, made asif to reprimand hisvistor for blagphemy but changed his mind; he
wanted to get this meeting over and berid of Sabat. The police believe they may have dumped it
somewhere, probably it will never be found. Terrible asthe desecration of these gravesis, it isn't like
murder, iSit?

'In many casesit isfar worse than murder.' 'In the case of the Adams girl I'll agree but... That was
possibly only ataste of thingsto come, Bishop. Necromancy can take many forms. Possibly the Adams
girl'sbody was merdly used for vile participation in an obscene act. At least that wasthe origina
intention. Those cloven prints on her body could have been implanted there by the members of this
particular cult. On the other hand . . . ' he paused, possibly debating whether or not to expound his
theory further. 'On the other hand, Bishop, they could just have succeeded in caling up the ultimatein
evil. It has been done, you know. A classic case was when the infamous Aleister Crowley raised up Pan
in Paris. He did just that and as aresult Crowley spent several monthsin amenta indtitution, virtudly a
gibbering idiot. His companion in the experiment was struck dead. It isaknown fact that such powerful
evil summoned from beyond never returns empty handed. So it would be feasible to assume that although
SylviaAdams corpse was used for the purpose of powerful black magic, whatever was called up took
another life. Thus, what became of the body? Are there any missing persons reported in the locdity?

‘Not that | know of but you can check with the police on that.' Bishop Wentnor's ruddy complexion was
now consderably paer and he drummed his fingers on the desk top nervoudly,

'My first task will beto try and locate the missing skeleton.' Sabat's eyes narrowed. Then we need to
know just who these devil-worshippers are. They may not belocals; often acoven will travel many miles
if they find aplace suitable for their activities, and from what you tell me St Adrian's church and its
grounds have dl theright ingredients. However, | must ook further afield if necessary, but to begin with
I'll need accommodation in thisvillage. Incognito. Full expensesand I'll let you have ascde of my
charges.’

Bishop Wentnor blanched even further, conjured up amental picture of arecent balance sheet of
diocesan accounts. 'l ... well, yes, of course. But | was under theimpression that exorcistsdid not.. .'



'Charge for their services?

'Yes. A sort of tradition, like bone-setters. A gift from God not to be exploited in monetary terms. Like
water-diviners. . .

'Perhaps you would like to use one of your own exorcists then, Bishop.' Sabat rose to his feet, buttoning
his dark serge jacket.

'No, no," Wentnor held up ahand. He would have liked nothing better than to have dispensed with the
sarvices of thisman but the Archbishop would not have accepted his explanation lightly. 'Of course you'll
be paidinfull. Just submit your hills

"Thank you.' Sabat smiled, akind of leer that acaged lion might have given its keeper at feeding time. 'l
shdll prepare to depart for my destination tomorrow.’

"The police are still conducting their investigationsin the locdity. Y ou may care to make yoursalf known
to Detective Ingpector Plowden who isleading the enquiry.’

'I may,' Sabat paused in the doorway, and added, 'on the other hand | may not.’

Sabat returned to London and darkness had aready fallen by the time he reached his exclusive West
Hampstead home. Unlocking the front door he stepped inside, paused to savour that aromawhich never
ceased to afford him agreat deal of persona satisfaction; the smel of French polish and that amost
undefinable odour which comes from antiques and antiquarian books, the flavour of accumulated wedlth.
He amiled faintly to himsdlf; life had been good to him in many ways. That terrorist armaments cache he
had discovered during his SAS days. That, he decided, had been the turning point in hislife, the bridge
that divided a mediocre income from wedth. He could have reported it, possibly received a
commendation and within amonth everybody would have forgotten about it because there were bomb
factories all over the country. Sabat had made a bargain with the anarchists - ahard one. In the weeks
that followed his conscience had troubled him and held tried to console himsdlf with the thought that he'd
deprived the enemy of an awful lot of cash; they gtill had their high-powered rifles, machine guns and
grenades but it had cost them dearly and would set them back alot in monetary terms. But he got over it,
told himsdlf it didn't matter either way because the world was ajungle, every man for himsalf. After that
he/d made one or two more bargains, blackmail if one redly andysed it. HEd hit the enemy in hisown
way, reduced their capital resources. The sort of thing Quentin would have done. . . and Mark Sabat
would gill be doing if it wasn't for that stupid bitch of acolone's wife who had made her own bargain
with her legswide gpart and as aresult Sabat had found himsalf out of the SAS with agood kick up the
arseto hep him on hisway. Jesus, he hated that bitch but he couldn't stop himself getting an erection
every time he thought about her.

Suddenly he was aware of how cold it wasinsde the house. He shivered, had to forcibly remind himsdlf
that it was ill late summer, that held been swesting on the tube across London. A sudden stab of fear
hed him reaching for the light switch, finding it, flicking it. Nothing! Nothing except cold, cloying
darkness.

And then the voice, familiar tones. 'Do not interferein what does not concern you.'

'Damn you, Quentin!'

A laugh. Sabat staggered back against atable, his head suddenly fegling asthough it was about to burgt,
afast escalating headache of migraine proportions as though he'd been struck aphysica blow. Oh Chrigt,



he'd been caught off hisguard, lulled himself into thinking that Quentin had jusf disappeared, rlaxed his
congtant fight againgt hisinner salf and his plit soul. And his own adversary had chosen this moment,
attacked with full force, aboxer being pummelled against the ropes.

"There's an easy way out for you, Mark. Take your own life, like Petraux did. So easy.'

Sabat gasped, found himsdlf even considering the proposition. Let Quentin have hisway and be damned
toit dl. But another thought jerked him back into the fight. To commit suicide would be to precipitate
himsdlf into the black beyond, awilling daveto therulers of darkness. He had to fight, every inch of the
way, throw off Quentin in this continua struggle to remain master of his own body and soul.

‘No!" heydled doud, amost felt the echo of his defiance rebounding back at him off thewalls. 'I'll fight
agang you, dl theway!"

It seemed as though strong hands had encircled histhroat in astedy stranglehold grip determined to
crush thelife out of him. He couldn't bregthe, felt his eyes beginning to bulge like air-bubbles about to
burst; apounding of heart and pulses, voodoo drums beating out arapid tattoo of desth. Senses
swimming, clawing the air wildly, knocking over asmall table as hefdl to the ground, writhing likea
serpent in its death throes.

The attack had come hard and fast, but not from Quentin donefor it wasimpossble for him to have
summoned up such terrible psychic and physica force. The evil within Mark Sabat's own body had
caled for help from beyond in this attempt to take over one who sought to defy the forceswhich
controlled St Adrian's churchyard and the coven there.

Suddenly Sabat alowed hisbody to relax. A physica struggle would not save him. He had to use
something much more potent and even now his muzzy brain was clouding over just when he needed it
most. Oh, God, he'd have to test his old powersin alast desperate throw, if only he could remember.
Words littered his desperate attempts at recollection like a scattered jig-saw. He had to fit them together
fadt!

'God ... the Son of God . .. who by death . .. destroyed death . . . and overcame himwho . . . had the
power of death . . . ' fading fast, nearly unconscious; one last supreme effort. ‘Beat down Satan quickly.’

Just when it seemed that Mark Sabat was dipping down into ared-tinged black abyss he found himsalf
floating back up, gasping for air and managing to draw great lungfulsin because the crushing grip on his
windpipe had relaxed. His head till ached but not so violently as before and he found that he could move
hislimbs

For sometime helay there on the hall floor, the darkness welcoming and no longer cold. Tota relaxation,
caling upon his knowledge of yogato calm mind and body, knowing from experience that the attack
would not be renewed ... yet! For the moment he had won, just another round in an eternd battle, but
nevertheless he had overcome his attackers. Quentin certainly had instigated this because only Quentin
would know of hisintention to fight the supreme evil behind the necromancy a St Adrian's. Whatever his
brother had called upon it was some low entity, apowerful yet ignorant poltergeist, a crude beast from
the dark jungles beyond the ken of Mankind.

But, most important of al, Mark Sabat was till in possession of his most powerful wegpon, the ability to
exorcise an evil spirit. That was some consolation, even though the enemy had been alow entity.
Neverthdess, the red test would come when he went down to that remote village in the heart of leafy
England, acountrysde steeped in legend where once King Arthur's knights had sat at their mythical



round table and where Guy of Warwick had fought and killed the terrible Dun Cow. A land soaked in
blood and evil where the dark forces would be al-powerful. Sabat shuddered at the thought.

Sometimelater heroseto hisfeet, tried the light switch and flooded the halway with bright fluorescent
light that jarred his aching head. Hefdt physically and mentaly drained as he mounted the wide, carpeted
gtairs and made his way to his bedroom on the landing above.

Every nervein hisbody screamed for degp but he must keep them waiting awhile yet for there was
important work to be done before he could relax. It was unlikely that the attack would be renewed this
night but he was taking no chances.

Hislarge bedroom was surprisingly sparsaly furnished when compared with the othersin the house. Bare
floorboards, a double bed and awardrobe. Nothing else.

Wearily Sabat set to work. First the floor was swept clean, every effort taken to ensure that no obvious
particle of dirt remained. Then he produced chalk and string and painstakingly began to mark out a
pentagram with the bed in the centre. After that followed an inner circle. Then the small silver chdice
filled with water from the bathroom tap and charged. Sabat's voice low and meaningful, Sncerein every
sentence. It was amost as though he had thrown off the evil which flowed through him but he knew only
too well that that was not so; he had only submerged it. He would not make the mistake of being caught
unawares again.

He undressed, stripped naked and flung his clothes out of the pentacle for fear that some evil entity might
have lodged in some dust on the cloth and would materidise later. He sighed, flung back the quilt and
eased his nude body on to the under sheet. Sabat never wore night attire, likening it to goingto bedina
auit. Heliked to experience the freedom of hisbody as God had intended it to be, totally unclothed and..

It came as a shock to him to realise that his exhaustion had evaporated totally during the process of
undressing. A glance down at his own body confirmed the reason, therigid pulsing erection, the sensation
spreading up from hislower regions. He groaned softly to himself - another trick of the Left-Hand Path
to undermine hisresistance, or just the fact that sexually he had gone into overdrive again? His sexud
appetite knew no bounds, was seldom fully satisfied. He shrugged as hisfingers did down hisflat
stomach and began to ruffle the bushy black pubic hair, drawn irresstibly to that part of hisbody likeiron
filingsto amegnet.

Hisfantasies came like scudding clouds on a breezy day, beginning with that youthful indiscretion which
had once caused him so much mental anguish; now he found it exhilarating and lived it over again. Racing
intimewith hisfinger movements, one encounter after another, al leading up to an explosvefindein
which the colond's unfaithful wife cast aside her vicious hunting crop, tugged off her black |leather boots
and crawled acrossto him with her mouth wide in expectation.

For the second time that night Sabat writhed and fought and by the time his exhaustion was beginning to
creep back thefirst grey light of anew day was cregping in through the chinksin the curtains.

Relief at last becauseit was his own body that had done thisto him, not some insidious sensua plot by
Quentin and his evil onesto weaken him. Onefind pang of fear that followed Sabat into atroubled
dumber - that one day they might send Erzulie, the Black Venus, to him as he convulsed powerlessin
one of his crazed masturbation fantasies, and that the beautiful black goddess of voodoo would succeed
where others had failed.



CHAPTER TWO

THERE WAS nothing untoward about the village itsalf, Sabat decided as he drove hissilver Daimler in
on the winding north road. Onceit had been ahamlet, renovated and extended agricultural cottages
dating back to the fourteenth century. But the evil serpent of conurbation was not to be kept at bay asthe
housing estates on the outskirts sprawled untidily like floodwater from aswollen river, svamping al
beforeit, leaving just onetiny idand inthemiddle.

Sabat dowed on arisethat fell away to the old village, cast his gaze upon the unsightliness of it al. New
houses, strangers moving into the area, the old evil being joined by new evil in an unholy aliance. The
population had swelled and that was going to make it athousand times more difficult to find those who
indulged in necromancy.

The origind village was much the same asiit had alway's been, doors and windows opening directly on to
pavements, asmal generd store vdiantly trying to compete with the large supermarket in the new part. A
blacksmith's shop; horseriding was very much astatus symbol with the nouveaux riche. Then the church,
acrumbling fortress which had been overrun by the godless invaders and condemned to derdliction. He
made out the cemetery adjoining but the hedges and undergrowth were too wild and struggling to afford
him much detall.

The 'Dun Cow' (there were severd in the county named after the legendary monster) stood at the far end
of the street beyond the rambling vicarage. While the main edifice ftill retained much of itsorigindity, an
extenson twice the size of the old pub had been built on at the rear, cunningly screened from the road by
architects who had fought for and finally won planning permission. A disco to lure the teenagers every
Saturday night.

Sabat eased his car into the spacious car-park, noted the deep pot-holes and some broken bottles which
had not been picked up. The 'Dun Cow' was making its profit, it had no time to consider the safety and
convenience of itsclients.

The sgn over the door stated that Herbert Walley waslicensed to sall beer, wines and spirits, and the
gentleman himsalf behind the lounge bar was doing exactly that, pouring cloudy pints of e while dressed
in acollarless gtriped shirt with deevesrolled up above the ebow. Once a powerful man hismuscles
were running to fat in middle-age and his expanding waistlinewas afair sgn that he drank large quantities
of hisown beer.

'Yes, sir' Walley looked round and Sabat was quick to notice an unmistakable southern accent. Another
dranger.

'I'm looking for accommodetion for afew nights.' Sabat pulled ayellowing meerschaum pipe from his



pocket and began stuffing long-stranded tobacco into the bowl. An intermittent smoker he preferred a
pipe, especidly on those occasions when heindulged in cannabis, for so much of the expensive substance
could bewasted in therolling of acigarette.

'l think we can arrange that, Sir,' forced jocularity, ‘'dinner, bed and breakfast. The food's excellent; it has
to be - my wife'sthe cook.’

Sabat nodded, hisface hidden behind acloud of blue smoke.

'If youd likeadrink I'll go and check that we've aroom vacant. Bar meals at lunchtime, and they're
good!'

Sabat winced at the sdlestalk and thought again about those wicked divers of glassin the car-park. Evil
camein varying degrees. Sipping awhisky and pep he glanced casually around the large room, noting its
occupants and how far removed they were from traditiona villagers. Some were obvioudy reps passing
through, others businessmen who had probably driven in from the factories they ran on the nearby trading
edtate. Alcohol flowed fredy and it was difficult to believe that the country was in the grip of an economic
recession.

Then his gaze stopped and centred on ared-haired girl by the bar. She was seated on ahigh stool and
Sabat got the feeling that her skirt had not ridden up accidentally so that it showed ample shapely thighs
and just aglimpse of suspenders. Not bad looking, he thought, and guessed that the men on either side of
her were able to see well down her low-cut blouse. A mole on her |eft cheek added to her sensudity and
he guessad that she was in her mid-to-late twenties. It seemed that she was aregular customer here, and
his sensitive hearing picked out her name across the hub-bub of the bar. Randa, the man standing directly
behind her was cdling her, his hand edging further and further around her waist. That would be short for
Miranda, Sabat concluded, and wished that he didn't get erections so frequently.

He glanced at the girl again, felt that maybe he'd seen her somewhere before, or it could be that she was
just atype - atypethat turned him on. Then Herbert Walley was breaking into hisreverie, smilingly
advising him that there was avacant single room to let, Sabat drained his drink, nodded, and followed the
landlord through an interior door. A clock on the wall showed that it was 1.30pm. This afternoon Mark
Sabat would begin hisinvestigations.

Tm-pleased to meet you, Mr Sabat,’ the ageing Reverend Maurice Storton dribbled down a
long-stemmed pipe and made sucking noisesin time with the bobbing of his oversized bald head. Last
week had seen his seventy-fourth birthday aswell asthe ninth anniversary of hisordination in holy orders.
He reflected that the Church was as good a part-time retirement job as most; a steady routine until
somebody began digging up the gravesin the cemetery. That was when life redly became difficult.

I'd like to examine the church archives back asfar asthey go.' Sabat did not fedl hisusual animosity
towards the Cloth in Storton's case, rather pity, plus anger towards the Church hierarchy for theway in
which they were explaiting this e derly man, giving him the same responsibility that afull-time curate had
shouldered in the padt. But instead of asdary, al Storton received was rent-free accommodation in this
tumbledown vicarage.

"The police have taken them away,” Storton bubbled an apology into the gooey bowl of his pipe, then
removed the stem from his mouth, till adhered to hislipsby astring of spittle.

'l don't know when they'll bring them back but there's nothing much they'll learn from them; just dull
records, like aregister of churchwardens and authorised lay preachers. Y ou could always contact



Detective Inspector Plowden, | suppose, but he's very officious and rather rude, too.'

'l don't intend to work with the police unless | get redlly stuck. Sabat decided to join the clergymanina
pipe of tobacco and pulled his meerschaum out of his pocket. 'All the same, it'sapity he's got those
records.

‘But | didn't give him the Domesday Book.' Storton closed an eye and contorted hisfeaturesin what was
supposed to be awink. 'Because he didn't ask for it, and after the way he spoke to me | wasn't going to
offer any information. | don't suppose he even knowsit exists. | expect the vicar'sforgotten al about it,
too.'

‘The Domesday Book?

'Y es, quite an interesting record of parish life, compiled by parishionersin thelast half of thelast century.
Y ou know, snippets from newspapers concerning the village, and afew handwritten articles. | supposeit
gave them something to do on long winter evenings when there was no televison or cinema.’

'‘And you've actudly gol thisbook? Sabat leaned forward intently, his pipe forgotten.

'Oh, yes," Storton beamed. It lay gathering dust in the vestry for years and one day | decided to bring it
home and have aread at it. It's upstairsin my bedroom.’

'May | seeit?
‘But of course. I'll go and fetch it for you.’

Sabat tensed, his whole body suddenly acar with the choke fully extended. He paced the old-fashioned
drawing room listening to the clergyman'’s shuffling footsteps going upstairs and across the floor of the
room directly above. It seemed an eternity before Maurice Storton returned, carrying alarge, sained and
faded |eather-bound exercise book.

Sabat took it from him, hisfingerstrembling as he turned the pages, hope that flared and died and flared
again. The pages were a crazy jumble of unrelated subjects, some pasted newspaper cuttings that had
yellowed with age, articlesin copper-plate handwriting that needed to be deciphered dowly and
carefully.

'It'll take me hoursto go through this," he muttered at length.

‘Then take it with you.' The other was struggling to get his pipe going again. 'Quite frankly, | haven't had
much successwith it my eyesight isn't what it used to be. But I'd be glad if you'd let me have it back
because it's church property and just suppose the vicar suddenly remembered its existence.”

'Of course." Sabat roseto hisfeet. 'If | can get an uninterrupted few hours aonein my hotel room |
should be finished with it tomorrow and I'll drop it back to you.'

'A terrible business.” Storton shuffled to the door to see hisvisitor out. 'L et us hope that now the police
are herethese vile people will leave our churchyard done!

'Perhaps," Sabat smiled and hoped that the coven would return to St Adrian's churchyard; it was his one
chance of getting to gripswith them. But for the moment they seemed to have vanished into thin air.



Perusing the Domesday Book proved to be afar bigger and more irksome task than even Sabat had
anticipated. Dozens of cuttings and entries featured church fetes, the gppointment of church wardens,
vergers and vicars. He resorted to his pipe again, wondering if he was wasting histime. Then he saw the
faded handwritten entry in purpleink, every letter carefully fashioned by the writer, and headed Heresy
Trid.

A date had been inked in the margin - 1871.

Sabat's spine tingled and atiny shiver ran up and down it when he picked out the name William Gardiner.
Suddenly everything was clicking into place. It read:

The shame of thisvillage is something which will not be lived down for many yearsto come following the
Crown Court trid of William Gardiner, possibly thefirst heresy trid to be heard in England for two
centuries. The charges were brought after the said man was seen to be holding blasphemousrites, totaly
unclothed, in our own sacred churchyard. Mr Gardiner had lived in the village since childhood and was
known to be an atheist in spite of the efforts of the Reverend Longhorn to bring him into thefold. A
bachelor who lived alonein Primrose Lane, Mr Gardiner was aloner and rarely mixed with the
parishioners, dthough he was known to drink at the'Dun Cow'. On witnessing the obscene participation
inunholy rites, the Reverend L onghorn advised Bishop Lacey and charges were duly brought. The
Magistrates Court committed Mr Gardiner to the Assizes but on April 30th ajury found him not guilty of
heresy and Judge Wilkinson acquitted him, and in addition reprimanded the Church for wasting the
court'stime on an outdated athough il viable charge. Mr Gardiner returned to live in thevillagein spite
of thefeding againg him.

Sabat wastense. The acquittal dated April 30th . . . Walpurgisnacht, the time when the evil forces were
most powerful. It was too much of acoincidence! Had the powersto which Gardiner paid homagein the
dark hours come to the rescue of their own kind in acourt of law?

Sabat's pipe was dead and he chewed hard on the stem as he flicked over more pages of the Domesday
Book. Church mestings ... the acquisition of atract of land joining the existing cemetery had been
consecrated . . . Oh, Christ, there had to be something else. There was!

Thistime it was ayellowed square cut from the local newspaper and dated November 7th 1880. It was
headed Deaths. His eye followed down the list of namesin aphabetica order. 'Gardiner, William. Died
October 31<t aged 50, suddenly after astroke. The funera was held at St Adrian's Church, November
4th." Nothing else.

Sabat closed the Domesday Book with aloud snap. His eyes were bright and there was ahaf smileon
hisface. Thiswasit, themissng link in the recent necromancy in & Adrian's churchyard! William
Gardiner had practised black magic and had been freed by ajury on Walpurgisnacht. He had died on
Hallowe'en night. Evil bones had been buried and now, after over acentury, they had been dug up. Why
and by whom? The answer to the first question was only too obvious. Gardiner's remains were powerful
magic and were being used to commune with the dark forces. But until Sabat found the answer to the
second question there was no way of knowing what evil would be unleashed on thisvillage.

He stood up, crossed the room to where his small suitcase stood and opening it took out alength of
sring, some chak and asilver chaice. The pentagram was vitd for his own safety for tonight his astral
body must go forth and scour the countryside if these modern necromancers were to be found. And
during every second that he was away from his earthly body, Mark Sabat would bein dire peril.

The early evening sunlight glinted on the duggish waters of the winding, narrow river. The bankswere



sheer but the protruding roots of overhanging trees offered a precarious hold for anyone foolish enough
to climb down to the water. Likewise, these same roots extended below the surface and often impeded
the progress of debrisfloating downstream; items of cast-off clothing, atreadlesstyre. . . or adrowned
corpse!

Detective Ingpector Plowden stood on the bank below a spreading willow tree and hoped that he wasn't
going to have to clamber down there; held dways had a secret fear of deep muddy rivers even though he
was acomparatively good swimmer. A childhood terror he'd never shrugged off, alurking thought at the
back of hismind that the murky current might hold something dimy and dangerous. Like an dligator that
had escaped from areptile house. Logicaly there was amost five million to one againgt such ahappening,
but he didn't like these sort of rivers any the more for that reasoning. And when he set eyes on the dead
body which the frogman had dragged up from the depths he decided that the alligator odds had been
congderably reduced.

Plowden chewed on hislower lip, reached for a cigarette but thought that the taste of tobacco might
make him throw up. His stomach churned and he tasted something sharp and acid in the back of his
throat.

It'sagirl, the matter-of-fact dapper Sergeant Hurst at his elbow felt that somebody had to say
something and thought, a least | think it bloody well is.

A group of plainclothes detectives helped to lift the body up the bank, awhite limp thing covered with
algae and other water weed like some hideous evil mermaid. They laid it down on the grass and the head
lolled to one side exposing an open gash where the throat had been, a cavity that teemed with some
species of feeding beetles.

‘Chrigt!" the frogman removed his mask, grimaced, 'I've found afew in my time but nowt to begt that. The
fuckin' rats must've thought Christmasd come early!"

'Shut up!" Plowden's tension crackled as he forced himsalf to kned beside the corpse. God, to think he
had to get closeto athing likethis, touch it | He dmost snatched hisfingers away, it waslikethefed of a
dead reptile. The hair was matted into amud ball, some of it torn out by the roots like an angry gardener
who had gone berserk with a patch of squitch; you couldn't even tell the colour of the strands. Open
eyes, Plowden resisted the urge to close them; they seemed to be staring a him. The frogman was right,
rats had been feeding on the flesh, gnawing it right down to the bonesin places and that holein the
stomach was where they had gone after the entrails. Raw tripe, Plowden nearly spewed at the thought.

It wasn't hisjob redlly. No sir! He was conducting an enquiry into black magic worship and the
desecration of graves. Thiswas astraight forward case of drowning that the boysin blue could look
after; consult the missing personsfile, just ameatter of eimination and then identification. There shouldn't
be any problems. The CID were looking for amissing skeleton, not afresh corpse; they couldn't waste
vauabletimeonthis

He leaned back on his haunches, decided he could manage a cigarette after al. Hed have to hang on
here for awhile until somebody cameto relieve him, then held get back to the task of finding that
skeleton. No need even to look at that revolting corpse anymore.

'What're those marks? The frogman was knegling down stabbing afinger at the dead girl's forehead.

‘Rats, | expect. . . ' Detective Inspector Plowden's voice died away. He hadn't meant to ook again but
his policeman's training had directed his gaze automatically back to the corpse, picked out a couple of



deep indentations that had gouged the flesh and penetrated the skull in an ugly twin fracture.
Death-blows, dl right. Nobody could have lived after those; acrude bludgeoning. Jesus, hiseyes
narrowed, this could just be murder |

Then his stomach was lurching again, and hislate sandwich lunch amost came back. It wasn't the Sght of
degth, nor the brutality of the blowsthat had him retching. Instead there was afamiliarity about those
marks, the feding one gets halfway through a second-rate TV film that you've seen it at the cinemayears
ago; agradua dawning on the memory that you recognise it because you thought how bloody awful it
was at thetime but it still scared hell out of you.

‘It don't look like ratsto me." The frogman was persi stent, determined that his own observations should
not be credited to somebody else. 'Looks like afuckin' sheep'swalked over 'er.’

'No," Plowden straightened up, swayed, and supported himsdlf againgt the willow trunk while awave of
dizziness passed, 'not a sheep. 1'd say it was the goat those bastards mated that other corpse with that
was responsiblefor thig!’

And suddenly the evening wasn't so balmy after al. Three hardened police officersfelt the perspiration
garting to chill ontheir bodies.

CHAPTER THREE

IT WAS deven o'clock when Sabat climbed naked into his bed within the pentagram. He was tense and
unessy but that would pass once he willed hismind and body to relax. Thankfully thistime he
experienced no erotic thoughts, no arousement.

Down below the customers werefiling out of the pub, their conversation noisy. Car doors dammed on
the carpark and engineswere revved noisly; loud farewells accompanied by coarse laughter. Somebody
was singing noisily, being told to 'shaddup'.

But within haf-an-hour al was quiet except for the clinking of glasses being washed in the bar. Sabat
took a deep breath, expelled it dowly and began to relax. Now he had the difficult task of attempting to
project hisastral body to a particular destination, a sort of directive to be issued to his subconscious. To
have embarked upon a haphazard exploration of the first plane would have been both useless and
dangerous.

There was nothing to be gained by conducting avigil a the churchyard; the police were too active at
present for the necromancersto risk returning there just yet.

Mirandal Sabat decided upon this course of action amost instantaneoudly. It surprised him and he



wondered if perhaps his sexua desire wastaking over again. A moment's reflection and he knew it
wasn't. There was something about her that had attracted his atention earlier, dmogt an intuition which he
couldn't explain. And in the past he had followed more dender hunches than this one and come up with
the right answer; akind of ultra-perception, ablind faith in his own holy powers.

Seep camedowly but eventualy hefet himself dipping away from his physica body, gazing down on it
from doft; experiencing the same fear he dwaysfelt when he left his earthly form, that the evil powers
might somehow stop him returning. A lot of people had died that way, death attributed to natura causes.
There had been alot of nonsense talked and written in recent years about people dying and recaling how
their astrals had been drawn back into their bodies; mostly it wasjust akind of comain which they
became aware that they actually had an astral body. They had not redlly died at all.

Sabat was floating above the village, now wearing dark flowing robes. A naked man passed him, striking
upwards, someone who had recently died and had not yet learned the art of clothing himsalf. Sabat
wondered about changing hisform; maybe an owl or abat but it should not be necessary yet; the only
person who knew him was Quentin and as Quentin was himsdf there was no point.

The village dept under amantle of sarlight, rooftops glinting faintly. The church looked dmost aruin from
thisangle, gaping holesin the roof where the dates had blown off and the weathercock on the steeple
hanging precarioudy asthough it might fal off at any moment. He paused, scanned the overgrown
cemetery. A mass of dark shadow that could have hidden anything so he went down lower. But there
was nothing there, not even awatching, hidden policeman.

Up again, afeding of exhilaration which he checked with areminder of the importance of vigilance. The
dark powers surely knew by now that he was abroad. He lft the old village behind, floated on to where
the big housing estates began. The landlord at the 'Dun Cow* had described earlier where Mirandalived
with aknowing wink and ahaf-smile. "Y ou'll be unlikely to find her a homein the evenings, Sir,' Herbert
Waley had said. "Unless of course she's reason to go back home. Most of the time she's herein the bar
andif youwant to seeher ..."

'l don't,' Sabat had smiled. 'l wasjust curious, that's all.’

Walley had grinned but refrained from passing further comment. Obvioudy he was used to receiving
enquiries about Miranda,

Every house looked the same; square or oblong boxes, detached or semi-detached, al with minute
open-plan gardens, the planners determined to cram as many as possible into every square acre. Sabat
glided over avenues and crescents, through amaze of red London brick, until finaly he found the house
he was seeking and passed inside.

It wasasmall, sngle-person type dwelling with atiny entrance hal leading off into an L-shaped
kitchen-cum-dining-room. Untidy, asmell of stae cooking and items of unwashed clothing draped over
chairs. Sabat checked, hisacute astral senses picking up asound, alow moan that appeared to berising
to acrescendo. It was coming from upstairs, and it sounded as though somebody wasin pain.

It had never occurred to him that Miranda might not be alone, the darkened house leading him to believe
that she was either gill out or else adeep in bed. He hated in the bedroom doorway and stared in
amazement a the scene which greeted him by thelight of alow-wett table lamp. Mirandawasin bed all
right, but she certainly wasn't done and neither was shein pain. In fact shewasin the throes of physica
ecdtasy, copulating wildly and apparently on the brink of aclimax.



Her supple body gyrated as she straddled the man beneath her, her head hung forward so that her long
auburn hair spilled down and screened her smal breasts, two pink and firm nipples protruding through
the strands. Loud gasps as she gppeared to struggle for breath, arms wind-milling wildly.

Sabat's gaze switched to the man lying benegth her. Hewas big, only hisheight preventing him from being
excessvely fat. Even so, surplus flesh bulged and rippled as Miranda pressed down on him. Perspiration
glistened on his high brow and a receding hairline was thinning a peth that would eventudly resultina
bald crown. Small, close-set eyesflickered open from time to time and the thin, bloodless lips were
pursed as he, too, ddighted in this encounter.

Strangdly, Sabat felt no sense of arousement; herarely did on the astral where one became a detached
spectator to the actions of mortal bodies. Totally invisible, he had no fear of being detected as he stepped
into the room.

Mirandaand her lover were convulsing wildly, their united quivering bodies causing the frail modern bed
to creak darmingly and the lamp to vibrate on the bedside table. Those earlier groans and gasps had
escalated to cries of delight and then Mirandawas sinking down on to her partner, rubbing her breasts
across his hairy torso so that the sharp nipples spiked him.

For sometime after that they lay <till and Sabat feared that they had fallen adegp and might remain so
until morning, in which case his night would have been wasted for it was only safe to remain away from
his physica body for afew hourseach time,

However, after perhaps twenty minutes the man stirred, used his strength to extricate himsdf from the
sensua embrace of his partner. Til have to be going,” he muttered.

‘Or your wiféell be getting suspicious,’ therewas ahint of jedlousy in Mirandasreply.

'l havework to do.' The other groped for his shirt which waslying close by on thefloor. The othersare
getting impatient. We haven't met for over amonth now. It has been too dangerous and now that they've
found Sheilla Dowson's body there's going to be cops snooping round the village for weeksto come.”

‘But we didn't kill her. Shejudt. . . had acerebra attack or something.’

'Cerebrd attack!" he laughed mirthlesdy, the shirt being pulled over hishead hiding the expression
bordering on terror in his eyes. 'No cerebra attack can pound the skull like. . . like an animal'skicked it
in! Y ou know yourself what happened that night and what it did to Horace!'

'l wasn't looking." Her hitherto flushed features had gone deathly pale now. ‘I kept my face buried in the
grass and my eyes shut tight and prayed it wouldn't happen to me. When d'you think Horace will be
coming out of the nuthouse?

‘Not for along time. If ever.' The big man was sitting on the side of the bed now, struggling to pull his
trouserson. Thelast | heard he thought he was Prime Minister and was ordering the doctorsto set him
free, accusing them of having brought his government down by an armed coup. | guess|'ll haveto take
over from now onwards.'

'Why... why don't we just forget abouit it all, Royston? Miranda's voice quavered. ‘We. . . don't haveto
meet again ... or anything ... do we?

'Don't be astupid little bitch!" His features contorted and she flinched as though he might hit her. 'Weve



gonetoo far to back out; there's no turning back once you've trodden the L eft Hand Path, you should
know that. We are the disciples of the Magter and if we attempt to desert him he will strike usdownin
the same way the Dowson girl was struck down. But now we have the ultimate in power, the bones of
Gardiner himsdlf who was one of the most powerful, if the least known, of al black magicians, The
Magter will look after usif we serve him well, never fear.'

'Wéll, he didn't exactly look after Horace.' The girl wastrembling violently. 'Or . . . or Sheila Dowson.

'He worksin his own mysterious way. Horace achieved what Crowley achieved many years ago except
that Horace lost his courage at the crucid moment; he would have gone blabbing to the police. The
Master knew this and silenced him. Possibly he would have struck him dead had Horace not had a
record of devotion to the Left Hand Path. That was an example of the Master's forbearance towards a
disciple. Now it isup to usto carry on hiswork. The mogt difficult part is accomplished.'

'We daren't use the churchyard again.' A pleading whine.

'Obvioudy not... a the moment. But do you think that | have not taken steps to find another place and
now our new templeisready. Within afew nightswe shdl be gathered there but until thetimeisnigh |
shall not make our destination known. It istoo dangerous!’

'Y ou know | wouldn't tell anybody.'

' trust you won't for should | even suspect that you have talked loosely then the river will receiveits
second corpse within amatter of weeks!'

Miranda swallowed, and was reminded again of SheillaDowson'sfate.

‘But there is an enemy in our midst,” Royston's voice dropped to awhisper and the watching Sabat
diffened. 'l have seen him about the village and recognised him for what heis, ablack vulture who avoids
contact with the police yet is sniffing out our trail. But such isour power that | fear him not and he will be
destroyed.’

Sabat flinched, debated whether or not to return immediately to his physical body in his bedroom at the
'Dun Cow' for that was his Achilles hed. He wastotally helplessthere should they discover him and he
would have no defence againgt an attack. Even the pentagram would be unable to save him from a
physica assault by the ungodly; it could only keep evil spiritsat bay. But he must remain here ashort
whilelonger, try to find out where the coven were due to meet. Maybe he should follow this man
Royston to hishome.

'We are on the verge of great power,’ Royston was fully dressed now, standing over the naked cowering
Miranda, 'because we have done what many haf-hearted covens throughout this country have not dared
todo ... we gave the Master adead virgin and alive femal e sacrifice. He accepted both and he will
reward us richly. The police and the Church are powerless to stop us. We are his chosen ones, do not
forgetit.’

Sabat hesitated as the big man hurried downstairs. Another glance at Mirandawho was now lying
full-length on the bed and starting to sob, trying to remember where he had seen her before. On the
adiral, memories sometimes came more easly, unclouded by the distractions of mortdl life. A dim
recollection ... apagt life ... hazy in the mists of endlesstime. Fleeting snatches. He heard the enraged
cries and tauntings of amob, smelled choking woodsmoke.



And at that moment Sabat knew that he wasin deadly danger.

He abandoned hisidea of following Royston and fled full speed from the house, a hunting hawk on the
wing, homeward bound. And the fear within him was mounting for the tifling smell of acrid smokewas
becoming stronger by the second!

As he approached the 'Dun Cow' he saw the flames; shooting tongues of red and yellow crackling above
the roof, showering sparks high into the sky like some bizarre firework display. It seemed to draw him, a
fiery whirlpool sucking him down into its blazing inferno, abird with folded wings plummeting.

Dimly he was aware of waking, gasping for bresth, amost choking as he rolled naked out of bed and
caught the chalice with hisfoot, sending the holy water gushing across the bare boards. Somewhere
somebody was screaming. Sabat crossed the room, unlocked the door but even as he flung it open the
heat had him recoiling. The entire landing was ablaze, the stairway dready disntegrating into crumbling
fiery sruts.

Sabat closed the door, leaned back against it and tried to recollect histhoughts. He wasn't going to
panic; that was why household fires claimed so many victims. They were responsible, of course, the man
caled Royston and his devilish followers of the Left Hand Path. They had been one move ahead of him,
spotted him from the outset and were determined to eiminate him as quickly as possible. Degth that
would be worse than death because Quentin would trap hissoul in the dark void of Hadesfor eternity.
The flames were just the beginning, physica desth.

Sabat did not pray, neither did he curse. Just avow of vengeance and a promise to himself that somehow
he would come out of thisalive. At least he had returned to hisbody intime. . . but only just!

Theflameswere aready licking at the door, forcing him back into action. A few moments spent in
dressing, not because he needed his clothes but because there were certain items which he could not
leave behind. He stuffed the chdice into ajacket pocket dong with the smal crucifix and those vitd
herbs, felt the comforting weight of the .38. The latter might be handy if there wasto be physical contact
with the members of the coven. Given the opportunity he would put abullet in Royston'sbrain.

He crossed the room and stared down from the window.

A crowd had gathered in the car-park, many with dressing gowns and coats thrown hastily over night
attire; horror-stricken faces staring up at him. More people were arriving, villagers rushing to the scene
determined not to missthis ghastly spectacle, ahighlight in their sober conventiond lives. A smal minority
hoped secretly to witness ahorrible desth, see afellow human with the flesh on his body burning, melting
thefat like beef dripping.

A fiery avdanche as some rafters collapsed and showered burning debrisin front of the window. The
watchers moved back. Then came aflashing bluelight, eerie asit was reflected on the leaping yellow and
orange, a banshee-like wailing and a scarlet metallic monster was easing itsway on to the car-park’. The
fire brigade had arrived but Sabat knew they were too late to reach him. The verandah below his
window was ameass of shooting flames and there was no way the firemen were going to put aladder
acrossit.

He turned back from the window and thought for amoment that thisreally was the end; therewas a
roaring in his ears and he thought he could hear Quentin laughing. Theresno way out for you thistime,
Mark!



Suddenly Sabat had a brief sensation of sea-sickness, that fleeting moment which inexperienced sailors
experience when aship lurches with the current, agiddiness that has your ssomach rolling asyou grab the
nearest obstacle becauseif you don't you fall.

Sabat grabbed the bed, felt it beginning to move, diding away from him. But that wasimpossible... a
splintering of timber and then the bed was tipping up, one corner wedged firmly in ahole where the
floorboards had collapsed. He rubbed his smarting eyes, saw ajagged gap about afoot square that went
right down to the room below - the lounge bar! Ancient wooden beams and floorboards had cracked
under the strain as the upper-storey contracted with the intense heat.

Sabat saw achance, adim one, but he had been handed adender lifeline and did not hesitate. He got his
back to thewall, both feet securely wedged on the tilted headboard of the ol d-fashioned bed, and
exerted every ounce of hiswaning strength. Swest ran down hisface in rivulets, combining with the
smoke to sting his eyes so that he could not see. For afew seconds nothing happened and then with a
rending crash the front of the bed bulldozed its way through the woodworm-riddled fire-weakened
boards. Sabat lost hisfooting, sprawled headlong and when he opened his eyes found himsdlf staring
down into the room below.

Thefirewasrestricted at the moment to the upper-storey where it had obvioudy been started; aready it
was beginning to eat its way through the wall from the adjoining bedroom so that the heet was blistering
his skin. Frantically he stamped with hisfeet at the edges of the hole made by the bed, sent divers of
snapped wood flying down below, widening the hole. And then he jumped.

Sabat hit the carpeted floor and roiled over. Blazing debris was cascading everywhere and a ten-foot
beam above the door was threatening to collapse at any second. He leaped for the door, heard a bang
like the report of ashotgun and even as he felt the wel coming rush of cool night air on his overheated
body, atremendous blow struck him. His leap became a stagger, hefelt his senses starting to dip away.

And then the fiery night turned to unrelenting blackness. Total oblivion, so cool and refreshing after the
hest.

Sabat struggled to come to terms with his own mind. Consciousness was as el usive as amarshland
Jack-o-lantern, taunting him, dipping from hisgrasp just as he reached out for it. He could till smell the
fire, wondered if he had actually got out and just when he had dmost convinced himsdlf that he had he fell
back into that awful black abyss. Floating in a semi-comatose state, aware that around him was dazzling
painful light. Maybe he was dead and his astral was condemned to wander the barren wilderness of the
first plane forever; alow entity, a poltergeist likely to be summoned by its Master for menia hauntings at
amoment's notice, but until then he must remain in this awful desert.

Sometime later, it could have been hours, days or weeks, he came to the conclusion that he wasin
hospita. Although he stili smelt occasional odours of acrid smoke, his senses were dominated by an
odour of disnfectant and scrupulous cleanliness, the constant movement of blurred, white-clothed bodies
and voicesthat spokein low whispers.

It seemed an eternity before Sabat regained full consciousness, managed to squint painfully through
half-open eyes and saw the bare, white-washed wals. He waslying in bed in asmal room, the only item
of furniture atable by thefar wal. A private ward.

A few minutes later atdl, balding man in along white coat entered, asmilethat could only be interpreted
asoneof professond relief on hisfeatures. 'Ah, Mr Sabat, you've decided to return to the land of the
living at lagt.'



'As close asthat, wasit? Sabat barely recognised his own voice, arasping croak that hurt histhroat and
made hisjaw ache when he moved his mouth.

'‘Almost.’ The doctor seated himself on the edge of the bed. 'Y ou cheated the blaze at the pub but a
falling beam clobbered you just when you were dmost clear. Nothing too serious, though. It wasthe
concussion that worried us. We were afraid you mightn't come out of the comabut | guess now you're
going to bedl right. You'l haveto takeit easy for aweek or two though.’

'How long have | been unconscious?
‘Three days. Y ou'rein the East Birmingham accident hospita, by theway.'

"Thanksfor telling me," Sabat grimaced. He lifted a hand and felt the bandages which swathed his head,
noted the restricting pyjamas in which he was clothed. The sooner he was out of this place, the better. A
favourite quip of his wasthat there were three places one should keep clear of -prisons, churchesand
hospitals. He felt ahypocrite right now.

'You'll bein herefor aweek at least,’ the doctor's tone was stern, dmost as though he could read his
patient's thoughts.

Sabat tried to relax after the doctor had gone out but it was impossible. The enemy had failed to kill him
but they had certainly removed him from the battleground. And the man called Royston would aready
have prepared his new black atar in their latest meeting place, and the mouldering bones of William
Gardiner would be ready to cal up unspeakable evil. Sabat wasin the same Situation asaracing driver
who had crashed - for his own sake he had to get back into action as quickly as possible. And dso he
had a score to settle, a hatred that was festering inside him for the big man named Royston who was
responsiblefor this. The SAS had taught him how to kill and he had learned well.

Sabat had not been expecting avisitor so soon. The man who was ushered into the room had the role of
policeman stamped indelibly on his features, even civvies could not hide that. The nurse stood hesitantly
in the doorway, wondering if she had done the right thing. The doctor had said definitely no visitors. But
there was no way she could refuse that important-looking, awe-inspiring pass which had been flashed
under her nose. One did not argue with the police.

'Plowden,’ the newcomer'sintroduction was peremptory, no enquiry after the patient's health, adding
'Detective Inspector.’

Sabat regarded him stoicaly. His paingtaking efforts to avoid contact with the police had proved futile.
He nodded, for once feeling at a disadvantage wrapped in bandages. 'Pleased to meet you, Inspector.’
That was adownright lie.

'l understand you've been making enquiriesinto this St Adrian's business,’ Plowden's tone was hostile. 'l
would have thought it only courteous for you to have contacted us.'

‘Considering I'd only beenin the village afew hours," Sabat's tips tightened, 'I'd had no chanceto, even if
I'd wanted to, which | didn't because my enquiries were of adifferent nature to yoursand | saw no
reason for usto collaborate. The Bishop

P owden managed to refrain from saying 'fuck the Bishop' and snapped: 'Weve found abody in theriver.
One bearing the same crushing hoofprints that were found on the corpse of the girl those bastards dug



up. Her name's Sheila Dowson; has arecord for soliciting in London's East End. Also served aterm of
imprisonment for involvement in drug pushing. It'samurder enquiry now!'

The other stiffened, conjured up amenta picture of abattered corpse, the skull crushed by flailing cloven
hooves. He made it up on to one elbow, experienced awave of dizziness that receded and left him
feding Sick.

'Y ou're going to come up with some preposterous theory about the devil having been called up,’ the
policeman's tone was heavy with sarcasm. 'I'd prefer to think in more redistic terms, like cudgels being
fashioned with iron hooves so that they |eave the marks we saw and haf these bloody drug-crazed idiots
believing that they've actually succeeded in summoning Old Nick. Well get ‘em, though. But | haven't
come hereto discuss the police's findings, Mr Sabat; you'll no doubt read al about it in the sensationa
dailies. I'vecometowarnyou . . . don't sart interfering or ese I'll have you charged with obstructing
policeinvestigationd'

'Y ou'd find that rather difficult, I think." Sabat's head was throbbing and he was forced to close his eyes
momentarily. ‘Nevertheless, you have told me something that | dready suspected.’
'‘And what's that?

"That we are not dealing with some teenage sensation-seeking cult; we are up against one of the most
dangerous covensthat has ever existed, one which harnessed a dangerous and terrible power!

‘Bullshit!" Plowden snapped. They'll all be under arrest before long, that | promise you.'

'l wish you success," Sabat's voice had aring of sincerity aswell asdoubt, 'but | don't think you'll find it
quite that easy, Ingpector. Have you found the missing skeleton yet, the remains of William Gardiner?

‘No. But | don't regard it as being of any importance now except perhaps as evidence against those who
exhumed and stoleit. Possibly it's been disposed of, burned in an incinerator and well never find it.’

'l see.’ Sabat closed his eyes again, deliberately kept them shut and when he opened them the inspector
had gone; it was the easiest way of concluding their brief discussion.

It was a sheer physical effort to get out of bed. Every nervein hisbody screamed its protest and when he
tried to sand he dmost fainted. But he did not clutch at the bed for support, fighting the waves of nausea
and the blackness that threatened to siweep him back into unconsciousness, with sheer willpower. Caling
upon his hidden reserves of staminato overcome physica weskness. Hed gone through worsein his
SAS days and overcomeit with the power of mind, the same force he had used to exorcise evil spirits.
And now it stood him in good stead. He was physically wesk but he knew he could makeit. He had to.

'‘Mr Sabat!" He hadn't heard the young nurse enter, proof that his extraordinary senseswere only firing on
three cylinders. 'Get back into bed at once.’

'I'mleaving . . . now!" Pde and trembling but his determination lacked nothing. 'Get my clothes:’

She stared in shocked disbelief, dowly backed out of the door but he knew she had not gone to fetch his
clothes; she had gone to summon the doctor.

Sure enough the | atter appeared within acouple of minutes, angry at being disturbed and the fact that a
patient had dared to disobey hisorders. 'l thought | made it quite clear to you, Mr Sabat, that you won't



be going homefor at least aweek.'

'And I'm making it clear to you that I'm leaving this minute." Sabat's eyes blazed with an anger that had
the white-coated man stepping back apace. 'Y ou know aswell as| do that you cannot detain me here
againgt my will. Now, do | have to phone my lawyer or do you get my clothes?

There followed afew seconds of dectrified slence.

'Wll, | can't stop you.' The doctor adopted an attitude of indifference, shrugged his shoulders. '‘On your
head be it, but | warn you I'll accept no responghility for the consequences of your foolish decison and
the chances of your being admitted back into this hospital, whatever your condition, are virtualy
non-existent. Nurse, fetch Mr Sabat's clothing and aform for him to discharge himself.'

Asthe two of them |eft the room Sabat seated himsalf on the edge of the bed. He was wesk and dizzy
but he permitted himsdf a smile. Another round againgt Quentin's efforts to immobilise and undermine his
psychic powers had been won. But the real battle lay ahead.

'Y ou redlly ought not to have come back.' The Reverend Storton dribbled down the stem of his pipe and
shook his head in disgpprova, the way he did during his sermons on the wickedness of the world. 'But if
you won't go back to hospital, perhaps | can offer abed here. Since my dear wife passed away | have
ample deeping accommodation in this huge rambling place.’

'I'd be pleased to accept your hospitdity,” Sabat smiled, 'but not to convaesce. "The "Dun Cow" will not
be operating residentialy for sometimeto come, | fear, and | shal need a headquarters. But, Reverend, |
would appreciate my return here not being advertised. People will find out soon enough. Oh, and I'm
dreadfully sorry about your Domesday Book. I'm afraid it has gone for good in thefire!

Itisasmdl priceto pay for your life." Storton made gooey noisesin his pipein an attempt to clear some
obstruction which was preventing it from drawing to his satisfaction, 'but did you manage to find anything
out from its pages before it was destroyed?

Briefly Sabat told him of hisdiscovery concerning William Gardiner. Storton's eyes widened and he
abandoned the task of blowing down his pipe. 'How awful," he muttered when his visitor had finished,
'how perfectly awful. And you are convinced, Mr Sabat, that they ... they actually caled up ...?

"The most powerful evil entity which it is possible to summon.’ Sabat nodded. 'One that does not return
empty-handed. The man Horace, who isnow in amentd hospital, knew thiswhich waswhy he offered a
progtitute, Sheila Dowson, aong with the dead virgin. He redlised that if he was successful hisMaster
would demand alife and he wasn't going to take any chances on any of themsdaves being singled out. By
the way, can you throw any light on abig man called Royston, | don't know his second name, who is
now running the coven and appears far more knowledgeable, powerful and dangerous than ever friend
Horace was?

Maurice Storton shook his head, pursed hislips. ‘No, I'm afraid | can't. Had you not better request the
policeto trace him?

'No," Sabat smiled wanly, Tm afraid Detective I nspector Plowden has aready made clear hisviewson
my investigations, So not wishing to be hindered by petty restrictions | shall work alone!’

'‘And what isyour next step?



'My ultimate aim,"” Sabat replied, ‘isto find the bones of William Gardiner and exorcise them, thereby
destroying the evil which festersin them. But there are many thingsto do before then. | must find the man
caled Royston and his new temple of devil worship, but to do that | shal have to venture on to the astral
plane again and to do that | must restore myself to full health; amatter of afew days, hopefully. In my
present state of weakness | would be easy prey for the vultures of darkness. However, | think my initia
task will beto cleanse your churchyard of the evil which existsthere, to render it a place of peace and
quietness again, somewhere which can never again be used by the followers of the Left Hand Path. |
must exorciseit, Reverend!'

The other nodded. Once held attended an exorcism service; afew prayers, muttered incantations by the
exorcigt. The curate's persona opinion wasthat the whole affair was alot of mumbo jumbo, nothing to
get excited about even though it appeared to have done the trick.

But Sabat knew different, redlised and accepted the dangers. And thistime they were going to be
increased a hundredfold. It was his big test, hisfirst direct confrontation with the dark forces, apart from
that psychic attack upon himsdlf, snce Quentin's soul had merged with hisown. On that occasionin his
own home he had fought and overcome asingle evil entity; next time he would be chdlenging the evil
powersin force, asingle mortd outnumbered, relying on just his own faith and strength. It was suicidd,
his soul a stake with Quentin ready to pounce and aid his own kind.

Sabat looked at hiswatch. 2.30pm. ‘'Now, Reverend, I'll take advantage of your kind offer and get some
rest. I'd be obliged if you would see that I'm not disturbed for the next six hours. And then | shall ask you
to pray for mewhilel go doneto St Adrian's churchyard in an attempt to drive out the evil that began
with the interment of William Gardiner and has grown in power over theyears. It isabattle | must win for
alot of reasons.’

CHAPTER FOUR

SABAT AWOKE just asthelast rays of the setting sun were making weak patterns on thewall above
his bed, squares and diamonds that faded even as he lay watching them. Then came dusk, darkening the
room.

Something he was aware of the moment he sat up and swung hislegsto the floor; afreedom of
movement unhindered by pain, his head no longer throbbed and the earlier bouts of dizziness had not
returned. He gave way to amomentary fegling of euphoria, the knowledge that his degp untroubled

deep, during which hisastral had remained close to him, had healed him as effectively asthat doctor at
the hospital and al his modern drugs could have done over a period of weeks. Not miracle hedling, just a
meatter of mind over body. And Sabat was ready for battle.

He dressed dowly with the ease of one preparing for asocid evening, brushing flecks of dust from his



somewhat crumpled and singed dark jacket, checking his .38 to ensurethat it wasfully loaded. The
crucifix, the garlic cloves, he recaled how they had bounced harmlesdy off Quentin that time but that had
been his own fault, awavering of hisfaith just when he needed it most. Had hisfaith been strong enough
then his brother would have been destroyed forever. Grimly he recalled achildhood fable, astory his
mother had once read him about Sinbad the Sailor, how Sinbad had been accursed, compelled to carry
that vile Old Man of the Sea.on his back wherever he went. Little did the God-fearing Mrs Sabat redlise
that one day that fate would befall her own two sonsin adeadly battle of their souls.

As Sabat went downgtairs the Reverend Maurice Storton opened the door of his study and shuffled out
into the hal. The old clergyman looked tired and strained, a pathetic figure nearing the end of hisdays.
Y et he dtill retained an expression of stubbornness and determination, the will to go down fighting. He
was not going to surrender his pride easly.

'Mr Sabat,' he said, 'perhaps it would be best if we both went along tonight.'

'No," Sabat gripped him by the hand, 'not tonight, Reverend. Y ou can help me best by staying here and
praying.

'Itisvery dangerous, isn't it? A sudden flicker of fear in those old grey eyes. 'More dangerous than even
you havetold me'’

'Y es," there was nothing to be gained by trying to cover up the full extent of the perils of thisnight, ‘the
most dangeroustask | have ever faced. 'Wait up for meif youwill, but . . . but if | do not return.. . .
remember there is nothing more that can be done. Don't even attempt a second exorcism for they will
have won. Leave the evil to spawn their evil." And he muttered to himsdlf: 'for | shal then be one of them
out there!’

Maurice Storton watched his visitor step outside and close the door softly behind him. The curate's hand
trembled as he crossed himsdlf and only then did he gppreciate the full extent of hisfear. For yearshe
had preached againgt evil but he had never redised just what evil was until this moment.

Sabat took full advantage of the shadows on the short walk to the church, afugitive of the night hours.
There was dways the possibility of a policeman being posted to watch the churchyard and Plowden's
threats concerning Sabat's return could waste v uable time and do untold damage. Delay at this stage
would befatal. He was taking no chances. The next galewould in al probability demolish the lichgate,
Sabat decided as he passed through it. The weathercock and afew more dates would go, too. It was al
part of agodless plot by the Left Hand Peth, harnessing the forces of Nature for their own ends.

He unlocked the church door and stepped inside but did not put on the lights. Once his eyes became
accustomed to the darkness he would be able to see enough to carry out what he had to do. And there
was no timeto belost.

Even ashefilled the chalice from the tap in the vestry and carried it towards the atar he sensed the evil in
the atmaosphere. Only his own extra-perceptive senses could have picked it up, a cold mustiness that
could not be attributed soldly to the old church which was kept unheated and shut up for most of the
time; icy fingersthat seemed to touch him and awhispering that might just have been the wind soughing in
the trees outside unless one listened very carefully. And Sabat tried not to, told himsdlf that it wasn't
Quentin'slaughter he heard from afar but his own imagination.

Heworked fagt, blessed the water, not in the traditiona priestly way by placing his hands over the chdice
but by lining both forefingersin the manner of twin guns being Sghted on atarget, conveying hiswhole



persona force down into the colourlessliquid. Quentin's laughter again but Mark Sabat ignored it.

He reached down the big cross that stood on the dltar, held it like a crusader's sword, seemed to sense a
faint vibration dong it. The power was there but would it be enough? No longer did he doubt that this
night there would be a terrible confrontation between opposing forces.

It had grown much colder, the temperature dropping by severa degrees, seeming to numb hisbrain like
that of an arctic explorer exposed in abarren freezing wasteland. They were beginning to work on him,
the fight had aready begun\

Totdly unrelated thoughts began to flood his mind like the scrambling of aradio waveength.
Adolescence, the shame of what held done; but God, the mind-blowing sensudity of it dl, the
super-charged bodily feding was such that held have done it again right now. Then the women were
crowding him, one after another, faces and bodies he vaguely remembered but didn't havetimeto
recognise. Except the last one when dl the others had gone - Miranda* He could not get rid of her,
amost dropped the heavy crucifix in hisdesireto get to himsalf. Almost... a supreme mentd effort sent
her ssumbling back into oblivion and Sabat was fighting again with al the menta power he could muster.
Maybe he should have brought Maurice Storton along after dl; most exorcists were accompanied by at
least one devoted Christian to help with the prayers. But no, thiswas his own fight, nobody could help
him. This church was no place for anear-senile curate.

He madeit up into the pul pit just as agae sprung up, afreezing blast that wafted and fluttered the altar
tapestries behind him, tore at his own clothes as though determined to strip him naked. The pages of an
open bible wereflicking over, some being shredded from their binding. And in the midst of it al he heard
Quentin 'smaniaca laughter.

'Our Father,' heyelled at the top of hisvoice, the words being whipped away so that he did not hear
them, might have been miming then ... hallowed be Thy Name ... asitisin Heaven . . . forgive us our
trespasses...." apang of guilt like aknife being driven into his somach. He writhed, clung to the
mahogany railings, 'deliver usfromevil.. . Oh God, ddiver usfromevil.. .

The wind seemed to check, then came back again, Sabat's long hair flowing wildly. Somehow he
managed a confession and absolution, feding himsaf growing weaker dl thetime, il clutching the
chalice of charged water, its contents dopping from side to sde, pilling. He dipped his free hand, wet
the fingers and began to fling dropletsin dl directions, agpray that hissed like akettle boiling over ona
hob. Spitting protests, angry cat-beasts temporarily thwarted as they surrounded their prey, the wind
suddenly dropping. A deadly calm, alull in astorm of evil asthe enemy regrouped for amassve
ondaught.

Now Sabat could hear his own voice, dry and rasping but determined. ‘God, the Son of God, who by
death destroyed degth, and overcame him who had the power of death. Beat down Satan quickly.’

He hoisted the heavy crucifix doft, swung it defiantly in dl directions. The wind outside, akind of
agonised groan . . . but not in here! His brain began to function more easily again.

Shouting, screaming, hating these invisible entitieswith al the power he could mugter. ‘Deliver this church
from dl evil spirits, dl vain imaginations, projections and phantasms; dl deceits of the evil one; bid them
harm no one but depart to the place appointed them, there to remain forever. God, Incarnate God who
cameto give peace, bring peace. *

Quentin'svoice, acry of 'hypocritel, but it faded and Sabat was moving back down the aide, chdicein



one hand, crucifix in the other. The shadows seemed to fal back, akind of tranquility infiltrating this
hallowed place. A desert fortress, in effect, astrong legionnaire's outpost where the hostile bedouins
were kept at bay, safety within its battlements. But Sabat knew that he had to go outside and combat the
foeagain, he could not skulk in false safety.

Clouds scudded across the sky, the wind starting to get up again, bringing the darkness back with it. He
caught his knee against the sharp edge of atombstone concedled in aclump of long grass, cried out doud
in pain and spilled some of the water. Then they were back on the attack, screaming their hate asthey
closedinon him.

He scattered more water, heard it Szzling. But thistime the forces around him were not retreating; they
were becoming more angry than before, massing in the blackness of the shadows for acombined attack.
And Sabat felt himsdlf starting to weaken, hisbrain going muzzy again!

He had difficulty in praying, an incoherent mumbling. The laughter came again, amocking cackle that
might have been Quentin's and might not. Sabat dipped hisfingers, fet only amoistness on the silver - the
holy water was dl gone! Pedls of laughter, the wind starting to strengthen, atearing freezing blast that had
him staggering back.

Run! The church, it'syour only hope, you'll be safein there. Too late, the blackness had closed in, not so
much as atwinkling star to silhouette the way to the church, blundering blindly on, al sense of direction

gone.

Panic gripped him thesameas it had up in that mountain forest when he had suddenly redlised that
Quentin wasinvincible. He threw the chalice, felt the gdewhip it like adead leaf, heard it Strike
something solid. Something sharp pierced the back of his neck, scraped the flesh. He knew what it was,
tangled hawthorn, the straggling boundary hedge of the cemetery. He could go no further; he was

trapped!

And then suddenly Sabat saw them, outlined in an ethered glow that came neither from the moon nor
gars. Dozens of them, an angry maob in filthy tattered garments, screaming for him. More light, now he
could see their faces, grotesque inhuman features that had no right to exist on thisearth. A frenzied mob
of ... Oh God, what were they?

Their bodies stank, an acrid odour of sweat and urine. . . and death\ A thought crossed his mind, nearly
froze hisbrain with terror; the old Haiti legends, the dead raised from their graves by the bocors and
made to work in the fields, Zombies! No, it couldn't be, but surely these creatures in human shape were
not living mortas

He calmed his panic. These were the dark forcestaking on terrifying forms, able to change them at will,
deadly dangerousin whatever shape they chose to show themselves. Women with grimy scaled breadts,
pubic hair that crawled with lice. Except one! Sabat recognised her, picked her out of the howling mass,
the exquigitefigure, so sensud at the height of her fury, long auburn hair that fell tantaisingly around her
shoulders, a Beauty amid the Beasts - Miranda\

Her eyes met his, seemed to glow with agreenish hate, thefull lips parting into alusting smile. And even
in the throes of thislatest terror he felt himsalf getting an erection. Hetried to look away but could not; a
kind of hypnotism that waswilling him to rush forward, fal at her naked feet and worship her theway he
had once worshipped God. Hed | et them do anything they wanted, just for the chance to copulate with
her.



Cometo me, Sabat!

He found himself stlepping forward, then something jerked inside him, aspark kindled into flame, a
determination to go down fighting. He gragped the crucifix and held it doft like asword. And that was
when they fell back screaming!

A hdf-redisation within himself - the inverted cross, these evil ones own blasphemous symbol from
which they drew their dark power. And Sabat wasturning evil on evil, using fireto fight fire!

A cry escaped hislips, more of ahowl than anything the human voca chords could issue. Discarding one
power for another, he leaped into the fray, and as he did so he called upon one to help him for whom this
place was sacred . . . Baron Cimeterre, Lord of the Cemetery, chief of the evil Petro gods of the West
Indies. A prayer that was ablasphemy in itself, ablack invocation.

The gale came again, colder and stronger than before, whipping into the faces of the cowering rabble,
severd of them stumbling and faling asthey turned to flee. And Sabat was upon them, his crucifix a
devadtating sword, thislatest disciple of Baron Cimeterre bent upon bloody carnage.

Sabat raised his eyesto the sky above, muttering words that only a Creole might have understood but
there was no humility in the way he asked the ancient Lord of the Cemetery to help him in his hour of
need; amercenary fought for the highest bidder.

The sword came round in asweeping arc, two of his attackersfalling to the ground with screams of
unearthly anguish. A squat hairy man shrieked as he clutched with one hand at the severed stump of his
other arm - but therewas no blood \ A cavdier fighting against overwhel ming odds and driving back the
enemy, rapid thrusts that were too quick for the eyeto follow. Had the fallen been mortasthen this
wilderness of agraveyard would have run red with spilt blood; gaping wounds, entrails spilling from open
stomachs, gashed throats and eyes that dangled from skewered sockets. And Sabat was relentless, now
truly ademon possessed with unbelievable strength. A woman, afilthy hag of indeterminate age, standing
her ground and screaming her venom at him, age-old curses that e sawhere would have brought
assistance from her familiars but even her powers were usel ess when pitted againgt those of the Lord of
the Undead, the chief of the Petro godsin afar off dark land. The godgame was the ultimate clash of
power and there could only be one victor.

Sabat stared into her seemingly sightless orbs and read a defiant hatred, atoothless cavity of amouth
miming obscenities. Sagging revolting breasts scaled with the grime of a past age giving off avile odour
which in different circumstances would have had him retching. But not now; it was the heady smell of
battle.

'Y ou have defiled the temple of Baron Cimeterre,” he hissed, weapon drawn back. 'A sacrilege,
performing your blagphemous ritesin this place when they should have been his. Each and every one of
you must be struck down in his name!'

The wind shrieked as though the Petro god himsalf roared his approva of Sabat'swords. Then Sabat
struck, awide sweeping blow, felt hisarm jarred for one brief second as the blade met with some
obgtruction then passed on and completed itsarc.

Thaose few survivors who had huddled behind this witch for protection, confident in her powers, moaned
their terror, stared aghast at what had happened. The crone reared upright, at full stretch, the severed
skull screaming its agony even though it was parted from her dmost skeletal naked body; ahead that
seemed to hang in the air asthough some invisible thread suspended it there, dilated eyes watching the



trunk asit sank to the ground. Then the cranium fell with a sickening thud, rolled towards the neck asif
seeking to rgjoin the body from which it had been parted.

Sabat laughed, kicking it to one side as he stepped acrossit. More of these. . . things remained and now
he had no fear of them; they could neither flee nor fight, condemned souls awaiting execution. And he
was going to enjoy every second of it!

Thistime the blow was low, knee-high, scything through aforest of legs, bone splintering, limbs cracking
and spinning away. A writhing revolting mass of legless wounded, groaning their helplessness; a Sabat's
mercy.

For afew seconds he savoured the Situation, gloated. Thisiswhat they would have done to him but by
caling upon Baron Cimeterre the tables were reversed. And if you traded your soul with the devil then
you made the most of your side of the bargain!

"Y ou fucking vermin!" Sabat's expression was an anima snarl, agrowing fury taking hold of him. 'Y ou're
not going to be put out of your misery quickly. In the name of Baron Cimeterre you're going to suffer!

Suddenly that escalating rage erupted ingde him, turned him into atornado of hate, the crucifix
windmilling, hacking crudely, tearing and mutilating the bloodless vile flesh. Bodieswrithed, tried to crawl
away on amputated limbs, collgpsed, wailing and sobbing. Sabat never once relented, another head
rolling away, pulled up by the snew which till attached it to the sump of aneck, gyrating, mouth moving
in asoundless scream. A veritable abattoir of putrefied pulped meat and il the attack went on.

Finaly Sabat let his wegpon-arm fal, seemed to check hisrage ingtantly ashe raised hiseyesand saw. A
movement had attracted his attention, a patch of shadow that was too dark to be shadow. Oh God, he
thought he'd got them dl but there was il one left.

'‘Come here.' His voice was awhiplash cutting through the darkness. "Y ou cannot escape Sabat by
hiding.

She came, 50 lithe and shapdly that he found himself overlooking the grimy flesh and ragged garments,
seeing only the beauty of an unblemished skin which had once lain benegth, the ringlets of auburn hair,
nipplesthat could only be so swollen and hard because she was aroused; and even now she was
arousing him. Miranda!

Hedidn't try to reason because primitive lust was blinding him to al else. Except his hatred of her for
what she was; a dangerous combination.

'Y ou have to answer to both Baron Cimeterre and myself,’ hislips scarcely moved, hiswords barely
audible, 'because you defiled this place, sacrificed to another god. Y ou took avirgin from her grave, one
who rightfully belonged to the Lord of the Cemetery, mated her, and another who till lived, to your own
faselord of darkness. Then you committed the body of the one who died as aresult of that to water, not
to the earth where she would have become Baron Cimeterre's. The others have paid the price but yours
will be even greater because my Lord Cimeterre demands that | take you as you took her, for | am his
disciple on the Left Hand Path which leads to eternd life for those who serve faithfully!”

'No I' She screamed but did not try to flee because she knew it would be futile. Those dull orbs flickered
with the ultimate in terror and then he was upon her.

Sabat experienced afleeting sensation as though he was on the astral witnessing the actions of his



physica body, but that wasimpaossible. A kind of numbness flooded over him but it did not mar the urge
which fired his veins, pumped the hot blood through his body. Neither was he aware of the coldness of
her body as he flung her to the ground benesth him. He tossed away his sword; he did not need it for
thid

Shestruggled but his strength was too much for her, pinioning her arms, ripping the fina shreds of stinking
clothing from her shuddering body. Her flesh was cold but he scarcely noticed it, grunting doud likea
stag on the rutting stand. No longer was he thinking of Sylvia Adams and Sheila Dowson, nor the terror
which the latter must have experienced; only of himsdlf, his conquest, and the fact that he was doing it for
Baron Cimeterre, himsdlf a servant of thePetrogod.

Finaly he wasfinished with her, drawing back and fastening his clothing. Hislust was spent and now his
fury was returning. He groped for the fallen crucifix, reversed it and struck at the inert figure at hisfeet
with terrible force, ablow which no human skull could have withstood. The head split dmost equaly into
two halves, the tortured expression divided. Something oozed out which reminded him of frog-spawn but
there was no blood. He had not expected any.

Again and again, chopping and hacking with a desperation as though he wished to destroy this ghastly
being totdly, erase from his mind what had happened. A psychopath, hisbrain blurred, telling himself that
it had never taken place, that he would never have done anything like that. And finaly, when therewas
nothing left that resembled ahuman being at hisfeet, he amost believed it. Almost.

Dawn camewith itsusua grey soberness. Sabat tirred, shivered and raised himsdlf off the tomb where
he had been sitting. He thought he might have falen adegp but he knew he could not have done so for
throughout the latter part of the night he had been conscious of just staring into the darkness, seeing
nothing, not even thinking.

He glanced around, half expecting to see carnage and muitilation, widespread amputation and
decapitation. But there was nothing, the undergrowth not even flattened. A psychic battle had been
fought and ... won or lost?

His mouth was dry and he had a nagging headache; he always had a headache after an exorcism.
Quentin'slaughter came from somewhere then died away and |eft him to hisown musings. This past night
had been fought on two fronts; ingde the church his exorcism had been powerful enough but not out
here. Back to thewall, he had called upon the forces of darknessto destroy their own kind and they had
conceded to his request. Because he was one of them\

Helaughed, adry mirthless sound. In astrange way his evil brother had done him afavour, turned him
into the most ruthless psychic mercenary who had ever stalked the frontiers of darkness. So powerful,
capable of summoning those who could serve his cause best. But it was frightening, akind of
schizophrenia, aman outside himsdlf at times, barely knowing what had transpired.

But this businesswasfar from over. St Adrian's and its grounds were exorcised, if one could call it that.
A mere skirmish in terms of the fight that lay ahead. Somewhere the man named Royston had hisnew
black temple and was dready drawing upon the power that festered like a cancer within the bones of
William Gardiner ... so powerful that they had sent that terrible force of unspeskableterrorslast nightina
desperate attempt to destroy the one man who stood in their way. They had failed but they wouldn't give
up; they couldn't afford to.

Sowly, each step a determined effort that fought against sheer fatigue, Sabat began to make hisway
back to the vicarage. The day would be spent deeping, safe now that daylight had come, recharging mind



and body for whatever perilsthe coming night might hold.

He amost ignored the approaching car and probably would have done had it not dowed when it drew
level with him. Even at their lowest ebb his extra-perceptive senses were not totally dulled, seeing
everything in those plit seconds before the silver Mercedes picked up speed and was lost to sight
around the bend.

The driver, abig man with receding hair and the stamp of merciless cruelty on hisfeatures, eyes
narrowing and hooded like a hunting hawk that has suddenly spotted its prey. But it was Royston's
companion who succeeded in thrusting a stabbing pang of fear into Sabat's heart. Auburn hair and
mocking green eyes, none other than Miranda, the hussy off the new estate who spread her favoursin her
constant search for power.

She had brought Royston here at this early hour to show him that he had failed in his attempt to destroy
Sabat. And she hated the man who stood there on the pavement because she knew; knew that she had
been raped and mutilated in a psychic encounter that went back to adark age. And it had happened as
surely asif Sabat had goneto her housein his physica body and carried out that unspeakable attack on
her.

Now she demanded vengeance, urged her evil lover to use every vestige of hisblack power to help her
achieve that. And Sabat's most dangerous enemy would be the resurrected evil that had once stalked this
peaceful village intheform of William Gardiner!

CHAPTERHVE

SABAT LET himsdf into the vicarage and closed the front door quietly behind him. In dl probability the
Reverend Maurice Storton would have retired to bed once dawn broke, exhausted by hisal-night vigil.
There was no point in waking the aged clergyman; neither was there anything to be gained by giving him a
detailed account of everything that had happened last night. Suffice to say that an exorcism had been
carried out and had been successful. The fact that Baron Cimeterre had claimed the adjoining cemetery
as his own domain was something that Sabat did not propose to try and explain. Oneform of evil had
replaced another, and there was nothing more anybody could do about it.

Sabat's acute senseswere still working. The vibrations caused by somebody moving about on the floor
aboveregistered in his brain before he heard the dow, shuffling footsteps coming towards the head of the
wide staircase. Somebody barefoot, but there was nothing strange in that; probably Storton had been on
the point of retiring to his bed when he had spotted Sabat coming up the drive and was curiousto learn
how he had fared.

It was Maurice Storton al right. Sabat saw him on the top flight, checked his cry of amazement. Oh God,



the fiends had been heret done thisto a harmless old man!

The clergyman was naked, a pathetic enough sight even if one did not ook up at hisface. Hisfeatures
seemed to have dipped to one side in the manner of a seizure, ahideous caricature in which an angled
mouth struggled to make incoherent speech. Babbling insanely, a noise that was meant to be laughter.
And Sabat's heart went cold.

Storton dmost fell, indeed he would have done so had he not ssumbled againgt the stair-rail. Balanced
precarioudy, one eye that seemed sightless, the other reflecting an inner terror, wide and staring, inflated
like abubble that would burst at any moment.

Sabat stepped forward, knew that if he didn't reach the other quickly the old curate would almost
certainly fal. Y et he must not appear to panic for Storton was dready terrified; maybe he was not even
aware of the exorcist's presence.

Too late! Sabat was within a haf-a-dozen steps of Maurice Storton when the old man seemed to
crumple, asagging of every limb, folding ... faling ... diding.

Sabat caught him, otherwise he would have somersaulted right down to the hal below, aweight that he
could barely support, heaving the other back into a sitting position. The head drooped forward, alow
moan came from the cracked blue lips, abody expelling air because itstime was up. And it was at that
moment that Sabat realised that the Reverend Maurice Storton was dead!

He propped the dead man back against the stair-rail, made sure that he would not fall. Then Sabat
straightened up, trembling uncontrollably because it had al ended like this. Hisfault, just assurely as
though he had murdered the clergyman with his own hands or pumped afull chamber of .38 shdlsinto
him.

Baron Cimeterre did not return empty-handed once he had been summoned. The bocors and the
houngans knew that, dways had a human sacrifice awaiting their dreaded lord. And it wasjust the same
here, many miles from that dark land of mystic magic. Storton's death was needless. Oh God, if only
Sabat had inssted that his aged companion remained within a pentagram throughout that night of prayer
then he would have been safe. The Lord of the Cemetery had come and claimed a sacrificeand . . .
sheer terror had Sabat's pallid features blanching to a deathly white. Storton's body, his soul, were at
terrible risk now, for in accordance with the ways of the dark powers the dreaded Baron now had claim
on thefrail corpse- it could be the instrument in anumber of vile, unspeakable happenings. A zombieif
there was ahoungan handy to raiseit, or the bones used in powerful black magic after they had been
exhumed; a permutation of horrorsthat could only be prevented in one way by somebody who knew
what he was doing.

Sabat ticked hisdry lips, held witnessed the ghastly ritual in Haiti in which asoul was granted everlasting
freedom, the body given peace and put beyond the powers of the houngans. The bile came upinto his
throat at the thought but that would not stop him if necessary. Therewas only onesnag . . . thiswas
England, not the mystic West Indies where voodoo and its rites were accepted as part of life and death
even by the police themselves. Here he might find himself facing anumber of serious charges, not to rule
out the possibility of being arrested for the murder of Maurice Storton.

He shook his head as he went downstairs dowly and picked up the phone. First he must report this degth
to the authorities, aseemingly norma case of a sudden stroke. Unless you looked carefully into that single
eye!l But as soon as possible Sabat knew that he must perform those ancient rites to ensure that Baron
Cimeterre did not claim the body through some powerful witch doctor; somebody like the mysterious



and dusive Royston who sought human carrion for his graveyard vultures!

'l thought | warned you.' Detective Inspector Plowden's festures twisted into amask of anger, an
escalating rage because this stranger had dared to defy him and on his return to the village had brought
death with him, abeit seemingly from natura causes, akind of harbinger of doom. "Y ou'd no business
coming back here obstructing police investigations.’

'One moment.' Sabat held up ahand, permitted himself afaint mirthlesssmile. 'First, | havein no way
obstructed your enquiries. | have merely carried out an exorcism in &t. Adrian's Church and its grounds
in accordance with arequest made by Bishop Wentnor. Thisisafree country, | can travel and stay
anywhere| like. | would have returned to the 'Dun Cow' except that fire destroyed the residential
quarters

'While you were staying therel" An innuendo that was only too obvious.

'Y ou'll be accusing me of arson next, Inspector.’ Sabat laughed. 'As | was saying, the Reverend Storton,
with whom | had struck up afriendship before my untimely accident, offered to put me up for afew days
whilel completed the task which | came herefor.'

'And you have completed it? An uneasinessin the policeman'stone, neck craning forward in his
eagernessto hear the answer to hisquestion. A prayer to whatever deity he worshipped that Sabat
would be leaving promptly.

'l think so. | have completed the exorcisms but, of course, | shal have to speak with Bishop Wentnor
beforel findly takemy leave!

Powden caught hisbreath, hisfists clenched so that hisfingernails bit deep into the palms of both hands.
"You'relike abloody vulture,' he rasped. 'Death wherever you go. Well, with any luck well be making an
arrest for the Dowson killing beforelong and | guessthat will lead usto thisvile cult!

Y ou're bluffing, Sabat thought. Y ou're no nearer a solution now than you were three weeks ago. 'l wish
you luck.' He stood up. 'Now, if you've nothing more to question me about 1 '11 go and see the Bishop.'

'WEell know whereto find you if we want you.' Plowden's eyes narrowed. 'And we may just do that.'

Sabat glanced a hiswatch as he stepped outside the locd police headquarters into the dazzling sunshine
of alate August day. Midday. There was much to do before nightfall and time was running against him.

‘Theresyour cheque.' There was an air of offhand reluctance in the way Bishop Wentnor did the oblong
piece of pink paper across the desk. "The Church Commissioners, like mysdlf, thought it was extortionate
but thankfully the whole business has progressed beyond and away from S Adrian's.’

An attitude of salfishnessthat was not lost on Sabat as he checked the amount, folded the cheque
carefully and placed it in an inside pocket, aware of the dim comforting bulk of his.38 ashedid so.

'Yes, I'm afraid it's amore far-reaching business than even | imagined when | took the case. It hasits evil
roots farther afield.

'But asfar asyou are concerned the caseis closed,” Wentnor's chin jutted stubbornly. ‘With hindsight |
think even the Archbishop regrets your own involvement. And the police have protested most strongly
about your interference. However, | must make it quite plain, Sabat, that the Church has now terminated



its agreement with you. We will not condone any further meddling in thisaffair on your part.

Words that echoed those spoken by Detective Inspector Plowden. Possibly even the Commissioner of
Scotland Y ard had been persuaded to contact the Archbishop. Sabat smiled to himsdlf as hel€eft the
Bishop's Palace. From now on, he had to play alone hand, every man against him, and no chequeto
reward his efforts. His sole motive now was one of revenge; a score to be settled against those who had
tried to cremate him dive and were even now gill bent on hisannihilation. It wasthe kind of fight he
enjoyed best.

Sabat hoped that he had picked the right mortuary, asemi-rural place with its chapel of rest set amid a
grove of towering pinetrees, the kind of place where a deceased curate would be taken while funeral
arrangements were pending. He had to take a chance on it. To have made enquiries might have led the
shrewd and vindictive Plowden to charging Sabat for what he was about to do; neither did he dareto go
on to the astrd in search of the corpse.

He crouched beyond the outer fringe of treeswaiting for dusk to turn to full darkness. A dangeroustime
but this was something that could not have been carried out in full daylight. At least, he consoled himself,
there was no police guard mounted; with their practica stubborn theories on this case they would see no
reason to guard an old man's body.

It was shortly after nine when Sabat made his move. No sound, hardly adither of black plimsolled feet
as he crept towards the chapel entrance. Of course the doors would be locked but with nothing more
than a conventiona Y ae; adight click as he used his bankers credit card to depress the lock, then he
wasjust another shadow in the faint starlight.

It wasdl soridiculoudy easy that he found himsdlf glancing around haf suspecting atrap. Six coffins, and
Storton was in the second one he tried. Sabat's mouth was dry, his stomach muscles contracting as he
gazed down on the familiar features. He had half hoped that the ultimate deed necessary to free the soul
would not be required; that the aged face would still bear signs of the seizure, the dackness of dead
muscles, mouth twisted at an angle.

But it was not so. The features were even again, much younger in gppearance asthey seemed to defy the
effects of rigor mortis, eyesthat had been closed by the undertakers were now wide open and staring up
a him. Thelips had contracted, showing aset of chegp denturesin an animd-like snarl. And Sabat knew
therewasno timeto belost. A metdlic clink as he withdrew from his pocket ahammer and chisd, the
head of the latter cushioned with arubber cap. Noise had to be kept to aminimum at al costs. The third
item, ahacksaw, he laid down on the nearest coffin lid. He took a deep breath, made a concerted effort
to steady himsdlf.

Even as he positioned the sharp point of the chisel on Storton's chest, Sabat felt the temperature
dropping. Mortuaries were always cold but not to this extent. The darkness around him was vibrant and
in hishead anoise was growing like that of adistant multitude chanting angrily, coming closer dl thetime,
alynch mob on the rampage.

One blow was enough, adull thud with amuffled ring of sted that jarred hisarm right up to the elbow, a
cracking and splintering of bone and atearing noise as he forced the toal. free. Angry cries, so close that
he amost turned but he could not afford to delay if al was not to belogt.

In one swift, perfectly co-ordinated movement, hammer and chisal were back inside his pocket and he
had the hacksaw grasped firmly in his gloved hand. He felt Storton's neck with his free hand, positioned
the blade, and began to saw feverighly. It was not easy working insde the coffin; he would have



preferred to have removed the corpse on to anearby marble dab for this gridy decapitation but there
was no time. Even now cold clammy hands seemed to clutch at him in an attempt to drag him away.
Tonight Baron Cimeterre would not be on his side as Sabat sought to deprive him of adave of the dead,
last night's sacrifice which was about to be snatched from the grasp of the evil Petro god!

The hacksaw blade was sharp, cutting efficiently through the neckbone but it would not be rushed.
Continud rhythmic sawing was the only way and dl thetime Sabat fdlt his attackers closing in on him just
asthey had donein &t Adrian's Church the previous night. He swested cold salty droplets and by sheer
willpower refrained from cursing aoud. Profanity at such timeswas asure way to fal into the clutches of
the enemy. He began to pray beneath his breath.

Maurice Storton seemed to be putting up a desperate resistance, the half-severed neck swivelling so that
the saw was bumping againgt the Side of the coffin, the bier threatening to run away under itsown
propulsion.

Sabat felt atightening of his own chest asthough stedl bands encircled it and he was gulping for every
breath. The pain began to spread into a crippling coronary agony threatening to throw him to the floor.
The black powers were both very strong and very angry tonight; Sabat knew then just how dangerous
the man known as Royston was, a deadly houngan who had come to Britain in modern guise to spread
his vile voodoo magic. Tonight it was Royston's turn to ask Baron Cimeterre for help.

Just when Sabat thought that he could hang on no longer, that he must surely collgpse to the floor and
writhe in pain, he felt the blade bite into the wooden base of the coffin and with adull thud the head rolled
toonesde.

Those clamouring voices turned to cries of frustration and in that same instant his own pain receded to a
gnawing ache. He clutched the coffin, sprawled over it, somehow managed to check the rush of vomit
before it reached histhroat. And in that instant he knew he was safe, that he'd won against overwhelming
odds, defeated the Lord of the Cemetery at the last hurdle and thwarted Royston yet again.

Y et Sabat could not remain here to bask in the glory of another round won againgt the powers of
darkness. Even now Royston would be planning revenge, perhaps police aready speeding to the scene
of thisghastly mutilation, tipped off by an anonymous phone call. The hacksaw was put away and with
tired, trembling hands Sabat placed the severed head against the neck stump. And as he closed the coffin
lid he caught aglimpse of the corpse's expression. Thefaciad muscles were perfectly relaxed, thelips
diding dowly back to cover thoseill-fitting dentures, eyelids beginning to droop. For one second
Maurice Storton seemed to see and recognise him; it could have been atrick of the ethered starlight
filtering in through the elevated windows or it could have been ahdf smile of gratitude, the heartfelt
thanks of atortured soul that suddenly found itsalf at peace.

Sabat |eft as dlently as he had come, aflitting shadow on agtarlit night until he cameto his parked
Damler. The prospect of the long drive back to London wasfar from enthraling but he knew he had to
leave the heart of England for afew days; he could not risk another clash with Plowden at the moment.

He needed time to think, to plan how he was going to seek out Royston. For it was vitd that this
crusading houngan be destroyed totally.



CHAPTER SIX

SABAT HAD scanned the newspapers daily for the past week but nowhere did hefind so much asa
mention of 'devil worshippers. Surely Maurice Storton's funera must have taken place by now, in which
caseit would appear that the undertakers were totally unaware that the corpse had been beheaded and
had had a chisdl gouged initschest. Or elsethey did not want to incur publicity and have it known that
their premises had been broken into. Sabat preferred the latter theory, for once the body wasin itsgrave
nobody was going to be any the wiser.

L ocating Royston presented problems. Not knowing the man's surname he could not trace him by the
usual methods. He contemplated going to the astral but without knowing where to search his chances of
success were exceedingly dim. Which left him with hisonly and origind link -Mirandal If hevigted her in
his astra body there was no guarantee that Royston would be with her at any given time and Sabat could
spend weeks pursuing thisfruitlessline of enquiry night after night, wasting vauable time aswell as putting
himsalf a graverisk, for there was no doubt that this evil voodoo cult were still determined to destroy
him. There was only one course open to Sabat, he must visit Mirandain his earthly body and take
whatever steps were necessary to force the information he required out of her. He thought about it,
suddenly found himself becoming aroused. Hell, it was along time since hed gone afortnight without a
woman. Nevertheless, he was determined that such pleasures would have to wait and attempted to
satisfy hiscraving in the only way he knew how. But it did not stop him getting an erection again on the
drive back up to Warwickshire, Every man had his Achilleshed.

It was early morning when Sabat rang the doorbell of Mirandas small, semi-detached house. His car was
parked at the other end of the road for in al probability he would be returning to London tonight; he
hoped hisarrival had gone unnoticed.

There was no answer to hisring but some inner sense told him that the house was not deserted; no noise
or movement, just afeding that Mirandawas a home. Suppose Royston was here with her; his somach
tightened at the thought, for the big man could just dip through hisfingers again and vanish back into
obscurity. Sabat needed time done with Mirandal Christ, he found himself being turned on yet again, a
bulgein the front of histrousersthat nobody could possibly miss. That was the bitch's weapon, being
able to arouse a man, weaken them even when she wasn't around in person.

Then Sabat heard soft footsteps coming down the stairs and caught a glimpse of somebody through the
frosted glass who could be none other than Miranda herself. The latch clicked, the door opened afoot,
was pulled wide to reved Mirandadressed in ablack negligee which left virtudly nothing to the
imagination. The low neckline showed the soft shapdly breadts, the firm nipples amost spiking their way
through the materia. The dender figure terminated in bare feet with mauve manicured toe nails. Sabat's
eyesran right the way back up her and focused on the soft red lips drawn back in a seductive smile, the
hazel eyeswhich gave nothing away but seemed to penetrate his thoughts.

'Mr Sabat!" Faint surprise, her voice like the purring of a contented she-cat. Thisisasurprise. Won't you
sepinsde?

She held the door wide, closed it behind him. The place seemed to have been tidied up thistime, no



cast-off items of clothing littering the adjoining room, and instead of that smell of stale cooking his nogtrils
flared to the sharp aroma of some artificial aerosol cover-up. Almost as though she had been anticipating
acdler.

'Do st down. A drink?

Hefollowed her siweeping hand, noted an array of bottles on the sideboard, among them an unopened
Black Labd. 'Whisky," he said. She couldn't have tampered with this one, he thought, watching her break
the sedl. She poured two glasses, handed him one, fixed him with those eyes again, twin laser beams
boring into him.

"1 had afeding you might call around sometime.’ Her tone had afaint hint of mockery init.
'Why? He hdld her gaze with difficulty.
‘A lot of men who eye me up in the'Dun Cow' end up caling on me!’

They were fencing now and Sabat was dimly aware that his erection was growing again but she gave no
hint of having noticed it.

'And what makes you think that's my reason?

For thefirgt time her eyes dropped, fixed on the protrusion behind his zip, and her mouth widened into a
gmile. 'Certain sgnsthat I'd have to be blind not to read.’

Suddenly Sabat felt himsdlf at a disadvantage, the tables turned, akind of helplessness cregping over him.
Sex had alway's been his big weakness but he had not realised until now how much it dominated his
make-up. Hell, he shouldn't have gone awhole fortnight without awoman!

He found himself nodding, a pleasant sensation spreading out from hislower regionsinto the rest of his
body. He didn't care about anything any more except . . . God, it was as though he was a spectator from
afar looking down upon his own actions. Pleasure firgt, business afterwards; there was no reason why he
should not have his cake and et it.

'Well? shelaughed. She had set her drink down on the cabinet, stood facing him, arms akimbo.
Somehow that flimsy garment had come undone and he could see an € ongated strip of nudity right the
way down her. Jesus, her pubicswerejet black; that meant her auburn hair wasjust afake. Black suited
her; held aways had a preferencefor brunettes. 'I'mright aren't 1, and if you stick it out any longer, Mr
Sabat, you're likely to burst your zip. Say, don't you have afirst name now that we're getting on intimate
terms?

'Mark.' Somehow his voice sounded different, muffled. Hed only once before got himsdf into agate like
this and that was in a Soho sauna when the masseuse had begun to finger him. She'd been a brunette,
too. Mirandacould do al that with her eyes. So subtle, you didn't realise you'd been seduced until it was
too late.

Then, with one deft movement she shrugged hersdlf out of that negligee, l€ft it behind her on thefloor,
advancing on him naked like acat stalking its prey.

'Don't tell meyou're shy, Mark, brimful of inhibitions. Y ou're not going to indst on keeping your clothes
ondl night, areyou?



Her perfume was strong and heady, had him inhaing for more as her long dim fingersflipped their way
down his shirt buttons and undid hiswaistband. Surely she didn't really have the strength to hoist him up
while she did hislower garments down? Maybe he was co-operating al dong without being aware of it,
unable to shift his gaze from those saucer-like hazel eyes. Just akid redly but those auburn locks fooled
you. Now he saw her as sheredlly was, ajet black bombshell, willing him to go dong with her. Like the
Creoles said Erzulie, the Black Venus, did. A succubus, and when you woke up next morning you didn't
redlly know whether it had happened or whether you'd dreamt it all.

Stark naked he lay there on the couch, a prize specimen at a canine show letting thejudge giveit the
once over.

'‘Circumcised, | see!’

'Y es," he had to struggle to find a plausible explanation, one that sounded logical, ‘'my . . . mother was half
Jewish. Sheinsgted.

‘Liar!" Those eyes flashed angrily but only for amoment and then they were laughing again. 'Y ou've had it
donein recent years. A lot of exorcists and those who dabble in occult matters get themselves
circumcised in case they should carry some impurity undernegth the foreskin into their protective
pentagram. I'mright, aren't |7

He nodded, bit hislower lip like an erring schoolboy caught out by a sharp-eyed headmaster. "Yes. | had
it done about a couple of years ago.'

Mirandawas on her knees, toying with the scar, staring up into his pleasure-contorted face. 'And I'll dso
say you haven't had awoman for quite sometime.’

‘Right . . . again. Hed confess to anything just to have her doing these kind of thingsto him. And more; a
lot more! Helay watching her, a hypnotised rabhbit letting astoat play with it, body shuddering with
emotion. Everything she did was perfection, the pouting lipsthat kissed and sucked, the tantdising flicking
tongue, the way her sensuousfingertips cameinto it, too. At one stage he thought he was going to
gaculate and tried to will the orgasm, afew seconds of the ultimate in pleasure and then maybe the spell
would be broken. Miranda seemed to read histhoughts and smilingly did something with her fingers
which checked it immediately, held it intoxicatingly suspended and had his heart speeding up. God, it was
wonderful, he didn't give adamn for anything e se. Not even Royston, he didn't matter any more.

‘Tell me, Mark,' aquizzically schoolgirlish expression on her freckled features, just suppose/ wasn't
around? | mean, suppose you'd woken up in the middle of the night dreaming that | was doing dl thisto
you and you found that | wasn't redlly there at dl. Y ou'd have to do something, wouldn't you? Go on,
show mewhat you'd do because I've never seen anything like that and I'm smply dying to.’

Oh Jesus Chrigt, you've just gotta be dreaming dl this. In which case you'll have to do something or youll
goinsane. Go on, doit and let her watch \ That sounded like Quentin'svoice. To hdl with himiif it was,
I'm going to do it, anyway, whether Mirandasredly hereor 1 'm dreaming it.

Sabat's fingers took over where Miranda's had been caressing him only afew seconds ago. The room
seemed to have gone darker, he could barely see her, just the whiteness of sensuous flesh and that dark
'V of agiveaway. And her eyes, of course, glowing greenish like acat's, watching his every movement
with obviouslust. He was shuddering, groaning his ddight doud, bucking and writhing. I'm going right
over the top thistime, sweetheart, and | don't careif | don't come back.



Totaly helplessas he was, his sexua desire was dominant in every part of hisbeing . . . except ond The
built-in watchdog, his super-sensitive power that had saved hislife on severa occasonswas il

switched on, ahuman radar that picked up danger and transmitted it instantly to his brain, amind-blowing
electric shock that powered him out of this pleasurable sex haze. Fingers dtill clutching himsdlf, il
working furioudy, herolled to onesde. Just intime!

The dimmed table lamp glinted on adiver of stedl; arush of ar and Sabat heard the wicked stiletto blade
bury itsdlf in the upholstery only inchesfrom his neck, Mirandas hand catching hisface as she struggled
to tug the wegpon free. But Sabat wastoo fast for her, hisfingers circling her wrigt, twisting it and
bringing ashriek of agony from her snarling lips. She struck at him with her free hand, an enraged tigress
determined to battle to the desath.

Together they rolled off the couch on to the floor, Miranda uppermost, trying to bury her strong teeth in
his throat. Sabat pushed and turned his strong lithe body, knew he had the strength to beat her . . . knew
what he would do to her! His supersenses screamed another warning - don't look into her eyes!

Kneding, facing each other, the girl'swrists now twisted behind her back, her spine arched as Sabat
increased the pressure, determined not to gaze into those compelling orbs, staring at her firm breasts
ingtead, noting how the nipples stood right out. Looking lower, checking that her pubic hair wasredly
black.

‘Succubud' he hissed. 'Erzuliein awhite skin! But thistimeyou'velogt.'
A snarl came from her throat and she spat in hisface. 'Bastard! Y ou won't get away with this.”

Sabat didn't reply. He glanced down at himsalf and knew he had to take Mirandain the way his body
demanded before he got down to the real purpose of hisvisit. The lamp in the corner seemed to have
gone brighter now as though the evil he had encountered here had aready conceded defeat. Roughly he
threw her back, sent her sprawling on the carpet, reminded himsalf once again that he must not ook into
those eyes during what was about to happen.

Like awild beast he sprang, pinioning her arms at right angles, forcing her thighs apart with his knees.
She struggled, kicking wildly and hammering her hedls againgt his back but it only served to add impetus
to histhrusts as he took her. She turned her head, closed her eyes, resigned hersdlf to her fate. Miranda
or Erzulie, she knew that she had met her match. After afew minutes her snarls turned to low moans,
little cries that could dmost have been interpreted as ecstasy.

Sabat had pushed everything ese from his mind; Sheila Dowson, Sylvia Adams, and the Reverend
Storton, even the attempts on hisown life and soul. All that mattered now was that he satisfied himsdlf to
thefull.

Finaly heleaned back, hislean muscular body glistening with swest. His head sagged momentarily as
exhaugtion flooded over him but it only lasted afew seconds. Then he was reaching for his clothes,
ice-cool and in complete command of his every bodily and mental function. He had got that
overpowering urge out of his system and now it was back to business.

'Wéll." He looked into her eyes, saw that the earlier burning fire had been replaced by something else;
fear! 'Now weve got that over | guesswed better have alittle chat about what | redlly camefor.’

I'll call the police. It was an empty threat, unconvincing.



'Go ahead,' he laughed. '‘But | guessthe last person you want to seeis a policeman. He might ask even
more awkward questions than I'm going to.’

'Y ou raped me. Y ou could get five yearsfor that.'

"You tried to kill me. Y ou'd get ten, and if they knew about your involvement with this coven and your
boyfriend, Royston, you might just end up getting life. Y ou're no better than Manson and hisfollowers.
Right, we've ruled out the law o let's get down to business.'

She did not reply, haf-heartedly picking up her negligee and dipping it over her body. Sabat noted how
shetrembled, knew that shewas afraid of alot of things, himself for one.

'Why don't you just go/ her voice was alow whine. 'Go now and forget that we've ever met.’
I'll go when I've got the answers to the questions I'm going to ask. First, who isthis guy Royston?
'I... don't know.'

That'salie. You've had himin your bed and you've been out in his car checking whether or not |
survived the psychic attack in the churchyard. He took over the coven after Horace went into a nuthouse.
So don't give methat crap.’

'Honest.' Her hazel eyes were brimful of tearsthat threatened to deluge at any second. 'l don't know who
heis or where he comes from. He was an associate of Horace's because I'd heard Horace mention him a
time or two amost asthough ... asthough Horace was terrified of him! Then Royston turned up, rented a
house in the village that had been vacant for years and just sort of took over running the coven. Hehad a
woman living with him; | only saw her once. A foreign looking girl, her skin was sort of light chocolate
coloured, neither black nor white, kind of in-between if you know what | mean.’

'West Indian probably.’ Sabat's eyes narrowed. ‘It figures.'

‘But | never saw her again. Then he began visiting me. At the start | enjoyed it ... then | began to get very
frightened.’

Why?

'Well, | knew held got melined up for something pretty awful. The coven meetings were no longer alark
likethey were at the start, things had got ... well, out of control. That time they dug up the Adams girl and
then ... it wasrevolting but | never thought those sort of things would happen. | kept telling mysdlf that it
was some sort of trick of Horace's, that he'd bludgeoned the Dowson girl to death while everybody else
was scared to look. But soon after 1 redlised that there was something to it, that they were actualy
caling up ... things out of the darkness, bestia things that you could hear and smdll. . . but you daren't
look. God, | wanted to get away from here and | would have done if it hadn't been for Royston. Jesus,
you've only got to look into his eyes and you know that heisnt . . . ordinary!'

‘But you could show me the house he rents.'
'l could . . . except that he doesn't live there any more. He's gone! He's been gone since the night after

the.... whatever it was that went on in the churchyard. He called for me early that morning, said we'd got
to go and look, seeif you were ill around. Then we saw you walking up the road. Oh Jesus, you should



have heard him. He went berserk and | thought he was going to kill me. Said it was al my fault and if |
didn't get rid of you for good then .. . then the gods had away of punishing followerswho failed them'

'So heleft the house and you haven't set eyes on him since!

'No, but he phones. Just checking, telling me I've got to get rid of you. | get the feding that he's got me
lined up for some kind of sacrifice like Horace performed that night. And he seemed to know that one
day you would vist me'

Sabat poured two more whiskies; they both needed them. Miranda's nerves were stretched to the limit.
He picked up the knife which had amost cut his throat out, dropped it into his pocket. The state his
companion wasin a present he couldn't take any chances but underneath his callous exterior he was
beginning to pity her. It was an old story, acommon onein Haiti, abeautiful girl lured into the clutches of
the houngan, awhite hen being fattened and pampered in readinessfor the ultimate sacrifice,

'Royston's moved his pitch." Sabat saw another flicker of terror in those hazel eyes, her awe of himsalf
growing by the second. ‘A temple somewhere. And he's got the skeleton of William Gardiner there. Have
you any ideawhereitis?

'No." She shook her head and he did not doubt that she was telling the truth. *After he got so angry with
me it was as though he didn't trust me any more, kept warning methat if | went to the police | could find
mysalf being charged with being an accessory to the Dowson murder and alot of things besides. He said
that until 1'd proved myself | wouldn't be alowed to see the new temple.’

'And to prove yoursdlf you had to kill me?

Thistime she could not hold back the flood of tears. 'l didn't want to kill you," she sobbed, 'but after you
arrived it was just as though something ... took me over! | hated you asI've never hated anybody before
inmy life. | wanted to humiliate you first, make you masturbate into afrenzy and then kill you at the height
of your orgasm. But | couldn't wait; suddenly killing you seemed to be the most important, the most
erotic thing I'd ever contemplated. Now Royston will surdly kill mefor failing.' She sank back on the
couch, her whole body convulsing with shudders, her wails escdating into hysteria

That was when Sabat hit her, a back-handed blow that caught her full across the face, sprawling her
headlong across the fake leather upholstery. She gave one final sob and then was silent, cringing as she
felt him pulling her hands away from her face, anticipating another blow.

'Drink thisup.' The remains of her tumbler of whisky were pushed againgt her lips. Then try to pull
yourself together. The worst possible thing you can do isto give up. By doing that you're playing right
into his hands.

‘Hell kill me." She swallowed amouthful of the amber liquid and spluttered asit burned her throat. 'Jesus,
hewill, Sabat. HE's the most evil manin theworld.

'No." Sabat shook his head and hislips were compressed into atight bloodless line. 'Royston is not the
most evil manin theworld. | am! And there's nothing more | want than to kill him, to destroy him totally
so that neither hisbody nor his soul isathreat to mankind ever again.’

Mirandafought back her tears and an expression of perplexity crept over her attractive freckled features.
She nodded. 'Yes, | do believe you're evil, Sabat. When you raped me just now | thought that you'd
probably kill mewhen you'd satisfied yourself. But you didn't. Was that becauise you only needed to



keep medive until you'd got the information you wanted out of me?

‘At thetime, yes. He permitted himsdlf afaint smile. 'But don't worry, I'm not going to kill you now.
Basicdly | don't think you're evil. They used you, worked a psychic hypnotism on you which | broke
when | raped you . . . becausein direct conflict my will is more powerful than Royston's\ That much is
now plain. The balance is swayed by whatever evil forcesintervene and whose side they take. That will
determine the fina outcome of our battle!’

'Oh God." He thought she was going to dissolve back into hysteria. 'Whatever are we going to do,
Sabat?

"We have two choices open to us.' Sabat filled and lit his pipe; he hadn't smoked for over aweek and
suddenly found that he craved for tobacco. 'Firgt, | can take you back to London with me but | doubt
whether that will solve anything. Royston has perfected the use of hisasiral body and has only to vist my
placein that form to discover your whereabouts. Secondly, we can force an encounter with Royston as
so0n as possible rather than prolonging the inevitable. | am inclined to think that that would be
preferable.”

'But how? Her eyes widened with horror at the prospect. 'Even | do not know how to contact him.’

'We shdl do what Mohammed failed to do.' Sabat smiled, inhaled strong smoke and expelled it dowly.
"We cannot go to the mountain so the mountain must come to us. How often does Royston telephone
you?

Too frequently.’

'‘Good. Then let us hope that he phones soon, and when he does you must tell him that you have been
successful inkilling me. Any nervousness in your voice we must hope that he attributesto your first act of
murder. Describeit asit might well have happened, how you lured me into a masturbation frenzy and
then plunged your knife into my throat. Y ou are frightened because you have abody in your house. Inal
probability he will comein person, particularly as he would be ableto use my corpseto assst himin his
vilerites. Then, having tricked him into coming here, | will seeto therest.

'l don't likeit." Miranda drained the remainder of her whisky and put down the empty glass. 'What if he
suspectsatrick.'

'We are taking a desperate chance in any case,' Sabat replied. 'Even now hisastral body might bein this
very room observing usin which case our ruse will prove futile and Royston will turn the tableson us. We
must just hope that he has been too preoccupied with his new temple of devil worship to worry about,
forgive the term, amere pawn in his dastardly game such as yoursdf. In which case he might just fal for
it.

‘How . . . how will you kill him? Mirandawhispered. Suddenly degth, even Royston's, was aterrible
prospect.

'l could shoot him." Sabat experienced aquickening of his pulses, the old familiar feeling he used to get in
his SAS days when he'd been assigned to alegitimate murder. 'But that might be too noisy for a
neighbourhood such asthis and the last thing we want isto attract the attention of the law. In all
probability | shal make use of thisknife with which you nearly severed my jugular vein. First | must kill
his earthly body and then act quickly before hisastral body hastimeto leaveit. Thereisawaysashort
time when one life ends before the next reincarnation begins, the only time that one so powerful as



Roystonistruly vulnerable. And if that chanceislogt then the evil will spawn againinanew life!

For sometimethey sat therein silence, neither wishing to break into the other's thoughts. Sabat glanced
at Miranda, knew that they could be spending along time together. Next time he would have no need to
force hislust upon her. In fact their relationship could turn out to be avery intriguing one.

Miranda thought about Sabat, how different he was from the dark-clothed human bloodhound who had
suddenly turned up in the village to hunt them down. Ruthless to the extreme, but he was the kind of man
you could get to like. A lot. Just one nagging worry; she hoped he was not going to ask too many
questions about thefire at the 'Dun Cow'. Sheld given up trying to lieto him, told hersdlf it was amost an
impossibility because those hawk-like eyes would search out the truth no matter where you tried to hide
it. And when that cold rage erupted it turned him into aviciouskiller, maybe the one man in the world
who could destroy Royston.

The harsh jangling of the telephonein the hal brought them both out of their reverie. In an ingtant Sabat
saw that it was 7am and that daylight was creeping in through the curtains. They had dozed, rested, and
now it wastimefor action again.

Miranda glanced at him and he read the fear, the hopelessnessin her eyes. That'll be him," ahoarse,
amost unrecogni sable whisper. 'He often phones early in the morning.'

'Go get it then, girl." Hetried to take the tension out of the Situation. Thefirst positive step in the
destruction of Royston is about to be taken.'

He noted how unsteadily she walked into the hal, the way she glanced at the front door as though she
had anotion to flee through it and take her chance in the outside world. But instead she made it to the
phone and with a shaking hand lifted the receiver. Sabat remained sitting on the couch in the living room,

heard her speaking.

'Yes... hecamelast night ... | killed him," alengthy pause before she added, ‘with the knife you gave me,
God it'sawful Royston, the body'sin the living room and | don't know what to . . . ' Therewasalong
period of slence during which the caller was obvioudy giving instructions and then Miranda spoke again.
‘All right, I'll wait until you come!’

When she came back into the room her face was degthly white, every freckle clearly visble. She
swayed, had to hold on to the arm of a chair to steady herself.

'He's coming,’ she whispered. Tonight!'

Sabat had to check his élation; quite obvioudy Mirandawas terrified now at the prospect of Royston's
return to her house. '‘Good," he smiled, ‘and we've plenty of timeto preparefor hisarrival.'

"That's not the point." She sat down because her legs were refusing to support the weight of her body any
longer. 'He says. .. ' she swallowed, began again, 'he saysthat... that it will be necessary to perform
certain . . . riteson your body to ensure that you no longer trouble us. | ... don't know what he hasin
mind but he's ordered me to have a hacksaw and ahammer and chisd available.’

Sabat fdt his ssomach churning, saw again hisown handiwork in that tranquil chape of rest ashort time
ago. And he had no doubt what Royston and his dark powers had in mind. An eyefor an eye ... ahead
for ahead! He did not think it time yet to tell Mirandathat the very tools she had been ingtructed to
procure were at this moment lying undernegth the matsin the back of his own Daimler down the road.



For truly Royston's body had to be put beyond the recal of another houngan or bocor, the evil that had
been William Gardiner destroyed for al time. And there was but one way to ensure that.

‘Let'snot worry about Royston just yet,” he smiled and beckoned to her to Sit beside him. 'It isimportant
that for the next few hours we both relax, for tonight there must be no dipups!”

CHAPTER SEVEN

ALONE POSSIBLY Sabat could have managed to relax, maybe even deegp for an hour or two, but with
Mirandaat his sde that wasimpossble. He could fed the tension mounting inside her, the tautness of her
body againgt his own, nervesthat were being stretched with each passing minute. He thought, Chrig,
shelll have a breskdown long before evening.

He wondered if perhaps an interlude in which their bodies dominated over al outside thoughts might be
the answer but the moment hisfingers sarted to stray insde her nylon garment she was pushing them
away. 'No, Sabat, not that again. Please! I'm judt... nhot in the mood.'

Hesghed, let hishand fal away. It was going to be avery long day; why the hell weren't they the type
who could play anice boring conventiona game of chess?

'What brought you to this part of the country? Apart from trying to passthe time and distract Mirandas
mind from the trials that lay ahead, Sabat was curious about her background.

'Circumstances beyond my control." She managed atremor of asmile. 'l was born in London but my
mother and father split up when | wasten. | stopped with Mum and in order to make enough money for
usto live she went on the game. She didn't make any secret about it; each night she'd go out and solicit
and then she started plying her trade at home. She used to keep arag doll in the window. If it waslying
down it meant she was busy with aclient but if it was Sitting up she was open for business. Chrigt, there
were some comings and goingsin our house and | got theideawhen | |eft schoal that it wasthe easiest
way to make aliving. She didn't try to stop me once | was seventeen but | can't blame her for
encouraging me. Anyway, to cut along story short, Mum went off to live with this client and after atimel
decided that there was no futurein being a city whore so | took off in search of better surroundings. The
country always appealed to me so in due course | found my way up here. | managed to find enough
businessto keep me going, doing most of my soliciting in the 'Dun Cow'. Then | got in with this coven for
kicks. At firgt it wasfun but dl | was actudly doing was letting the guys screw mefor freeinstead of
coming up to my place and paying atenner for it. The worst day'swork | ever did was letting Horace get
mein his clutches. After that it wastoo late to make the break; Horace was just adirty old manin
comparison with Royston. When Royston gets histalonsinto you, you've had it!'

"Then shdl we say the best day's work you ever did was when you met me," Sabat said and felt
encouraged by her nervouslaugh.



After that they settled down again with their own thoughts. And Sabat's mind wandered away from
Miranda. He recalled that warm Sunday afternoon when atouded-haired junior public school master had
asked him to go for awak acrossthefields. And in due course histrain of thoughts led to that
leather-booted colond'swife. By midday he was fully aroused and frustrated which wasn't agood thing
when he'd got to put himsdlf in akilling mood before evening. He had to be dert, hisbrain razor sharp.
Sexud digtractions could proveto be his downfal.

He glanced down a Miranda; she had fallen into an uneasy deep.

Sabat had dept during the day, mostly shallow dozes, but during the mid-afternoon he had fallen into a
deep dumber in which he had dreamed. He was underground in a dank, stale place where moss grew on
thewalls and in places the roof threatened to collapse. A long flight of broken stone steps had led him
down from the daylight and fresh air above, and he doubted the wisdom of entering this subterranean
chamber. Indeed, he would have turned back, given way to hisrising terror, except that for some
unknown compelling reason he had to go on. Thiswas how it had been when the Pied Piper had lured
away therats and then the children of Hamlyn. It was the silence, the darkness which beckoned Sabat, a
cal he could not deny, a bloodthirsty weasdl hunting the rabbit warrens.

After atime he was able to make out his surroundings. Stone pillars supported the sagging roof and the
damp floor was made from blocks of roughly hewn stone, jagged and uneven. A crypt, so old that the
lettering carved by some long-dead stonemason was now indecipherable.

As his eyes became accustomed to the darkness and he was able to make out these ancient features,
Sabat was aso aware of the presence of evil; alive force that seemed to mock him from every patch of
shadow, the ratswhich stared at him with glowing red eyes, totdly unafraid of this human intruson.

The crypt wasfar larger than at first he had imagined, dmost the size of achapd, built below ground in
Secret to hide some nefarious activity by the worshippers who dunk in here during the nocturna hoursto
mortgage their souls and to take part in unbelievable acts of obscenity.

And Sabat was not done: With agtart he saw the big man at the other end, busying himsalf before an
atar draped with black tapestries. On the sinigter flat surface lay something which gleamed starkly white
in contrast to its background, athing which was so old and broken that it was difficult at first to recognise
it asahuman skeleton. But that was what it was, abroken skull and rib cage, arms and legs, al polished
until they shone dmost luminoudy, hideoudly.

Sabat recognised them as surely as though he gazed upon the corpse of aclosefriend laid out on a
mortician's dab; knew that these bones represented dl that remained of William Gardiner!

The big man treated them with reverence, once bowing and kissing the feet. Sabat stared, redlised
suddenly that thiswas Royston, clad in flowing robes of mauve that were decorated with inverted
crucifixes, ablagphemous black bishop performing ritesthat had come from hell itself, seeking life eterna
out of evil death.

The ceremony was only just beginning, the living paying homage to the dead, and in return asking for
power beyond mortal ken. Royston seemed oblivious of Sabat's presence, as did the naked throng which
filed in through a hidden passage behind the dtar, avile assembly of old and young who believed that
before long the ultimate in power would be theirs. In silence they performed the utmost in obscene acts,
senile and adol escents mouthing insane laughter, groping one another with lusting fingers and turning
unhedthy fantasiesinto redity, al the timelooking towards those ancient bones as though seeking the



skeleton's approval.

Then everybody was till, glancing fearfully about them, the gloom gradually deepening until darkness hid
everything from Sabat. Now he relied on his ears and those extraordinary senses which detected
near-slent movements and trand ated them into positive actions. Somebody had been brought in viathat
same secret passage, one who was trussed and gagged so that only muscles could be flexed in futile
frustration and terror. Man or woman, young or old? Oh God, Sabat could smell his own sweat, hisown
scent of fear because he had to know! But he could not move, could not see, forced to suffer the agony
of being led here and then denied the knowledge he craved. For the rites of human sacrifice had aready
begun, the victim's tortured screams barely audible behind the heavy gag, blood vessels bursting as
muscles strained beyond their limits. But who, in the name of Jesus Christ, who wasit!

Then came the clamouring of maniacal voices, exultant shouts of blasphemy, orgasmic shrieks; dl dying
away as apounding of hooves and abestia snorting dominated. The stench was vile and suffocating, an
odour of stablesthat would have defied even the efforts of Herculesto cleanse them. Then asquelching
sound that could have been ether the munching of freshly-killed human flesh or that of an unholy mating
between . . . Sabat was suddenly fleeing, blindly stumbling back up those stepsin total darkness, flinging
himself headlong on an unknown landscape where night had conquered day in the time that he had been
away, wherethe air was fresh and sweet and he only smelled that vile putrefaction because it lingered on

his own body.

Sobbing openly, begating the stony ground with clenched fists. In the name of God who had been
sacrificed in quest of the ultimate in evil, whose body had been mutilated while life still coursed through its
veins so that William Gardiner could be granted eternd life in the body of Royston, the exiled houngan?
For God's sake, whose!

Sabat awoke with ajerk, felt hisheart pounding madly and saw that it was aready dusk. His clothes
clung damply to his body and for one awful moment he thought he could till smell that vile odour but it
could have been his own swesat. Oh Jesus God, that had been close, the closest ever. The houngan's
power was such that he could have killed him, claimed his soul had he wished to do so, but he had not
because it suited some ulterior purpose. For some devilish reason it benefited Royston to let him remain
dive, to toy with him like acat that has caught amouse and is sure of its prey.

Normally Sabat had enough control to keep his astral close to his body when he dept if he wished to do
S0, particularly during the daylight hours. But thistime it had been lured away; lured into the future (near
or distant?) for aghastly preview of some forthcoming evil. He amost screamed out doud 'for Jesus
Chrigt's sake whose was that body on the black atar? But he didn't because he knew it wasfutile, that
the future was deliberately screened from mortals except on rare occasions on the astral plane when one
was permitted abrief glimpse of some forthcoming happening.

He glanced at Miranda. She was degping soundly and it seemed a shame to wake her, to transport her
back into this cruel world of evil and deadly peril. But he must, for now there had to be achange of
plans. No longer could they await the coming of Royston and assassinate him like some third rate South
American president. He was too powerful and he was aware of their plans!

Again two courses of action were open to Sabat. He could either flee with Miranda, drive from here
while there was il time, or elsethey could hastily congtruct a pentagram, rely totaly on its powers, and
skulk behind locked doors until morning. The latter was safer. 1. they fled, Royston would pursue them
and would have no difficulty in making a psychic atack wherever they were.

Here they stood adim chance of survival. It was till not fully dark; there wastime to go down the road



to the car, fetch his various impedimentia necessary for the congtruction of the pentagram and by nightfall
they would be comparatively safe. Royston's power was unbelievable. Obvioudy he was dready

drawing some of it from William Gardiner'sremains, strong enough to lure Sabat's astral body away and
giveit aterrifying look into the future. Oh Chrig, if only hedd been able to recognise that sacrificid victim!

Softly Sabat shook Miranda awake. Her eyes opened then clouded over asthe terror filtered back, her
whole body starting to tremble.

It's. .. dmost dark.' She glanced towards the window. 'Hell be here soon. We must

I've decided on a change of plan.’ Sabat tried to sound casud, as though it was something he had been
thinking over while she had been adegp. On no account must she even guesstheterrible truth. 'It'stoo
risky to kill Royston here; there could be dl sorts of complications and we could both find oursavesin
prison facing amurder charge. What | propose doing is drawing a pentagram in this very room, which
should keep us safe until morning, and then | think well return to London where | can fight him on home
territory.’ It sounded plausible and there was even alook of relief on Mirandas face at the redlisation that
they were not going to seek a confrontation with Royston after al. 'So before it gets properly dark I'll just
pop down to the car and get the things | need.’

'AH right,’ she nodded, 'but be as quick as you can please, Mark, because it's already starting to get
dark .. .and I'mfrightened.’

Shelet him out of the front door, closing it behind him. It was darker than he had thought, the Street lights
aready having come on, and on both sides of the road curtains were drawn across lighted windows. A
bank of cloud had drifted in during the afternoon and it was even now beginning to drizzle. Sabat
shuddered, tried to shake off the foreboding which had plagued him since he had awoken, and quickened
his step.

It was arelief to see the Daimler till there a the kerbside. It was further from Mirandas house than he
had thought and he'd had one awful thought that it might have been stolen. Chrigt, he had to calm these
needlessfears, get himsdf under control if he wasto come through this night unscathed. They had aready
begun to work on him.

His hand fumbled as he found the bunch of keysin his pocket. Panic that he fought down, told himsdf he
had to stay calm; in al probability Royston would not show up for hoursyet. Hefound theright key, it
dipped down thering just as hewent to fit it in the lock, and he cursed beneath his breath. Got it this
time; it went in alittle way then stuck as though there was some obstruction in the keyhole.

'Sod it, what the hell's the matter? It's never played up like this before." Sabat tugged, pushed, but the
key would neither go right in nor come out, bending dightly under the strain.

He was swedting, trying not to lose his temper. Maybe there was a particle of dirt jammed in the lock.
Careful manipulation was preferable to brute force for if the key snapped hewasin trouble. It had to
right itself soon. But it didntt.

Sabat stepped back, heard the bunch of keys jangling against the door, swinging to and fro like ataunting
pendulum until finaly the momentum ran out. Jesus Chrigt, thiswas dl he needed! Maybe he should walk
down the road to that telephone kiosk and call out the AA. 'Give us your preciselocation, sir. Thank
you, that'sfine, now go back and wait by your vehicle and hopefully our patrolman will be with you
within the hour." More like two fucking hours, by which time Royston would surdly have shown up.



Or, Sabat decided, he could break awindow, but that would bring half the inhabitants of the road
outside, agawping seaof faces. That chap's up to no good. Did you see where he went? Into her
house.'

So many 'ifs and 'buts. Hed just have to carry on fiddling with the key; it was bound to give sooner or
later. Maybe he should go back and tell Mirandathat he'd run into trouble. She couldn't see the car from
the house and sheld start worrying. No, it would take too long, waste vauable time. It was amost full
darkness aready.

The keys jangled again as he grasped them, began to wriggle the onein thelock. But whatever the
obgtruction wasit was certainly jammed firmly.

Miranda experienced an air of acute londliness the moment she closed the door after Sabat. It was
something she had never known before except that one time when her father had left home for good. It
was as though a part of her had just walked away as she watched Sabat disappear. Usudly she fdt relief
when aclient |eft. Never once had she felt anything for one of her lovers; just aphysica relaionship,
nothing more. But thistime it had been different, even when Sabat was raping her and she had fused with
him, wanted to encircle him with her legs and hold him insde her forever, but someinexplicable force had
prevented her from doing this.

Sheld tried to kill him but she hadn't hated him. It was as though somebody else wasinside her,
controlling her every action. The blind fury had not been hers. Psychic hypnotism, Sabat had called it. If
there was such athing then that was what it had been. Thank God her knife thrust had missed!

Royston worried her, terrified her. She could not stop thinking about him. Whenever he made loveto her
shefdt therevulson building up in her like she was mating with some dimy reptile. But she dared not
show it, even made advances to him because she knew it pleased his ego.

Thankfully she hadn't seen him lately but tonight he was coming here againin thefullness of hisevil; a
murderer and worse! He would not hesitate to kill her if it suited him. Only Sabat stood between her and
someterrible fate now.

Oh God, would Sabat be strong enough, cunning enough? Evil enough? Sabat was evil, dl right, butina
different way. Mirandafelt safewith him; just having him out of the house for afew minutesinduced an
unfamiliar insecurity.

Hewas certainly taking histime. Shelooked a the small dectric clock on the mantelshelf intheliving
room. 9.30. Outside it wasfully dark, the glow of the streetlamps seeming eerie, sinister. She shuddered,
tried to remember how long it was since Sabat had |eft. Certainly ten minutes; no, more. Twenty &t least.
She went to the window, tried to see down the road but it was deserted asfar asthefirst bend. What on
earth was keeping him? Maybe held lost something, or was fiddling with whatever equipment held gone
to fetch. But that thought seemed unconvincing, left her with a sense of uneasiness, foreboding. Sabat
himself had stressed the urgency, the need to get a pentagram drawn as quickly as possible and to
barricade themsdlvesin the house for the night. Something had gonewrong ...

Then she heard the front-door bell chime, asound that brought instant relief, dispelled her fearseven as
she hagtened into the hall. As she rushed to the door she could see his outline clearly through the opague
glass, hisdark-clad frame.

"Thank God!' she blurted as shelet himin. 'l was getting frantic, thought something had gone wrong.
Whatever kept you, you've been gone dmost twenty minutes.’



'l didn't think it wasthat long," his voice sounded somehow different as he followed her into the living
room, flat and expressionless. Ten a the mogt, I'd say.’

Something made her turn, a premonition that everything was not asit should be. Then her eyes widened,
her mouth opened in amazement and horror. The man who faced her was not Sabat! The features had
expanded into a vulpine obesity, jowls of flesh and hooded eyes that blazed aterrible fury; black clothing,
but the garments hung maost shapel ess on the huge frame, white manicured hands reaching out for her.
And asthey closed over her throat, stifling the scream before it began, lifting her like an oversizerag doll,
ared haze shimmered before her eyes, turning dowly to black. She did not try to reason as she felt
consciousness dipping away from her, just knew that somehow Sabat had become Royston and that this
time there was no escape for her!

Sabat |et out aloud sigh of relief when suddenly the key dotted into the lock, turned so easily that it was
difficult to believe that there had ever been any obstruction preventing it from doing so in thefirst place.
He leaned over the seat, scrabbled franticaly on the floor behind until hisfingers located the small plastic
hold-al bag hidden by the rubber mat. Thank God," he muttered, ‘and pray that thereis ill time!'

He dammed the door and thistime the lock turned smoothly. Then he was walking fast back up the
Street, resisting the urge to break into arun for he did not want to attract unwanted attention. The
distance from his Daimler to Mirandas house was further than he had thought and by the time he turned
into the short flagged path beyond the flimsy gate his pulseswere racing madly. A feding that something
waswrong but he attributed it to his nerves, hisfrudtration over the untimely delay.

The front door was haf open, the light from the hallway casting an orange oblong across the patch of
uncut lawn. Sabat hdted. There was no sign of Miranda; maybe she was in the other room, had opened
the door in readinessfor hisreturn.

But no! Oh Jesus Christ, he wasn't going to find her in the house, he knew that even before he stepped
over the threshold, didn't bother to call out her name. Royston had thwarted him, delayed him at the car
while he snatched Miranda away!

Sabat was trembling, hopel essness flooding over him as he checked every room just to confirm hisworst
fears. No signs of astruggle, but there wouldn't be, for a powerful black magician such as Royston did
not have to resort to dragging a screaming woman from her house. He had gained access by some trick
and vanished as completely as though he had taken to thewing.

Sabat leaned up against adoorpost, knew he had to bring himself under control. Blind rage came and
went, he did not even profane; just accepted the situation, knew that somehow he had to do something
about it. But how?

And then, suddenly, he smdled the evil, just afaint whiff that was gone dmost immediady. Evil hehad
smelled and recognised many timesin avariety of odours but this one was so familiar, so recent, that he
had no trouble in placing it - the stench of putrefaction that had nauseated his astral body only afew
hours previoudy. He clenched hisfigs, bit on hislower lip until he tasted blood, tried to tell himself that
he waswrong but in the end he knew that he was only lying to himsdlf.

For he had smelled again that vile underground crypt and the stink of abeast of filth, could dmost hear it
pawing with its cloven hooves and snorting its lust for the hel pless human sacrifice. And now therewas

no doubt, whatsoever, concerning the identity of that sacrificia victim which had been denied hisastrd -
Mirandawas to be offered to the dreaded powers of darkness by Royston in an unholy pact with Satan



himsdif!

Even now, this very minute, the mating and the carnage might have begun!

CHAPTEREIGHT

SABAT CLOSED thefront door of Miranda's house and then forced himsdlf to think logicaly. There
waslittleto fear for himsdlf thisnight for the dark powerswould be too busy with the ultimatein
obscenity to bother about Sabat. They would exact their revenge later.

Oh God, if only he knew where that disused crypt was. There had to be dozens scattered up and down
the country, many lost to the records because they had collapsed and been filled in by Nature's own
processes, flooding and slting, thick undergrowth springing up to hidethe site.

But there was one man who might know, one in high office who had overruled Bishop Wentnor's
decison and caled in Sabat in the beginning ... the Archbishop himself, aman of unique sincerity, one
who recognised that evil powers beyond man's knowledge existed.

Sabat went back into the hall and dialled directory enquiries. Even if the operator on duty was sceptical
he would be compelled to give a caler some number connected with that division of the Church's
hierarchy. It was going to be a step-by-step process but Sabat was determined to win through, using
either charm or forcefulness according to which the situation demanded; somehow he was going to reach
the Archbishop.

It took him quarter of an hour to get as far as the Archbishop's private secretary, one whose acid tones
reveded both his annoyance and his amazement that somebody should even consider disturbing his
holiness a this hour - it was after ten!

'If you would careto leave amessage, Sir, | will endeavour to passit on to his holinesstomorrow.' A
stone wail defence that had to be breached.

"Tomorrow will betoo late,' Sabat snapped. *1 don't care whether hisholinessisin the bath or in bed but
will you pleasetdl him immediately that Sabat ison theline!

'Sabat, s ...7 ahesitancy, the other endeavouring to make a name once heard click somewhere.
'Sabat... ?

That'sright, Sabat. It isvital that | spesk to the Archbishop immediately. If this messageisignored
somebody may die. Itisliterdly ameatter of life and death!’



The receiver on the other end bumped down on awooden surface; not so much asa'hold on’ or 'I'll go
and seewhat | can do'. But that didn't matter because at |east the message was going to get through.

The line buzzed and ticked, went silent, and at one stage Sabat wondered if he had been cut off. Then,
after severa minutes he heard the phone being picked up, a deep cultured voice making the wires
crackle. 'Sabat, redlly my good fellow, it israther late you know. | hopethisisreally urgent.’

'Desperately urgent, Sir." Sabat used the 'sir' deliberately, knew that he had to create respect if the other
was going to hear him out. ‘I need your help. Following my exorcisms of St Adrian's Church and its
graveyard, the cult concerned have kidnapped awoman from the village and | have good reason to
believe that they intend to use her for human sacrifice!

'My goodness. Have you told the police?
'No, because for one thing thereisn't time. Another, 1've been ... warned off.’

'So | heard. There was anote of sympathy in the Archbishop'svoice. ‘Can't see what they haveto
complain about; abit of jedousy if you ask me!'

'Look, gr," Sabat tried to control hisimpatience, ‘thisis amatter of great urgency and | think you know
my reputation well enough to know that | don't make mountains out of molehills. . . asothat | have ways
of finding out things.

Which waswhy you engaged mein thefirst place, | know that this particular coven are using adisused
crypt for atemple and that they have the skeleton of William Gardiner there. They plan some unholy rites
which | can assure you are not poppycock. But | must find this crypt without delay whichiswhy I'm

ringing you.

'Hmm,' the other lapsed into silence for afew moments, ‘there must be lots of old crypts up and down the
country, many falen into disuse so that often the vicars of the various parishes are unaware of their
exigence. Tell you what, though, there is one man who just might be ableto help you.'

'Anything's worth a chance." Sabat felt his pulses sart to race.

"The Reverend Spode,' the Archbishop continued, 'is awell-respected vicar who has made a study of
archaeology, hismain interest being pre-Norman churches. He's d'so made astudy of pre-Chrigtian
reigions. He may just be ableto help you. | remember he gave atak on televison acouple of years ago
and held drawn adetailed map of these church sites, many of which arelong gone. I'm sure héd have a
list of these old crypits, too.'

'He's the man,’ Sabat snapped, 'only where do | contact him?
'Worcestershire, somewhere. If you'll hang on I'll go and get the addressfor you.'

As Sabat waited alittle shiver ran up and down his spine; afeling of ation suddenly overshadowed by
one of foreboding. But he sensed that he had picked up thetrail at last.

It was 10.45 when Sabat did in behind the whed of his Daimler, relieved when the engine fired first time.
In spite of hisfrugtrations and fears this past hour he felt physicaly and mentdly refreshed. Hislong deep
during the daytime had refreshed him and, aswas usudly the case, the activities of hisastral body hadin
no way tired him. A drive of amere forty milesfaced him, less than an hour on the road, and therewas



always the chance that the Reverend Spode, a bachel or, was not one who retired to bed early. But if the
clergyman had done so then he would have to be disturbed. It was a matter more grave than life or
desgth, the souls of many at direrisk, and now Sabat had the Archbishop's blessing to continue the case.
He would have done so even without it but it made it essier.

The drizzle had gone and the night was clear and dry, the moon reflected on theriver as Sabat passed
through Evesham. Only twenty milesto go; he dmost relaxed as he motored through leafy avenues that
werethe pride of England, his acute sense of smell picking up the odour of extensive orchards of ripening
fruit.

Suddenly he was braking, the tyres squedling their protest as he hit an unexpected bank of thick fog. The
nearside wheels mounted the verge, dewed back on to the road again, and the DaimJer skidded to a
halt.

'Fuck it!" He stared in disbelief at the thick swirling white vapour, acold clammy steam that was even
now drifting in through the open window, hisbody chilling instantly. The opagueness threw back the
powerful heedlight beams, dazzling him.

And inthat instant he knew! Oh Jesus, the dark forces which had delayed him at the car while Miranda
was snatched away were now bent on ensuring that he did not reach his destination, that he did not
discover the whereabouts of Royston 'stemple of evil!

He stiffened, closed his eyes, and only opened them again when the searing blindness was gone.

Silence. Darkness. The engine was no longer running and the headlights appeared to have gone out. . .
unless the fog was so thick that it hid them completely!

Sabat braced himsdlf, waited for the mocking laughter which he knew would follow. 'Y ou're beeten this
time. At our mercy!" Quentin's voice without a doubt, coming like ahammer blow to the jaw of aboxer
aready redling on the ropes.

But Sabat had been in tight corners before, had learned to control hisrising panic. Around his neck was
the protective crucifix, garlic bulbsin his pocket; acomparatively safe defence, but there was an enemy
within the flesh and bones of his besieged fort - Quentin!

Maniaca laughter jarred his nerves, had him writhing asthough in physical pain. Those cold fingerslike
the hands of Death himsdlf were touching hisface, icy sweet running down hisface. Then amid the terror
came anidea, loud and clear like the clarion call of arescuing company of troops, adiver of ingenuity
impinging itsdf in hismuzzy brain. He had exorcised many places, people - why not himsdlf*

He shuddered a the implications; that boxer again, pinned back on the ropes, swinging one mightly
knockout punch. If it landed, he won. If not, his defences were wide open. A last desperate throw!

Failure he dared not contemplate. Neither did he wish to dwell on hisdecision. Win or lose, it was made.
Quentin's voice, an incomprehensible babble that was wearing him down, opening up the gateto let the

enamy in.

Sabat was shouting, screaming, trying to pronounce each word clearly, frightened lest the mental
confusion might closein before he wasfinished. 'l command you, evil spirit, in the Name of God the
Father Almighty, in the Name of Jesus Christ hisonly Son, and in the name of the Holy Spirit . . . " he had
to gasp' for bresth, akind of asthma constricting hislungs, threatening to collapsethem. That . . . harming



no one. . . you depart fromthis. . . creature which ismysdlf . . . and return to the place appointed you,
thereto remain forever.'

He exhaded deeply, had to draw again for life-giving breeth, the painin his chest crippling. Noisesinside
his head which threstened to dement him, clinging desperately to a cliff face beneath which ablack chasm
yawned, avoice that threatened to suck him down.

He heard Quentin again. Thistime there was no laughter, just an obscene blasphemy. 'Damn you, you
won't rid yourself of melike that because | am you, Mark Sabat. Y ou torture yoursdlf.'

That much wastrue. Sabat felt the excruciating pain, screamed his agony but somehow held on to his
sanity. A duel wastaking place within him, the same asit had that last time between Quentin and himsdlf.
The chasm below wasthat grave, bigger, alive with evil. The .38 barked its hate, spewing his brother's
brainsout like stringy phlegm.

Winning and yet losing, a stalemate once the powdersmoke had drifted away.

Sabat sank sideways across the front seet, closed his eyes and experienced an overpowering exhaustion.
Hewanted to deep . . . had to. Silence, the voice had gone, just aterrible stillness which left him
trembling.

‘But you haven't won the day, Sabat!" Quentin'svoice, vibrant with fury, but dying away, to an
unintdligible muttering.

And Sabat knew that he was done at last. That last super-psychic effort had repelled the enemy, driven
them back into the darkness. He reared up on an elbow, glanced through the windscreen, saw that the
fog had gone. Silvery moonlight reflected on the hedges and awarm summer breeze was breathing its
fragrant breath in through the window.

Sabat made a supreme effort and struggled up into asitting position. If he had not grasped the steering
whed he would have dumped back. God, hiswhole body ached, his brain was numb the way it often
was after an exorcism when he had projected his entire mental strength at an opposing evil spirit.

The engine had sdled. Hetried to Sart it, -barely had the strength to turn it over once. And that
remaining strength was wilting like an autumn flower. Totally spent, exorcist and exorcised, acombined
role that had sapped him.

Even as hefelt for the starter again he sensed himsdlf faling; that black chasm again but the evil had gone
from it. Just cool and welcoming, a place in which to drift and deep.. .

Miranda had sat sllent, staring straight ahead of her but seeing nothing on the roads that led away from
Warwickshire, atota lack of awareness so that when the big man behind the whed took a sharp bend
too fast she was thrown against the door. A bang on her head that would normally have brought acry of
pain from her lips did not so much as dter the glazed expression on her features. Y et she was aware of
her predicament, her terror, in the 107

same way that a hospita patient stirring in adegp comaknows but is unable to communicate. An
acceptance of her fate because she knew that she could not escapeit. In away she had aready died.

At last the car dowed, the tyres crunching on thick grave, crawling up awinding drive lined with
rhododendrons, coming to ahat. Royston switched off the engine, turned to his companion.



'S0 easy/ he murmured, his eyes narrowing, once again the hawk which had swooped and taken off again
with its helpless prey dangling in itstalons, not even struggling. '‘And in spite of Sabat's meddlingwearein
time." He laughed, an unpleasant sound, got out and came round to unlatch the passenger door.

Miranda's movements were jerky, arobot in human shape, her only feeling that one spark of terror
somewhere degp inside her. Her limp hand was clutched and she found herself sumbling along at the Side
of her tall companion, wicked briars reaching out to clutch at her ankles, low branches whipping her face
as though the forces of Nature were eager for the torment to commence.

They skirted the large black and white timbered house, haf moonlit, half in shadow, a place that seemed
to brood, its windows eyesthat scrutinised her. Down paths that twisted and wound back on themselves
in places. Once Mirandawould have falen headlong had not Royston been gripping her wrist; he caught
her, pulled her roughly upright in the same movement. There was no timeto linger.

She saw the yawning black hole before her but did not understand; had her captor not steadied her she
would have fdlen head first down theflight of broken stepsthat led below. Royston went firgt, picking his
way carefully, holding her closeto him, gripping her as though he both hated and lusted for her, fingers
Squeezing with intent to hurt.

A narrow passage, its one walls running with moisture, itsroof bulging in places asthough it might
collgpse a any second. Thefloor was uneven, water splashing Mirandas ankles where the seepage from
above had formed puddles. She was breathing unevenly, her respiratory system rebelling at the pungent
musty odour, her skin goosepimpling because it was so very cold down here. Y et she was not aware of
any discomfort.

Light was coming from somewhere ahead, a soft yellow glow that grew brighter with every bend in the
passage until at length they emerged into alarge underground room. Again the walls were rough hewn
and the ceiling was supported in places by wooden propsin addition to the existing stone pillars. A row
of black wax candlesfilled the areawith an oily smoke that took itstime filtering out into the passage
down which the two newcomers had arrived. And people moved amid the smoke haze.

Heads were turned towards them, eyes glinting with the same carnd lust that wasto be seenin
Royston's, dl focused on the girl. Even in her trance-like state she sensed thelr hodtility, their evii avibrant
wave that hit her and set every nervetingling, seemed to fan that tiny spark of terror within her to aflame.

Wide-eyed shetook in the scene; a dozen naked men and women, the younger ones erotic in their
arousement, the older ones wrinkled and revolting. Both were frightening. They had been doing
something, some kind of group activity that inspired afeding of guilt because their leader had arrived
without warning and witnessed their perverted orgy. But their shame vanished asthey gazed upon
Miranda, willing her to be thrown naked into their midst so that they could vent their unsatisfied lust upon
her shapdly body, finish whatever they had been doing.

The shock had brought an awakening to Miranda, now seeing and beginning to understand. That dtar
with its dark tapestries, the gleaming white object that was stretched below the twin candles, the
flickering flames showing the fractured bones, how some had been rgoined in an attempt to ... Oh God,
they'd repaired that broken human skeleton, made it into acomplete frame again . . . resurrected William
Gardinerfor some awful purposes!

The empty eye sockets seemed to single her out as though they saw her, the mouth cavity an evil
welcoming grin. But that was impossible because this century-old skeleton was dead, no maiter what



Royston tried to make out. She shuddered, recalled what had happened to Sheila Dowson; what they'd
doneto SylviaAdams corpse. They'd do the sameto her, desecrate her body before and after death.
That was the thought that had the scream rising from deep inside her, afull-bodied ydl of terror that was
suddenly checked in her throat, bulging and painful like ablock of trapped wind. Because Royston was
gtanding directly in front of her, clad in black and mauve robes with ahigh cowl, the materid

embroidered dl over with inverted crosses. Miranda wanted to laugh, to double up with mirth because he
reminded her of abishop and al church peoplelooked comical in their variousregdia. Y et she could
neither laugh nor scream, finding her eyesfocused on his own, seeing into those dark pools - and beyond
them into eternd darkness.

That exchange of gazes seemed to last an eternity. Royston looked different but she knew that he was
capable of changing hisfeatures at will, or rather when he looked at you like that you saw him how he
wanted you to see him. Earlier he had been Sabat, more like Sabat than Sabat was himsalf. Now the big
man seemed to have aged decades, awithered old man with straggling grey hair; smilar features, yet
lined and shrunken. Just a couple of broken yellowed teeth so that when he spoke he lisped and
dribbled, and Miranda had difficulty in hearing the words. Gone were those splendid sinister robesand in
their place a shabby grey morning coat and trousers that tapered into spats. And in that same instant
realisation dawned on her waking brain that she was stark naked, her clothes somehow having been
removed.

Mirandawanted to fleg, to rush screaming from this awful place, but somehow Royston had frozen her
body as surely asthough he had induced some paralysing drug into her bloodstream. Even her eyebdls
did not move. Hiswhispered words hit her with the force of adriving hailstorm. ‘Look a me, for | am
William Gardiner, awaiting to be resurrected with your Help!'

Now her terror was at a peak. The man before her was Royston again, more sinister than that night of
the Black Masswhen a girl had died and Horace had been reduced to a babbling imbecile. No longer
did he hypnotise her brain; just every bodily function as surely asthough she was imprisoned insde a suit
of armour, being able to see and hear but not able to flutter so much as an eyelash. And she knew that he
had done thisto her because he wanted to punish her, had passed worse than the desth sentence on her
because of the treachery she had planned with Sabat. It was impossible to turn back once the L eft Hand
Peth had been trodden.

She was conscious of being led to the black dtar, of being madeto lieflat on her back on the covered
stone dab, feding something touching her arm ... knowing that she lay aongside that terrible skeleton and
being powerless even to flinch! bilerosein her throat. She wanted to vomit but even the human reaction
to revulsion of throwing up was denied her, inwardly screaming until her brain vibrated. Yet it wasn't
enough to shut out Royston's voi ce as he stood and faced his awed followers, arms aoft.

‘Brethren, tonight we have the power to bring back he who was known as William Gardiner, to inject life
into these bones which had mouldered for so long in the earth. Because before tonight none were
capable, none dared to do it until now. Thetimeisnigh.' His voice reached an hystericd pitch, brought
murmurs from those who bowed their heads or looked up at him with reverence and fear, trying to dispel
thoughts of reluctance in case thisterrible man read them, for surely his powers weretruly magica.

‘Brethren, we have bones, human bones,” Royston's voice had sunk to awhisper yet it echoed loudly in
this confined space. 'What do we need to giveit life again, brethren?

‘Breeth,’ the reply in unison was like a hiss. The candles seeming to be caught by the rush of air, flickered,
and when the tiny flames were still again they gppeared to have dimmed. It could have been anillusion.



‘Breath, indeed,” Royston shouted, saw the watchers cringe, afew in the background hiding their faces.
"The breath of abeautiful woman breathed into him, amateto bring him lifeand joy.'

Mirandafelt hersdlf being lifted up, so easily that it was asif she was suddenly weightless. One of the
dtar candlesflickered again causing the features directly below her to grin evilly. Oh God Almighty, no,’
Not that | Whoever held her was lowering her dowly, her naked body being laid, face to face, directly
upon that terrible thing that they had dug out of its last resting place, her thighs pulled apart so that those
skeleta legslay between them, the hard pubic bone scraping painfully against her own. Her breastswere
trapped and squashed in the hideous ribcage. And her mouth was guided directly on to that black cavity
in an unholy kissthat went beyond the grave.

'William Gardiner hasamate at last!" Royston's shout was close to hysteria. ‘A woman who breatheslife
into him even now, cherishing his memory, one honoured to mate with him should he so desire!’

Miranda prayed that she might die there and then; a sudden heart attack brought on because she had
passed the fear barrier. Or madness, her brain snapping and sparing her the awfulness of redlity, turning
thisinto some wild sexud fantasy. But neither happened. She could not even draw back; instead to her
horror shefdt her tongue protruding, pushing itsway into what had once been Gardiner's mouth ina
smulation of copulation. A viletaste and it wasimpossible even to retch, the sour flavour of damp earth
on her palate blended with one of putrefying flesh. The dtar candle dimmed still further and beneeth the
weight of her own body the skeleton gppeared to move, a settling of ancient bones that dug into her with
aterrifying eagerness. 'He has breath,” Royston screeched. "What €l se does he need, brethren?

'Flesh,' the reply came back instantly.

'He has flesh now, pressing against his sacred bones. But what else, brethren? Flesh and bregath, but his
new arterieswill need to befilled with that which will bring life to him, bring him back to usfrom beyond.

'Blood!" A deafening chorus, a classroom prompted into the right answer by their teacher. 'G/ve him
blood so that hewill live again!" Echoes: 'blood . . . blood . . . blood." Severd of the smaller candles
Stuated around the crypt were suddenly extinguished, the lurking shadows darting back, the stench of
smoking candlewax sckening.

Mirandafelt Royston moving closeto her, knew what he was going to do, felt the coldness of the stedl
knife blade asit nicked her wridts; atiny quarter-inch gash but gouged so expertly that she fdlt the blood
spurting from her dmost ingtantly. Now her other wrist, her hands placed back immediately in Gardiner's

skeletd grip.

Her head was pulled back by her auburn hair. She braced hersdlf mentdly; physically it wasimpossible
evento cringe. A sharp strangulating pain and she knew the knife had cut deep, her head lowered back
intoitsorigina position, that ghastly kiss of lifefor the deed.

Wide-eyed she watched hersalf from an angled position. Silence, except for anoise like atap squirting
into abasin, white bones turning darkly crimson. And, oh Jesus, shewas il pushing into that vile mouth

with her tongue!

It was darker now; just one dtar candle |eft burning. For Mirandathe black shadows were tinged with
red and her tongue-thrusts were becoming weaker by the second. And there was no pain as though her
body and her brain were no longer in communication with each other.

She was convinced that she had died a couple of minutes before the end actualy came, before the



spouting blood dowed to athick trickle and she sagged down on to the dripping skeleton. Her astral
body was ayard or so above her corpse, seeing Royston jerk her head back, ignoring her as he stared
into the blood-filled eye sockets of William Gardiner, seeking amovement, asign of some sort; willing life
where there was only death.

'Does helive? Quavering voices, trembling whispers from beyond the circle of light cast by the remaining
candle. Mogt of the coven secretly hoped that he did not.

Royston sucked in his breath, Miranda saw that his features had changed yet again, sunken and wasted,
reminiscent in structure of that awful skull; the same narrow mouth into which she had been forced to
thrugt her tonguein astinking french kiss.

‘Lifeisthere. Royston lifted one of the fleshless hands as though testing its pulse. 'But our sacred
benefactor is not to be reincarnated so easily. He has accepted our sacrifice but craves another!”

Gasps of awe, sheer sdfish terror in each of thelisteners camelike aghrieking gale to flicker thesingle
candle flame. Some of those present remembered how Sheilla Dowson had been taken in the blackness
of Satan'smass. Now it could be any one of them, summoned by thisterrible high priest of darkness, a
cdl which none could ignore. A lifefor alife,

'More blood." Royston dipped hisfingersin athick warm pool beneath the bones, aflick of hiswrist
Spraying those who cowered interror, bringing stifled criesfrom their dry lipsasthey fdt it splattering on
their bowed heads. 'And I," his voice rose to a pitch, 'have commanded that victim to come hereto me,
assurely hewill beforelong; one whose blood isasevil asour revered one and with it William Gardiner
will arise and lead usin whatever form he choosesto take!'

Mature men and women whimpered their fear for they knew enough of the one who addressed them to
accept the truth of hiswords. They were asterrified of him asthey were of the skeleton which had been
exhumed from St Adrian's churchyard. There was no escape, nowhereto hide, for this priest of Satan
would seek them out and exact aterrible revenge. Had he not punished Mirandain full for her infidelity?

'Hewill come," Royston's tone was as vibrant as an el ectric current, reducing their naked bodiesto
trembling flesh. 'And that will be the ultimate sacrifice, one which even our great Master will not refuse.
Hewill grant our request and bring back the one who has been lost to usfor so long. And brethren, when
that moment arrives, we shdl al drink the blood of he who isour enemy and calls himself Sabat.

Theremaining black candleflickered and findly extinguished itsdlf, plunging the crypt into total darkness.

CHAPTER NINE



IT WASTull daylight when Sabat awoke, stirred dowly and stretched his cramped limbs. In spite of his
discomfort he felt refreshed, Sitting up with astart, groaning as the memory of those nocturna hours came
back to himinfull, the full horror of al that had happened.

He had fought off the psychic attack, a conjuror playing afina trick when all that had gone before had
been aflop; deceived Quentin in amanner in which his brother's soul would not be fooled again. But in
the end the dark powers had won because exhaustion had claimed Sabat, thwarted his search for
Miranda. He knew that without a doubt the prostitute would be dead by now.

One moment when his eyes misted over and then he had cast off the feding of grief. The thought of
vengeance replaced it, hardening his festures, pumping agrim determination into the lithe body which
gunned the engine of the Daimler and had the speedometer needle flickering on 70 mph within the first
hundred yards.

There was no immediate hurry now, yet Sabat drove like one possessed (as he surely was), cornering
with screeching tyres on the winding road, promising himsdlf that this man called Royston would pay not
only with hislife but with his soul. And Sabat would not make the same mistake which he had made
when he had confronted Quentin in that remote forest clearing. God or Satan, he would use either to
exact the terrible revenge he sought, Suddenly he saw the motor-cyclist, a hurtling denim-clad rider
coming towards him, taking the left hand bend too wide and too fast, unhelmeted so that an expression of
terror was visble even in that fraction of a second. Sabat's reactions were as sharp as ever, pulling the
whed over, mounting the grass verge, miraculoudy avoiding a head-on collision.

Now everything was dow motion, every detail hideoudy accentuated as though ddliberately to torture the
two men. The biker was dongside the Daimler, astunt rider doing crazy aerobatics as his machine reared
like aplunging rodeo mount. Sabat had two fields of vison; in hiswing mirror he watched the riderless
motorbike hit the ground and career on adiagond course for the opposite ditch, while through the
windscreen he saw the thrown rider reach his gpex, arms and legs kicking like a sky-diver. Coming
down. So dowly, head first, long blonde hair flowing, mouth wide to emit aterrible scream. For one
awful split second the two men exchanged glances, the clear blue eyes of the doomed youth blazing

terror and hate. Y ou killed me, you bastard. Murderer \

Sabat seemed to fed the impact of bone smashing on tarmac, astomach-churning thud that vibrated
through the car. Still it was dow motion, an action replay of agymnast's head stand . . . except that the
performer now had no head! Smashed bone and pulped flesh, amorass that was scarlet with stringy grey
frogspawn, dill tottering in avertica position. Then dowly collgpsing

It had seemed an eternity yet could have lasted no more than afew seconds. Sabat's pulses had started
to race but he checked them, psychologically steadying every nerve as he had been trained to do during
his SAS service. He opened the door, eased himsalf out, stood looking down on the bloody remains of
what had once been ahuman being. Shredded clothing, a gash that opened up the somach o that the
entralls spilled out, yards of coiled human piping.

Sabat glanced up and down the road. There was nobody in sight. Probably this unfortunate victim of their
brief encounter was afarm labourer speeding on hisway to keep an appointment with aherd of cows
whose udders werefull to bursting. No sadness, no revulsion, seeing things as they were, asfate had
ordained. Alive one second, dead the next; agamble millions of people won or loct with every passing

day.

Sabat turned away, got back into his car. There was nothing he could have done anyway. Had the other
dtill been dive hewould have put him out of his misery with the same impartidity with which avet



dispatches a suffering anima. Hed doneit once before, a swift blow with a starting handle to the head of
ayoung girl mutilated beyond recognition in the wreckage of aMini. Instant death was preferableto
prolonged suffering. God gave life and God took it away; and as Man was a part of God, Sabat had felt
judtified in hisdecison.

He drove away, the Daimler picking up speed. To have wasted time reporting the accident would have
caused delays which Sabat could not afford. Lengthy statements would have taken hours; the next
motorist to pass aong thisroad could shoulder that respongbility. And with along expel-lation of bresth,
Sabat pushed the matter from hismind, cast it into the oblivion of human forget fulness.

It was 8.00am when he spied his destination below him, atiny village dominated by a church spire
protruding above aline of tal poplars set inasmadl river valey. Theincline was steep and winding, giving
him apanoramic view of the countryside, sheep and cattle grazing the meadowland. Perfect peace, o far
removed from Royston and hisvilefollowers.

Sabat should have been able to relax but for some reason he could not. Every nervein his body was
tense, atautnessthat gave him that fegling of foreboding again. But that was probably areaction to his
falureto find Mirandain time for there was no doubt in hismind that she was dead by now, having
suffered horribly at the end.

One or two people were astir in the deepy village street, an ederly woman pausing on the steps of a
grocery shop to stare at the Daimler, squinting as she tried to identify the driver. Strangers here, Sabat
decided, were not an everyday occurrence.

He dowed by the church, could just make out the gabled outline of the black and white timbered
vicarage which stood in the adjoining grounds, an austere building partly screened from theroad by tall
shrubberies. He saw the entrance gates were open, eased the aristocratic nose of the Daimler into the
drive.

Sabat swung the car round on the semi-circular forecourt in front of the house, switched off the engine
and surveyed his surroundings. A typica churchman's abode, he smiled wryly, agardener paid a pittance
out of the offertory money, afacade to mask a hypocritical religion. Nevertheless, Sabat had to pander
to the whims of the Reverend Spode. He | &ft the car, mounted a flight of wide steps and rung the bell.
Somewherein the recesses of the vicarage he heard it clanging faintly, echoing.

It wasfully five minutes before Sabat heard approaching footsteps, alight tread that was definitely
femae. He conjured up in hisimagination an apron-clad, rosy cheeked middie-aged spingter or widow, a
typical housekeeper who would usher him into adrab Victorian drawing room; await maybe of
quarter-of-an-hour because it was 'the thing' where visitors were concerned, a die-hard tradition amongst
thislatter generation of clergy.

'‘Good morning. Can | help you?

Sabat stared; for afew seconds his brain refused to relate the girl who peered out of the partly open
door to an ageing vicar's housekeeper. Smal and dim she could not have been more than thirty, her
smooth skin very dightly darker than that of an average sun-tanned European. Wide brown eyesthat
amost matched her afro hairstyle and perfect features that radiated sheer beauty, al enhanced by the
ankle-length, hand-woven dress of adozen different colours.

'Er ... yes' Sabat overcame his surprise; awhite West Indian without adoubt. Td liketo seethe
Reverend Spode.'



'Perhaps you'd careto step insde.’ Her smile showed two rows of flashing white teeth. 'I'm afraid the
vicar's not back yet from taking early communion but he shouldn't belong.’

"Thank you.' Sabat stepped into the gloomy hall, smelled strong lavender polish. I hope the vicar won't
betoo long.'

'I'm sure he won't.' The perfect hostessin the vicar's absence, ushering him into adrawing room, a
feature which at least met with his expectations of a sombre vicarage. Would you like acup of coffee
whileyouwait?

"That would be fine." Sabat smiled, would have accepted an invitation to partake of amassive English
breskfast there and then if it had been offered. He had not eaten for dmost twenty-four hours and he was
ravenous. But food could wait.

A few minutes later the girl returned carrying asmall tray on which stood acup of delicious-smelling
coffee, asmall jug of milk and abowl of sugar. 'I'm sorry to have to keep you waiting, Mr .. . ?

‘Sabat.

'Sa. .. bat,' she repested the name dowly as though savouring every syllable. Til tell the Reverend
Spode that you're here the moment he returns.’ With a sudden turn that swirled her dresslikethat of a
ballerina, the girl took her leave. Sabat had one glimpse of the shapely |egs beneath the home-woven
material and then she was gone, her footsteps receding down the stone-flagged passage which led to the
rear of thislarge house.

Sabat gpped his coffee, savouring its unique flavour and aroma. It was certainly no cheap
mass-produced blend of mongrel beans, rather adelicate, subtle continental taste. At least he thought so.
He couldn't quite placeitsorigin.

He glanced at hiswatch. 8.30. He seemed to have been here hours. Suddenly, he fdlt tired, too; found
himsdlf yawning, aloud vulgar sound as though his body was fighting desperately to dispd afatigue that
was building up. His eydlids drooped and he had to keep them open with a conscious effort. Hell, Spode
was taking histime, must've had a packed church for communion. Sabat supposed that inasmal village
such asthis most of the population attended every service. Because ther fathers and their fathers fathers
before them had done o, afoundation upon which the Church today relied. The present generation were
free thinkers, made up their own minds whether or not they went to church. And most of them didn't.

He consulted hiswatch again, having to concentrate to work out which hand was which. 8.30. It must've
stopped.

Hetapped it, shook hiswrigt, held it up to his"ar. It wasticking al right. Probably it had stopped and
gtarted again. Then he heard the nearby church clock chime, two resonant clangs; the half-hour.

Only then did he begin to redlise that something was wrong. Hetried to get up but hislimbsrefused to
move. Now he could not even lift hisarms. His mouth was dry, a sharp bitter tang on his paate; even his
tongue seemed |eaden.

Oh, Jesus Chrigt what the hell was wrong with him? Held never felt fitter, fresher than when held driven
into the village ashort time ago. It wasn't fatigue, more like some kind of tropical deeping sicknesswhere
one kept on dozing off until finally one went to deep and did not wake up anymore! He'd haveto close



his eyesfor afew moments, cat-nap like hed learned to do in the SAS, and when he woke up maybe
held fed better.

Suddenly he heard footsteps in the passage outside. Thistime it was not the dainty tread of the West
Indian girl but amuch heavier, dragging mae step. The doorknob rattled, turned, and Sabat felt a draught
on hisface. He fought to open his eyes but only managed a blurred squint, enough to make out atall,
heavily-built man framed in the doorway, a breeze from somewhere fluttering the long black robeswhich
he wore. This had to be the Reverend Spode, Sabat decided, and could not prevent his eyesfrom
closing again. He opened his mouth to speak but only succeeded in emitting another loud yawn.

'Ah, Mr Sabat," a cultured forceful voice. 'And tired after your long journey here, | perceive.’

Something jogged Sabat's muzzy brain, asharp recollection, recognising something but not knowing quite
what; another of hisinbuilt instinctive warning systems was suddenly operating at full blagt, urging him to
open hiseyes! That voice, . . so familiar . ..

With an dmost superhuman effort Sabat forced his eyes open, stared hard until that cataract-like
opagueness dissolved and he could see clearly. And then every darm, every nervein hisbody was
screaming a him!

In that terrible moment he saw and understood; saw the big clergyman standing before him, the receding
hairline that traced a thinning path to abading crown, the jdlified jowls that wobbled their way to a
leering grin and the hooked nose which resembled the outsize crudl beak of abird of prey, oversized on
those aquiline features. There could be no possible doubt concerning the true identity of the man who
faced him!

'Allow meto introduce mysdlf,’ the newcomer laughed, athroaty chuckle, ‘the Reverend Spode. . .
Royston Spode!'

Hiswords hit Sabat like aburst of .45 dugs. He found himsalf pressing back in his chair, his ssomach

knotting as though he suffered from about of colic. Y ou fucking idiot, you walked right into thelion's

den, didn't even look the place over first. Now you've found Royston and he's got you right where he
wants you. It was the coffee, of course, some paralysing drug . . .

'l believe you've been wanting to meet me for sometime, Sabat! the other was euphoric, pacing dowly to
and fro, hands clasped behind his back, avicar-like pose which he had perfected until it became a habit.
'l was expecting you, of course. | knew that you would find your way here. Consequently preparations
have been made for your arrival.’

"The Archbishop knows I'm here." Sabat found that speaking was not quite such a problem as moving. ‘It
won't be long before somebody comes|ooking for me!’

"Then let them come.’ Spode laughed again, spread his large hands wide. 'Of course Mr Sabat came
here, arrived about eight on Wednesday morning. He wanted alist of old crypts which might possibly be
used for the purpose of Satanic worship. | gave him some, and he remarked that he was going to
commence his search up in the north of England. Y orkshire, if my memory serves meright. He drove off
and | haven't seen him since. The disposal of your car, not to mention your corpse, presents no problem,
| can assureyou.'

"What've you done with the girl? Sabat's tone was harsh, emery paper being rubbed on rough wood.



'Y ou refer to Miranda, of course. A lovely body even if she was acommon whore!'
'Was?

'‘Come now, Sabat, you didn't expect to find her aive, did you? Of course you didn't. However, she
wasn't just punished for the treachery she planned against me; | had her lined up for aspectacular role
some weeks ago.’

'What role?
'Have you ever been to Haiti, Sabat? Spode answered with a question, eyes narrowing, voice sharper.
Sabat tried to nod but couldn't, S0 hejust grunted in the affirmative.

'In which case you are well acquainted with bocors and houngans and various voodoo rites. Voodoo is
the most powerful of al magic, its secrets known only to ahandful of people living today. Few of the
bocorsin Haiti today redlly understand it, their knowledge merely having scratched its surface. Pardon a
wdll-used cliche but alittle knowledge is dangerous. | have probed deeper; perhaps one day | shal pay
thefull pricefor the bargains | have made. Y ou too, Sabat, for nobody summonsthe Lord of the
Cemetery lightly. However, our mutua concernisto livefor the present - you, especidly, for thiscoming
night will beyour last . . . certainly in human form!" Royston Spode laughed deeply, smacked the Fist of
one hand loudly into the palm of the other.

'For Chrigt's sake tell me what you've done with Miranda!'

'Be patient/ Spode's eyes narrowed crudly, ‘I am coming to that. Asyou have discovered in your
meddling, | havein my possession the skeleton of William Gardiner, one of the most powerful black
magicians of al time; more powerful than the great Crowley dthough Gardiner preferred to remainin
virtud anonymity. He offended the Church so they tried to take their revenge by bringing an age-old
charge of heresy againgt him. Even the courtsridiculed them. But Gardiner had thelast laugh . . . oh,
indeed he laughed loud and long. He took his powersto the grave with him, turned that consecrated
graveyard of St Adrian'sinto desecrated soil so that his followers might worship there for centuriesto
come! Until you, Sabat, interfered and called upon Baron Cimeterre to reign supreme there. But |
aready thwarted you, removed those sacred bonesto a place of safety, a Satanic temple where |
beseeched the powers /serve to resurrect William Gardiner, to transfer his powers, hisvery soul, to my
own being. And thisthey will do. They asked for blood, a human sacrifice, and | gave them Miranda but
it was not enough. They asked for the blood of one whose evil was second only to Gardiner's. . . that of
your brother Quentin which courses through your own veins, And tonight | shall give them just that. A
bonus, infact, for | shall dso freethe soul of Quentin Sabat from itsincarceration!'

Sabat's brain reeled. A madman he could have combated but Royston Spode was not mad - he was
diabalicaly clever, onewho had pierced the dark secrets of voodoo and had harnessed them for hisown
ends. And now he was within hours of obtaining the ultimate in satanic power. Miranda's flesh and blood
had only partially served his purpose; Sabat's would be the fina piecein the jigsaw which Spode had
been compiling over the years, aquest that had begun in Haiti and wasto end in England.

'S0 you see, Sabat,' there was triumph in the big clergyman’s voice, 'you have obliged me by coming here
under your own valition. | shall now take you to the temple, the very crypt you once visited in your astra
body, and there you will beleft, quite helpless, to meditate on your fate. Incidentaly, you may be
interested to learn that my small but devoted congregation at the church where | have been vicar for the
past five years, ever Sncel returned to this country from Haiti in fact, are dso devout members of my



coven. Our church services are dways conducted behind locked doorsfor my initiated liketo ... shal we
say 'savour thelr unique position' in an otherwise mundane life. Evensong today will be an occason for
rgoicing in the knowledge that that which we have strived for has now come to pass, There will be
communion, too. Desecrated wineto bedrunk . . . well, not exactly wine. . . aclaret liquid of a
somewhat thicker texturel But come, 1 must assist you to your last resting place. . .

Sabat was powerlessto resst as Royston Spode's strong hand gripped his own, hauling him to hisfedt.
Sabat stumbled, propelled aong with ease by his captor, his eydids threatening to close again as he was
taken aong the narrow winding path amid the fragrant rhododendron bushes, then down into the dank,
stuffy catacombs wherein centuries past the wedlthy landowners had buried their dead.

Sabat could not fight off the urge to deep any longer once his body waslaid flat on that stone dab. One
last mocking laugh and then Spode was gone, striding back up into the sunlit world above where he
played therole of aholy man, aJonathan Wild, the spider at the centre of the web of evil, ensnaring his
followers, dominating their souls and compelling them to take part in a blasphemous communion service
inthisbeautiful little church amid the poplar trees. And this evening they would do just that, calling upon
the powers of darknessto reward them this coming night, that they, too, might partake of the evil which
existed within the bones of along-dead black magician.

As Sabat drifted into an uneasy dumber he thought he heard afaint rattling sound close by, asthough a
skeleton had eased limbs that had been confined for yearsin a cramped coffin. Various odours mingled
and smarted in the drugged man's nogtrils, aromas which he vaguely recognised . . . decomposing flesh,
the mustiness of this damp, dmost airless place... and aniron smell - like blood that had been spilled
recently!

Andin hisfina conscious thoughts Sabat conceded defeat. Because he accepted that for the firg timein
hislife he was powerlessto fight. He might never awake from this drugged deep into which he was
drifting. The coven had their human sacrifice; it mattered not to them whether they killed him deeping or
awake. All they wanted was his blood -Quentin's blood!

CHAPTERTEN

SABAT'SASTRAL body looked down upon hisdeeping, pae physica form. He grimaced at what he
saw. Hisdrugged features had apallid, corpse-like look about them, his chest scarcely risng and falling
with his ultra-shallow bresthing. And beside him lay the hideous skeleton of WilHam Gardi-ner, the skull
and arms dark with congealed blood, turned towards him as though it laughed with that horrible cavity of
amouth, and sought to embrace him with itslong arms.

And Miranda... Oh Jesus, they'd pay in full for what they had done to her! Her body lay in arecess,
cast-off garbage thrown to one side to rot. Her head lolled back exposing a huge gash the length of her



neck, her previoudy unblemished flesh matted and streaked with her own dried blood. And asafina
insult they had parted her thighs, amockery in death of the way she had lived.

Sabat hesitated, hovering close to the bowing ceiling of the crypt. In some ways he doubted the wisdom
of leaving hisbody. It till lived and the Reverend Spode had only to return and administer some
unspeakable physicd attack and Sabat would be prevented from returning to it. Y et if he lingered within
himsdf then they could trap his agtrd in the short blackout following death when he was helpless, and
give only Quentin hisfreedom. Surely Royston Spode realised that once Sabat dumbered his astral
would be able to escape, or was there some ulterior motive behind it?

Certainly Sabat could not harm theliving in his astral form; he could only attack Royston if the | atter
choseto join him on one of the planes and it was obvious that the evil vicar was going to be far too busy
throughout the day-fight hoursto do that. In which case Spode had alowed Sabat astral freedom
knowing that in thisform he was rdatively harmless and when night fell hewould indtinctively rgoin his
body in the hope of somehow being able to avert death.

There was nothing to be achieved by remaining in this place of desth and mutilation any longer. He
soared with a sense of relief down that wet cold passage, shot out into the open like a bat emerging at
dusk from its daytime roost. Almost with reluctance he entered the vicarage, now sensing the atmosphere
of latent evil which he had failed to notice earlier because he had been blinded to it by hisfaithina
country vicar.

The hall and drawing room were empty so he made for the stairway, knew only too well that Royston
Spode was here somewhere. The landing was wide with several doorsleading off from it. He hesitated,
amost turned back because there was no time to waste in idle curiosity. But it would only take afew
seconds and he had severd hours left before nightfall when the coven would converge on their temple of
worship to carry out the ultimate act of depravity.

The Reverend Royston Spode was in the third bedroom which Sabat entered, his spreading quivering
body virtudly hiding the girl who writhed beneath him. Sabat's first sensation was one of revulsion, those
rolls of fat which had possibly once been solid muscle were obese, the wobbling bottom reminding him of
his oft-quoted quip about clergymen who grew fat arses by stting on other people's sofas and drinking
scrounged cups of tea.

Sabat moved lower, intent on seeing who it was with whom the clergyman copulated. Of coursg, it was
the West Indian girl, radiantly beautiful in her nakedness. Her eyes were closed as she writhed and
gasped and amost certainly Royston would not be venturing on to the astral plane in the near future.
Sabat |eft themtoit, pitied the girl in spite of the fact that she had given him doped coffee; she'd had her
orders and it would be more than her life was worth to disobey her master's demands. Just as she could
not refuse him now.

Sabat soared up into the summer sky, saw some diving swallows and envied them their freedom. Below
him the village resembled atoy mode, growing smaller as he gained height, and he found it hard to
believe that dangerous evil could be spawned in such atranquil setting. There was no sign of the Daimler
where he had parked it; they had wasted no timein disposing of it. Sabat'strail was dready obliterated.

In due course he came to that barren wasteland which was his intended destination; that arid expanse
where the final battle between the dark and light-skinned races had been fought. Here he changed his
form, a bearded, sweat-soaked warrior clad only in atattered loincloth, experiencing the rigours of the
merciless sun, scuffing blistered feet in the powdery slver sand.



Water holes beckoned and then mocked him by fading into the shimmering haze, pam treesthat turned
out to be stunted cacti when he approached them. Sabat knew it was sdlf-torture, masochism, that he
could have used the shape of adesert bird to traverse the distance so much quicker, but thiswas the way
it had to be; apilgrim on hisway to worship at the shrine of the gods, humble and beseeching hisgodsto
grant hisrequest.

The sun was past its zenith when he spied the battle scene, bloated vultures waddling amongst the dain.
Their cruel beaks speared dead eyes, their crops bulging with aglut of these delicacies. Tomorrow, when
they had digested their optic banquet, they would return for the decomposing flesh. Days later they would
be gleaning the whitening bones and then there would be no way of identifying the dain forces of good
from the corpses of evil.

Sowly Sabat wound hisway between the bodies. Eyel ess sockets seemed to follow his every
movement, the smd| of desth and flesh which was dready beginning to putrefy hung heavy inthe il
atmosphere. The dain stretched asfar as the eye could see, rigor mortis capturing the fina throes of
agony. Then a sudden movement halted him and he shielded his eyes, saw human forms, ahundred yards
or so away. Four of them, huddled cloaked figures, bowed with grief asthey surveyed the carnage
around them.

Sabat experienced a sudden chill, ashiver running through him in spite of the intolerable heat. He turned,
began to make hisway towards them, afedling of guilt causing him to avert hiseyes. For he had no right
to be here, atrespasser in the land of the gods, one who came only when thefina conflict was over. But
it was not over, an eterna strugglein which the forces of good struggled to repdl the armies of evil; a
battle won today would be lost tomorrow, and so it would be for always.

Heraised his head, saw that dl four of them were watching him intently, yet their expressonswere
impassive. Three men and awoman, at |least those were the formsin which they showed themselvesto
him, robed and cowled so that they might just have been desert wanderers who had happened upon the
daughter like himsdf.

'Y ou cametoo late, Sabat.' The oldest of the men spoke with aheavy nasal accent, one that could not be
likened to any race anywherein theworld. Thisday has been long athough it isfar from finished.
Warriors have been dain by the thousand but there is neither conqueror nor conquered. And so it will
awaysbe, eternd srife and suffering.’

‘That iswhy | come, my Lord Damballah,’ Sabat spoke humbly. 'Greetings to you and your woman Aida
Ouedo. Had | awhite cock and hen 1 would sacrifice them to you but al | see around me are vultures.'

'So beit." Damballah waved a hand in the direction of his three companions. 'Today is Wednesday which
ismy day, Dambdlah'sday. Y et you may a so address Papa L egba, the giver of opportunities, and
Maitre Carrefour, the Lord of the Crossroads. See, they even pay homageto himin thisland of death.’

Sabat's eyes followed the pointing finger, saw a crude wooden cross some seven or eight feet high on
which had been draped atattered tail-coat, above which hung the remnants of atop hat. The Lord of the
Crossroads, indeed, was represented here but today it was Damballah, chief of the Rada gods, who
commanded worship. Sabat was fortunate; any other time he might have happened upon the evil Petro
gods and surely Baron Cimeterre would not have forgiven him for histreachery, firg in the cemetery and
later when he had put Maurice Storton's body beyond the reach of the Lord of the Cemetery.

'Y ou risk your soul, Sabat,” Damballah warned. ‘It is only the foolish and the brave who dare to tread this
blood-soaked battlefield from which there is no escape except by the benevolence of the ruling god on



that day.’

'l came becauseit is Wednesday,' Sabat kept his eyes on the ground, saw a scorpion scuttle beneath a
dead body, 'otherwise | would not have done so. | cometo ask your help.’

'Even Dambdlah iswary of your treachery now.’

'My treachery concerns only Baron Cimeterre. Surely you do not despise me for what | did to your
sworn enemy, a Petro god.'

'No, but I cannot trust amercenary in this eternal war between good and evil. Yoursis a sdfish request,
apleathat you might be saved.’

'No!" Sabat raised himself proudly to hisfull height. 'l ask not to be saved mysdf but unless| am spared,
the duppy of my brother Quentin will be released to join forces with the Petro gods. Only by saving me
will you prevent this happening.’

'Y ou are cunning, Sabat,' afaint smileflicked briefly across the parchment-like features of the
Wednesday god, 'but as your soul isaso Quentin's, how can | be certain that you will not reward me
with evil, turn on me asyou did on Baron Cimeterre.”

'l can make no such rash promise, nor would | attempt to do so," Sabat replied, ‘for at times, Quentinis
strong within me. But | will make one vow here on this bloodsoaked land.’

"Y ou are honest and for that | respect you. But what vow will you make, what bargain for your life. You
cannot guarantee me your duppy becauseit is not wholly yours, and after deeth it may go into the dark
unknown.'

I promisethis,’ Sabat's voice was loud and clear, shouting because distant thunder was rumbling, an
approaching desert storm coming to whip the sand and drive it so that this day's battle would be buried
and forgotten, 'that | will kilt he who is known as Royston Spode in the name of Damballah, and that |
will destroy his duppy beforeit can leave hisbody in the same manner in which 1 did one called Maurice
Storton. And should it by chance eude me, then | will follow it into the black beyond and hunt it down
like a savage beast.’

Damballah was slent for afew moments, glancing at Aida Ouedo and the other two in turn asthough
seeking their opinion. Heads were nodded, shaken, then Damballah turned back to Sabat. 'Itisaterrible
vow which you make. Youwill behddtoit.

'l vow!" Sabat spoke dowly, dropping hisvoice to awhisper, 'to destroy the line of evil that has been
continued through William Gardiner into the person of Royston Spode. And if 1 fail then you may take
ml

'No," Damballah hissed, 'l shall not take you, for the Rada gods will have no use of you then. The Petro
godswill claim your duppy and doubtless Baron Cimeterre will exact aterrible revenge upon you for the
manner in which you tricked him. That isthe price of failure. Now go, return to your body and we, the
Radagods, will do our best. But even we cannot promise victory, for the evil in that templeis so strong
that we may not be able to breach its battlements.’

Sabat bowed, turned away. The tension which had built up insde him now oozed itsway out, droplets of
Swedt that evaporated at once and atrembling that had him shaking in every limb. Now that the ordeal



was over he wanted to hasten back to his drugged body, to rest awhilein order to prepare himself for
whatever lay ahead. For even Dambalah, chief of the Rada gods, was not al-powerful; Baron Cimeterre
and other lords of the dark would not concede their evil prize without aterrible struggle. And Sabat was
to be theropein their tug-o-war!

With some alarm Sabat redlised that the heat of the day had |essened, that the sun had dipped towards
the western horizon. In aworld where time stood still he had delayed too long; now he sped earthwards,
ahurtling speck that could have been a hunting hawk, becoming ajinking, twisting bat as heflitted past
the ivy-covered vicarage and honed towards that open square in the overgrown, disused adjoining
graveyard.

It wasthe smdll he noticed firdt, stronger than before, a sickening odour of rotting flesh and degth,
mingled with the acrid, unmistakable aroma of blood. Terror such as he had never experienced beforein
adrd form; fear that he had been away too long, deserted his physical body and I€ft it totally at the mercy
of the evil Royston.

Even as he entered the crypt the scene which he feared most greeted him. His own body lay there before
that black atar just as he had I€eft it, but in the light cast by the twin candleshe saw theblood . . . his
features unrecognisable beneath the sticky scarlet fluid, hisdark clothing saturated so that the materia
clung tightly to the body. Royston Spode had thwarted him, sacrificed him before night fell.

And now that he was dead, Sabat's astral body was trapped in the wilderness of no return.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

ROY STON SPODE gave afind orgasmic shudder and sank hisfull weight down on the West Indian girl
who lay spread-eagled beneath him. He went limp, gave way to the wave of exhaustion which swept
over him. It had been good. Very, very good. Hed needed it in order to prepare himsdlf mentally for this
coming night and the terrible risks which he must take to achieve the ultimate in power.

Helay thusfor about twenty minutes before finaly withdrawing and extricating himsdf from his partner's
embrace. Alison, the bocor's servant girl whom he had snatched away from her master in Port au Prince,
was perfect for his every purpose. Sexualy she was either submissive or aggressive according to his
whim at the time; domestically she obeyed his every order without question. A man could not ask for
more than that.

He knelt there staring down at her. Her features gave nothing away, her eyes closed because after
copulation it was forbidden for her to look upon the satisfied body of her master unless he commanded
her to do so. Her ultimate desire was to please him because he was her houngan, the one who had the
right to dominate her mind and body. If necessary she would diefor him. Or so it should have been. He



wondered ... if he asked for her love she would give it outwardly but even he was not powerful enough to
explore her innermost thoughts. Just one little thing worried him; her expresson earlier that morning when
she had cometo tell him that Sabat was in the drawing room. In her wide dark eyeshehad read . . .
something. Something that he had not seen there before and which disturbed him. She had taken the
drugged coffee in as commanded, yet if one studied her closdly, as Spode was wont to do, then there
was arductancein her walk, her bearing, as though she would have preferred not to have administered
the dopeto their visitor. It could have been hisimagination, Royston tried to console himsdlf ashe
donned the cassock of thisfalsereligion. But, and it had always been anagging worry since he had
brought Alison to England, her bocor in Haiti had been adisciple of Damballah, chief of the Rada gods;
not agood god but certainly not an evil one. Did not other religions throughout the world indoctrinate
their subjects from infancy? Was he, Royston Spode, powerful enough to change her alegiance from
Radato Retro?

'Get dressed.’ His abrupt command had her scrambling up, grabbing for the long multi-coloured dress. It
was ripped in places; when he lusted for Alison's brown body he liked to take her that way. And she had
never once objected. It islater than | thought; we have mated too long and Evensong is but an hour

away. Already some of our followerswill betherein the church in their eagernessfor thislong dark night

to begin.'

She nodded. He watched her carefully as she dressed, saw how her smooth flesh trembled and her
fingers shook as shetied the sash around her waist. Again he might be seeing problemsthat did not exist,
for any woman who had orgasmed four times was entitled to tremble alittle afterwards.

Asheleft the room he was reminded of Mirandaand her treachery. But on the most important eve of his
creation he had other thingsto occupy hismind, and by the time he embarked upon the short walk from
the vicarage to the church he had dispdled his doubts. Alison was his migtress, hisdave, and it would
never be any different. He could trust her implicitly.

Andy Drew's fears had been mounting throughout the day, and when he learned at lunchtime thet his
friend Jon Borth had been found dead on the road some miles beyond the village, he'd reported sick to
the foreman at the smdl clothing factory where he worked and gone home. Jon's horrific accident was
surely an omen. Some of those fucking ghouls on the shopfloor were discussing the details. Andy had
rushed into the toilet, spewed until his guts couldn't throw up anymore. The foreman had taken onelook
a him and told him to piss off home before he spread whatever bug he'd got among the workforce.

At twenty-two, Andy's problems seemed to be closing in on him; he found members of his own sex far
more attractive than those of the opposite one and it must have shown because some of those crude
bastards he worked with had taken to referring to him as 'Pouf. And that wasn't because he was
physicaly frail and got out of breath easly.

Hed started going to church, much to his conventiona parent's joy and amazement, but that had only led
to worsethings. That vicar wasn't avicar at dl; Andy had found that out after Spode had asked him to
remain behind one Sunday after Matins and al sorts of shameful and pleasurable things had happened in
the vestry. It had al been afix by Spodeto trap him, to get ahold on him so he couldn't desert the
coven. And once held got histdonsinto him Spode didn't make life enjoyable anymore, and neither did
he do those things held done in the beginning.

Last night had been aliving nightmare. Playing about with some old skeleton was revolting enough, but
Jesus, Andy had never thought they'd do things such asthey did to that girl! But there was no turning
back and now he was ordered to attend a specid '‘evensong communion' prior to . . . Royston Spode
promised them that tonight would be the climax to their devotion and that in return, each and every one of



them would receive power beyond their wildest dreams. Crap! It was scary, they were al accessoriesto
murder, but there wasn't such athing as magic; just an excuse to perform revolting rites. Y et inexplicable
happenings had occurred. It was dl clever trickery of some kind but nevertheless Andy was trapped.
Hed have to go to the church at 7.30 and to the crypt afterwards.

"Y ou look ill." There was concern on his mother's face as she met himin the hdl of their two-up,
two-down cottage. "Y ou'd better go to bed and stop there for the rest of the day.'

I'mnot ill,’ the last thing Andy wanted was to find himself a prisoner in his bedroom; he dared not
disobey Spode's orders. 'I've been made redundant and it came as a bit of ashock.' Now that wasa
Stupid lie, blurted out on the spur of the moment. How was he going to explain why he had to go to work
inthe morning? Let's get tonight over fird.

'Wéll, you'd better go and lie down for awhile just the same,’ she said. "Y our father and | are going on
the WI coach trip to Stratford this evening so you'll haveto look after yourself while we're avay.'

That was arelief, aclear coast and nobody to ask questions. He went up to hisroom, stretched out on
hisbed. He was trembling, scared to hell. Chrigt, if only he could think of something. In about thirty
minutes he did just that, an idea that made his mouth dry up and flooded his armpits with swest.

Everybody hated Spode even though they pretended to worship him with reverence down in that damp,
dark, smelly hole of a Satanic temple. But nobody had the guts to do anything about it. Sure, they
revelled in the orgies but once they'd satisfied themsel ves they were terrified of the rest of the night's
proceedings. It was like a sumptuous first course with arevolting sweet to follow. And it al happened
because of anutcase of avicar who had convinced everybody that he had supernatural powers. Without
Royston Spode it would al cometo an end.

Andy Drew thought some more, sweated profusdly, and told himsdlf it could be done. And he would
haveto do it because nobody else would. In away it was like avenging Jon Borth - alifefor alifel

Hedid off the bed, found his old sheath knife in the dressing table drawer, the one hed had when he was
ascout. He tested the blade with his thumb; it was sharp enough to do the trick.

Hed haveto kill Spode in the church! Chrig, it'd be like Thomas Beckett; hed even played aminor part
inthe play of the Canterbury murder they'd put on &t schoal, but thistimeit would al befor real. When
he knelt to receive. . . human flesh and blood | God, it was cannibalism, chewing on asquare of ... that
wretch'sflesh, tasting her thick, soup-like blood. Andy wouldn't et it get that far. Hed have the knife
hidden up his deeve ready to drop down, hilt first into the palm of his hand, and as Spode bent to serve
him he'd plunge it deep into that fat belly. The others would be with him once Royston Spode was down;
between them they'd drag the body through the graveyard, throw it into the old crypt and fill the entrance
with rubble. And nobody would ever find it. Smple.

Andy Drew knew that he could go through with it; it was either that or take hisown life and he lacked the
courageto do the latter. He grinned to himself, suddenly aware that planning Spode's death had given
him an erection. It was funny how mattersirreevant to sex sometimes turned him on; maybe hed orgasm
as he struck the desth blow, the greatest thrill of hislife.

The church clock struck 6.30 as Andy let himself out of the house. His parents had gone to meet the
coach over an hour ago and with luck heid be back home before they returned from their outing.
Woodpigeons cooed softly in the foliage of thetall poplarsthat hid al but the church steeple. So tranquil,
it couldn't be happening. But it wad!



He entered the church, stood staring down the aide. Three of the coven were dready seated in the front
pew, turning and seeing him but not acknowledging him. That made him angry but they'd soon change
their viewstowards him. When the vicar was kicking his death throes with Andy's scout knife protruding
from hisbelly they'd hail Andy Drew astheir champion, their hero. It was apity he'd never be ableto tell
his parents about it.

Hetook his place in the second pew, checked for the hundredth time that the knife rested comfortably in
hisdeeve, that it would fdl easly when thetime was right. He was sweeting again, could smell hisown
B.O.

By ten minutes to seven the whole coven were seated in their places. Andy wondered idly what would
happen if astranger showed up but Spode was cunning enough to get out of that one. Hed probably turn
on that hidden charm, explain that it was a'specid’ servicein aid of something-or-other and they couldn't
stay, much as hewould like them to, but if they'd care to attend matins on Sunday morning .. . theglib
bastard!

The Reverend Royston Spode entered the church just as the clock was chiming seven, locked the doors
behind him. Andy glanced at him out of the corner of his eye; the strain wastelling on the bugger, those
jowled features pale and lined. Perhaps he was turning chicken. But Andy would kill him just the same
because suddenly there was nothing more he wanted to do than just that. And he'd got an erection again.
It was going to be the most exciting act of hislife.

Spode approached the dtar, removed the cloth, replaced it with ablack one which was folded nearby,
changed the white candlesfor sinister black ones. Then with one deft movement he upturned the silver
crucifix, wedged it firmly in an inverted postion. A low murmur of approval came from the congregation.
Andy Drew was swesgting heavily again, hisarmpits giving off a sour smell. He checked the knife; it
wouldn't belong now. A terrible revulsion a these blasgphemous preparations had him wanting to vomit.
He'd had a church upbringing, never dreamed held stoop to such aleve. He hadn't fully redlised until
now what it all meant. He hadn't intended to deny Chrigt, it made him fed sick.

The Reverend Spode's nasal tones vibrated low and clear in asing-song recitation:
"Thou shdt covet thy neighbour'swife. . . thou shdt stedl... thou shdt kill
Thou shdt kill. That was one Satanic commandment Andy Drew meant to obey to the very |etter!

"Thisis her flesh, cut from her body whilst she dill lived ... her blood . .. * Spode's hands were pressed
over aplate and chalice, his back to the watchers. The desecration, the absolute abomination. ‘Come....
ed... drink ...

The otherswerefiling up to the dtar rail, knedling. Andy joined the queue, hislegs so wesk that it wasa
relief to fling himself down into aknedling position, hold on to the wooden rail to support himsdlf. For one
awful moment he thought he was going to faint like hed done at hisfirst communion, herein thisvery
church, but the dizziness passed. He checked the knife again. Thou shdll kill!

Spode was administering his gridy offerings from the far end of theline; Andy would bethelast to
receive them. A brief sllence, then he heard adurping, munching sound, amost threw up. Raw human
meset and thick blood. Nobody spewed as he thought they might. In fact they seemed to be rdlishing their
First Supper.



Spode moved dowly, deliberately along hisfollowers, histhick white fingers pressing chunks of meat into
their upturned open mouiths, tipping the chaice so that they drank their fill. There was another vessdl
standing on the dtar ready to replenish the one he was using, for thiswas intended as a banquet for the
true believersin the Left Hand Path.

Andy Drew glanced sdeways out of the corner of hiseye. A girl with mousey-coloured hair next to him
sucked alump of meat into her mouth, then drank and chewed noisily at the sametime, her dender
fingers seeming reluctant to rel ease the stem of the cup. Sheer depraved greed. Andy knew her; her
family were newcomersto the village, city people who had attempted to live out their fantasy of 'getting
away fromit dl' and hadn't made avery good job of it. Her husband, on the other sde of her, wasa
layabout drawing socia security. Now they had resorted to thisin their search for a better life,

Takeedt... her flesh ... her blood . . .

Andy felt the dizziness coming back, fought againgt it desperately, saw Spode's fingerswith achunk of
mest approaching his mouth. Bile roseinto the youth's throat, he compressed histipstightly. Heaved.
Then he remembered the knife, panicked. It started to dide down theinside of hisdeeve, he grasped the
hilt, positioned it.

‘Take. . . eat' Annoyance, Spode trying to cram the flesh into Andy's mouth, forcing it between the
resdting lips. 'Eat!’

Andy Drew had the knife how he wanted it, the blade concedled in his closed hand until the thrust had
begun. His elbow went back, tensed like abowstring, and at that very second the sensation of faintness
flooded back over him, ared-black shimmering before his eyes. Spode seemed to be whirling, spinning
away fromhim.,

Desperately Andy lunged, anticipated the impact, the jarring of his own arm right up to his shoulder asthe
weapon diced through corpulent flesh and grated on bone. But hiswild swing met with no obstruction,
just arush of air and then he was sorawled over therail, the threstened vomit spouting from his mouth,
the murky haze closing in like black smog, shutting everything e se out. He did not even hear the knife
clatter on to the marble floor.

Royston Spode showed but the faintest surprise. There was neither fear nor fury in hisexpresson ashe
kicked the fallen knife away and pushed the unconscious youth so that he did down on to the carpeted
floor.

'Our Master will have adouble offering tonight,” hisvoice wasflat. 'Let usded with thistraitor firdt,
though, for fear that his unworthy blood should offend at our finest hour.'

Spode's strength was unbelievabl e except to those who had seen him exert it to the full before. His bulk
was deceptive as he vaulted the rail, hoisted the inert form of Andy Drew up to agtting position, then
galked down the aide, the othersfollowing in Snglefile, abizarre procession that wound itsway behind
the church and through the thick undergrowth until it reached the entrance to the old crypt.

The Reverend Royston Spode paused once, glanced skywards, saw that the sun was now a deep red
ball in the western sky, aready dipping out of sight behind thetal poplars.

'We do not have much time," he muttered to nobody in particular. 'We must hurry for we haveto return
to the church to finish our communion with the Master before we can attempt the sacred ritesin our
temple’



Spode it the candlesin the crypt, gave ashort inaudible Sigh of rdief when he saw that Sabat il lay
motionless before the dtar. If Sabat's astral was nearby watching then so much the better. He chuckled.
But the astral was harmless. It would return shortly and be dealt with accordingly. It could not escape.

Andy Drew's unconscious body was propped aongside Sabat and the skeleton of William Gardiner.
Spode reached up on to a shelf, found the sacrificid weapon, a curved knife with ajeweled hilt, the
blade sharp yet stained a dark brown with a substance that could have been mistaken for rust at a
cursory glance; closer ingpection would confirm that it was dried blood.

Drew's head lolled sdeways, eyes closed, blissfully unaware of the fate which awaited him. Spode did
not trouble to remove any of the clothing; time was at a premium. The knife poised, he muttered alow
incantation, then stabbed fiercely.

The blade went deep, dmost up to the hilt just below Andy Drew's navel, dicing garments and flesh with
the ease of abutcher's cleaver. It was not withdrawn, but jerked upwards with atearing sound, ploughing
adeep gash in one movement up to the throat. The jugular vein was spurting blood which splashed on the
uneven floor like aburst mains, but Spode ignored it. The knife retraced its origina course going lower
thistime, grinding the pubic bone; then sdeways, firg to the left, then to theright. Only then wasit pulled
clear, splattering crimson droplets as it was returned to the shelf above.

Royston Spode stepped back to survey his handiwork, a smile of satisfaction crinkling the corners of his
cruel mouth. Perfection, the best held ever done - an inverted cross carved on aliving human body!
Perhaps he ought to have stripped the victim first so that hisfollowerswould have fully appreciated his
bloody artistry. He heard their intakes of breath, gasps of awe.

‘Let usreturn to the church,” he snapped, 'for it will soon be nightfall and then we have much to do!'

The vicar lingered for one last glimpse of hislatest sacrifice. The blood was pouring thick and fast from
the mutilated body, aleg twitching in afind reflex protest, the eyes il closed.

Then Spode's eyes returned to Sabat. Royston Spode felt the urge to laugh out loud, to mock and jeer;
for Drew's blood had soaked the limp form of Sabet, saturated him with scarlet dripping fluid. A sacrifice
bloodied in readiness, ataste to whet the dark gods appetite so that they might grant Spode's request
and transfer the ultimate in evil power from those ancient bonesto his own bodly.

CHAPTER TWELVE

SABATSINITIAL horror turned to sheer relief as hisastra sight picked out the youth's body propped
up between his own and Gardiner'sremains. He saw Andy Drew's mutilated flesh, the way the wound



had been fashioned into a blasphemous inverted cross, the pumping blood having dowed to atrickle and
then begun to conged. Another death, another sacrifice, but it could have been worse. One member of
thisterrible coven more or less was of no consegquence. At least his own body till remained unscathed
and it wasardief to dip into it once more, dmaost savouring thefed of warm blood which was not his
own after dl.

Very dowly consciousness returned to Sabet. His eydidsflickered half open and through them hetook in
the scene which surrounded him. The candles had been | eft burning and he could see clearly dthough his
range of vison was restricted; the dead youth threatening to dide down on to him at the dightest
vibration, askeleta leg only inches from his own. He took a deep breath, smelled the overpowering
rancid odour of Drew's blood, the cold cloying stench of staleair and . . . evil! For even now the dark
forceswere coming dive down here, the temperature having fallen rapidly so that Sabat's flesh
goosepimpled and he shivered.

He was surprised to discover how mentally refreshed he fdlt, just as he dways did after atrip on to the
adrd plane. Hetried to flex hisarm and leg muscles but they remained limp - the effects of that
paralysing drug had not worn off yet. He Sighed, hisearlier despair returning. Hewastotdly helpless, a
sacrificia victim whenever Royston Spode chose to return. The Rada gods had been contacted, a
bargain made, but whether or not they chose to keep it was debatable. Like himsdlf they werefickle...
and ruthless!

He considered once more escaping on to the astral, leaving this empty shell of abody for them to do
what they would with it, taking his chance on that eterna battlefield in the timelesswilderness, a
mercenary who would join either Rada or Petro forces. But it was impossible, even if he choseto do so,
for the necessary deep-like trance which would project him into immortaity would not easily be induced
now that his mind was refreshed. And the evil which existed in this hellish dungeon would not dlow him
to desert his body, would deny him deep.

Another thought struck him; he still had his gun, the loaded .38 weighted againgt hisside. With it he could
have blasted Spode, maybe taken afew of the othersaswell until their numbers bore him down. Only he
was denied the use of hislimbs, hisforefinger incapable of taking the dightest trigger pressure-Findly he
accepted that there was only one course open to him - he must wait and place hisfaith in Damballah,
chief of the Rada gods, whose day was Wednesday. He had until midnight!

Time was standing still again, even the wax on those black candles seeming to burn unconsumed. It was
much, much colder too. Sabat tensed, listening for a sound which did not come, the tramp of
approaching feet that would herald his death and worse. Instead he heard another noise, afaint creaking
likethe rusty hinge on agate when the wind freshened, amovement such as rheumatic limbs might make.
His spinetingled as the noise grated on his nerves ... so close!

A movement attracted his attention, something white againgt ablack background, reflecting the flickering
candldight . . . Oh God, the skeleton'sleg wasbending . . . stretching... flexing!

Sabat tried to close his eyes, wanted to spare himsdlf the sight of a blagphemous rebirth, was even more
conscious of hisown helplessness. Spode's magic, the sacrifice of human flesh and blood, theliving evil in
this crypt had resulted in the ultimate success, aliving entity more unbelievable, more horrific than the
fictiona Frankenstein's monster. But Sabat could not induce his eyelidsto close, just as hours before it
had proved impossible to open them. He was condemned to watch, to listen to noises beyond the angle
of hislimited vison.

Jesus Christ, whatever it wasit breathed, rattled a broken ribcage with stentorian intakes of air, stood



and moved uncertainly on clicking feet. It was behind him, skulking in the shadows, wheezing so that he
fet its cold breath. Now coming for him, ahunter from beyond morta ken stalking its prey!

Mentally he braced himself, knew not what form the attack would take; ablasting of hisreason, a
stopping of his heartbeet by the Sight of thisterrible miscreation or the strangulating grip of skeletd fingers
around histhroat?

Something came at him out of the darkness, a grotesque bloody form that struck him with itsfull weight,
knocking the breath from his body, causing him to scream histerror in hismind. Cold flesh againgt his
face, aweighty thing that sagged and did across his body, its grasp dipping away because those fingers
werelifeless. And for the second time within the space of an hour the corpse of Andy Drew escalated
crazed fear in Sabat!

Sabat wanted to laugh hisrelief doud but al voca functions were denied him. The corpse had findly
dipped from its perch, moving the skeleton of William Gardiner asit did so. Asoneterror receded,
another returned. Somebody was shuffling round into Sabat'sline of vision!

He stared, tried to comprehend, but there was no explanation; neither the dead nor the black forces of
evil gave up their secrets. Such things were best kept beyond the reach of mortal knowledge. For the
being which had received life from some unearthly source was not in skeletal form - it was the shape of a
man, flesh and blood, which looked down upon theinert form of Sabat with cold unblinking eyes, and it
was dl the more terrible for its human form!

A tramp-like appearance, the ragged clothing unable to hide the wasted body undernesth, and at first
glance Sabat thought that it was Gardiner's skeleton clothed in rotting tail-coat with a battered top hat set
a arakish angle on the skull. But it wasn't. Flesh was stretched tightly over the bones, parchment thin,
the face haf in shedow, vagudy familiar.

The man moved forward a step and Sabat saw him more clearly. Changing festures; at first he thought it
might have indeed been William Gardiner clothed in anew skin that wastoo smdl for him, acountenance
of evil that even now seemed uncertain of itsown identity. Then it waslike looking into adirty-grimed
mirror, seeing his own features reflected behind the grime, again the ruthless evil ... but not quite hisown.
Quentin'sl But before Sabat could make up his mind, the nose had broadened, the dark eyes moved
closer together, the thick lips parted in what was intended to be a amile, asettling of the shifting faceinto
something more positive, one that he knew because he had seen it that same day half-hidden by a
voluminous cowl, his companion then standing before the high wooden cross on which were draped the
very clothes which he now wore.

‘Maitre Carrefour!" Sabat got the name out, found that he could spesk, that he could move hishead in
order to obtain a better view of the one who stood before him. 'Lord of the Crossroads!’

'Indeed.' The voice had that same nasal thickness, an accent which could not be attributed to any race
throughout the modern world. ‘It is, sent by Dambdlah, chief of the Rada gods!

'Damballah isnot coming? A note of disappointment wasin Sabat's voice as he managed to Sit up,
pushed the body of Andy Drew off him so that it rolled on to the floor with a sickening thud.

'No, too often are the chief gods summoned by mortals. But my presence will suffice. First, though, |
must remind you of your vow.'

'l have not forgotten.” Sabat stretched hislimbs, found that they moved easily; just adight sensation of



pins-and-needlesin hislegs where they had been trapped by the bloody corpse. He turned, saw that the
blood-spattered skeleton till [ay initsorigind position. 'That ... thing ... Gardiner ... it... moved

'Perhaps and perhaps not.' Maitre Carrefour smiled. 'The bones are latent evil but they cannot walk at
present. Y ou must ensure that they never do, that the maignant entity within them is destroyed.’

'Y ou have been sent to help me?

'No, only to free you from that which paradysed your body. Damballah has kept hisword, but even the
Rada gods cannot do more, for in this place the Petro evil isstrong. It isan ancient buria ground ruled
over by Baron Cimeterre, and his power has been strengthened here by the remains of this man
Gardiner. Already there has been bloodshed and death. We cannot infiltrate it, no more than we can win
that war of everlasting strife which you have twice seen for yoursdf. Y ou are amercenary of the gods,
Sabat, taking sides when it suits your cause. We have seen your treachery and we dare do no more than
free you from that which held you and remind you of your vow. But you cannot leave this place until the
man caled Spodeis destroyed dong with the evil in him. The exit is sedled to you by Dambalah until that
has come about and only then will you beable to leave thistomb of the dead'

Sabat knew that the Lord of the Crossroads spoke the truth, that Damballah had trapped him here;
cunningly enforcing his bargain, ensuring that a devastating blow was struck againgt the arch rivas of the
Radagods, suspiciousthat once released from his parayss Sabat might fleein order to save himsdlf.

'l cannot delay here. The other stepped back into the shadows, a silhouette once more. ‘It is up to you
now, Sabat. The Rada gods wish you well.

Then Sabat was done, glancing around the evil crypt, his only companions two mutilated corpsesand a
malignant blood-stained skeleton. So cold, whispering voices that could have been in hisown mind. He
shivered, glanced in the direction of the passage with its dimy damp wallsthat led out of here up into the
dusk of an openworld. Y et he knew that escape was denied him, would not even have wasted time
attempting it even had he wished to flee. He had to stay, not only because there was a battle to be fought
but because there was a score to settle. Cold fury was beginning to dominate him again, that killing mood
which he had first discovered in the SAS, an insatiable lust for blood and desth.

'Y ou won't win thistime, Mark Sabat. Thisisthe end for you!" Quentin's mocking tones coming a him
out of the darkness.

But Sabat only laughed, low and mirthless. He had cast off the mantle of despair and once again had
become the fighting machine of old, the nemesis of evil forces. Therewas no timeto belost.

He worked quickly, hisbrain onfull throttle, seeing the Stuation asit was and knowing what he must do.
The voices around him had sunk to amost inaudible whispers and he ignored them for they could not
harm him at the moment; they too, must wait for Royston Spode'sfina act of depravity before they were
powerful enough to attack. Sabat dropped to his knees, and began to strip Andy Drew's body of its
ragged bloodsoaked clothing, tearing the denim off in congealed strips, baring the mutilated flesh. Chridt,
Spode's bestidity knew no bounds; the stomach spilled out of the base of the inverted cross wound and
Sabat wasforced to cram it back with hisfingers, human offa that was still warm to the touch. Revolting,
but this corpse had a definiteroleto play in his plans.

Next, hisown clothing; peeling off jacket and trousers, carefully removing the .38 from the pocket before
he began the awkward task of transferring them to the naked corpse; severa sizestoo large but he
overcame this by folding the surplus materia benesth the body where it would not show. Then helaid it



out carefully, with dl the care that an under-takers's assistant in amorgue might take, positioning it in the
same place where he himself had lain inert only ashort time before. Andy Drew in death had taken the
place of Sabat.

He stood back, surveying the result of his effortswith acritical eye. Congedled and smeared blood
masked the features, rendered them unrecognisable except by avery close scrutiny, and Spode and his
coven were unlikely to do that; they would be only too eager to begin their sacrifice.

Sabat shivered in his nakedness, picked up the .38 and glanced at it lovingly in the flickering candilight.
It was asthough it was apart of himsdlf, flooding him with fleeting memories, onein particular he liked to
savour; aterrorist held cornered in adisused farmhouse. Sabat's orders had been to bring him in deed or
aive but he had decided not to burden the taxpayer with maintaining thiskind of scum for the next twenty
years. Thefirgt shot had smashed the other's gun arm. The left one went up in atoken of surrender but it
was splintered at the elbow. Back against thewall, the killer had screamed for mercy, carried on
screaming as he writhed on the ground with both kneecaps shattered, Sabat had taken abead on the
head, but just as hisforefinger curled around the trigger held shifted his aim to a stomach shot. Just one
bullet - the man had taken an hour to die and hisfina agonised cries had been sweet music to Sabat's
ears, asymphony of justice theway it should be. He could hear him now, pleading, crying. And he
wondered if the Reverend Royston Spode would beg for mercy at the end!

Helooked around for asuitable hiding place, found aniche in thewall from which the atar was clearly
visble and squeezed himsdlf into it, sharp stones grazing his back as he did so. The dried blood on his
body was camouflage enough; he was amost invisible in the shadows.

All he had to do now wasto wait and for aman of action that was the worst part. He fondled the .38
again, fet theintense cold, wondered if it was dl redly happening or whether he was back in hisastrd
looking down on his own bloodstained, dark-clad body lying before Satan's shrine.

The voices abated, came back again, Quentin snarling like awild beast, a caged black soul frustrated by
itsimprisonment. And other noises; the steady drip of water somewhere asit trickled down the stone
walls and formed a pooal, tiny scurrying feet and pairs of red rodent eyes regarding thisintruder into their
domain with hogtile glares. For even theratsin this place were malevolent. Satanic vermin sensing that
soon there might be fresh bones to gnaw; Sabat could hear one masticating close by, remembered
Miranda's corpse in the corner and amost went to her defence. But it mattered not, the dead were dead,
their bodies beyond recdl. It was the living, and those who were to die this night, that concerned him.

Suddenly he tiffened, his ears picking up another sound, far off voicestha were neither within himself
nor the murmurings of the dark forces lurking in the shadows. A tundless chorus, an intonation gethering
in volume, the echoes picking it up. Anima-like snarlings that sounded vaguely human if one listened
carefully enough.

His breathing was shdlow, dmost non-exigtent; the .38 was held loosdly, its snub barrdl pointing inthe
direction of the dtar.

Thiswasit; they were coming!



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

DARKNESSHAD fallen when Spode led hisfollowers back out of the church. No longer were they the
sullen, fearful congregation to whom he had served a cannibalistic communion. They cursed, jostled
behind himin agraggling snglefile, their features devilish masks of lust, wild beasts roaring for thekill.

Royston Spode smiled wanly at the girl by hisside. Only Alison seemed her usud stoic sdf. Therest of
them were savages, as primitive asthe wild tribes in the heart of darkest Africawhere voodoo had first
begun. He had made them thisway, charged their personditiesin amatter of minutes by giving them
Satan's cup to drink from oncethelr gridy First Supper was over; the symbolic antithesis of the holy grail,
filled with an intoxicating Haitian punch that dulled their brains and fired their bodieswith an
overwheming desire for the obscenities which this night promised. Perhaps he should not have brought
the West Indian girl dong but it would have been wrong to deny her the chance to participate in the
ultimate rites. After tonight there would be no turning back for any of them. Even he was nervous, ahigh
priest whose powers were far greater than any of the black houngans or bocors, flinched at the prospect
of summoning the Master himself. For only the Great One was able to sanction the transfer of power
from the remains of William Gardiner to Royston Spode. Surely he would be pleased that there was one
S0 able who waswilling to carry on hiswork ... or was there another somewhere better suited . . . such
as Quentin Sabat who lived in Mark Sabat? But if Sabat was sacrificed, that black soul destroyed .. .
Quentin must not be set free to become ariva to Spode, perhapsto overthrow him. The sooner Sabat
was dead the easier the vicar would fedl. He began to hurry, some of those behind him bresking into a
shambling run.

The moment he descended bel ow ground Spode experienced that feding of foreboding again. His senses
tuned to the evil, detected an undercurrent of hogtility . . . towards himself\ Once he glanced back, met
Alison's expressonless gaze, felt uncomfortable. But she was a mere servant girl, she could not harm him.
Perhapsit would have been better for her to have remained behind.

A sense of urgency, panic, dmost gripped him, but there was no reason why it should. The candles till
burned, Sabat was lying in a shaft of wan light, bloodsoaked and unrecognisable. Spode did not look for
the body of Andy Drew which should have been propped up in the shadows only afoot or so away
because the youth was of no consequence; he had serve apurpose, paid in full for histreacherous act
just as Miranda had. All they needed now was Sabat's blood gushing from a severed jugular.

The otherswere clustered in asemi-circle behind him, disrobing themsdlves with an eagerness which he
must temper. Firg the sacrifice, afterwards they could do anything they liked. Many of them were aready
naked, lusting and groping for one another, as though they had forgotten the true purpose of this night.

'Stop’ Spode yelled, his deafening tones powered by the acoustics of the crypt. 'First we must sacrifice
Sabat and beseech the A ncient One to grant our request this night!’

The coven froze, stared at him with blank faces.

'On your bellies, hide your eyesfools, for you are not worthy to look upon the Master. He will strike
dead any whose eyesrest on his sacred form!”



Now there was fear on their faces, their crazed brains seeming to understand, throwing themselves
progtrate. Only Alison remained standing; staring straight ahead of her.

Y ou, too," Spode hissed, 'do you dare to disobey me?

She nodded, sank dowly to her knees but did not lower her head. It was as though shewas held
transfixed by the black dtar, the sacrificia victim and the skeleton. Once her eyes moved, peered into the
shadows which seemed to encroach as the candles flickered and dimmed. Perhaps she had noticed the
absence of the mutilated corpse but if so she did not spesk.

Spode turned angrily away from her. If she saw and was struck down by the Master then that was her
own fault. He could not waste any more time on her. The hand, which reached down the jewelled
sacrificid knife shook; that fedling of impending disaster was growing stronger by the second.

Sabat had his gun trained on Spode, a direct bead that would have ploughed a dug between those
narrow eyes and churned a path of splintered bloody bone out through the balding crown. A professiona
stance, left hand gripping the wrist of his gun arm. He would not have missed, an error was out of the
question. Y et he hesitated, not because of any twinge of conscience, that he was blasting a Sitting target
from ambush; he'd done that on innumerable occasionsin the past and never lost awink of deep over it.
Two reasons, first he was curious, intrigued to witness the sacrifice of his'own body', anticipating his
secret delight when Spode discovered the deception. Second, Alison was standing directly behind her
master and there was arisk that the dug might take a deflection on its death-course and mow her down
too. He didn't fed anything for her except ... her body was sensuous, inviting, and he would settle his
scorewith her in afrenzied lust afterwards. Dead, she was no use to him. So he held hisfire.

Royston Spode had the knife, the blood of itslast victim barely dry on the blade. He was chanting again,
words that Sabat recognised as Creole, changing to Latin. Not the Black Mass, something else that had
come from adark land in the days when it was very young, passed down by word of mouth to the few
select sorcerers of the ultimate evil.

Those on the floor were whimpering, their fear escalating, penetrating their intoxication with aterrible
redlisation of what might happen. Alison, too, was visibly shaking, her featureswere pae. Anicy wind
howled and seemed to come in down the entrance tunnel. Spode was screeching, attempting to make
himself heard, bringing the weapon down in avicious arc that beheaded the corpse at asingle blow. And
at that very moment every candle flame fluttered, extinguished in asmoke haze and plunged the crypt into
blackness.

Sabat cursed, redlised his mistake, amost fired blindly on hisorigind aignment of the .38 but he had
never been one to shoot rashly. Accuracy was uncertain, the stabbing flame gave avay one's position to
the enemy. He waited, hismouth dry, finger lightly on thetrigger.

Everybody was screaming or wasit ahost of invisible evil spirits borne on thewind? A melee; perhaps
the members of the coven had panicked and were fleeing blindly trying to find the exit. Curaing, bodies
fdling.

Even as Sabat deliberated upon a course of action he heard the pounding of hooves, the snorting of some
huge demented beast, its putrid smell. Oh Jesus God, held |&ft it too late, alowed Spode to summon the
Evil One when one well-placed. 38 dug would have stopped him!

Sabat found himsalf cowering back in the narrow cleft, hisingtinct to start firing wildly into the snarling



cauldron of blackness but logically he knew it would be usdess, afutile waste of ammunition that might
bring the wrath of the attacking powers upon him, their vengeance terrible for this puny morta insult.

Something smashed and rolled across the floor, probably one of those candlesticks. Hooves struck, flesh
and bone was being pul ped; wild bestid noises and human cries of terror. Hefdt therush of air, the
nearness of things beyond even his own knowledge and a any moment he expected to be dragged from
his hiding place. Quentin's voice pounded againg his brain but no mockery thistime, sheer terror inthe
warning; 'Heewhilethereisill time!

| cannot, for Damballah has trapped me and 1 am here to see this through!

And then, as suddenly as the malevolent mael strom had begun, it ended, the blackness ingtantly
beca med; people were groaning, somebody laughing insandly. A rat scurried across the floor asthough it
had been caught out in the open and sought the protection of its hole before the next psychic storm.

Sabat waited, blinked aslight came suddenly, a shimmering nervous black dtar candle, ignited by some
unknown hand, brightening as though it sought amissng mate. He braced himsalf, afraid of what he might
see, cloang hiseyes momentarily at the awful sight which greeted him but opening them again because he
knew he must ook eventually. At least hewas sl dive and sane, unscathed, a shipwrecked mariner
adrift on the ocean savouring every precious second left to him.

The dead and dying littered the floor, aminiature replica of that aftermath of battle on the barren astra
wasteland of Hopelessness, ratsinstead of vultures waiting to feed on the dain, knowing that the
wounded would die. Faces smashed into bloody anonymity; crumpled, naked bodies that bore cloven
hoofprints as though they were branded yearlings struck down by anthrax and still twitching; death-throes
that grew weaker with every passing second.

Only Alison appeared to be unharmed, mentaly and physicdly, knedling there in that same torn dress of
many colours with not atrace of fear in her wide dark eyes. She did not appear surprised to see Sabat,
brief recognition flickering in her eyes. He straightened up, stepped out to go to her and in that instant a
shadow fell acrossthe single pool of candldight.

Sabat recoiled, hisfirgt reaction being to try to squeeze back into that meagre place of refuge which had
spared him. Aghast, he thought for one moment that the pardytic drug had begun to work again, draining
his muscles but the .38 came up swiftly, ingtinctive sngp-shooting thet blitzed ahail of lead on whatever it
was that came towards him. Oh God, not even Sabat could create anything like that!

The shape was human, alumbering silhouette that resembled Royston Spode yet the festures could only
have come from the depths of Hades, amisshapen skull that had had flesh clumsily adhered to it as
though in a blasphemous attempit to create Man. Bloated eyestoo large for the narrow sockets, a
hooked nose, the nostrils clogged with mucus, a mouth that was smeared redly as though it was a ghoul
that had recently feasted on raw flesh. The bullets had chipped the head, cut grooves across the cheeks
and jawbone before ricochetting harmlessy away. And now it was determined to vent its fury on Sabat!

Seconds that might have been an eternity, and in that time Sabat recognised his attacker, redised the full
implications of what had happened during those nightmarish minutes of carnage. Spode's body it was, on
which some horrific super-natura transplant had taken place, the resurrected features of William
Gardiner festooned on to Royston's own obesity, a blending of body and soul that had somehow gone
wrong because of the false sacrifice. And Spode knew; knew that partial success wasindeed miserable
failure and Sabat would pay the pendty for what had happened!



Spode wasinvincible to mortd attack; Sabat might just aswell have wasted his shells on that skeleton
that had lain there earlier. Sow measured steps, awrestler closing in on an inferior opponent, knowing
full well that he can crush the life out of him but preferring to savour thefinae,

Sabat closed hiseyes, tried to pray . . . struggled to find the right words; remembered just oneline.
‘Lord, beat down Satan quickly!

Spode checked but only momentarily, as though another bullet had glanced off him, an annoyance but
nothing serious. Sabat stepped back another pace, felt the roughness of the wall gouge his shoulder
blades. He closed hiseyes. This, then wasthe end. Finis. His senses swam, the pardysis seemed to be
coming back, adull cregping numbness preparing him for desth. He didn't mind dying, it was what
happened afterwards that worried him. Even Quentin was silent, his brother's soul succumbing to the
presence of aterrible evil.

Sabat could smell thisthing that might have been Spode, alingering stench of uncleansed stables, rank
foul bresth coming inicy blasts. Something touched his arm, had him shuddering and turning his head,
ydling 'Get it over. Kill me, finish me!'

Even as he awaited desth in some horribly agonising manner, athud jerked him out of hisresgnation to
the end; anoise such as Spode had made when he hacked mercilesdy at the body he believed to be
Sabat's, atearing, cutting sound like aknife blade being forced to the limit of its sharpness, then brute
force taking over. A scream that no human vocal chords were capable of making, ascreeching and
cursing in atongue which Sabat did not understand.

Sabat's eyes were open. This could not be happening, it was some crud figment of fantasy, his astral
torturing him during that brief period when life dipped into deeth, ataunting hope that would be dashed
with the coming of oblivion.

Spode was tottering, floundering, adrowning man panicking. Those vile features were unrecognisablein
an expression of unbelievable agony, lips moving soundlesdy now, mute curses, faling. He hit the floor,
heaving as he struggled for breath, a grotesque fish that found itself grounded, its death struggles growing
weaker by the second; lying there, eyesthat dimmed, staring hatefully up at Sabat, moving onto ...
Alison!

The West Indian girl stood there, eyes closed as though she could not bring hersdlf to look upon this
cregture who had once been her magter, the bloody sacrificid knife dipping dowly from her fingersand
clattering on the stones. Her lips were moving, Sabat had to strain his ears to catch the words uttered in
Creole. 'Die, fiend of afdse god for thisisstill Damballah'sday and | am hisdisciple!’

Spode, or whatever it was that controlled that terrible body, was dead. Or rather, Sabat decided, the
force which had motivated him had been vanquished, sent back whence it had come, a defeated entity
returned to the Petro gods.

'l...you ..." Sabat could no more easily find the words to thank Alison than when he had sought for a
prayer of exorcism, adefence againgt psychic attack, afew moments ago.

'l am afollower of Damballah.' She regarded him steadily and he noted a deep sadnessin her eyes. 'For
fiveyears| have been endaved by thisfiend, forced to pay homage to the Petro gods but | kept faith for

| knew that one day the Rada gods would free me. | knew the moment you arrived at the vicarage that
you had been sent for this purpose even if you did not know it yoursdlf. | had no choice other than to give
you that drugged coffee. Had | refused or tried to trick him, my fate would have been that of Mirandas.'



Sabat glanced about him. A scene of carnage, not asingle groan or twitching limb among the strewn
bodies, staring eyesreflecting brainsthat had been blasted into nothingness, himsdf and Alison the only
survivors. It was that war in the arid wastelands again, victory today, defeat tomorrow. That was how it
would go on; he mugt livefor the present.

Gardiner's skeleton was no more, aheap of crushed bones as though the foot of some mighty prehistoric
monster had stamped on it. The Evil One had come and gone, and afterwards the Rada gods had
destroyed the malignant force with a.cunning psychic counter-attack.

'Y ou cannot stay here," Alison said. 'Damballah's day is drawing to aclose. 1 shall be powerless then and
possibly Baron Cimeterre will rule this place. Go now, while you till can!”

‘Not without you.'
'l cannot come. Please do not try to make me.’

Sabat made asif to argue, shook his head sadly. Alas, she spoke the truth. Damballah, too, sometimes
had to make a sacrifice in order to achieve his purpose. It was usdless trying to dissuade Alison from
staying; it would have been dangerousfor both of them had he removed her by force. For surely then the
Rada gods would have exacted their vengeance on himsdlf just asthey had on Royston Spode.

'Please go, Sabat.'
He nodded, thought he detected amistinessin those eyes.
‘All right.

Y et fill he hesitated, standing there scrutinising her but he felt no sense of arousement; only admiration
for one so courageous, one so beautiful. He was dready mentdly adding her nameto thelist of heroines
whom mankind had known, those who had willingly lain down their livesfor others.

Thereisn't much timeleft, Sabat. Soon it will be midnight and Wednesday will have gone, and then
everything | have strived for will have beeninvain. And we will both diejust the same.’

He nodded, did not trust himsalf to speak. There was nothing more to be said; they both knew that this
was merely another phase of that unending battle. Tomorrow it would begin dl over again. Heturned,
began to walk dowly away, and did not look back.

Sabat had barely got fifty yards, had almost |eft the old graveyard and its wilderness behind when he felt
the ground beneath him start to shudder. A faint tremor at first like the passing of a heavy lorry along the
road, escaating into avibration that every nervein hisbody picked up, an eectric massager on full
volume. The ground heaved; he clutched at a sapling to steedy himsdlf, felt its roots move, the dender
trunk suddenly at an angle. Heclung to it, till stark naked, holding the empty revolver in one hand,
expecting the earth to open up at any second, to pitch him down into that cavernous dark void that had
no bottom, drifting in the black beyond forever, the hdll of the Petro gods where Quentin would be free
to inflict everlagting torment upon him.

He closed hiseyes, did not even pray. Somewhere below he fdt rather than heard the rumbling of an
avaanche, sone cascading and gathering stone, atide of rubble that buried everything inits path.
Screams, maybe it was hisimagination, maybe not. And he smelled dust and decay, saw in hismind that



battlefield where warriors writhed their fina agonies, an impenetrable blackness which hid the waiting
vultures, alandscape of death upon which ablistering sun would rise. And then the struggle would begin
al over agan.

Stillness. It was sometime before he redlised it, aware that the ground upon which he stood had not
caved in, adlence that in some ways was even more terrifying. He listened, could not even hear the
soughing of the breeze through the foliage. And in the eastern sky he detected agrey streak, thefirgt light
of anew dawn.

Hewalked on, shivering, aware that time had passed unnoticed, seconds had become hours without him
realising it. He thought about going back, just to see, to satisfy himsdlf that that square black hole benegth
with the broken stone steps leading down to hell were no more. But he didn't; because he knew there
would be nothing to see, only soil and rubble, for the dead had buried their dead. Damballah's disciple
had had her finest hour, had triumphed while therewas il time. A bargain had been honoured and

Sabat had lived to fight again, for the Petro gods would not forget this night when their black religion from
afar-off idand was destroyed before it had even spawned in anew country.

Daylight came quickly asthough eager to destroy the night hours, roll them back into oblivion. Sabat saw
the outline of the vicarage, amassve unfriendly structure, frowning its disapprovd inthe grey light as
though it watched him emerging from the undergrowth benegath knitted gabled brows, hating him for what
he'd done. Sabat felt an impulsive urge to scream; "your fucking master's dead, you're just an ordinary
bloody house now', but he kept silent.

Then he saw the Daimler, stared at it in disbdlief asthough it might be amirage and suddenly disappesar.
He approached it catlike, fearing atrap, some last act of vengeance by the powers of darkness, circled it
warily, then opened the driver's door and saw afragment of cloth torn from a colourful dress caught on
the seat.

He reached over to the back seet, found a sweater and a spare pair of trousers which he kept there for
emergencies, and put them on. A long sigh escaped hislipsashe did in behind the whedl, pressed the
darter and fired the engine. A feding of dissatisfaction mingled with that lingering sadness and dowly
smmered to acold fury as he drove back down thewinding drive. It was dwaysthe same, the Evil One
once cdled never returned empty-handed. It could have been himself thistime only it was Alison because
that was the way she wanted it, the way Damballah had commanded her. A lifefor alife, asoul for a
soul.

And somewhere ingde him Quentin was curang, astream of profanity, the frustration of defedt,
reminding Sabat that thiswas only the beginning. Therewould be other places, other evils, and the battle
would rage mercilesdy yet again before long.

Sabat's mood changed as the milesfell away behind him.

Alison dipped from his mind, was replaced by a shapely blondein black boots with braand suspenders
to match; but she, too, waslost in the past. Then he remembered another woman, a brunette with
unusudly bright blue eyeswho was equaly as good with her select clientele and hisfoot increased its
pressure on the accelerator. That was another cal that could not be denied, something older even than
voodoo.



