CHAPTER ONE

THE GUJI LLOTI NE; brutal instantaneous bl oody death, a hellish instrunment of
execution. It domnated the white-tiled room a. metallic structure that
gleaned evilly in the stark fluorescent |ight.

Louis Nevillon was calmas his guards allowed hima few seconds to savour his
fate. They were gloating, he could read it in their smug, supposedly

i npassi ve, expressions. Even the priest. Tete-de-chien! The executioner was
masked, a customthat went back centuries, but there was a gleamin the pale
bl ue eyes that stared out of the cloth slits that was unm stakable. It was
Gal l on, of course. Wio el se? Nobody had ever seen his face, at |east none of
his victinms. Just those cold orbs, enjoying every second; not hurrying because
it was all over in a second and what were an extra few mnutes to a dooned
man?

Nevillon returned his stare. Hi s heart nmissed a beat; for one second he

t hought the other flinched but it could have been a trick of the light. But
why should it be? These cochons were all frightened of Nevillon, even though
t hey had hi m shackl ed, his head as good as on the block. Even now they feared
that he might strike themdead with his inexplicable, terrible magic. The
fifteenth century or the twentieth, it nmade no difference. Each and every
person has a lurking fear of the unknown. Except Nevillon, of course.

They had been scared of himthroughout the ten-day trial, arned warders and
poli ce surroundi ng the dock, a conmpany of special Surete ringing the building.
The press clained it was to keep the angry crowds back, to stop them from
breaking in with their own brand of justice.

Nevi |l on had sensed cl ammy hands tightening over revol ver butts each tinme he
had shifted position, eyes averted every tinme he had | ooked around the crowded
court room Even the judge flinched, licking his dry lips continually, snapped
irritably at the witness for the prosecution for not speaking up. The little
pl ump man had bl anched, swallowed, continued his evidence in a |oud hoarse

whi sper, his gaze averted so that his eyes did not neet Nevillon's.

Nevi |l |l on had never doubted that they would find himguilty. He had consi dered
a plea, spurned the advice of his counsel. Fourteen charges of nurder, nine of
mutilation. They could only guillotine you once.

By the fifth day of the trial he was refusing to answer questions, silent
contenpt that was making the jury uneasy. Even now they had reached their

deci sion, but when the time canme it would need courage to voice it. Because
Louis Nevillon was no ordinary rmurderer. Had he not already told themthat he
was a descendant of Silvain Nevillon who was burned for witchcraft at Ol eans
in 1614. Descendant? He was nore than that. A reincarnation! Silvain hinself
reborn, a line of evil that even the guillotine could not destroy. But these
fool s woul d not understand that.



Each charge brought a racing of Nevillon's pul ses, a quickening of his
heartbeat. The nention of Yvette de Coul on gave himan erection as though even
now she | ay naked before him w de-eyed with terror, vyielding.

"Louis Nevillon, did you not on the night of 30 April kidnap one Yvette de
Coul on from her home and take her to a place of devil worship at Nenours where
you conmmitted vil e and unspeakabl e acts upon her body both in life and in
death?' 30 April - Wal purgisnacht!

By not so much as the flicker of an eyelid did Nevillon betray his enotions.
Per haps they noticed his arousement pushing atthe zip of his dark serge
trousers. Half-hearted staccato barks fromthe judge demandi ng an answer, but
Louis Nevillon remained silent and inpassive. He wanted to hear it all from
their lips, relive it in his own mind in the telling. H s senses were sharp
he had a good menory. He snelled again the freshness of that young body,
tasted it again on his pal ate.

' and in conpany with others unknown to this court you, Louis Nevillon
attenpted to conmune with Satan. After you had raped the said girl you then
proceeded to drain the blood fromher body, drinking it with your followers.
And then ... and then ..."

A sharp intake of breaths in unison, a sea of faces that pal ed; shying away,
not wanting to hear the truth.

"And then ... what?' the judge's tongue was flicking |like a hungry lizard in
search of insects. 'This court nust know exactly what happened!’

"And then ... Louis Nevillon, you proceeded to nutilate the corpse stil
further, hacking it Iinb fromlinmb ... distributing joints of human flesh to
your followers, joining with themin cannibalism In the space of a few hours
the entire body of Yvette de Coul on was devoured, after which you perpetrated
acts that defy the belief of sane people with the remaining bones!'

A piercing screamfrom sonmewhere up in the public gallery, the thud of a
falling body. People rushing; somebody being stretchered out. Madanme de
Coulon, the dead girl's mother. Nevillon permitted hinself the faintest of
snmles. He had many ways of taking his revenge on people; every one of themin
here and those chanting out in the street would pay for their arrogance in a
variety of ways

The I esser killings; some not proven. He heard the drone of words but his mnd
was el sewhere. He could, had he chosen, have transported his astral body on to
the astral plane, left behind a usel ess body inpervious to pain - but that
woul d not have served his purpose. The Nevillon evil must live on and he had
to see it through to the end. The guillotine; degradation but painless. The
sooner it was over the better

He was suddenly aware that the death sentence had been passed am dst an eager
mur mur t hr oughout the crowded courtroom Tine had slipped by, the jury had
been out for three hours and he had not noticed their absence. Now he was back
in the dock, a condemed man being | ed down a flight of stone steps, his
guards |l osing no opportunity to hustle him A kick from behind al nost sent him
spraw ing. They would all pay for this!

The journey fromthe court to the prison would have been a nightmare for any
man ot her than Nevillon. It was all the police could do to restrain the
crowmds, a blur of hate-filled faces scream ng abuse, a fusillade of rotten
fruit and eggs continually splatting against the vehicle, rivulets of thick



red tomato juice trickling down the two small barred wi ndows, rem nding Louis
Nevill on of Yvette de Coul on again and giving himanother erection. It had al
been worth it.

The guards inside the prison van had their pistols drawn even though he was
handcuf fed. Like everybody el se, they were frightened of the tall grey-haired
man with the aristocratic features. Hi story was repeating itself, another

nobl eman on his way to M Cuillotine, the nmob roaring for his head and the

si ght of bl ood. He | aughed al oud and his two conpani ons started, bl anching,
their pistol barrels jerking up and training on his chest.

"You will not |augh when your head is on the block, Mnsieur Nevillon'" one of
them spat. '|I have wi tnessed an execution. Once. Shall | tell you all about
it?

"I, too, have been present at an execution,' Nevillon replied softly, 'so
per haps you would like to hear about mine first. The condemmed girl's nane was
Yvette ...'

' Cochonr a cl enched fist caught the prisoner across the mouth, jerked his head
back. 'Filthy sw ne!’

The second man drove forward with a booted foot, took Louis Nevillon full in
the groin, knocked himfromhis seat More blows. He threw up his nanacl ed
hands but it was inpossible to ward them off.

"I'f I had ny way,' the guard who had delivered the first blow restrained his
col l eague, 'I would not put his head on the block. Alittle at a time, eh
Marcel ? One leg, two... one arm two .. . maybe sonething el se after that!' He
wi nked and they both roared with malicious mrth.

Now the end was in sight. The priest wanted to see hi mdead because it was al
part of the fight against evil. The guards, the executioner, this was their
revenge for Yvette de Coul on. Fools, Satan's own could not be destroyed by the
guillotine; he was not as other nen.

The priest was munbling something, reciting froma prayer book. None of them
tried to | ook pious; they were deliberately prolonging the finale, thinking
that he would suffer untold nental agonies these last few m nutes. They shoul d
have drugged hi mbut they had deliberately overl ooked this act of |egal nercy.
Who was to know? This chanber was soundproof ed; nobody woul d hear his fina
screans for nercy.

Yet Louis Nevillon heard the huge gathering beyond the high prison walls, a
sl ow countdown to the accomnpani nent of slow handcl appi ng and the stanpi ng of
feet. They were shouting Yvette de Coul on's nane.

Two of the warders |led Nevillon forward, viciously kicked his |egs from under
himso that he fell hard, was dragged into a kneeling position, the stee
neckbands al nost choking himas his head was strapped on to the block. His
eyes shoul d have been covered but this, |like the sedatives, was ignored.

He coul d see everything that was happening. A detailed reflection on the
pol i shed stainless steel base on which the guillotine stood, spared him
nothing. It wasn't nmeant to; a conspiracy between these four had determn ned
his final agony.

They were taking their tine, the nasked man checki ng and doubl e-checki ng. So
rarely was the death penalty used in France that he needed to savour each
occasion. Particularly in the case of Louis Nevillon. It was Gallon's finest



hour, the peak of a distinguished career in death.

'Have you anything to say?' The priest was standi ng back as though suddenly he
felt guilty about this nmental torture, sought to nmake anends for the sake of
hi s own consci ence.

"Qtif Nevillon |laughed softly. 'You are a man of God.' A faint sneer. 'So
doubtl ess you are well acquainted with the happenings of the third day
follow ng the crucifixion of the man purporting to be the Son of God.'

"I aml a haughtiness. 'Wy?

'Because, ny friend,' Nevillon had stopped |aughing, his voice a hoarse

whi sper that all four of themheard clearly, their flesh prickling even before
he had got the words out, 'on the third day |I shall live and you will fear ny
com ng!"’

"This is blasphemy!' the padre pal ed, al nost dropped his prayer book
' Monsi eur Gallon, delay no longer in the name of Qur Lord!'

"I shall rise again!' Nevillon repeated and saw the reflection of the
executioner's hand on the switch; he heard a faint click but had no tinme to
anticipate the falling heavy bl ade.

The priest turned his head away, heard the first thud as the knife struck,
followed by a lighter one as the severed head rolled into the basket. A
spurting gurgling sound, the main artery jetting, the drain bel ow the basket
taking the flow of blood. Sonewhere bel ow, water was flowi ng to wash the
scarlet fluid into the city's sewers

Gal l on paused to survey his handiwork. Perfect. So quick, and that was al ways
a pity where a man like Louis Nevillon was concerned. The two warders j ust
stared; if they came upon a gory road accident tonorrow they would stop and

| ook. Blood fascinated them so long as it was not their own.

' Thank you, gentlenmen,' Gallon was the formal national executioner once nore.
' Your presence has been a great help to me. The condemmed nman di ed quickly and
pai nl essly."' Unfortunately!

Qutside, the crowd had fallen silent. Cbscene chanting had died to | ow
nmuttered conversation and then petered out altogether. Yvette de Coul on had
been avenged. There was nothing nore to stay here for

Slow y the gathering broke up, began to file away in an orderly fashion. The
wat chi ng police bolstered their pistols and breathed an audi bl e sigh of
relief.

The Beast of France was no nmore. In tinme the bitter and gruesome nenories
woul d fade. It was all over.

"I say it is inmpossible!l' The prison governor trenbled and banged his desk

with a clenched fist, causing an open ink-well to overturn and spill its
bl ue- bl ack contents. 'It is absolutely inpossible. This is sone kind of joke
and the perpetrator will be punished!’

"It is no joke, nonsieur,' the deputy governor |icked his Iips nervously. 'l
have been and seen for nyself, for, like yourself, | did not believe it at
first. But there is no possible doubt - the corpse of Louis Nevillon has

di sappeared fromthe execution chanber, both head and trunk. All that remains
are a few bl oodstains that failed to wash away!"’



"But how? And why?
"I wish | knew, nonsieur, but | think this is a matter for the Surete.'
An uneasy frightened sil ence.

*I will come and | ook.' The governor stood up, a nman in his md-forties who
had suddenly aged considerably. 'Perhaps ... perhaps there is sone nistake.'

There wasn't; there could not be because there was nowhere in the execution
chanmber where the decapitated .body of Louis Nevillon could be |ying hidden
Ashen-faced and trenbling visibly, the governor checked the 'basket', a

stainl ess steel container below the block with a wide drain fitted at the
bottom Just sone bl ood which was rapidly congealing, nothing el se. The bl ade
rested where it had fallen, a crinmson-splattered chunk of honed steel that
glinted in the harsh electric light, seemed to gloat as though it guarded sone
sinister secret. The rest of the roomwas bare.

"But how?' the governor wung his hands hel pl essly. ' Sonebody has stolen it.
The guards ...'

' Nobody can escape from here, dead or alive,' the small deputy stated, as
t hough he had rehearsed the sentence word for word school boy-fashi on

'"Then there is a conspiracy afoot,' the other was desperately trying to force
hinself to believe sone |ogical explanation. Nevillon had been evil, had
comuned with the devil and eaten human flesh. Yet dead, he was as other
corpses; he could not be otherwise. His magic had died with him

"W shall have to informthe Surete and conduct an inquiry.' The governor

wal ked qui ckly back towards the door. He shivered, it was icy cold in here and
the strip-lighting seened to have di nmed. Perhaps it was his inmagination
"Until then nobody nust enter this chanber.' He | ocked the door behind them

The inquiry into the di sappearance of Louis Nevillon's corpse was conducted
jointly by the prison authorities and the Surete. Everybody was interrogated
fromthe governor down to the nost junior warder, but in the end no concl usion
was reached - except by four men who kept their opinions to thensel ves.

Monsi eur Gallon, the infanmous French executioner, the padre, and the two

war ders who had been in attendance at Nevillon's death. They remenbered the
nmurderer's final words as his head |ay on the bl ock

'"On the third day | shall rise again. | shall live and you will fear ny
com ngr

The body of the Beast of France had vani shed into thin air, Louis Nevillon had
spoken the truth.

He woul d |ive again.



CHAPTER TWO

SABAT' S BROW furrowed into a worried frowm. He shook his head slowy, stroked
a finger down the long scar on his left cheek, a memento from his SAS days
that still seened to smart on odd occasions. H's dark eyes narrowed, his lips
conpressed into a thin bloodl ess line. Tall yet muscul ar beneath his dark
suit, he gave the inpression of a coiled spring, |latent power that was not to
be trifled with.

He read through the short, alnost insignificant, passage at the foot of an
i nsi de page of the Tel egraph a second tine. EXECUTED MAN S BODY DI SAPPEARS

The corpse of Louis Nevillon, guillotined in Paris |ast week for mass murder
is reported to have disappeared fromthe execution chanber. A Surete spokesnman
declined to comment on it.

Whi ch neant that the French authorities were baffled; they rarely commented on
failures. The newspaper fell from Sabat's fingers and he stared vacantly out
of the wi ndow, did not see the dense shrubberies which gave his West Hanpst ead
house its seclusion; sawonly in his mnd a grey-haired nan with aristocratic
features, a hint of nobility that failed to hide the evil in those close-set
eyes and narrow nmouth. Sabat recalled every detail, indelibly inprinted on his
brain fromthe one occasi on when he had net Nevillon. Maybe the intervening
years had changed the Frenchman physically, a few lines here and there, the
grey slowy turning to white, but the man hinself would not alter. A Grand
Master of the Left Hand Path. The Beast of France.

Sabat sighed. Such powerful evil could not be wi ped out by the guillotine. In
the sane way that bullets had been unable to destroy Sabat's own brot her
Quentin, that day when Mark Sabat had attenpted to blast himinto oblivion
during their final encounter down in that nountain grave.* The dead man's soul
had found anot her body- his own! And Sabat had harboured Quentin's evil ever
since, struggled to overcone it but it had only been subdued, his own strength
and faith keeping it under control. One nmonentary flash of weakness on his own
part and it rose up again like a deadly snake, spread its poison through him
dom nated his every thought and action. Quentin still lived. Even now, he
could hear that nasal, nocking |aughter in the recesses of his own brain,

whi spered taunting words: 'They didn't kill Louis Nevillon, He lives again'

He cleared his throat, tried to get rid of the rasping soreness that began in
his tonsils and seenmed to travel right down to his lungs. He shivered, felt
suddenly cold, his flesh goosepinpling. Damm it, he'd got a chill. Even the
fittest of men, and Sabat had | ooked after his body since his ignoninious

di scharge fromthe SAS, picked up the odd infection. Maybe he woul d be better
off in bed. It was like giving in, surrendering. Quentin's |aughter again,
sensi ng any weakness, nental or physical, a lurking inner deadly eneny.

Sabat's head was aching. It had been feeling nuzzy ever since he had got up
and now his tenples were throbbing as though an invisible goblin was pounding
away at themwith a tiny hammer. His eyes smarted and there was a dry, sour
taste in his nouth. Bed wis definitely the best place.

It was an effort to clinb the stairs, dragging hinself up a step at a tine,
his sweaty hands slipping on the polished oak rail. A stiff whisky and a
coupl e of aspirins; he would be OK in the norning

He shivered uncontrollably as his naked flesh came into contact with the
sheets, cooling his body tenperature fast and making himcurl hinmself up into



a ball in an attenpt to generate heat. The whi sky had burned his throat, he'd
had difficulty getting those aspirin tablets down. He felt as though he m ght
vomt and wondered if he was capable of making it across to the bathroom

He cl osed his eyes, saw Louis Nevillon's face again, smrking. A voice
somewhere; he couldn't make out the words but he knew it was Quentin's. Nobody
was bot hering nmuch about the nurderer's m ssing decapitated body except a few
red-faced prison officials whose security systemwas being criticised. They
didn't realise; they couldn't be expected to. Somebody had to ..

What the hell's it got to do with you, Sabat? Nothing. It's none of ny

busi ness. Trying to find a reason not to do anything about it. |I'mnot well
enough to go to Paris. | don't have the tine anyway. Junbl ed t houghts which
emanated fromthat open clearing in the wooded nountains and travelled

i ncoherently. A beautiful SAS colonel's wife who liked to whip men until they
cringed and pl eaded for mercy. Lilith, Goddess of Darkness, reborn, using that
same col onel to do her bidding; indoctrinating himinto believing that he was
a reincarnation of Adolf Hitler and that, between them the world was theirs
for the taking with their pseudo vanpire arny. And a cl ergyman who al so

t hought he could bring the world to its knees, a takeover by the dark forces.

And so it would have been were it not for your meddling, Sabat!

Vicious femal e tones, a cry of hate and angui sh from beyond the grave.
Laughter. Sabat wasn't sure whether it was his brother's soul or the insane
cackl i ngs of Royston Spode, fromthe depths of that crunbling crypt where the
evil churchman's dreanms had finally been buried. They were all trying to get
at himfrombeyond the final barrier

Sabat's body burned. Wth every ounce of strength he could nuster he threw the
bedcl ot hes back, kicked themclear of his overheated flesh, basked in the

cool ing sensations brought on by a chill night atnosphere, one that was
falling rapidly.

It was dark. He tried to work out how |l ong he had been in bed. It had been
fully daylight when he had come upstairs and that seemed only a matter of

m nutes ago. He attenpted to identify the conputerised illumnated digits on
the radi o al arm cl ock, but the fingers swam and nerged into neani ngl ess

hi er ogl yphics. He raised hinself up on to an el bow but fell back on to the
pillow, heard the wheezings of his own breaths. Christ, he'd never been so
weak beforel

You' re weak now, Sabat. Hel pless. You can't fight anynore!

He tensed, recogni sed the husky dom nant tones of Catriona Leal an. But that
was i npossi bl e; he had destroyed her utterly, body and soul! Somebody was

m m cking her, but it had the sane effect. Just thinking about her as she used
to be in those far-off days was doing things to him...

Sabat tried to check the feeling, tried to think of other things, but it was

futile. His pul ses raced and his fevered body demanded sati sfaction, ordered

himto pay honage to the nmenory of one who had once loved himwith a sadistic
Vi ci ousness.

Sonehow his sweaty fingers found the strength to do what his erection was
screamng out for. He tensed, shuddered, cast off the feeling of guilt and
felt it replaced by one of unbelievable euphoria. To hell with everybody!
Watch ne if you want to, you bastards, because | |ike you watching mne.

H s nakedness was bathed in sweat, every nerve afive and respondi ng. He wasn't



ill after all; just experiencing pent-up frustrati on because he hadn't had a
worman for a long tine now And in the darkened roomthey were willing himto
do the next best thing, urging himto confess his past secret pleasures.

Sabat's voice seened to echo in the darkness to the accompani nent of holl ow
whi spered | aughter which mght have been Catriona's. O Vince Lealan's. O
Royst on Spode's.

O Quentin's!

Sabat told them everything they wanted to hear. They knew it already, so it
didn't matter. They just wanted to listen to it conming fromhis own |lips. He
told them of that occasion in his adol escence when he had | et another of his
own sex do what he'd wanted to do. How he had enjoyed it. He'd felt guilty
afterwards because convention had dom nated, driven himin a fit of cowardice
to seek refuge in priesthood. Sabat cringed at the nmenory, blasphenmed. The SAS
had been his salvation, taught himthe real pleasures of life ... taught him
how to kill anongst other things.

Have you ever taken human life, Sabat?

You know fucking well | have. That terrorist... Sabat w nced, heard the
deafening reports of his own pistol in the confined space, the screanms of his
victimas he withed |like a hel pless |anded fish, arms and | egs shattered,

pl eadi ng for death and being denied it. Laughter again ... Sabat's.

Worren. Jeal ous naked bodi es materialising out of the past, fighting anongst

t hensel ves, clamouring for him displaying thenselves | ewdly. Fuck ne, Sabat,
the way you used to. Fingers that were not his own taking over, speeding up, a
mllion sensations blending into one m nd-bl owi ng expl osi on of mnd and body.

Sabat was convulsing, floating in a void, but they wouldn't let up on him a
forest of frenzied arns and | egs that grabbed and pull ed and squeezed him
until he was crying out for themto stop. The | aughter was | ouder now, hurting
his throbbing head. He tore his hands free, pressed themto his ears but he
could not shut out the noise. You're too weak to resist, Sabat.

He was back on the bed in a splayed heap, shivering uncontrollably, groping
blindly for the bedcl othes but they were gone. So cold, so frightening
Cringing. There's nothing to be afraid of. You' re not Mark Sabat - you
Quentin. One of us!

re

The dreaded reversal, one soul overcom ng another after weeks and nont hs of

awaiting its opportunity. Sabat was still trying to fight, an autummal | eaf
attenpting to resist a gale, being swept away. Sobbi ng, sonething he had not
done since ... since whenl* He couldn't renember crying, not even in

chi l dhood; his frustrations had al ways built up into sonething nore vicious,
revenge at any cost. Ch God, he'd have his revenge on them make them pay
dearly for this. He had to fight!

Crawl i ng, slumping down, fingers that trenbled with cold and terror searching
t he darkness, touching sonething that toppled and fell; the handset of the
bedsi de trinphone. He groped for it again. It was |like a wiggling serpent
trying to escape him but in the end he caught it, dragged it back. Invisible
fingers tried to tear it fromhis grasp but he managed to hold on

Trying to dial, the spring so strong that he could hardly nove the digits. Any
nunber, it didn't matter. Got to tell them.. warn them., about Louis
Nevi | | on



Sabat al nost fainted, felt his chilled slippery fingers losing their hold on
the handset. It fell, swng to and fro below the bed like sone taunting
pendul um evil to good and back to evil. He couldn't nuster the strength to
try and catch it again. He nopaned al oud.

A pause, then a sound apart fromthe rasping of his |aboured lungs. Metallic,
so divorced fromthis atnmosphere of enshrouding evil. It took Sabat sone
seconds to work out what it was; and then he knew. The phone was ringi ng out
at the other end, some anonynous nunber.

A voice. It wasn't Quentin's nor any of the others; a junble of meaningless
words that did not register in his nunbed brain, becom ng angry, inpatient.
Shout i ng.

Sabat tried to speak, tried to warn them about Louis Nevillon but all he
managed were ani mal -1i ke gasps and grunts. They were trying to shout hi mdown,
a whi spering noise like the hissing of angry denons. Wakening still further
feeling his senses slipping fromhim knowi ng that they had beaten himin the
end.

The phone went silent at approximately the same tinme as Sabat | ost
consci ousness and rolled off the bed on to the floor

CHAPTER THREE

LI GHTS so bright that they seared Sabat's eyeballs even though his eyes were
still closed; a sickly sour-sweat snell that al nbst had himvomting.

He lay notionless, tried to work out where he was, what had happened. The
dar kness that had hidden so nmany evil entities was gone and in its place was
harsh blinding light. He knew that he was in a bed but it did not seem as
confortable as his own, |ike wooden boards beneath him

After a lengthy nental struggle he came to the conclusion that he was in a
hospital . Somehow he had been saved, his SOS call had got through in spite of
their efforts.

He opened his eyes a fraction, squinted. It was a hospital ward all right and
there were screens around his bed, people beyond themtalking in | ow nmuttered
tones. He tried to nmake out what they were saying but it was inpossible; a
harsh nasal voice that rem nded himof Quentin. He closed his eyes, tried to
wor k out what had happened.

He'd been ill. O had he? It was as though his body had been taken over by ..
somet hing; an inner force donmi nating, nmaking himsubservient to the dark
powers. He'd lost all track of time. It could have been hours or weeks ago.

A movenent, sonebody coming inside the screens. Sabat squinted again, saw a
tall angular man wearing a |l ong white coat and spectacles that seened to



enlarge his frog-1like eyes; approaching the bed, bending over to scrutinise
the patient. Sabat had no reason to keep his eyes shut any |longer. The
bri ghtness hurt but he decided it was tine he found out what was goi ng on

"Ah, M Sabat!' a note of relief in the doctor's voice. 'You have decided to
join us at last.'

'How | ong have | been here?' Sabat grunted, suddenly realised how weak he
felt, even his own voice was barely recognisable.

'Ten days.' The other consulted a chart, pursed his lips pensively.
' Perhaps you wouldn't mind telling me what's been the matter.'

"You' ve had pneunoni a® the eyes flicked back on to Sabat, an expression that

al nost reprinmanded. ' Touch and go for a week, |'mafraid. W noved you out of

i ntensive care the day before yesterday. It was |ucky you managed to tel ephone
for help, otherwise I'mafraid you would not have made it through the night.
Fortunately the person who got your call had enough conmonsense to realise
that there was sonething wong and the police were able to trace the nunber.'’

Sabat tried to struggle up but his nuscles were not strong enough. Wth a
curse he fell back, grimaced. 'How much | onger before ...’

"Now don't you get any ideas about going anywhere,' the doctor wagged a
finger. "You're lucky to be alive and you've got to regain your strength. It

wi |l take weeks, and even after you | eave here you' ve got to go away somewhere
for a nice |long conval escence.’

Sabat groaned inwardly, let his eyes remain closed. Laughter, |eering,
taunting. Quentin had won his battle of the dark hours, had a weakened Mark
Sabat at his mercy. By the time Sabat was strong again it would be too late -
he woul d be Quentin reborn

He felt sleep closing in on himagain and vaguel y wondered what had happened
to Louis Nevillon's corpse.

Sabat had made his way across the Bernese Oberland in easy stages, resting for
days sonetimes because he barely had the strength to carry on. Once he had
tried to snmoke his neerschaum pi pe, but his lungs had rebell ed and he had
collapsed in a fit of coughing. Drifting, the night hours haunted by strange
dreans that were either forgotten on waking or else had no nmeaning, a string
puppet controlled by the unknown.

Eventually he cane to Interlaken, that small township between Lake Thun and
Lake Brienz, a tourist attraction since the early nineteenth century, standing
on a lush strip of flat |and am dst the towering snow capped nountains. The
air was keen, seened to scour his lungs, the sunshine warmeven for |ate
April. A land of beauty. He stared up at the dark green forests that clothed

t he mount ai ns and shuddered. So familiar, right across the Cberland, into
Austria and Germany, the kind of terrain across which he had hunted down
Quentin. And now Quentin lived again.

He booked in at the Jungfrau Hotel, experienced an acute enbarrassnent at
having to seek out a porter to carry his suitcases up to his room an old man
who wheezed harder than hinmself and nmuttered his conplaints in a form of
bastard CGerman

Sabat sank into an arnthair after the old man had left, stared out of the w de
French wi ndows across the bal cony, and wat ched the eveni ng shadows begi nni ng



to creep across the nountains. Maybe he should not have cone here after all
instead travelled to the south of France, maybe further. But it nade no

di fference. Wherever he went he could not escape, for he carried his brother
with him If the dark forces which controlled his destiny comrmanded hi mthen
he woul d obey. The sooner he got used to being Quentin, the better. He wasn't
interested in Louis Nevillon; why should he be? He had no plans, he had al

t he noney he needed. Wien he felt stronger he would enjoy hinself. Until then
he nmust bide his tine.

It was nore than two decades since Sabat had | ast been up the Jungfrau. His
previous visit had been an excursion during a school skiing holiday but
not hi ng seemed to have changed. The same route because there was none other, a
virgin nmountain conquered by a railway that clinmbed up towards the heavens

t hrough a mountain wilderness of ice and snow. On from Wengen, through
Wengernal p and up to Kl ei ne Schei degg where you changed trains for the | ast

| ap of the breathtaking heady trip. A smaller train now, a tunnel through the
Ei ger and the Monch, and at Eigerward you | ooked down on Lake Thun as a pagan
god m ght survey his domain and felt slightly dizzy.

Finally, the Jungfraujoch term nus, an underground station where you first
began to feel the odd wave or two of dizziness and it was difficult to believe
that you were al nost 10,000 feet up in the mountains. Sabat passed a hand
across his eyes, held on to a seat to support hinmself. And that was when he
first saw Madel ei ne Gaufridi

She coul d not have been nore than ei ghteen, he decided. Long dark hair, eyes
that met his and held his gaze. She night have been a prefect helping to
organi se a school holiday trip; except that she was on her own. A
tight-fitting sweater beneath an unbuttoned duffle-coat displayed curves that
had not yet reached maturity and were all the nore sensuous for that
suggestion of virginity.

Sabat dispelled his dizziness, sniled.

"You are going up to the Ice Pal ace, nonsieur? her voice was lilting,
seductive, a trace of a French accent.

Sabat nodded. 'It is one of the mpbst spectacular views in the world. | cane
here once ... a few years ago.'

He knew she was going to acconmpany himinto the elevator for the final trip to
the sunmit. He felt heady again, but it was not because they were ascending in
excess of 11,000 feet. He was al so aware of the begi nnings of an erection

Scenic views that made you want to hang back, clutch at sone i movabl e obj ect,
for this very hotel was surely defying all the |laws of gravity, suspended atop
a frozen glacier, a kind of plateau on the one side where teans of husky dogs

pul | ed sl eds through the powdery snow.

"Let's go out on to the terrace.' She took his hand and he found hinsel f being
| ed through sets of double glass doors that acted as a kind of airlock, kept
the freezing atnosphere at bay for the benefit of those who preferred to stay
i ndoors. The cold scoured Sabat's tender lungs, had himclutching at the girl
in a bout of coughing.

"You've been ill, haven't you?' There was genui ne concern in her tone, and
those | arge dark eyes were fixed on himagain. 'Wat's been the matter with
you?'

" Pneumoni a,' he smiled. 'But don't worry, the fresh air's supposed to do ne



good. The doc said it'll either cure or kill."

"That would be a terrible pity,' she squeezed his hand. 'By the way, ny nane's
Madel ei ne Gaufridi.' She smiled, hesitated, mutely asking 'what's yours?

'Sabat,' he breathed in deeply and did not cough this time. 'Mark Sabat. |'ve
cone to Switzerland to conval esce.' A voice inside himwhispered 'Liar, you're
Quentin'. He tried toignore it. 'I'mstaying at the Jungfrau Hotel in
Interlaken.' 'l haven't,.. got fixed up yet,' a sudden note of |oneliness, her
eyes dropping. 'l only just arrived in Interlaken.’

For sone reason he held back on the questions he wanted to ask. Like: where'd
you get twenty quid to squander on a tourist excursion like this when you
don't look like you' ve got ten francs in your pocket? and how cone you're
runni ng around on your own when there's wolves like me on the prow? H s
erection was suddenly at full stretch, unconfortable, unfamliar after the
weeks of frailty and linpness. 'Well, seeing as we're both on our own naybe
we'd better stick together.'

'"I"d like that,' she held on to his hand and he noted that she was apparently
adm ring the panorami c scenery. He stole a sideways gl ance at her. Mybe she
was ol der than she seened, a virgin facade deliberately put on to blend in
with a virgin | and.

'"Let's go inside,' her teeth chattered as she spoke. 'It's very cold out
here.' Perfect English, just that same faint trace of a French accent.
Possi bly she was fresh from sone finishing school. He'd find out in due
course; there was no rush

The warnth of the |Ice Pal ace was wel com ng, had Sabat realising that he stil
had a long way to go to full fitness. A few weeks ago he woul d have found it
unbearably stuffy in here.

"Il get sone wine.' He escorted her to a table, w shed that his hardness
woul d subside for a while. She hadn't given any sign that she had noticed it.
Probably she was too i nnocent. One m nute she gave that inpression, the next
she seenmed advanced for her young years.

He felt her eyes following himas he made his way to the counter, joined a
short queue; his flesh tingling, his heart pounding wildly. He thought of her
naked. No, she was probably a virgin, so innocent, so naive and yet..

' Thanks,' she accepted the tall-stemmed gl ass whi ch he handed her, sipped it
delicately. A furtive glance around her, taking in the throng of tourists, a
brief narrowi ng of her eyes followed by an expression of... relief! Alittle
shiver ran up Sabat's spine and again those questions were screamng out to be
asked.

"I"ve heard of you, Sabat,' a half-smile twitching her pert lips.
"Ch,' he watched her steadily. 'My infany has spread across the continent.'

Tame is hard to hide,' she |laughed, a sound that was musical, disarmng. 'Your
phot ograph was in the French papers some nonths ago. You're the detective who
cracked sonme awful political conspiracy, people pretending to be vanpires and
all those horrible kind of things.* | amright, aren't |?

"Yes and no,' he dropped his gaze for a monent. 'I'mnot a detective, | just
got caught up in that business. A guy who thought he was Hitler reborn
somebody | knew a long tine ago. I'min Switzerland to conval esce, though. No



ot her reason.' As though he had to reassure her, destroy a lingering suspicion
in her mnd.

"I believe you.' She stared down into her w ne, suddenly serious as though she
had something to tell him a confession of some kind maybe.

He waited patiently. If she decided to confide in himshe would; if not she
woul d remain silent. She was that kind of girl.

"I"'mrunning,' she put it as sinply as that, sighed as though she had got a
wei ght of f her mnd

" From whon?' he spoke softly, showed no surprise

"Alot of people,' her lower lip trenbled slightly. 'MW famly. My religion
The Surete.' The dark eyes regarding himhad m sted over and he thought that
she was cl ose to breaki ng down.

"You can tell me about it if you want to,' he took a liberal drink of his
wine. "But if you don't then it won't nake any difference.' He knew she woul d.

I'd like to," she tried to smle, 'and possibly you will understand. You see,
| was sent to a convent at Ai x-en-Provence when | was eight and | suppose for
the next ten years | was reasonably happy. My parents own a vineyard and they
seemto be obsessed with a desire to protect me fromthe rest of the world.
They had nade up their mnds that | should becone a nun and | was conditi oned
not to think otherwise. It is easy to brainwash a child. | was brai nwashed al
right and then... then something happened. ..’

She | ooked away, glanced all round the spaci ous room before bringing her eyes
back to neet Sabat's. 'l can't really explain it, Sabat, but |I got this sudden
feeling that | was being duped and that... that | did not believe in God. Wy
vows, ny prayers, they were all neaningless recitations that | went through in
the sane way that one recites a poemin class wi thout any thought to the

words. | knew | had to get out but it was no good trying to explain to the
Mot her Superior. | would have been reprimanded, possibly even punished. So |
left a letter the night |I... escaped. | renounced ny vows and ... and fled!"

"But France is a free country,' Sabat's forehead crinkled. 'Nobody could stop
you, take you back. It is certainly no concern of the Surete.'

"Well you may think so,' she shook her head slowly. 'But ny father is a very
power ful man, one of the richest men in France. If he wants nme found and
brought back then the Surete and any private detective he enploys will hunt mne
down mercilessly and it will be made worth their while.'

"Way did you cone to Switzerland?'

*]1 have friends here,' she replied. 'At least, | know some people in Lucerne
whom | think mght help ne but there is some doubt where their loyalty lies.
Doubtl ess nmy father is offering a big reward and noney can change people."'
'So you paused for a breather in Interlaken.' Sabat cast his eyes around the
room but nobody seenmed to be paying any attention to them They had no reason

to.

"And fortunately |I met you. | recognised you on the train from Wngen and
t hought that you m ght be the one to help ne.’

Sabat nodded slowy. His erection was beginning to ache; it was a long tine



since he had | ast had a woman. Too |ong. Manna from heaven, or rather
Madel ei ne Gaufridi from Al x-en-Provence.

"I"ll help you.' he smled. 'I have a roomat the Hotel Jungfrau in
Interl aken. | guess we'd better spend the night there and see what tonorrow
brings."'

Td like that,' she |aughed softly, and Sabat wondered just how naive she was.
Toni ght he would find out.

Sabat stared out of the bedroom w ndow, saw the lights of Interlaken reflected
in the still waters of Lake Brienz. Behind himhe heard the faint rustle of

cl ot hi ng as Madel ei ne undressed. He restrained his eagerness to turn around.
There was only one bed and they had the whol e ni ght ahead of them There was
no hurry.

He tried to appear casual when finally he turned back to the room and saw
Madel ei ne. He had expected to find her wearing sone formof night attire but

i nstead she was stark naked. She lay there on the bed, eyes closed as though
she mi ght be asleep, |legs stretched straight out so that he had only a parti al
view of the inside of her thighs. Tantalising. No, not Mdel ei ne. Just

i nnocence; maybe she didn't realise.

Sabat had already started to undo his shirt buttons when her eyes flickered
open. No hint of enmbarrassnent, just an expression that was a | ot ol der than
that of an eighteen year old girl fresh out of a convent. H's gaze fixed on
her small shapely breasts, pink nipples that stood erect and firm as though
they had al ready been fondl ed and aroused, slid slowy down her snooth flat
stomach, cane to rest on that nysterious V of dark fluffy hair that seened to
be trying deliberately to hide that which lay beneath it. A faint novenent of
those | egs, opening a fraction but not enough to enable himto see any further
bet ween them Teasing. No, it was coincidental, Madel eine had been the victim
of a totally sheltered upbringing so that she did not understand. H's fingers
trenbl ed as they hastened to undo the remai ning buttons, tugging his shirt off
and exposing a nuscul ar torso that had sonmehow wi t hstood the ravages of his
illness.

For one brief nonent he experienced a tw nge of self-consciousness as he slid
his trousers down, thought that maybe he ought to turn away; not because of
any inhibitions on his own part, but because this sinple young girl had al npbst
certainly never seen a ..

He started, saw her hand reaching out for his, clasped it and felt hinself
being pulled gently but firmy towards the bed. Her head was upturned to neet
his on the pillow, her lips soft and noist as they pouted at himplayfully. A
kiss that said nore than any kiss could have done, her tongue pushing forcibly
into his mouth then withdrawing and urging his own to push into her, an
enbrace that had certainly not been | earned at the convent in A x-en-Provence.

"Tell me, Sabat,' she drew back, a sudden thoughtful expression on her
features, 'is it true what the papers said, that you perform exorcisns?

He stiffened, a sudden hammer bl ow when he was at his weakest, alie
i mpossi bl e without being detected. "It is true,' he nodded. 'Or at least, it
was. '

"Way not now?'

"Shall we say it is because of ny illness. I'mnot er... not nyself.'



"Ch!' a blank expression. "WIIl you... will you ever be able to do them
agai n?

"I... don't know,' his eyes narrowed. 'Wy?
"Nothing really. Just curious, | suppose. You fascinate ne.'

He stiffened as he felt her hand snoot hi ng down his body, sensuous fingertips
that had one destination in nmind, making himshudder and groan softly when
they got there. In that nmoment he realised that her innocence was a facade,

t he way she pushed and pulled, then wiggled down so that she had an
unrestricted view of the | ower regions of his body.

"Wy ... why are you like ... this, Sabat?" her fingers squeezed and brought a
sharp gasp fromhis lips.

' Because |'ve been circuntised,' he grunted and in those few seconds destroyed
his nmyth concerning her virginity.

] W]y?l
'Because ...' he could have said, 'because |I'm Jew sh' or 'because mnmy parents
thought it was the thing to do' but instead he said, 'it's an extra precaution

when you're carrying out a service of exorcismto ensure that no particle of
dirt which mght harbour an evil entity hides beneath the foreskin.'

"Ch, | see.'

He felt her tongue starting to flick and jab, her fingers still stroking
sensuously. Damm it, it was one long interrogation but he didn't give a sod so
long as...

The light was out, just the glow of the street-lanps from outside, her naked
body sil houetted agai nst the wi de wi ndow, a cavorting nynph astride a bucki ng
stallion.

Just one fleeting menory as he tried to hold back an orgasm that fevered

ni ght when (hey had screeched with lust for his sweating body, how he had
sacrificed his pride and sel f-respect, done things because they had wanted him
to.

Suddenly he was exploding violently, with such force as though his very soul
was trying to get out of his body. Quentin's soul

CHAPTER FOUR

LI FE SHOULD have been idyllic, Sabat decided. In sone ways it was, yet this
strange girl seemed to have a hold over him It was nore than just the promn se
of her young body, sonething which he could not explain. In a way it was akin



to the threat which Quentin had w el ded before Sabat had becone Quentin
reborn, invisible bonds that chained him forced himinto a thrilling
obedi ence. A kind of bondage wi thout all the necessary inpedi nenta.

After that first night they had checked out of the Hotel Jungfrau and taken
this small wooden chalet in a secluded position overlooking Lake Brienz, a
three-sided clearing am dst the tall pines, the air sweet with the snell of
resin.

' Soon we nust go to Lucerne.' Madel eine had foll owed himout on to the
verandah, slipping her hand into his. 'W nust contact my friends.'

Sabat nodded, knew that he woul d acconpany her wherever she went.
"I amworried though,' she sighed.
] W]y?l

"I get an uneasy feeling that... that those who foll ow ne know where | am
that already they are planning to attack this place.’

*So you really do cone from Ai x-en-Provence and there is sonebody foll ow ng
you,' there was a note of scepticismin Sabat's tone.

'"OfF course,' Madel ei ne spoke sharply. 'You don't think I would lie to you, do
you?'

"No.' After all she had never clained to have been a virgin, just a young nun
on the run.' It's just that... well, things have not turned out as | thought
t hey woul d."'

'They rarely do.' She gave a little |augh. 'Neverthel ess | have brought shane
upon ny famly, in their eyes anyway, and now they desire vengeance with the
hatred of ancient spurned nobility. Sabat | have a feeling that tonight
soneone w |l coner

I cy shivers scaled Sabat's spine and spread into his scalp. The words of a
young girl should not be affecting himlike this, but he sensed her fear and
his own as well. "I'lIl keep a watch out tonight if it makes you feel any
easi er, Madel eine."’

' Thank you, Sabat. But tonight we nust not share a bed, for whoever hunts ne
will come through the forest. It is there that you nust be waiting for him'

"Al'l right,' he sighed and thought about the <38 revolver which he often
carried in a holster in the lining of his inside pocket, but which now was

| yi ng hidden wrapped in a shirt in his suitcase. '"I'lIl stand watch if it means
that much to you.'

"It does. And take care because they are dangerous.'

Sabat was clad in a heavy roll ed-neck sweater and dark trousers, thick-soled
sneaker shoes enabling himto nove quietly anmidst the trees, testing each
footstep carefully before lowering his weight in case he trod on a dead twi g.
The cold night air had hi mwanting to cough, wheezed in his tender |ungs, but
his self-control dom nated. The SAS had taught himto di sregard persona

di sconfort when engaged on duty, turn hinmself into a highly efficient human
robot .

In places the faint starlight infiltrated the trees, patches of ghostly grey



am dst the undergrowth, enough to show up a noving object. Sabat settled

hi nsel f down at the base of a giant pine, a huge protruding root offering him
a seat that was al so a good vantage point. |If anybody came down the track
towards the chalet he would see themillum nated for a few seconds in one of

t hose patches of starlight; tinme enough to draw and shoot, to kill!

The prospect of killing excited him gave himan arousenent in the same way
t hat Madel ei ne had done that day up in the Ice Palace. Anticipation, sonething
to savour so long as it did not mar one's reflexes at a time when they were

needed nost. If there was an intruder then Sabat would kill him there was no
guestion about that; gun himdown from anbush because mat was the prinitive
law of survival. It was not a duel; fair-play did not enter intoit. Ajob to

be conpleted and forgotten, the way the SAS taught.

H s thoughts kept coming back to Madeleine. In his mnd he could see her lying
naked on the bed, provocative in every novenent of those slight linbs. He did
not doubt that she had spent ten years in a convent, just marvelled at how she
had controll ed her sexual desires during that tine. Wth no man avail abl e
she'd had two alternatives to satisfy her craving; a female |over or
masturbation. In Madel eine's case, Sabat decided, it would be the latter. She
was no | esbian, although you could never be sure. He tried to envisage her
lying there in the darkness of a convent dormitory, those small slender
fingers working furiously on herself, a sin in the eyes of those around her so
she was not permtted so nuch as one faint orgasmc gasp. 'Defil enent' that
was only natural if the body was to remain healthy.

Sabat was aware that he had an erection. Hell, that was sonething you tried to
avoid in situations such as this; erotic thoughts Ied to negligence that could
cost you your life.

He was struggling to throw off thoughts of a naked young nun furiously
mast ur bati ng when his acute sense of hearing picked up a faint noise some way
back in the forest. A snapping of a twig. It m ght have been a prow ing fox.
On the other hand it m ght not.

The <38 rested in his hand, so naturally that it could have been only

yest erday when he was engaged on an SAS hunt for fugitive terrorists. The
feeling was the same, the eagerness, the thrill of pursuit, the kill to be
savoured. Listening intently, breathing so shallow that it was inaudible.

There was definitely somebody in the wood, no nore than ten or fifteen yards
away. No actual sound, but a trained man hunter could sense a presence. You
just hoped that the eneny did not do |ikew se, for both could not energe alive
fromthis pendi ng encounter

Sabat shrank back until he becane part of the old pine tree, a human trunk
watching intently, poised to kill. Nearer. Sabat heard the other now, a
slithering of rubber soles as they explored the ground for dead twi gs, gently
nmoved a tiny fallen branch. Then he saw him

A patch of darker shadow that obscured the faint shaft of starlight, devoid of
detail, shapeless. The 38 slid up into instant alignnent, a doubl e-handed
grip on the butt, forefinger brushing the trigger. And in that sanme instant
Sabat checked.

H s reasons were instinctive, |ightning sub-conscious thinking. It would be
easy to kill and he had no compunction about the taking of human life. Just
that guns made a noi se and the man he saw m ght not be alone. The flash of his
own revol ver mght draw the fire of another intruder close by; death rewarded
by deat h.



He dropped the gun back into his pocket and the steel spring which was his
power ful body coiled ready for action. One split second in which a plan was
formed then he sprang, a human cannonbal |l powering through the darkness.

Ai rborne, Sabat's body was hunching up into a ball, then elongating, both |egs
drawn back, shooting forward hard in a double kick, human pistons that struck
with unerring aim

Sabat felt and heard his contact with the unknown man, knew that he was on
target, both feet finding their goal. A sharp crack, the resistance gone as
the other took the full force of the blowin his face, head jerked back at an
unnatural angle. Falling. Rolling.

Sabat sprang back, canme in at a | ow crouch. But there was no need to deliver
the bl ow for which he was poi sed because the huddl ed shape at his feet |ay
noti onl ess.

It took Sabat a nere cursory exam nation to verify that the man who | ay
sprawl ed at his feet was dead. He knelt there, listening, heard faint sounds
on the night air; small creatures whose habits were nocturnal going about
their ceasel ess quest for food, maybe even searching out a mate. Nothing el se.
Whoever was on Madel eine Gaufridi's trail had sent just one nan.

Sabat flicked on the slimpencil torch which he always carried with him at
ni ght. A couple of seconds and he saw all that he needed to see; a tal

hat chet -faced man dressed in black clothing staring sightlessly out of dead
eyes, the head twi sted at a grotesque angle. Sabat searched the other's
pockets. Nothing. He hadn't expected to find anything but everything he did
was t horough. Probably some cheap private-eye - he couldn't be sure.

Sabat had to exert all his strength to drag the corpse a few yards into the
undergrowth and was breat hing heavily when his task was conpleted. H's
strength was taking its tune comi ng back and he felt physically and nentally
drai ned. Christ, would he ever be the sane again?

Then, with a 'suddenness that was al nost frightening, he heard hinself
[ aughi ng; a thick nasal sound that was only too fam liar seemed to be coning
from somewhere inside him building up to a pitch and forcing its way out

through his lips against his will. For a second he pani cked, clapped his hands
to his mouth, but he could not stop that awful spine-tingling aninmal-like
noi se.

Quentin Sabat had killed and now he was gl oating. And he wanted to kill again.

CHAPTER FI VE

'"WE MUST | eave at once,' there was an expression of fear on Mdel ei ne
Gaufridi's strained features. 'W nust flee to Lucerne.’



"W'll have to wait until norning.* Sabat stood in the bedroom doorway and
surveyed her naked body with something akin to contenpt, an arrogance which he
had not displayed previously. He had killed and enjoyed it. Now there was

anot her craving to be satisfied. 'There won't be any trains |eaving Interlaken
until daylight. W don't have any transport of our own so we've no option but
to stay put. And enjoy the night!’

She |icked her |ips nervously. Her conpanion had killed in cold bl ood, had
| aughed about it. He was far nore dangerous than she had thought. Wth an
effort she smled nervously and her voice quavered when she spoke. 'Did you
really have to kill hin®

"I thought that was the idea of spending the night hours out in a cold danp
wood. '

"Yes .. , but it seens so horrible.*

'"He' d've done the sane to ne. It was kill or be killed. | guess he was the
unl ucky one.' Sabat kicked the door closed behind him began to undress. Hi s
eyes never |left her, savouring her body, forcing hinmself not to rush.

"It was right what the French newspapers said about you,' her voice trenbled.
' They said you were nore dangerous than all those fake vanpires.'

I ' m dangerous,' he | aughed as he advanced naked towards her, 'but it just
depends which side of the fence you're on.*

She cried out as he grabbed her, pinioned her to the bed. She wanted to yel
that there was no need to take her this way because she would | et hi manyway,
but she kept silent because she was afraid. This was how the nman they called
Sabat wanted it; last night she had been his lover, tonight she was his

pl ayt hi ng, an inani mate sex object for his own selfish pleasure.

He was rough and strong, hurting her, oblivious to her feelings. She tried not
to look into those eyes but they were irresistible. Hypnotic. A feeling of
sheer hel pl essness assail ed her; he could and would do what he wanted to her
She was in the grip of a mghty tidal wave, being swept aloft, dashed on the
rocks and thrown back. Crying. Orgasming. But there was no way it was going to
stop until Sabat was fully spent.

Finally it was over and with a | ow groan his sweat-soaked body sank down on
top of her. He was trenbling violently, gasping for breath. Their eyes net and
for a fleeting second she thought she read an apology in them but she nust
have been w ong because he wasn't the type. He'd taken what he wanted and he'd
take it again when the need arose.

"I thought maybe you were a virgin when we first met up the Jungfrau.' He was
staring intently up at the ceiling. '"You didn't learn to screw |like that at
the convent.'

"No,' she replied. 'But |I've been on the run for sonme time, you know. A girl
has to have food and a roof over her head. There are times when principles
have to go overboard.'

"And sonetinmes you end up with enough francs left over to treat yourself to a
tourist trip up into the nountains,' he laughed softly. 'And why not?

"W nust | eave for Lucerne at daybreak.' She changed the subject.



"And after Lucerne?
"Who knows, Sabat. At the nonment we are living fromday to day.'

"They'll find that body in the wood in a day or two,' he nmused, 'and it won't
be I ong before they tie it up with the couple who rented this chalet. Yes,
you're right, Madeleine, we're living fromday to day.'

Sabat had attenpted to | ook |like any one of the hundreds of tourists who
thronged the streets of Lucerne as he tried to make his third cup of tepid
coffee last. He couldn't drink any nore and Madel ei ne had al ready been gone
over an hour. From the verandah of the snmall cafe he watched the crowded
Hal denstrasse intently, trying to pick out a dark-haired girl whom one took
for eighteen at first glance but was a good seven years ol der, a facade of

i nnocence which she used to her advantage.

Just thinking about her began to arouse Sabat again. She was |ike a drug; one
became addi cted. Maybe he shoul d take her back to England to his own place.
She was as good a neans of conval escing as any other he could think of.

Then he saw her coming, a lithe fast wal k, glancing neither to the right nor
the left, the breeze ruffling her dark hair. She nounted the steps, slid
gracefully into the vacant seat beside him

"Wl |l ?' he regarded her quizzically.

"It is all right,'" she snmiled. 'l talked with Andre Schmi d and he has agreed
for us to stay at his place.’

'"But can we trust hin®'

"Yes, | amsure we can. My father contacted himlast week and Andre said that
if I showed up he would | et himknow But he won't.'

Sabat thought, to hell with all this | could | eave the girl now. There's
nothing to keep nme here. But his growi ng erection told himhe would stay. He
rose to his feet, smled, and said, 'Let's go neet your friend, Andre.’

The house stood back in its own overgrown garden off the Basel-Strasse.

Possi bly the casual passer-by would be unaware of its existence, for the
boundary hedge had grown tall and thick, unpruned shrubs concealing the short
drive.

Sabat viewed the large building with a feeling of sadness that such an

i mpressive structure had been allowed to fall into decay over the years.
Possibly at the turn of the century it had been a holiday honme for sone
weal t hy Frenchman, a carved bal cony on the upper-floor affording a nagnificent
vi ew of the Chateau Gutsch and w thin wal king di stance of Lake Lucerne itself.
Slates had fallen fromthe roof and had not been repl aced, paintwork had
peel ed and much of the woodwork was rotten; grimed wi ndow panes, a broken one
reinforced with brown paper. Utter dereliction everywhere.

Madel ei ne banged the w ought-iron door knocker and they heard the noise
reverberating throughout the interior, an eerie hollow sound as though the
house was enpty and nobody was com ng back. Echoing desol ation that died away
to silence. Then they heard approaching footsteps, somebody struggling with a
rusted bolt.

Andre Schm d was certainly not what S abat had expected. Short, sonmewhat
overwei ght, no nore than thirty years of age, Schm d | ooked al nost comical in



faded dirty jeans with the wai stband rolled over, a T-shirt untidily tucked
into it. Heavy features that pouched under the eyes, surplus flesh jow ed
beneath the chin; small eyes that shot furtive, suspicious glances alternately
from Madel ei ne to Sabat as he habitually brushed strands of |ong brown hair
back from his forehead.

"This is M Sabat,' Mdel ei ne Gaufridi notioned towards her comnpanion, 'the
friend I was telling you about, Andre.’

'"OF course,' the other seened to jerk himself forcibly out of a daze. 'You are
both wel cone here. Cone inside.' He dragged the door wi der across warped
f1 oor boar ds.

The interior snelled nusty and Sabat noted that the | arge hallway, enpty
except for a hat stand with broken pegs and a snall table, had not been
cl eaned in recent weeks.

"I will show you to your room' Schm d began to mount the stairs, following a
wel | -worn path through an accunul ati on of dust. 'The others will be back
shortly. W eat at seven-thirty. Pronpt.'

The bedroom woul d have overl ooked the Bruch-Strasse had not the trees forned
an inpenetrabl e barrier and the wi ndows been cl ean. A double bed had recently
been nade up with clean Iinen and there was anpl e drawer space in the two oak
chests. Sabat shivered slightly; some formof heating and a carpet woul d have
hel ped to destroy the spartan atnosphere.

Andre Schmi d went out, closing the door behind him
"This is a commune,' Sabat's voice was |ow. 'These people are hippies.'

"Yes.' Madel ei ne blushed slightly as though she had deliberately deceived him
"Andre once worked in nmy father's vineyard until he opted for his freedom
Here, these people are free to cone and go as they please. They are idealists,
like nyself.'

'So you're going to spend the rest of your days skul king here and snoki ng
pot.' There was a note of contenpt in Sabat's voice. 'You'll be just as nmuch a
pri soner here as you were in the convent.'

"No,"' Madel eine regarded himsteadily. 'I shall be free. Perhaps | can even
persuade you to remain here, Sabat.'’

"I doubt it,' he laughed. "But I'"'min no hurry for the nonment. Let's nake
oursel ves confortable and then we'll see what the food is |ike here.’

The resonant tones of a heavy gong sonmewhere in the | ower recesses of the
house brought Sabat out of his reverie. God, it was al nmost dark, or was it
because the wi ndows were so filthy that they did not let any light in. He nust
have fallen asl eep

"Di nner, apparently, is served,' he swng his legs off the bed, noted that
whi | st he had been dozi ng Madel ei ne had donned a | ong dark dress. In the

hal f-1ight her features seened unnaturally pale; she appeared to have aged a
decade. So different again; a girl of many parts.

"Let's go down and neet Andre's friends.' She slipped a hand into his and it
felt cold. 'l understand Andre's cuisine is par excellence. He worked as a
chef in Paris for sone nonths after he left ny father. | trust your appetite
is back to normal, Sabat.'’



"It's inproving daily,' Sabat |aughed, inhaled a highly spiced cooking arona
which drifted up the stairs to greet them a kind of subtle appetiser
especially wafted up for the benefit of new guests. 'In fact, right now
could eat a horse, as the English saying goes.'

"I doubt very much whether horse flesh will be on the menu tonight,' she
snmled faintly in the darkness and squeezed his hand. Her fingers were icy
col d.

The di ni ng-room was nuch as Sabat had anticipated; a | owceiling roomwhich
was domi nated by a | ong scrubbed pine table at which a dozen or so people were
al ready seated. Sabat scrutinised themin one glance, his trained nind
nment al | y phot ographi ng every detail which he would be able to recall later if
necessary. Hi ppies, men and girls, an odd assortnent of cosmopolitan drop-outs
who scarcely | ooked up at the new arrivals. They were probably used to
frequent com ngs and goings; they lived their own Iives and didn't bother
about anybody el se.

Through a hatch which led off into an adjacent kitchen, Sabat caught a glinpse
of Andre clad in grubby white overalls, ladling sone kind of thick dark soup
into bow s.

These nust be our places,' Sabat notioned towards the head of the table. They
were obviously intended to sit on either side of Andre Schm d when he cane
through to join them

"Wl come, ny friends.' Andre appeared, so agile in conparison to his earlier
slothful shuffle, balancing bows of soup on a tray, setting it down w thout

spilling so much as a drop. 'The food here is the best in Lucerne, nay in
Swi tzerl and. What ever our other short-com ngs, Sabat, we pride ourselves that
we eat well. Pray start, don't let your soup go cold. Like coffee, it is

insipid unless it is piping hot.'

Sabat felt strangely unconfortable for a variety of reasons. No way did he fit
in here amdst this strange assenbly. Yet they didn't seemto notice, glancing
neither at hinself nor Mdel eine, a buzz of |ow nuttered conversation passing
anongst thensel ves, drinking their soup noisily.

Schmid finished his soup, clanged his spoon down noisily in the bow and wi ped
his nouth with the back of his hand.

"The trouble with you English, Sabat,' there was a faint smrk on his thick
lips, '"is that you're too conventional as far as food is concerned.

Unadventurous. | holidayed in England once. Mon Dieu, the food was terrible
pl ain and badly cooked at that. But perhaps you are different. Tell nme, did
you recogni se any particular flavour in the soup which you have just drunk?

'"Indeed | did,' Sabat snmiled but his eyes were as hard as chi ps of Wl sh
slate. '"Garlic predoninated. Sone confrey and fennel and pearl barley as
wel .

"Excellent!' Andre Schmid clapped his fat hands together making a noise like a
fillet of wet plaice falling on a stone floor. "But... nothing else ... the
mai n i ngredi ent ?'

'Meat of some kind,' Sabat's stare was searching the other out, finding
nothing. 'I't would be inpossible to tell, though, because the garlic was
designed,” | amalnost certain, to disguise the taste of the neat.'



Andre Schm d's small eyes narrowed bal efully. Then he | aughed, a strange
guttural sound that rem nded Sabat instantly of his brother Quentin. Hi nself!
Then perhaps when you have sanpled the main course you will be able to
identify the particular neat. Again it is garnished with herbs, but not so
heavily as the soup. Tell ne, Sabat, what is your favourite neat?

"I don't have any favourite.' The reply was staccato, a duel wth words that
was devel oping into vicious rapier thrusts. 'Mst of the time | ama
vegetarian.'

"A vegetarian!' Schmd | aughed | oud, a booning sound that was mrthless, had
heads suddenly turning in his direction then | ooking away agai n as though
enbarrassed that they had been eavesdroppi ng on the comune | eader's
conversation. 'Man Di eu! How absol utely abom nabl e. No wonder you have been
seriously ill. Lack of protein, wani ng physical strength. Man was designed to
eat neat. Unfortunately through the process of evolution we have | ost
curability, or should we say our stomachs, for raw flesh. Not all of us,

t hough, | hasten to assure you. These peopl e you see here have all sanpled
uncooked nmeat and are all the healthier for it. However, tonight, in deference
to our guests, | have cooked the joint personally. It is rare neat, juicy with

bl ood, yet it has been cooked.'

"It's a fallacy that we need to eat neat.' Twin red spots appeared on Sabat's
cheeks, a sign that the other was beginning to anger him 'As a species we are
not carnivores. | nyself eat neat occasionally because convention demands it
and | amloath to offend a host. But nmy own recipe for health and fitness is
an abstention wherever possible fromwhite flour, white sugar, all fats and
red neat.'

"You're mad!' Andre Schmid |l eaped to his feet, sending his chair toppling
over. 'Meat is the source of life and under this roof everyone shall eat it.
I ncl udi ng you, Sabat'

"As | have already said,' Sabat was outwardly unmoved, 'I amloath to offend a
host. Serve up your neat and | shall eat it.'

"And so you shall!' Once again the other noved with surprising spriteliness,
rushi ng through the door into the kitchen. Dishes were banged angrily, an oven
door sl ammed.

' There was no need to be so rude,' Madel ei ne spoke in sharp whi spered tones.
"W are guests here, Sabat, and my whol e future depends upon Andre's
hospitality towards us.'

"Possibly," Sabat replied, 'but the nore | see of this set-up here, the less |
like it. These people are like mndless norons.' He refrained from addi ng
' zonbi es*.

'Neverthel ess, we nust tolerate them' she said.

They | apsed into silence as Andre Schmid returned carrying a tray | oaded with
steanmi ng plates. He proceeded to serve the others, then went back into the
kitchen and fetched three nore nmeal s which he | aid before his guests and

hi nsel f. Sabat stared at his food intently: sliced neat of sone kind, a heavy
texture that oozed blood. He likened it to pork sparingly cooked; vegetables
m xed with green pasta. His nostrils winkled at the pungent odour which cane
fromit. An acquired taste, definitely, but he could eat nost foods when
forced to do so rather than offend a host, but that gnawi ng hunger was gone
from his stonach.



"I think you will agree, Sabat,' Schmd was sniling, his recent outburst
seem ngly forgotten, 'that this dish is good enough to convert the nost devout
vegetarian to eating the occasional neat dish.’

Madel ei ne Gaufridi was eating ravenously, her whole attention centred on the
food before her. Sabat cut a piece of neat with his knife, speared it with his
fork and lifted it slowy towards his nouth, fought offa nonmentary wave of
revul sion. There was somret hing dreadfully wong.

He chewed on a nmouthful; it was exceptionally tender, easily swallowed, left a
faint tang on his palate. Garlic ... and sonething el se which he could not
identify.

He ate steadily. In sone ways the flesh was rem ni scent of pork, heavier

t hough, a texture nore |like roast beef. Not wholly unpl easant, but not in
keeping with his customary vegetarian diet. He transferred his thoughts to
other matters, eating mechanically; SAS training for tines when food was not
readily available and it was necessary to eat sonething not normally
acceptabl e to the human di gestive system

Andre Schm d wiped his plate clean with a piece of bread, belched |Ioudly and

patted his stomach. "Well, Sabat, and what did you think of our main course,
eh?'

Sabat laid down his knife and fork, pursed his lips. 'Unusual,' he nuttered,
"and | nust confess | amstill unable to identify the meat although it was the

same as that in the broth.'

"You are right.' The other's eyes narrowed and his gaze switched to the girl
seated on his right, "But | amsure Madeleine is famliar with our neat. She
has eaten it before and will eat it many tinmes in the future now that she has
rejoi ned us.'

'Rej oi ned you!' Sabat gl anced at Madel eine Gaufridi, noted the supercilious
snmle which twitched her deep red |ips. Now she | ooked so nmuch ol der, so nmuch
nore confident, no | onger the innocent convent girl on the run fromthe wath
of her parents.

"OF course,' Schmid | aughed harshly, 'she has stayed with us before, haven't
you Madel ei ne, ny dear ?'

"Certainly | have,' dark eyes fixed on Sabat, nocking him

"Then you lied to me, msled nme!' Sabat hissed angrily, gripping the edge of
the table. 'That story about the convent at Ai x-en-Provence was a lie.’

"No, it wasn't,' she laughed. 'That was true, just as nmy father is the richest
vineyard owner in France. But | didn't |eave the convent because | wanted to
ran because they hounded nme out, put the Surete on ny trail. |I'msurprised you
haven't heard of nme, Sabat, the nan who destroyed the vanpire organisation
that was sucking the life's blood out of France. Madel eine Gaufridi alias ..
Madel ei ne de De-nmandol x de | a Pal ud?

"My God!'" Sabat stiffened, felt the shock of this sudden awful revel ation
strike himlike a hanmer bl ow, his pul ses racing. Madel ei ne de Denandol x de | a
Pal ud, a victim of denonic possession in A x-en-Provence in 1609. She had
fallen under the evil influence of Father Louis Gaufridi. Under interrogation
the girl had admtted sexual relationships with the priest and reveal ed t hat
several other girls were also involved, including one Sister Louise Capeau.
Satan's nest indeed and the evil had not died when Father Gaufridi was



submitted to the strappado, an instrument of torture whereby the victimwas
hoi sted to the ceiling by neans of a pulley with |ead weights tied to his
feet. Gaufridi's body had crashed to the floor, alnost every bone broken, his
linbs pulled fromtheir sockets. Then, screaming with agony, he had been taken
to a place of execution when he was hanged and afterwards his corpse was
incinerated on a huge fire. That had happened on the night of 30 April 1611
Wal pur gi snacht! And Satan had claimed his own; the evil had not died. Now it
was reborn in the formof this girl Madel ei ne who arrogantly took the name of
her | echerous |over as an alias.

Sabat's mouth was dry, he felt the urge to vonmit. Under normal circunstances
he woul d probably have detected the deception in tinme. But his brain had been
dul l ed and Quentin had aided his Master.

" You obviously do know who | am' Madel ei ne | aughed. 'Yes, that sane convent
at A x-en-Provence is once again in the grip of the Left Hand Path. My work
there is done and the fact that | had to flee to escape arrest is of no
consequence because | have sown the seeds of iniquity. And ny thanks to you,
Sabat, for helping nme on the final stage of ny journey here when surely the
police would have arrested nme. But that is not the only reason that you were
br ought here!'’

Sabat's hand slid towards the «38 in his conceal ed shoul der holster, felt the
conforting hardness of the serrated butt

"Don't be foolish, Sabat!' Schmid was smiling again, an expression that had
Sabat's hand checking, sensing a futility, a hopel essness. 'Your gun will do
you no good. The police have al ready | aunched a massive hunt for the nurderer
of one of their detectives whose body was di scovered near Interlaken this
nmorni ng. You would be well advised to listen to the proposition which we are
about to make to you. You may yet live and grow rich and powerful within this
conmuni ty."'

"And who the hell are you?' Sabat whispered.

' Perhaps Madel ei ne can explain that,' Andre Schm d | eered, 'WMadel eine Gaufri di
as she now calls herself. Madel ei ne de Demandol x de |a Palud, the |over of
Louis Nevillon who was indeed Silvain Nevillon reborn and who will rise again
fromthe dead!'

Sabat's vision seened to swm H's hand fell away fromthe hi dden shoul der

hol ster, clutched at the table for support. H s breathing had gone very

shal  ow and his heart was poundi ng. He gl anced at Madel eine, had to force
hinsel f to nmeet her gaze, dark eyes that burned into his own, a wllpower that
was suddenly stronger than his.

*We haven't yet settled the debate regarding the neat which we have just

eaten' she was nocking himmaliciously now 'As you are apparently unable to
identify it, Sabat, then let ne tell you. Tonight we have di ned sunptuously on
human meat, the tender flesh of a young child who only three days ago was
tragically killed in a road accident!’

Sabat's di zzi ness canme back, a wave of nausea that blurred his vision with a
darkeni ng scarlet haze. He felt his stonmach heave, bile scorching his throat.
He fought to hold on to consci ousness, was once again rem nded of the illness
whi ch had ravaged hi m and how Quentin had becone a conqueror of his soul
during that tinme.

"W eat human flesh frequently,' WMadel eine's voice was suave, know ng that she
had himat a di sadvantage. 'Have you not come across the Cochon Gis in your



travel s, Sabat? Undoubtedly you have, and for your information their rites and
their magic are not confined solely to the West Indies. It has spread across
the world, their beliefs kept alive by small bands of followers |ike

oursel ves. Qur power was growi ng and then our Grand Master, who is second only
to Satan hinsel f, was snatched fromus by ignorant fools who thought they
could destroy him A setback, but only a tenporary one, for he is ready to
live again. That is why we need you, Quentin Sabat!’

Sabat nodded dunbly, swallowed and felt his throat burning. God, he'd never
get the taste of that vile carrion out of his mouth! He was trenbling
violently, sweating. He wanted to yell, 'you fucking dirty bastards, you're
not getting Sabat to work for you'.

But he wasn't Mark Sabat. He was Quentin! He had eaten the flesh of his own
ki nd; he was a canni bal, one of then

"Al'l right," his voice was a croak when he finally managed to speak. Tell ne
what you want ne to do.'

CHAPTER SI X

"I KNEWyou woul d hel p us, Sabat,' Andre Schmid rested his el bows on the
table. 'W have followed your progress across France and into Switzerland wth
great interest, awaiting our opportunity. Your habitual weakness for a pretty
worman was your undoing and wi th Madel ei ne fleeing from Ai x-en-Provence it was
an opportunity to bring you both safely here. You are now a hunted mnurderer
and if you were caught by the police then undoubtedly the guillotine would be
your fate. But if you cooperate with us, then we shall see that that does not
happen to you.'

Sabat sighed audibly. Inwardly he was protesting but his resilience had
weakened beyond the point of no return. He licked his Iips, nodded dunbly.

"As you may have read in the newspapers,' Schnid pouted his lips, rem nded
Sabat of a drawing of a pig dressed in human cl ot hes which he had once seen, a
ruthl ess animal dictator that thrived on cruelty to others, 'the beheaded
corpse of our loved one, Louis Nevillon, disappeared fromthe execution
chanmber in Paris. The French authorities refused to coment publicly because
they had no answer. Only we know. | will not bore you with the details, but
suffice it to say that a conbi nation of our power and sonme warders who were
suscepti bl e to handsone bri bes was enough to get the body out of the prison
Yet without Nevillon even we are limted in what we are able to bring about.
Nevert hel ess, he must be given life again and the only way that that can be
achieved is for his revered flesh to be eaten by his devoted ones, so that he
may live on in their flesh?

Sabat al nost threw up, tasted that flavour again in his mouth which even the
spi ces could not mask



"W know where the body is hidden,' Andre Schnid's voice rose, rem nded Sabat
of the fanaticismof an ex-SAS col onel who had once addressed gat herings of

m ndl ess teenage thugs. 'It rmust be transported secretly and safely fromthat
pl ace to another that is right for our purpose. W have | ess than a week left,
for Wal purgi snacht is approaching and on that night the powers will be with

us, just as they were when they snatched the soul of Father Gaufridi at the
nmonent of his execution and enabled himto Iive on. They gave us Madel ei ne de
Demandol x de la Palud, just as they will give us Louis Nevillon, who was once
the great Silvain Nevillon. You, Sabat, will transport the remains of our
Grand Master to that place in company with she whom you know as Madel ei ne
Gaufridir

Sabat experienced a sudden sense of euphoria, a tingling of his flesh and his
wani ng strength seened to return. The taste in his nouth was not so revolting,
al nost pl easant. Monentary fear as he realised just how strong Quentin had
become and that he woul d obey the orders of Andre Schmd

"When do we start?' Sabat asked.

"Tonmorrow.' There was an expression of gloating on the plunp man's features.
'Go to your bed now and spend the night hours with she who was once the "Queen
of the Sabbath", whose hall owed wonb took our Grand Master's seed yet failed
to conceive. Had she borne his child then there would have been no probl em and
Louis Nevillon would have lived on. She failed us. This tinme we nust not fail
the I ast remains nust be saved from decay and oblivion!'

Sabat dozed in the passenger seat of the old VWvan; his eyelids were heavy in
spite of a good night's sleep. Beside him Madel eine drove relentlessly, a
femal e robot who handl ed the vehicle as efficiently as she did everything

el se, not even glancing in his direction. He wondered where her thoughts were
| eadi ng her.

At the start of the journey he had kept his eyes on the road, nenorised every
si gnpost, every bend, their route indelibly inmprinted in his brain so that he
could have found it again with ease, retraced it if he had to. Then drowsi ness
had begun to thwart his plans. It was the warnth of the sun through the gl ass
that was doing it; he wound the wi ndow down a few i nches and the cool air
streaming in onto his pallid features revived him But only tenporarily. He
felt weak, as though he could sleep the sleep of the exhausted. They were
maki ng sure their tracks were covered.

Cccasional |y he wakened, sonetines on a sharp bend that threw himagainst the
door, or when Madel ei ne braked hard and pulled onto the verge to all ow an
oncom ng vehicle to pass. Each time the sun was lower in the western sky. But
al ways he sl ept again.

Ti me passed. Sabat stirred, tried to make hinself confortable but it was
i mpossi bl e. Hi s neck ached where it had cricked and then a painful bout of
pi ns and needl es had hi mopening his eyes. It was dark now

Madel ei ne Gaufridi gave no sign that she was aware that her passenger was
awake, staring straight ahead of her where the powerful headlights lit up a
narrow road lined on both sides by tall fir trees. A straight stretch and she
accel erated am dst a rattle of | oose bodywork, the floorboards vibrating
noisily. A steep incline, rising all the time, they were somewhere up in the
nount ai ns but Sabat had no idea where. Neither did he care.

She was forced to change down into second gear, operating the level with a
casual ness that canme from experience. Sabat smled his admiration for this
strange girl. It seened that everything she did was done to perfection. He



coul d not have driven better hinself.

"I trust you are fully refreshed after your |long sleep.' She turned her head,
a half-smle on her lips.

"Refreshed but hellishly stiff,' he answered, shifting his position yet again.
" Christ, we nust have been driving for hours. Were are we?'

"I'n the mountains,' non-conmittal, watching the road again. 'W shall reach
our destination shortly.' She was a sil houette once again, apprehensive by the
way she now gripped the steering wheel wth both hands.

They came upon the vill age unexpectedly, chalets built at the foot of a
hillside, the peak of which was enshrouded by darkness. Silent dwelling

pl aces, no lights showi ng. Eerie. Sabat supposed that this was a nmountain
holiday resort and it was too early in the year for the annual visitors to
have taken up residence; or a skiing centre where everybody had | eft because
the snows had nelted. So stark and nodern, all the nore sinister because it
was enpty. A place of the dead!

Madel ei ne was sl owi ng, glancing fromone side of the road to the other as

t hough she was unfamliar with her surroundings. Mre chalets now, a whole
street of them w ndows |ike dark orbs that saw the newcomers, the VWs
headl i ghts refl ected, flashing angrily. The buildings were petering out now,
just a few scattered houses, ol der ones constructed of stone.

Madel ei ne Gaufridi was sucking in her breath, frustration and uncertainty
suddenly ternminating in an audi bl e sigh of relief.

"This is the place,* she spoke as though to herself. '|I feared that we had
mssed it or else it did not exist.'

Sabat saw a | ong stone-built place which he thought at first was a farm
bui | di ng, possibly a haystore or a cattle shed. H s eyes narrowed as he saw a
shaft of light coming frombeneath the large ill-fitting door. At |east there
was sonebody in this unknown mountain village. But what was this place?
Madel ei ne was sw ngi ng the van across the road which had virtually petered out
into a rutted cart-track. She grated the reverse gear, |eaned out of the

wi ndow as she backed across the soft grass, only braked when she was a matter
of two or three feet fromthe |ighted doorway.

The silence seemed to rush at Sabat as she killed the engine and sw tched off
the lights. The heater fan groaned to a halt and for a nmonent Madel ei ne sat
there as though she was reluctant to di senbark, perhaps w shing she had not
cone here in the first place. Then she noved with a sudden deci siveness, swung
open the door and | eapt down. 'Cone on, Sabat, we have work to do. W nust
hurry for we have to be back in Lucerne before daylight.'’

Sabat clinbed down, slanmed the door with a netallic clang which the nmountain
ni ght air echoed, a noise that had a ring of finality about it. H's scalp
tingled; instinctively he checked and found that he still carried his «38.
That was strange, for surely Schmd and his foll owers woul d di sarm a danger ous
enemny. But Sabat was no eneny for was he not one of them now, working for
them a fellow cannibal sent to guard the beautiful 'Queen of the Sabbath' on
her nocturnal m ssion? They had | et himkeep his gun because they knew as wel |
as he did that Quentin Sabat woul d not use it against them

The heavy door was sw ngi ng open noi selessly on well-oiled hinges as though
their arrival had been anticipated. Possibly the vehicle had been seen or
hear d.



Sabat checked, felt Madeleine's fingers clutching at his arm She, too, was
drawi ng back, afraid to enter this nysterious lighted place. They had an
unrestricted view of the interior. At sone tine it had obviously been a small
chapel, a raised floor at the rear on which an altar had once stood, high

wi ndows that mght, many years ago, have been of stained glass but were now
crudely boarded up. Were the pews had stood on either side of the narrow
aisle there were now | ong sl abs of white marbl e supported by heavy oak
trestles. Two or three shrouded i nmobil e shapes lay on them which could only
be corpses awaiting burial!

"It's a norgue!' Sabat hissed.

"Yes,' Madeleine's voice trenbled with a nervousness that remi nded Sabat of
their first meeting in the Ice Pal ace on the topnost slopes of the Jungfrau,
an encounter that now seenmed unreal and alnost lost in the mists of time; the
begi nning of a deception. 'This is the chapel of the nountain dead, the place
where the goatherds are brought when they die, for their famlies are too poor
to pay for transport and a funeral in the | ower regions.'

' Somebody' s coming!' Sabat stiffened, noted a snmall door at the rear of the
interior, perhaps once the entrance to a vestry, opening slowy.

"This will be Monsieur Gien," Mdel eine shuddered. 'He is the keeper of the
dead, the nortician of the nountains!’

Sabat's first inpression of Mnsieur Gien was one of utter revul sion; no

twi sted hunchbacked grotesque dwarf so conmonpl ace in B-rated horror novies
could have compared with the figure which shuffled into view. The other was
clad in sonme kind of honespun overalls of a dirty grey colour that were

spl ashed and stained with dark crimson, filth and dried blood ingrained in the
coarse material. The head was bald, reflected the Iight fromthe single

oil -lamp which hung in the aisle, features that had wi zened with age, the skin
shrunken so that the head was virtually skeletal. Holl owed eyes that stared
out into the night, a toothless mouth nmoving with nuttered curses at this
interruption. A bony hand gestured inpatiently for themto enter

"That is the one,' Gien pointed towards the furthernmost shrouded figure.
'Take it and begone, for | do not |like this business.'

"You are being well paid for it," Madel ei ne regai ned her confidence with a
sudden anger and noved forward with Sabat at her heels. 'Do not forget that,
Monsi eur Grien. In fact, consider yourself fortunate that we have given you
any noney at all for we can prove, if necessary, that on occasions enpty
coffins have been lowered into their graves because the corpses have been
taken el sewherel!"

The bal d- headed man shrank back, his black cavity of a nouth wide in a nute
cry of terror and when he spoke again it was a cringing whine. '|I neant no
harm it is only that | am busy. A goatherd slipped on the crags today and the
sharp rocks bel ow di ssected the corpse. | have to sew it back together before
his famly cone to view himtomorrow. | neant no harm | assure you. | am

pl eased to be of assistance.'

' Then you nust hel p ny conpanion here to carry this body to our vehicle.'
Madel ei ne noved forward, slender fingers that trenbled only slightly gripping
a corner of the shroud. 'But first we nust check that it is the right one.'

The cloth was cast aside and in that first awful noment in which Sabat was
af forded a view of the corpse on the slab he was fighting to stop hinself from



uttering a cry of revulsion and turning his head away. Merciful God, to think
that they could transport a hideous cargo |like that across the continent, that
strong men could sleep in their beds whilst it renmained unburied or
uncremated! He al nost threw up, tasted the tang that still lingered on his

pal ate fromlast night's nmeal, snelled it again here as it drifted up from
that nonth-ol d corpse

It was Louis Nevillon all right. The head so neatly severed fromthe

shoul ders rested on the belly, as though the navel had engorged and devel oped

features. Eyes that should have been cl osed were wi de and staring: seeing! The
nostrils were clogged with nmucus that had bubbled and dried, the |ips open as

t hough rigor nortis had frozen that final curse. Wite flesh bl oated as though
it was ready to live again.

Madel ei ne' s fear was gone, replaced by an expression of sadness that was

slowy transform ng into one of breathless joy. She smled, her dark eyes
sparkl ed, and she was | eaning over the nmutilated remai ns of the Beast of

France.

"My dearest,' a whisper that was intended only for dead ears. 'You have not
left nme after all. You knew that | would come to you, that soon we shall be
t oget her again.'

Her |ips pouted, descended slowy on to Louis Nevillon's bloodcaked rigid
mouth in a | ong succul ent kiss between the living and the dead, her tongue
thrusting into that icy cavern as though simulating copulation in preparation
for his resurrection.

Sabat tensed, clenched his fists in an inexplicable feeling of jealousy,
hatred for this lifeless body that was even now an instrument of seduction. He
wanted to tear her fromit, take his own revenge upon Louis Nevillon whilst it
was still possible. After that he woul d take Madel ei ne ..

But by the tinme Mdel eine Gaufridi straightened up and | ooked at hi m Sabat was
smling, only his eyes betrayi ng what had gone on in his mnd

"Carry himout to the van,!. Madel ei ne snapped. 'Mnsieur Gien will help you.
Take care that you do not drop him for even in death ny dearest one has
feelings!'

CHAPTER SEVEN

SABAT' S HANDS burned as though with frostbite as he clanbered back into the
passenger seat al ongsi de Madel ei ne, a col dness that was spreading to the rest
of his body - the chill of death from handling Louis Nevillon

The VWwhined then fired and the headlights threw t he darkness back. Sabat
gl anced out of the side wi ndow, the nortuary door was closed now and no |ight
shone fromwi thin. Perhaps Mnsieur Gien preferred to work in the dark



Back down that nountain road, Madel eine using her brakes, their squeal jarring
Sabat's nerves like a cry of anguish from beyond the grave. He had to stop
hinsel f fromturning round and peering over into the back of the van, cringing
in horror at the grisly thing which lay there wapped in an old blanket. A
sharp bend, sonething rolled. A dull thud. Sabat was reninded of that unholy
kiss in the nmorgue, found hinmself staring intently at the girl by his side.

Her moods came and went, a young girl who grewto maturity and worse, and then
becarme al nost childlike again in her innocence. She was rel axed now, a

hal f-sm |l e on her pert features.

"I don't suppose I'mto be told where we're headed?' Sabat murnmnured, 'even
t hough I do happen to be your bodyguard/

"It wouldn't mean anything to you if | told you,' she replied. 'Just an old
chapel that nobody uses these days except ourselves. W'll have to lie up
there during the daytine. Andre and the others will be joining us after dark.'

He t hought he detected a faint greyness in the eastern sky. The speedoneter
needl e hovered between sixty and seventy, a vibration that nmade conversation
i mpossi bl e. Madel ei ne Gaufridi was driving flat out, desperate to reach this
unknown chapel before dawn broke fully.

Skirting Lucerne, the |ake a shimrering sheet of cold bl ackness on their
right, starting to clinb again. Daylight was com ng fast, the pine forests no
| onger patches of dark shadow beyond the range of the headlights.

A screeching of brakes and Sabat was thrown forward. Madel ei ne cursed fluently
in French, grated the reverse gear and shot backwards, slamred it back into
bot t om

"Alnost missed it.' She nodded towards a gap in the trees where a nuddy track
led away fromthe road. '|I must be very tired, | have been here often enough
before.'

The VW bunped over uneven ground, the wheels spinning in a patch of thick nud
but coming free again. The track was so narrow now t hat the overhangi ng
branches scraped the sides of the van. dinbing, |evelling out, going down a
steep slope until they emerged into a wide clearing in the centre of which was
a building that had undoubtedly been a chapel at sone time. Sabat stared with
tired eyes, made out a square stone structure roughly the size of the chal et
in which they had stayed at Interlaken, simlar to that nountain norgue, only
much smal | er.

"It's very small,' he conment ed.

'Most of these renote chapels are,' she answered, |eaning her head on the

steering wheel. 'Just a few peasants on Sundays. It was anple then and it is
now. God, |I'mshattered. You will have to get Louis out of the back on your
own!"'

Sabat opened the door, got out slowy. That thing; he had to handle it, hold
it close to his own body, feel its deathly cold chilling his blood. The snell
of death that would cling to himlike the tang of human neat. He took adeep
breath, closed his eyes. He didn't have any choi ce.

Madel ei ne was al ready opening the chapel door, waiting for him He stretched
hi s hands into the back of the van, wi shed that there was a wheel barrow or
some ot her conveyance handy. Even if there had been she woul d not have all owed
himto use it '"Carry ny |oved one carefully for he is not really dead; only



sl eeping, ready to awaken on Wl purgi snacht ?

The body had partially slipped out of the blanket, the head now separate and
turned away fromhim He could not carry them both. He would have to make two
j our neys.

He wrapped the bl anket tightly around the corpse, dragged it towards him and
then lifted it, staggered back and al nost fell under the weight. Two hundred
pounds, maybe nore,

The ground was slippery and he had to pick each step deliberately. Fortunately
it was |light enough now for himto see where he was going. So heavy, he
wondered if he could make it inside, suddenly afraid of the wath of his
conpanion if he did not.

He stunbled on the step, alnost fell, but somehow his weakened nuscles did not
fail him A blurred first glinpse of the interior of this place; simlar to
that norgue in sone respects except that the altar had not been renpved.
Instead it had been draped with black cloths and two funereal candles in

hol ders of the sane col our stood at either end.

He canme to a halt, wheezed as he asked, 'Were... where do |... ?'

"In there.'" Mdel eine was at his side, pointing towards an open lead coffin
which lay before the altar in the shadows. 'Careful. M nd how you lay him
down, '

Sabat grunted his relief aloud as he was suddenly relieved of the weight,
dropped to his knees panting for breath. The darkness of the coffin's interior
had swal | owed up Nevillon. He didn't have to | ook

"Now fetch ... the rest. Quickly!'

He found hinself hastening to obey, alnost running, feeling her eyes boring
into himas he went back to the van

Now he was having to force hinmself to do everything. Not just because he was
physi cal | y weakened but because the bile was burning in his throat and nausea
was threatening to nake himvonit. The body had been nothing compared with ..
with that awful thing which he nmust now carry like a child clutching a
football to itself. Maybe if he closed his eyes. No, he'd fall. Don't |ook at
it. You have to because those sightless staring eyes won't let you | ook
anywher e el se.

Sabat's fingers were stiff and inflexible, seemed unable to secure a firmgrip
as he lifted the head out of the back of the van. It slipped, spun, and for
one terrible second he thought that he had dropped it. Looki ng down, al npst
crying out aloud at what he saw. The features were upturned towards him those
dull orbs staring into his, the Iips open and nocking him He heard the

| aughter in his ears, a sound so famliar that he recognised it instantly.
Quentin's. H's own. Louis Nevillon's. There was no difference.

Mud squel ched over his shoes and inpeded his progress |ike sonme quagnire
trying to prevent the rejoining of that body with its head. An icy w nd seened
to buffet him Madel ei ne was scream ng sonething, cursing him yelling at him
to hurry.

Steps that were like a slownotion replay of sonething he had done before.
Li ke the first night of his illness when he had been a spectator to his own
actions.



Into the chapel, Madel ei ne behind him still shouting - but her words were
drowned by the roaring in his ears and that same taunting | aughter. Beside the
coffin, forced to kneel because otherwi se he woul d have had to drop the
guillotined skull. On his knees, total subservience to the dark powers.

"Join the head and body together!' Madeleine's voice finally made it through
t he mael strom which raged inside him 'Lay ny bel oved down with the reverence
he deserves!'

Sl unped over the side of the lead coffin, Sabat funbled to unravel the bl anket
shroud from around the corpse's shoulders. He closed his eyes, didn't want to
see; felt soft dead flesh, the spongi ness of the severed neck. He retched. Any
nmonent he woul d t hrow up.

Hi s hands were nunb with the cold but even so he felt the faint novenent of
that thing on which his fingers rested, |ike sonme organi smthat breathed
faintly. Cold fetid breath that was a stale rem nder of the taste in his own
mout h. And then with an effort he was snatching his hands away, falling
backwards; lying there on a cold stone floor gasping for breath.

"You did well.' Madel ei ne Gaufridi gl anced inside the coffin, turned back to
himwith a smle. 'You have earned a rest. Over there in the corner is a
mattress and sone bl ankets. W nust rest, sleep away the daytime hours and be
refreshed for when the others arrive tonight.'

Sabat staggered across to where she indicated, saw that a rough doubl e-bed had
been nade up in readi ness for them

"Just a fewnights and it will be Wl purgi snacht* she breathed softly, as she
slipped out of her jeans and bl ouse, |eaving on only her bra and pants. 'W
shall remain here until then, Sabat, to guard the nost precious of all bodies
that has ever lain in state. Just you and nme. Nobody else.' Alittle |augh
that woul d have sent icy shivers down Sabat's spine had not his body already
been frozen. Wth nunbed fingers he funbled with buttons, wondered why the
hell they couldn't keep their clothes on

Her flesh rubbed against his as they slid between the blankets. So cold, or
was it himself? He couldn't stop thinking about Nevillon and how she had

t hrust her tongue into that dead nouth, the sane tongue that was starting to
trace a frozen path up his own neck, her fingers going where once he had
willed them Now he was stiffening with revul sion

"Your lover. ..' he snatched at the first excuse that cane into his head, 'he
m ght be angry if... if you are unfaithful.’

'No,"' she whispered and began to rub himsoftly. 'He won't because unti

Wal purgi snacht | amfree. Louis will only live again when his sacred flesh has
been devoured. He will be reborn into another male body and, who knows, Sabat,
it could be you! Then we shall be together, you and |I: Louis Nevillon and

Madel ei ne de Denmandol x de | a Palud reborn to |ive forever!'

Sabat shuddered silently and wondered how he managed to beconme aroused. He
knew only too well - because Madel eine and Louis Nevillon had himtotally in
their power. Mark Sabat, priest and exorcist, was dead, finished, Quentin
Sabat was in his place, the same body but the soul was as evil as that of the
guillotined corpse which lay in that coffin, only a few yards away from where
Sabat and Madel eine were joined in a union that was nore than just a physica
copul ati on.



Sabat stirred restlessly, tried to tell hinmself that he had been in a fevered
ni ght mare, that he was back in his own London hone; it was all a dream and now
it woul d evaporate w th waking.

But Madel ei ne Gaufridi was there, wearing that |ong bl ack dress which she had
worn the evening of that vile feast. She appeared to have been up for sone
time for the dark candles on the altar were burning steadily, giving offa
pungent aroma of sickly perfuned wax. The lid of the coffin was cl osed.

She saw that he was awake, fixed himwith a stare that was al nost hostil e.
'CGet dressed, Sabat. The others will be here shortly.

He nodded, hastened to obey because he was cold and maybe his cl ot hing woul d
help to warm his flesh. As he shrugged hinmself into his jacket he felt the

wei ght of the «38 in its hol ster bunping against him He still had his gun but
it was no nore use to himthan a child's water pistol

A trestle table near the door had been laid as though in preparation for sone
kind of buffet. He stiffened when he noted the crockery and cutlery. A pile of
pl ates that appeared to be made out of some kind of black ivory, knives and
forks that had been bl ackened. There was no sign of any food. That was what
worried and nauseated hi m nost.

' Toni ght we cel ebrate the advent of Wl purgi snacht and ask the Master to give
life to Louis Nevillon again.' Her tone was in the formof a recitation, her
features inmpassive. 'li is very inportant that everything is done right.'
Sabat licked his dry cracked lips. A feeling akin to enmbarrassment bordering
on fear. Fear had al ways been something virtually unknown to him Until now.
Now he knew that he was powerless to fight and it was a terrifying prospect.

"Listen!' She held up a finger

Sonmewhere he heard the sound of approachi ng vehicles, engines that revved when
t he wheel s stuck in the squel ching mud. Comi ng cl oser. Louder. Dying away.

A moment's silence then |l ow muttered voices and the slamm ng of car doors.
'They are here,' Madel eine Gaufridi added, smiling, 'Now we shall...’

She was interrupted by a screamfromoutside, a piercing yell of terror that
was magni fied and rendered nore terrible because of the stillness of this
renot e wooded cl eari ng.

And Sabat recognised it as the screamof a child that was suddenly cut off, as

t hough a hand had been cl apped over its nouth! He found hinsel f gl ancing back
towards that table and noting again that there was no food on displ ay!

CHAPTER EI GHT



THE DOOR opened and people began to file in. Andre Schmd was in the |ead, but
was no longer clad in those worn, tight-fitting jeans which rolled over at the
wai st band. Scarcely recogni sable froma di stance, he was dressed in bl ack
flowi ng robes that gave hima nonastic appearance, a cow that was flung back
so that his jows were still visible

However, it was the linp formwhich he carried in his arns which attracted
Sabat's attention, hypnotised himwith a feeling of horror. A child,

doubt| essly the one who had screanmed a few nmonents ago, now head down, with
bl ood dri pping steadily froma gash across his forehead.

Schmi d paused before the closed coffin, gave a slight bow, and |aid his burden
stretched out on the lid. Now Sabat could see the unfortunate child clearly in
the circle of light cast by the flickering black candles. It was a boy, no
nore than seven at a guess, a squat linmp figure clad in brown shorts and a

rai nbow striped shirt. The blood was still flowing fromhis head, formng a
pool on the |lead surface. But there was... sonething not quite right!

Sabat stiffened as he suddenly caught a glinpse of the boy's face. Oh nerciful
God! A Grotesque; alnost flat features, hideously m sshapen. A nongol! Anger
and pity mngled inside Sabat. These bastards needed a human being for their
vile cannibalistic rites so they had procured sone subnormal harm ess child.
So easy to lure away.

Sabat clenched bis fists, alnpst rushed forward but sonething held himback. A
voice. 'It's kindness really. The boy is better dead than alive. In any case
he probably wouldn't live nore than a few years. Better that he serves sone
useful purpose.' Quentin's voice, condescendi ng.

Sabat sighed. It was true. There was nothing he could do anyway.

He had expected the usual form of human sacrifice comon to such places as
Haiti where the throat was slit, the spurting bl ood caught in vessels and
drunk by the worshippers of evil, and had steeled hinself to witness it. But
it didn't happen that way. Suddenly everybody was noving away fromthe inert
formon that awful coffin.

Sabat coul dn't work out whether Madel ei ne or Andre Schmid was directing
operations. The others, with slow jerky nmovenents that rem nded himof the
living dead in Haiti, were renoving the altar cloths, carefully setting those
candl es down on an adjacent shelf, the material wafting and flickering the
tiny flames, threatening to extingui sh them

It took several seconds for the awful truth to dawn on Sabat. He had expected
to see sone formof wooden table as the basis for the altar - instead he saw a
huge ol d-fashi oned cast-iron oven of the Rayburn type, a filthy uncl eaned
nmonster, its front daubed with spilled fat and what appeared to be congeal ed
gravy; except that he knew it wasn't because already his acute sense of snell
had picked up a faint stale aroma and recognised it. The acrid tang of burned
hurman f1 esh!

He felt hinmself starting to retch, alnost threw up. He wanted to turn away,
flee fromthis place, |eave these people to their vile atrocities. But he knew
he could not; he was Quentin and he had to go along with whatever they were

pl anning to do this night in their build-up to the climx of Wl purgi snacht!

He sensed the evil, was part of it hinself.

A thin youth was struggling to carry an al um ni um bucket containi ng coal and
some chunks of wood. Another was busy crunpling up sheets of newspaper



stuffing themin through the snmall door of the firebox. Now there was a sudden
sense of urgency, a rattling of a matchbox, a scraping and a snell of sul phur

Sabat heard the roar of flames, the crackling of kindling wood; the |eaden
door was slamred shut. Now the group were turning round, those faces no | onger
expressionl ess; eyes that burned with a hidden lust staring at the boy who was
beginning to stir. Nobody took any notice of Sabat. He was a spectator

not hi ng el se.

The nongol raised his head, wheezed as a gust of smoke fromthe old cooker
engul fed him Eyes wide with a terror which he did not understand, cringing.
Thick |lips noved and gave off inarticul ate sounds. Thank God, Sabat thought,
he doesn't understand. He knows they're going to do something unpl easant to
himbut mercifully they will kill himaquickly. It will be all over any second

The candl es were burning steadily, casting an eerie circle of yellow Iight
fringed by shadows and novi ng shapes. The flames inside the stove were
roaring, hungrily devouring the dry wood, splitting the |unps of coal. But it
woul d take tinme for the oven tenperature to rise. Sabat was nmentally yelling;
"Kill him For fuck's sake kill himand put himout of his msery!

Schmid stepped forward, a sinister black priest in full regalia. He stretched
out a flabby white hand, grabbed a tussock of unruly red hair and jerked the
nmongol ' s head back. A strangled cry. That cut was still bleeding. Then

si | ence.

Even Sabat could feel the full inpact of that hypnotism the child an easy
victim nouth w de, nodding his agreement to sonething he did not understand.
And when Andre Schmid rel eased himthe boy smled, a stretching of gargantuan
i ps exposing wide, msplaced teeth.

An order which Sabat did not catch. The nongol nodded, grunted, began clunsily
to unfasten buttons, exposing a roll of surplus flesh around his waist, a body
that was so badly proportioned that you only realised the full extent of its
deformty when it was unclothed. G ggling, inhibited even under hypnotism
hands spl ayed across the lower regions in a protective shield.

The conpany retreated into the shadows, left Schmd alone in the circle of
candl el i ght, a cl oaked figure murmuring sone whi spered incantation

Sabat wanted to cross hinmself but his hands refused to obey his brain, had him
wincing with a feeling of guilt The Left Hand Path had no nmercy on traitors!
Instead he found hinself offering up an apology to the powers of darkness. He
woul d renounce his vows, his faith. He would partake in this cerenony because
he was one of the followers of darkness.

Ti me becane neani ngl ess. Schnid's tone was an i ncessant drone, alternating
between hum lity and arrogance. M nutes, hours, it was inpossible to tell

Then Andre Schm d was noving forward, funbling with the latch on the oven
door, throwing it wide so that a blast of heat |ike the breath fromsone fiery
dragon cut across the chapel, had the others reeling. Except the boy; he was
standi ng now, a pathetic ungainly figure. He grinned, grunted sonething.

Schmid was towering above him a giant by conparison, pointing towards the
oven with a stubby forefinger. 'Get in there, child?

There was no hesitation fromthe nongol. A step forward, then another, al nost
an eagerness about his novenents now. Lurching, bending to peer into the dark
cubicle, screwing up his features in puzzl enent.



"Cet in there, child!

Sabat caught his breath, his own fingers seeming to shrivel with the heat as
he wat ched the bizarre scene by the "altar*. No cry of pain fromthe nongol
just a hissing of scorched skin. O anbering awkwardly, falling back because he
was not agile enough to get into the confined space, hauling hinmself up and
tryi ng again.

This time he made it, hunching hinself, squashing his frane against the red
hot side of the oven, |ooking out with an inbecilic grin on his face as though
seeki ng approval - and getting it. 'Good!' Schm d grunted. 'You serve a worthy
cause, child!"

The denonic priest's foot went up and back, drove down catching the open door
with the flat of his shoe, slanmming it back. It bounced off the latch; he
kicked it again and this tine it closed and hel d.

Sil ence. Sabat was sweating, revolted but in a way approving because he was
one of them Looking around, seeing a dozen or nore expressionless faces
staring at the closed oven door. Not a sign of revulsion on any of them he
wonder ed what his own expression was. They were either junkies or the victins
of Schmid's hypnotism Sabat was different - he was possessed!

"The Master will be well pleased,' Andre Schm d's tones were holl ow, echoing
in the tiny chapel. 'Now, |let us do what he would wish us to do whilst we
wait. Brothers and sisters, tonight we shall feast sunptuously, | promse
you!'

The group seenmed to cone to life, puppets which had lain idle suddenly finding
their strings being operated, noving jerkily; feverishly tearing off their
clothes. The ugly and the beautiful, all naked together, grasping for one
another with lusting, searching fingers.

"Don't say you're not going to join us, Sabat.' Mocking femal e tones that cane
out of the shadows and, even as he | ooked, Sabat saw the naked form of
Madel ei ne Gaufridi materialising, a sensuous femal e cat-beast stalking its

prey.

H s flesh began to prickle as her slender fingers flipped buttons, her pouted
lips brushing his and jerking back Iike a marshland will-o0'-the-wi sp as he
tried to engage them He knew that he was already fully aroused, that he would
do anyt hing she asked of him and enjoy every second of it. Hi s clothing fel
away, every nerve in his body trenmbling with the thought of what |ay ahead.

"You will obey ny every conmand tonight, Sabat!' A hiss that cane froma face
that was half in shadow, a she-devil spitting her venom |aughing. He thrilled
to her domi nation, half-cringed, and even as he reached for her she sank
linply to the ground, rolling over on to her back and splaying her |egs w de.
"Kiss nme, Sabat!’

He crawl ed after her on hands and knees, funbled to find her soft, warm

noi stness with his eager jabbing tongue, thrilled to her shrill squeal of
delight, a sound that was taken up all around as though the half-dozen
cavorting couples had been awaiting her signal. Men were grunting, whispering
their profanities. And throughout, Sabat was hunched down obeyi ng her
conmands; he was powerless to do otherwi se. He was the slave of Madel ei ne de
Demandol x de | a Palud and her lust had blinded himto all else; he snelled
only the sweetness of her natural odours and not the acrid stench of burning
flesh. He heard a muffled cry of agony, screams, and a beating of fists



somewhere, but they neant nothing to him

She reached her pitch, closed over himin a suffocating, withing grip, but
still he kissed her furiously because she had ordered himto do so, buried in
a dark pit where nothing el se mattered

He fell on to her when she went linp and trenbling, did not even cry out when
her knee crashed into his face and sent himsprawing; rising to his knees,
whi spering his willingness to obey.

'You want ne tonight don't you, Sabat?' Her lips curled in a sneer and he
nodded his mute pleading. 'Well, you shall not have nme. Show ne, show us all
what you do when you are denied a wonan!'

Coarse | aughter but he had no pride left. 'Show us, Sabat!’

Jibes that only urged himon, a strong man weakened by a |lust that was not his
own, kneeling in a circle of candlelight, his body trenbling as he began to
obey. Screans somewhere that were getting weaker and weaker and finally dying
out; a nauseating stench that he breathed in w thout knowing it.

Expl odi ng, trying to make out Madel eine Gaufridi's face anpbngst the pressing
throng as he withed on the floor. Laughing with them now, exhilarated by the
hum | i ation

'On your feet, Sabat!' A booted foot caught himin the ribs, expelled the air
fromhis body in one lung-searing rush, had himcrying out with pain. 'On your
feet, cochon, for tonight you serve not only us but the Grand Master of the
Left Hand Path. Qur food is cooked. You will carve the neat?

Euphoria was repl aced by revul sion but still Sabat was eager to serve. He
managed to stand, swayed dizzily and waited for his vision to adjust, saw a

bl ur of nmoverment in the Iight fromthe candles and felt that blast of heat
scorching and drying his sweating flesh again. They were pushing him hustling
himto where an al nost unrecogni sabl e obj ect sizzled and snoked on a | arge

bl ack dish on the trestle table. Unrecogni sable unless you knew what it was!

A carving knife and a skewer were pushed into Sabat's hands; one of the
candl es had been set on the table so that he could see. The shape on the
gigantic dish was charred and snoking, deforned |inbs trussed.

'"Carve the Master's sacred neat, Sabat.' A chant, an order

The blade in Sabat's hand glinted; he noticed a dull patch on the sharp stee
where it appeared to have rusted.

"Hurry, Sabat.' Madel ei ne had pushed close to him 'It has been a | ong,
st renuous eveni ng and we are hungry!'’

He reacted automatically, tried not to | ook as the skewer pierced the
bl ackened flesh. A hiss of air, a faint echo of a cry of torment. Fat sizzled,
juices ran. Hotter than Hades itself.

Slicing with the blade, swaying on his feet and trying to will hinself to pass
out, but cruelly consciousness failed to desert him

"W are hungry, Sabat. Hurry!' Voices, nale and femal e, deep and shrill, eager
to fill their bellies.

Agai n he was the robot slave, a nechanismthat obeyed with the finesse and



skill of a qualified chef. Cutting, flipping the slices on to those bl ack
pl ates whi ch were snapped up with eager hands. Hacking at stubborn bones,
mlling gourmets hustling him

So unreal, a black buffet of human carnage, the coarse nunching of a coven of
revolting greed as they harassed himw th enpty plates, some even tearing
their own food fromthe nutil ated carcase. Sabat had not intended to eat but
he found his nouth full, the chewed nmeat slipping easily down his throat, his
stomach accepting it.

Only Andre Schmid renai ned clothed, a cow ed facel ess sil houette standi ng by
the coffin watching them Sabat felt the other's power, the sheer force of it
dom nating his every action, controlling the movenent of his fork fromplate
to lips and back again.

So cold, the candles spluttering and dinmng, figures lying on the floor too
spent to copul ate again, their stomachs bloated with the unholy nmeat. A voi ce,
it had to be Andre Schmid's, a whisper that vibrated and had them cringi ng.
"Accept our offering, O Great One, for tonight we have feasted as you woul d
have us feast and we ask you to be with us on Wl purgi snacht when the body of
Silvain Nevillon shall be given |life again. Let himenerge as one of us, to
gui de us.'

One candl e was already out, the other flickering its last, casting weird
shapes that were icy cold when their black fingers brushed agai nst human

fl esh. Sabat fought to close his eyes but the lids would not nove. He saw
faces that canme and went and were replaced by others; human shapes t hat
dropped on to all fours and became snarling beasts, heard cries of the damed.
Eyes that glowed Iike burning coals and died am dst a chorus of torment.

Thi ngs that were unrecogni sabl e except one frail shadowed shape, a hi deous

m sshapen child that withed and snoked and cursed unintelligibly. A fury that
went beyond the realms of nortal anger, trying to get at them but being pulled
back by invisible hands. Scream ng, crying in its hel pl essness, being dragged
away into the darkness; but even as it was di sappearing it managed to free one
hand, pointed it accusingly at Sabat. And then it was gone as though it had
never been.

Sabat felt the tears of grief and shame welling up inside him but before they
could burst forth he had pitched forward into that dark unfathonmable pit, so
cooling after the heat of that oven

CHAPTER NI NE

IT WAS full daylight when Sabat stirred, noved his stiff linbs with sone
difficulty. He was naked and shivering uncontrollably, trying to tell hinself
that the fever had conme back and gi ven hi m ghoulish inexplicabl e nightmares.

But it was all so horribly real, Madeleine lying there by the altar, which was
draped again in black tapestries, her shapely legs |lewdly spread as though she



had been waiting for himto awake so that she could command himto kiss her
again. Her eyes were closed but he got the feeling that she wasn't asleep
Maybe a trap of some kind? There was no sign of the others; perhaps they were
hi di ng outside in the wood, waiting in anbush. Tenpting himto escape so that
they could strike himdown.

No, they didn't need to do that because he would not flee. He was a prisoner
here as surely as though his |inbs were chai ned and manacl ed; a bodyguard to
the dead. If they wished to kill himthey woul d have done so by now.

"You are hungering for breakfast, Sabat?' Madeleine Gaufridi's eyes opened;
there was a nocki ng expression on her pale features.

"No,' he grunted, felt his stomach churn. *1 could not eat anything.'

"Hurmman flesh is so filling, so satisfying,' she laughed. 'It is good for the
figure, too.'

"Where are the others?
' Gone back with Andre. W shall not see them again until WAl purgisnacht.’
"And in the neantime?

"You stay here and guard the desecrated body of my bel oved. You guard himw th
your soul, for if he suffers harm Andre will take that. Perhaps your body
al so."'

'What about you?

"I shall be |eaving you shortly.' She sat up, groped for her clothes. 'There
is work for me to do, which is why you nust stay here al one.'

Sabat fell silent. Strangely he did not think of escape, only of a job that
had to be done. Quentin was conditioned to serving the powers of darkness; it
had never been any other way. He still had the «38; he would fight to the |ast
shell to defend the Left Hand Path and its followers.

Sone tine |ater he watched her go, the VW bunping and ski ddi ng down the nuddy
track through the trees. He stood in the doorway listening to the sound of its
engi ne dyi ng away. Then silence, not even a bird singing in this dense patch
of mountain forest where all noise was bl anketed; a stronghold of escal ating
evil cut off fromthe rest of the world.

Sabat felt drained, physically and nmentally, could not get the previous
night's revul sion out of his mnd. God, there was that awful taste cloying his
pal ate, wouldn't let himforget it. If only he had sone toothpaste or an
antiseptic nmout hwash. Even so he doubted whether it would rid himof the

fl avour.

He didn't want to go back inside. Not with that hideous unholy body in the
coffin, a thing that was al nost alive. You got the feeling that Nevillon was
only sl eeping, that he m ght wake up at any noment.

Sabat tried to collect his thoughts. Sonehow it was easier w thout Mdel ei ne
around. These people had learned fromthe rites of the Cochon Gis, which
apparently had spread across the world fromthe West Indies, the ultimate in
voodoo magi ¢, canni bals who were deternined not to let their primtive custons
die. Nevillon was sone kind of grand houngan, a disciple of Satan who was
determ ned that the Left Hand Path should triunph on the continent. Doubtl ess



he was a reincarnation of the infambus Silvain Nevillon just as Mdel ei ne
Gaufridi, as she called herself, was Mudel ei ne de Denandol x de |a Pal ud
reborn. Together their evil was very powerful, alnmost invincible. It was
little wonder that they sought an alliance with the notorious Quentin Sabat,
knew that if they overcane Mark Sabat then Quentin would |ive again; a kind of
"hit man' to do their dirty work. They would find their foll owers anongst the
bl ack magic cults of the world; kids who did it for kicks then suddenly found
they'd got a tiger by the tail. It would spread like a fast-grow ng nmalignant
cancer .

Sabat pursed his lips. If it hadn't been for that bout of pneunonia he

woul dn't be here now, at least not in his present predicament. They'd nade a
pretty good all round job of ensnaring him Not only was he possessed by
Quentin, but the law was al so | ooking for the killer of that detective in
Interl aken. Schnmid and his friend would | ose no time in producing the
necessary incrimnating evidence if Sabat went to the police. And after

Wal pur gi snacht there would be no hope. Once he had eaten of that terrible
flesh there woul d be no way back for Sabat. It could be that he would find
hi nsel f possessed by Louis Nevillon then - Sabat, the Beast of France! He
shudder ed.

Then, am dst the despair, a sudden idea glimered Iike a distant light to one
lost in a nocturnal wilderness. The astral plane! He had the ability to
transport hinself there. Madel ei ne was gone, she wouldn't be back for a few
days and it was unlikely that anybody el se would conme here. He could draw the
pent agram i nsi de the chapel. He sighed. A defence against evil was no good
when he was evil hinself. In which case why bother with a defence? One did not
have to be pure to venture on to the plane!

He pursed his lips; at least it was better than remaining here. It was no
nmeans of physical escape, but in the past he had benefited fromthe w sdom of
t hose who were not shackled by nortal bonds.

Sabat went back inside, retched at the stench of stale cooking, the acrid
odour of roasted human fl esh. There was no point in chal king out a pentagram
on the floor. Indeed, he was probably safer without its confinenent. He

gl anced towards the obl ong shape of that coffin in the altar shadows,

hal f -expected to see the lid starting to rise. No, nothing would happen unti
WAl pur gi snacht .

He stretched hinself out on the bl anket where he had spent the night. Every
nmuscle in his body ached, every nerve taut. It wasn't going to be easy. He
didn't even know if he would be able to relax, let alone sleep the slunber
necessary for his soul to depart his earthly body and go in search of the
astral plane.

Mark or Quentin Sabat, he had not forgotten the technique. He took a deep
breath, let it out slowmy. Usually rel axation cane easily but not this ting,
as though sone inner obstruction was deternmined to prevent him Quentin's soul
was reluctant to let himbe transported to the astral. Wiy? There was not hi ng
to fear, good or evil. The risks were the sane for both, the danger of being
trapped there and | eaving an enpty shell of a body at the nmercy of nortal nen
- death due to natural causes.

Sabat had to relax before it was possible to concentrate. He tried to reflect
upon his past life, a nmeans he often used. A turnoil. The shanme of

adol escence, fleeing to the protection of the Church. Another disturbing
phase, the sheer hypocrisy of the Church's hierarchy. Was not Royston Spode an
exanpl e of that? The SAS. Brutal efficiency. Learning to kill and having no
consci ence. Catriona Lealan ... hell, he was getting an erection now.



Madel ei ne ... Sabat sweated, became angry with hinmself. They all had sone sort
of hold on him had found a chink in his seem ngly invincible arnour.

X he was weak, had succumbed to numerous tenptations and he'd do it again.
He'd join themin their Wl purgi snacht unholy feast, resign hinself to being
one of them because there was nothing he could do about it He would not fight
against it.

He felt hinmself starting to relax. Evil had found its own |evel; he wasn't
fighting it anynore. He was becom ng drowsy, eyes closing. Hi s nmind was
calmer, his breathing slower. He mght just have been going to sleep
Everything seened so tranquil, such a natural state of affairs.

Subconsci ously he knew he was on the brink. A void where there was

i npenetrabl e darkness, utter silence. Then a light, far off, becom ng
brighter. Dazzling, blinding, making himcringe. H s relaxation cane back in a
soot hi ng wave and he was listening intently, waiting for sonmething, a signa

of sonme ki nd naybe

He had no recollection of having received that signal, only that he was

novi ng. Airborne, hovering up agai nst the chapel ceiling | ooking down on his
own sl eepi ng body, noting the peaceful ness of his own expression. He had done
it, he could travel where he fancied with no chains to fetter him

He was naked but instantly clothed hinmself, a drab office-type suit; it would
do for now One last |ook down at that coffin and its hi deous contents. For
the monment Louis Nevillon was dead; he could not follow

Sabat was outside, nowin the formof a hovering kestrel poised above the tiny
chapel, so insignificant anmidst the giant pines. He del ayed, al nost decided to
try and find Madel ei ne and Andre Schnid. The latter would be at the comune
only a mle or two away; the former could be anywhere. It was not worth
wasting the linmted tinme at his disposal to try and find her. No purpose woul d
be served if he did. He knew only too well where he had to go.

Soaring. Alternately thick cloud and bright spring sunlight, the land bel ow
hi m beconing so distant that it was al nost indistinguishable. He hastened on
his way, a peregrine falcon travelling with the speed of an archer's bolt, a
new urgency to his journey.

Once he passed anot her soul, a m ddl e-aged woman with a saggi ng winkl ed body.
A recent death, perhaps only mnutes ago, and she was totally unaware of her
nudity. Eventually she would | earn how to clothe herself. She had received a
sumons and she was answering it to the exclusion of all else.

After a time Sabat saw nobody at all, just endless blue skies. Eternity that
began sonewhere and ended nowhere. You just accepted it and kept going, didn't
t hi nk about it.

Just one nonent of apprehension. Could he find the place he sought?
Circunstances were different, he was different. Then relief as ahead of him he
spi ed the burning wastel and of a desert that was akin to eternity itself, a
parched | andscape that went on and on. A place he recognised!

Sabat alighted, changing back to human form a warrior clad only in a tattered
| oi ncl oth. Indeed he would have been as well naked. His bare feet scuffled the
hot sand and as he | ooked down he found hinself tensing, draw ng back, wanting
to flee. H's skin was a dark hue, al nbost negroid black. A strangled cry
escaped his lips, a trenor ran through him |eft himshaking. But, of course,
it had to be this way. In this land there were only two races, the



fair-skinned warriors of CGood, the dark ones of Evil. In the astral he had no
choi ce. He now bel onged to the scattered forces of Iniquity who were fighting
a ceaseless battle; victors one day, vanquished the next. The eternal struggle
of Armageddon where souls suffered and died but rose again to fight the
foll ow ng day.

Sabat was weary, wal king with bowed head. The sweat on his body evaporated as
soon as it was formed, his throat was parched, constantly tortured by mrages
of lakes and streanms. This was hell itself, its fires that huge ball of
scorching flames in the sky above.

He cane to the scene of this day's battle, scarcely gave it a glance as he

pi cked his way between the strewn bodies. Dark-and |ight-skinned |ay entw ned
after their bitter hand-to-hand struggle, deathlocked, the only novenent

bl oated vul tures gorging thenmsel ves on human carrion, watching this newconer,

willing himto stunble and fall so that their razor beaks coul d gouge and tear
the flesh from his bones.

Sabat continued on his way, no |longer trying to neasure di stances as he had
once done when he first started conming here. For this was a tinel ess place on
the borders of eternity and only the Day of Judgenent would bring it all to a
hal t.

The corpses were fewer now, just those that had fled and col |l apsed with the
heat and the agony of their wounds. On into the desert, the sun past its
zenith, scrub trees beginning to cast the first of the eveni ng shadows.

Those shadows were | engt heni ng when Sabat canme upon the ruined city, crunbling
edifices towering above a wall that had | ong collapsed in places. He clanbered
over the rubble, nore wary now because this was a place he had not visited
previously, a sacked city where the inhabitants had either been slain or fled.
Dereliction all around him sun-whitened bones littering the streets, no sign
of life because even the vultures had deserted this place when the flesh was
all gone.

Sabat did not know why he had come this far. He had just wandered on searching
for sonething. Oten in past visits he had conme upon groups of survivors from
both sides, or loners crawing away to die. Today it seened that nobody was

| eft. Arnageddon had destroyed itself!

He |ingered, would have returned to his physical body had it not lain in that
deserted chapel along with that terrible guillotined corpse. He had his
freedom even in a burned-up land that was sonething to be savoured. He didn't
want to go back.

Suddenly he heard a sound, a faint noise that seemed loud in a | and of eterna
silence, a whisper that hung in the still atnosphere, a rasping cry of
despair. Sabat wheel ed, saw a gapi ng black void in the ground that m ght have
been the entrance to eternal damation itself, a jagged hol e down which a
flight of broken steps disappeared in the darkness.

He stepped forward, experienced a fleeting sensation of terror but shrugged it
off. It mght be a trap but it was unlikely. He peered down into those black
dept hs, heard rasping breaths and the rattling of phlegmin tortured |ungs.
Slow y, he began to descend.

At first the darkness was inpenetrable but as he progressed it becane |ighter
a murky greyness akin to that of a foggy Novenmber norning. He knew not whence
the Iight canme, but had long since |learned to accept everything in this
hellish Iand. Down and down, the steps twi sting and treacherous, until at



length he arrived in an el ongated dungeon that also seemed to have no end. The
contrast in tenperature had hi mshivering and he had al nost decided to

recl othe hinmself in warnmer garments when he spied the man sl unped agai nst the
wal . And even as he stared in anazement Sabat saw the head mpve, raising up
wi de eyes that mirrored pain and hopel essness.

The other's skin was of a pallid texture and even a warrior of darkness

chai ned down here for long periods could not have had so sickly a conpl exion
Long fair hair or was it grey? It was difficult to be sure in this half-1light.
Wasted flesh had rendered the frane virtually skel etal

"I knew sonebody woul d cone one day.' The voice was strained yet nmellow '
heard your footsteps above, stranger, yet even you cannot help nme for | cannot
return to ny own people. | see you are one of the dark ones.'

"Why are you here?' Sabat was curious, noted that this man was not chained to
the wall |ike the |ong-dead skel etons he could see on the other side. 'Surely
you coul d have escaped. Even frail as you are, you could have crawl ed up those
steps into the open!’

"No, | cannot, | dare not |eave here.' A pathetic whine.

"Can you not return to the white-skinned forces who live and die daily?
Sabat's eyes narrowed and agai n he suspected a trick of sone kind. This nman
was neither senile nor so weak that he could not flee, and the way was cl ear
to himif he so w shed.

"I can neither seek help fromdark nor light." A constricted sob. 'You see, ny
friend, | ama traitor. | have served both sides in turn.'

' Ch?' Sabat experienced an unexpected twi nge of guilt. Mark or Quentin Sabat,
there was a parallel. It m ght have been hinsel f, weakened and pallid on the
fl oor before him

"It is true enough.' Breath expelled in anguish. "I fought on the plains

al ongsi de ny own kind. Then one day | was captured. | expected to be put to
the sword but instead | was offered nmy life in exchange for ny services. At
the tine | could not see what harmthere was in it, for the warriors of both
sides are countless, but soon it was too late and | realised my nistake, ny
unforgi vabl e treachery. | became an outcast, a beggar of the streets, kicked
and spat upon by both races in their contenpt. Now | serve nobody, not even
myself. If | could die then | would do so gladly but there is no death here,
only eternal strife and struggle. | shall always be a traitor and here | rnust
hide forever fromthe eyes of all. Learn frommy fate, stranger. A warrior can
only serve one faction el se he destroys hinsel f.'

Sabat nodded, turned away, knew why he had sought out this nanel ess sufferer
As he energed into the weakeni ng sunlight above he wi shed that he had asked
the other's nane. It might have been Mark. Or Quentin. But there was no tine
to return now and perhaps it was better not to know

A sudden sense of urgency. He had experienced it on occasions before, a
realisation that he had to hurry, that a return to his nortal body was
i nperative. A kind of instinct.

The | oincloth was exchanged for the feathers of a peregrine falcon once nore,
a fierce bird of prey that hurtled through thick cloud and cl ear skies,
scattering smaller birds with shrill cries of fear as it neared the earth. A
flock of hom ng pigeons parted to allow hi mpassage, their uncanny radar

di sturbed so that they flew round aimessly in circles before bunching up



agai n.

Sabat saw the |lake first, a shimrering sheet of water sparkling in bright
sunlight, reflecting the wooded nount ai ns which towered above it. Veered,

ri sing steeply, swooping when he spotted the tiny insignificant chapel buried
am dst the dark forest. Sonething else too, a noving shiny orange shape that
wound its way up the nuddy cart-track. For sone reason Madel ei ne Gaufridi was
returning in the VW H s inexplicable astral warning systemhad not failed
hi m

Wth only seconds to spare he entered his slunbering body, jerked it back to a
state of wake fullness. A few benmused seconds and then he renenbered
everything, was sitting up when Madel ei ne burst in through the door

"Slothful cochon!' her eyes blazed with anger. 'A guard, and yet you sleep the
day away. And with danger immnent, too!’

She turned, stalked towards the |lead coffin. 'Here, give me a hand. W nust be
sure that everything is all right.'

Sabat gripped the edge of the heavy lid, felt an icy col dness spreading from
his fingertips to the rest of his body. He grunted, exerted his nuscles and
the Iid cane up slowy.

"Ah, it is ... Look? Madeleine Gaufridi alnost fainted, her features

bl anchi ng, pointing down at the body which lay now only partially wapped in
its blanket shroud. 'Look, Sabat, don 'tyou see what's happened? My Louis
lives even in death. H's powers have not deserted hin'

Sabat saw. And what he saw nearly had himslanming the coffin lid shut. The
head and body, separated by the heavy sharp bl ade of the guillotine, had
joined thensel ves together again! Just a wi de bloody scar ringing the neckline
and even that appeared to be healing!

CHAPTER TEN

"It is not possible.' Madeleine's features were trenbling with a shaky
frightened snile. 'And yet with nmy beloved all things have been possi bl e,

al ways. He is preparing to rise on Wl purgi snacht of his own accord. It is not
the flesh which we nust eat but that of another human being. And Louis will
join us at the feast!'

Sabat dropped the Iid the last few inches and it thudded shut, vibrating the
candl esti cks which stood on the ghastly stove that served as an altar. He,
too, was trenbling.

"But that is not why | returned so soon,1 she snapped. 'Sabat, there is danger
and we nust change our plans. Once again there is a detective on our trail,
but not an ordinary one this time. H s nanme is Pieter Daunay and even now he



is heading this way. Centuries ago he woul d have been feared as the
Wtchfinder, for he specialises in harassing satanic cults. | have spoken wth
Andre and then hurried back here. You nmust see to it that Pieter Daunay does
not | eave these nountains aliver

Sabat hoped his expression did not give himaway. Wth an effort he controlled
his facial muscles, even raised his eyebrows in amazenent. 'Surely one man
cannot instil such fear into a followi ng as powerful as Andre Schm d's!’

"He is cunning, this man. Sone say he has supernatural powers but | have an
open mnd on that. Anyway, he nust be annihilated w thout delay, Sabat!’

Sabat nodded, his face still inmpassive. In his mnd he saw Daunay again, a
slimfellowin his md-thirties whose exceedi ngly handsome | ooks were spoil ed
by an unfortunate hunp-back. Devilishly shrewd, with a nose for things that

ot her detectives overl ooked. Once he got on a scent he never gave up, hunting
down his prey like a bloodthirsty stoat on the trail of a rabbit. Sabat had
met him worked with himonce, and Daunay had cl ained the credit. That was
fine by Sabat, but now it seenmed there was a direct confrontation | oomng. It
was not a pl easant prospect.

"Al'l right,' Sabat nodded slowy. "I'lIl get himbut I'lIl have to do it ny own
way. Any idea where he's hangi ng out?

'"He's booked in at the Hotel de |la Paix on Miseggstrasse by the Al penstrasse.
He checked in yesterday afternoon, and according to the information | received
he has gone wal king in the nmountains. Wich nmeans he knows we are hereabouts
and has al ready begun to | ook for us.'

"Il start right away.' Sabat tapped the conforting weight of the «38 in his
shoul der holster. 1'll need to take the van though.'

'"OF course.' Afaint smile twitched the corners of Madel ei ne's nouth. ' Report
to Andre at the commune when you have been successful, but it is inperative
t hat Daunay is renoved by Wl purgi snacht. Good luck... Quentin!'

Sabat flinched as though she had delivered hima physical blow Then he was
wal ki ng out towards the van, feeling her eyes boring into his back, follow ng
the erratic course of the VWwuntil it was | ost to her view anongst the tal
pines. Only then did he relax slightly.

Sabat did not bother checking out the Hotel de la Paix. It would not have
served any purpose, because had Daunay been there it would only have served to
warn him and if he was gone, as appeared to be the case, then there was no
point It was unlikely that an investigator of Daunay's calibre would | eave his
itinerary with a receptioni st

In all probability the detective had already |inked the nongol's di sappearance
with the cannibal cult; he mght even have know edge of the small disused
chapel in the nountains.

Sabat parked the van just off the Zurich-Strasse. Christ, the vehicle stil
stank of death Iike an undertakers' wagon. He |ocked it up, breathed in the
sweet fresh nountain air and sauntered across into the d acier Garden. He had
no plans and at the noment he wasn't naking any. He just needed tinme away from
t he atnosphere of Louis Nevillon. A chance to relax, to gather his thoughts.

H s hand strayed to his pocket, |ocated the yell owed-bl ackened meer schaum pi pe
and a pouch that still had some of his sweet-scented mixture left init. The
t obacco had gone dry, crackled and burned hot when he lit it. He drew sone of



t he snmoke down into his lungs, let it out slowy in twin streans through his
nostrils. He did not cough, it did not taste rancid, instead it gave hima
faint feeling of exhilaration. He had got the effects of the pneunonia out of
his lungs. He was getting stronger; alnmost ready to fight back. Three days and
it woul d be WAl purgi snacht. Tinme was running out.

In spite of the urgency, Sabat experienced a feeling of |lethargy. Tiredness
but not exhaustion. The sun was warm and he strolled over to an ornanental
seat, |lowered hinmself down on to it. It would have been so easy to have slept,
his eyelids starting to droop.

You nust find Daunay and kill hin

He jerked, heard Quentin's rasping whisper. God, he could just wal k away from
here now but he'd never be free of his brother's soul, a devilish possession
that would follow himto the ends of the earth. OK he'd kill Pieter Daunay,
but not right now This was not a matter to be rushed.

Drowsy, idly trying to forrmul ate sone kind of plan. It would be futile to go

| ooking for the investigator; in which case the investigator nust conme to him
Whi ch neant a vigil in the region of the other's hotel. Sabat could not safely
kill himthere, so he nmust lure himaway. It would not be easy because Daunay
was no ordinary man. Nerves of steel, ruthless. The Sabat calibre; it was |like
hunti ng hi nsel f.

OK, that was settled then. He'd tell himhe'd discovered the Swi ss hideout of
the canni bal cult. Which was true. Sabat smiled to hinself, felt his eyelids

droop another mllinmetre. Lead himup into the nountains. One shot, or even a
karate blow, so easy if his victi mwas unaware.

He'd be asleep in a nmonent. A hazy view of tourists wandering to and fro |ike
contented cattle over rich meadow |l and. Browsing, tired like hinself.

' Sabat .’

H's own nanme hit himlike a deluge of cold water, instantly fully awake,

refl exes that renmenbered SAS days alnmost throwing himflat in anticipation of
raki ng terrorist machine-gun fire. Tautening, seeing the man who stood before
himwith a faint smle on his handsonme tanned face. Springy hair that blew in
t he warm breeze, odd flecks of grey in it that hadn't been there the last tine
Sabat had seen him And that hunp seened to have grown bigger, spoiling the
overall picture of a masculinity that nost nmen envi ed.

" Daunay.' Mark Sabat expelled his breath slowy. 'Pieter Daunay! And who the
hel | woul d have expected to find you idling the day away in the tranquillity
of the d acier Garden?

"And the sanme could be said of you, ny friend.' Daunay eased his body across
and | owered hinmsel f down on the seat al ongside Sabat, that unfortunate
deformty maki ng the nmovenent seemungainly. 'l knew we'd be neeting up before
very long."'

"I had the same uncanny feeling myself.' Sabat stared into pale blue eyes that
m ssed not hing; not even the faintest reaction escaped the Frenchman who was
dubbed ' The Wtchfinder'. 'Doubtless you are hot on the trail of this

organi sation the newspapers refer to as the Cannibal Cult’

'Li ke yoursel f, Sabat,' a short laugh. 'And unless | am badly m staken you
have al ready encountered t hem



"I have.' Sabat's expression was inpassive, again waiting for the other to
make the first nove

"In Interl aken where a nman named Etoine was killed by a karate kick which had
all the hallmarks of a British SAS attack?' Daunay |aughed faintly. 'Tell ne,
Sabat, is this your investigation or theirs? Are the SAS in on this?

"Dyou think 1'd tell you if it was theirs? Sabat countered. 'Neverthel ess,
Pieter, our trails have nerged. Teammork woul d be easier than two separate
attacking prongs. W night get in each other's way.'

"True. Tell ne about Etoine. Was it really necessary to kill hin?' Eyebrows
raised in a nock reprimand. 'Not that your nane has been linked with it. That
was purely ny own conclusion. The fool took the bit between his teeth, as you
Engl i sh say, and blundered in where such as you or |, Sabat, 'would have noved
nore cautiously. Al the same, | did not think it was necessary for himto
have died for his foolishness.'

"I did not know who he was.' Sabat held the gaze of those cold blue eyes

unwaveringly. 'This may sound a weak excuse, Pieter, but | have been ill and
"Pneumpni a,' the other interrupted. '|I have checked you out. But forgive e, |
interrupt.’

"Pneumponia it was,' Sabat replied. 'My real reason for coming to the continent
is to recuperate. But then | net this girl who spun nme this story about... '

' The convent at Ai x-en-Provence,' Daunay | aughed harshly. ' Madel ei ne Gaufridi
or Madel ei ne de Demandol x de la Palud. O, to give her her real nane Marie
Boulle. Certainly part of what she told you was true. She introduced

| esbianismto the convent to underm ne the authority of the Mther Superior
and to destroy the faith of the young nuns. She was rapidly spreading her own
beliefs and had she not been forced to fiee fromthere | amcertain that the
ultimate depravity

woul d have ensued. She is no ordinary girl, Sabat, take it fromne. If Satan
ever had a daughter that girl is his own offspring.'

"It figures.' Sabat began refilling his nmeerschaum felt the sudden craving
for tobacco after weeks of abstinence growing stronger. 'I killed the one
known as Etoi ne because | assumed himto be sonme devilish eneny of the girl
Take it fromme, Pieter, in a nountain forest at night one does not trifle
with an attacker.'

"True. But how did the girl manage to dupe you?

"My awareness and intuitions were dulled by ny illness,' Sabat went on, 'and
by the time | realised what was going on | decided I'd stick along and take
the opportunity to sort this cult out. Wich is exactly what | am doi ng now
and two of us working together will make that task very much easier.'’

"You know where they are hiding out?" A wolfish eagerness showed on Daunay's
features.

"Yes. And they have the body of Louis Nevillon there.'
"Mon Dieu!' Pieter Daunay smacked his hands together. '|I guessed it, | guessed

it. And nost surely they will be feasting on that corpse three nights from
now '



"That is exactly what they plan to do.' Sabat's adnmiration for the other's
astuteness snowed in his snile. "But tell ne, Pieter, are things as serious as
| think they are?

'"Wrse.' The Frenchman's voice dropped to a whisper, glancing furtively about
himto ensure that no tourist was within earshot. A line of cannibalismthat
goes back to the days of Silvain Nevillon, reincarnation brought about by the
eating of the dead so that they |lived again.'

"One up on the Cochon Gris!' Sabat's lips were a thin bloodless line. 'I am
learning all the tine.'

" You know where they are hiding. Tell ne!’

'No,"' Sabat shook his head slowy. 'I have a score to settle, Pieter, believe
me. You are the one man in the world whom | would trust to acconpany ne back
there tonight.'

"I see.' There was a flicker of suspicion for a second in Daunay's piercing
eyes. 'l renmenber your brother Quentin, Sabat!'’

Sabat felt his stomach constricting, the blood draining fromhis face, rasping
| aught er somewhere inside him 'l killed him He was as evil as Nevillon.'

'"Quite so. |, too, was on his trail. | found the body in that grave in the
nmount ai ns. There was evi dence of necromantic rites in the clearing, sone
peasant corpses that had been interred in unconsecrated ground and then
exhuned by your brother. Quentin's body was unrecogni sabl e, his head bl own
apart by revolver bullets. | wasn't sure which of the Sabats it was. It m ght
have been you, ny friend, nurdered by your brother Quentin still free. You
killed him however, and did the world a favour. But, Sabat, do you realise
exactly what your devilish brother was doing with those bodies?

"Attenpting to raise the dead in much the sane way that in Haiti the bocors
and houngans have zonbies to trade as cheap | abour."

"No, nmy friend, nothing quite so sinple. Quentin Sabat was an associ ate of
Louis Nevillon. Together they were addicted to human nmeat and had al r eady
conspired to spread canni balismthroughout the world. Your brother had buried
t hose peasants whom he had nurdered in the same way that a hunter buries his
veni son, in order to bring out the flavour in the flesh. Those graves were his
| arderr

Sabat al most threw up, clutching at the seat with hands that trenbl ed. He knew
t hat Daunay spoke the truth; the detective had no reason to lie. Suddenly it
all fitted together, a jigsaw that had been scattered for years and was now
being slotted into place. Quentin had been a friend of Louis Nevillon's, who
in turn had Marie Boulle as his mstress. A nest of cannibals. Now Quentin
lived again in the body of Sabat, who had al so feasted on human fl esh. He was
as bad as the others. But once you kill Pieter Daunay your secret will be

saf el

"I will take you to their hideout tonight.' Sabat spoke slowy, tried to
harness his shocked and reeling senses.

' Good,' Daunay smiled. 'By the way, a nongol child was kidnapped in Zurich
yesterday afternoon. | have reason to believe that the cult was responsible
for this. If | amcorrect then the boy is already dead.'

'They ate himl' Not just a statement; a confession



"Andrew! ' Accusing eyes that would detect the slightest lie.
'"Myself, too. | had no choice, Pieter, believe ne.'
"I believe you.'

"This man Andre Schmid,' Sabat said. 'A hippy commune | eader but so powerful.

Al nmost as powerful as... as Louis Nevillon.'

"Not quite, but he will be.' The Wtchfinder's eyes narrowed, his tanned
conpl exi on seemed to pale. "But if the Nevillon legend is true, then of those
who devour his flesh one of themw || beconme the Beast of France. Apart from
the sheer revulsion of it I, for one, would not care to be partaking of that
unhol y banquet on WAl purgi snacht. As for Schmid... well, he also has nuch to

answer for. Aleft-wing terrorist, he has diversified from car-bonbs and such
things to an alliance with the dark powers and they appear to have accepted
himas a disciple. Pray God, Sabat, that we shall be in time to prevent this

Wal pur gi snacht feast, for if it comes about the ultimate in evil will result,
a coalition of malevolence in hell and on earth. A n unstoppable power will be
unl eashed on the world and cannibalismw Il spread with the rapidity of a

cont agi ous pl ague?

Sabat was waiting on the Schwei zeshof beside Lake Lucerne as the sinking
evening sun turned the waters a rich golden colour. So peaceful, it was

i npossible to believe that the com ng night held such perils. He sauntered
casual ly, watching every blue Peugeot that came al ong. Every other car on the
road toni ght seemed to be a Peugeot. Eventually one of themwould draw into
the kerb and Pi eter Daunay woul d be behind the wheel

And the Wtchfinder nmust be killed! Not just because Andre Schm d and
Madel ei ne Gaufridi (Sabat still preferred to think of her by her first nane,
renenber their neeting up on the Jungfrau when she displayed all the innocence
of a young nun fleeing fromher own consci ence) denanded it. But because that
was the only way Quentin Sabai's unholy secret could be protected ..

H s anger mounted, a seething fury that had his whol e body trenbling, his
vision a distorted red haze so that he was scarcely aware of the blue Peugeot
gliding into the kerb, the hunchbacked driver reaching behind to open the rear
door.

Just another driver offering a pedestrian a lift, sonething that happened a
hundred tines a day in Lucerne and el sewhere. The car pulled away, edged into
the steady stream of traffic.

Sabat's fury sinmered, his eyes riveted on the hunped figure behind the wheel
An eneny, a dangerous one; one who had already neddled in the affairs of his
famly. He had to be eliminated; but not right now.

Sabat got his anger under control, a tine-bonb ticking away inside him He
could easily have made an excuse and got Daunay to stop the car, shot him and
dragged himinto the forest which bordered the road. For a nunber of reasons
he bided his time. A slight hesitancy, but he woul d expel that before they
reached the nmountains; he did not even understand why he was uncertain. He had
no consci ence where killing was concerned. Secondly, he wanted to present
Madel ei ne and Andre Schm d with undoubted proof that he had carried out his
assignment. A kind of personal pride in his own ruthless efficiency.

Sabat stroked the butt of his revolver in its holster beneath his coat, gave a
sigh of satisfaction and nestled hinmself confortably in a corner of the back



seat

Pi et er Daunay changed down to second gear and the Peugeot began the ascent of
the steep mountain road, entering a | and of darkness where unspeakabl e evil

[ urked.

Sabat smled to hinself. Soon it would be tine to kill

CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE ROAD was rising very steeply now, a 1:4 gradient. The Peugeot's engine
stuttered, picked up again. Pieter Daunay's hand rested on the gear |ever,
ready to change down to bottom

"How much further? he grunted, the first tine either of them had spoken since
t he suburbs of Lucerne had fallen away behind them its lights shielded by the
dark mountain forests, just a faint orange glow in the night sky behind.

"Not far.' There was a sudden eagerness about Sabat's voice.' Somewhere on the

left after this next bend. Slow down or you'll mss it. It's only a gap in the
trees but there's a track leading up fromit. W'd better pull off the road
there and go the rest of the way on foot, otherwi se they' |l hear the engine

and see the lights.'

The only sign that Daunay had heard was that he braked, slowed down to 20
k.p.h,, head turned to the left, searching for the conceal ed track am dst the
trees.

"There it is.

The Frenchman swung t he wheel over, the tyres sinking into the soft grass,
starting to spin. The Peugeot slewed, nearly struck a tree. Reversing, alnost
getting stuck; a narrow angle but eventually the car finished up pointing back
the way it had cone. Engine and lights died, plunging everywhere into a sudden
eerie black silence.

"It is best to caterfor all eventualities,' PieterDaunay said, easing open the
door. 'Just in case we have to nake a qui ck getaway, Sabat.'

Sabat hesitated, let his eyesight become accustonmed to the darkness of the
forest. A half moon and scuddi ng cl ouds cast patches of faint silvery light,

t he shadows i npenetrabl e as though they hid a thousand evils. The silence hung
heavy, not so much as a rustling of a tiny nocturnal creature. Tonight
everything was afraid to venture forth,

'Lead the way,' Daunay's whisper was terse. 'I amright behind you.*

Sabat nmoved, his SAS training taking over, a shadow that glided and merged
with the other shadows. The flesh on the back of his neck prickled for a



mul titude of reasons. Daunay was as dangerous as he was hinsel f and he woul d
have preferred to have his conpani on where he could see him However, to have
suggested that the Frenchman | ead the way woul d have been ridi cul ous and
aroused suspicion. This was truly a ganme of cat and nouse.

Daunay mnust be elimnated! Quentin's remi nder of his mssion had Sabat's
stomach tightening like it was being crushed in a bout of colic. He would kil
Daunay- but what then? Just himand Madel ei ne and that awful corpse which had
al ready begun to repair its guillotine nutilation. Madel ei ne claimed Louis
Nevillon would rise on Wl purgi snacht, that his body would not be eaten, that
he woul d join themin an unholy, obscene, nauseating banquet. Wose body woul d
t hey eat then?

"How far?' Pieter Daunay was inmpatient. Their feet had to be forcibly dragged
fromthe treacly nud. 'Could we not wal k through the forest?

"I only know this way,' Sabat replied. 'W cannot risk becomng |lost It should
not be far now.'

They seemed to have been wal king for hours but in reality it had probably been
no nmore than twenty mnutes; progress that was slow, pausing every few yards
to listen - but there was only an unbroken silence. As though these whole
nmount ai ns were waiting for something to happen

A bend in the track where a |l arge pool of nuddy rai nwater had formed. They
skirted it, clutching at some overhanging prickly larch branches as they trod
a precarious route along the grassy sides of the path. Sabat's breathing was
shal l ow; the clearing in which the old chapel stood was only a matter of
twenty yards ahead of them He pulled up abruptly and Daunay bunped into him
al nrost slipped into the nmud, cursed beneath his breath. 'What have you stopped
for, Sabat?" 'W are alnpst there. Another few yards and we shall see the
chapel .' Sabat turned but Daunay was just an outline against the trees, his
face bathed in shadow that hid his expression

'Move on then. Let us get it over and done with!' 'Pieter, we have not planned
this far. They may well know of our comi ng for their powers are extraordi nary.
W could be walking into a trap.'

"Atrap set by you, Sabat? An evil associate sent to lure ne to their den of
evil?'" Daunay | aughed grimy.

Sabat tensed, the accusation piercing himlike a sword thrust. He was at a
di sadvant age, his enemny behind himand alerted. 'No, of course not. I...'

Sabat caught his breath as sonething hard and round dug painfully into the
smal |l of his back. He recognised it instantly, knew that he had left it too
| ate. The hunted had becone the hunter. A faint netallic click as the safety
catch on Pieter Daunay's automatic was pushed forward.

"I would not hesitate to shoot you, Sabat, and | think you know that. A gane
of schene and counter-schene but | think | have outwitted you. Now that you
have brought ne to this place | have no further use for you. However, if there
is atrap prepared inside that chapel, then it is you who will walk into it.
Wal k slowy and keep your hands where | can see them' Sabat took a step
forward. He thought about the <38 in its hol ster but knew he had no chance of
drawing it; not against a man |like Pieter Daunay, this Wtchf mder who m ght
have stepped out of the m ddl e ages was not blurring.

The pressure of the gun on Sabat's spine was pushing himforward, noving him
like sone electronically controlled automaton. He forced his brain to work,



trying desperately to fornulate some kind of plan - but there wasn't any. He
was a puppet being controll ed.

He stared ahead, saw the di m shape of the tiny chapel. Faint streaks of |ight

shafted out of the cracks in the ill-fitting door. The black candles stil
burned. Obvi ously Madel eine was still in there; Sabat had taken the van and
unl ess Schm d and his followers had been and fetched her away she still had to

be there. Alone with the ghastly remains of the Beast of France.

Sabat's mind was reeling. He wondered if anything had transpired during his
absence. The way the severed head appeared to have knitted back on to the
shoul ders was sonet hing that defied expl anation, did not bear thinking about.
Instinctively he pulled up, found hinmself wanting to flee this place, but
Daunay's gun ground into himmaliciously. 'Keep going or 1'll shoot you down
here!"’

Ten yards fromthe door. Five. Listening. There was no sound to be heard. The
aut omati ¢ prodded hi m agai n. Daunay was wasting no time on a reconnai ssance;
he was going straight in there

Sabat's fingers found the latch, lifted it silently. Then in one novenent he
flung the door w de open

He did not know what he had been expecting, had tried not to think about it.
Madel ei ne Gaufridi certainly. Possibly naked, the coffin Iid w de open, the
girl raising herself up in shocked surprise fromwhere she had been engaged in
an awful kiss with the dead. O el se she m ght have been fully cl ot hed,
reclining on the blankets.

Instead the interior of the chapel was enpty, no sign of Madel eine. An
anticlimx that had Sabat's brain nunbed, not understanding. The girl should
have been there but she wasn't. Perhaps she was hiding; there were only two
possi bl e pl aces. The oven which served as an altar, and that |ead coffin.

'"Where are they?' there was anger in Daunay's hiss, the gun still jabbed hard
into Sabat. 'Is this sonme kind of trick, Sabat?

'No.' Sabat gl anced about him had that unnerving feeling that they were being
wat ched from... sonewhere. 'The girl should be around. She coul dn't have gone
far.'

' Then we nust | ook.' Daunay noved lithely, wal king sideways around Sabat so
that not for one second was the automatic veered fromits target. 'We will
start with this!'

Daunay worked with his left hand, transferring the candles to a shelf then
tuggi ng the black tapestries free, flinging theminto a heap on the floor. He
j erked open the door of the cooker, winkled his nose in disgust. 'Ugh, the
ultimate in revul sion. Doubtless this spilled fat is all that remains of the
nmongol boy now that his bones have been cast out for the foxes and rats.
Not hi ng here, so that |eaves only one place to | ook!'

Sabat wanted to scream' For God's sake, no' as he saw Pieter Daunay attenpting
tolift the coffin lid one-handed, beads of perspiration standing out on the
Frenchman's forehead.

Sabat closed his eyes. He didn't want to see, never again wanted to gaze upon
those terrible features. He heard the lid go back on its hinges, vibrate. A
cry came from Daunay's |ips that was probably the nearest the investigator
ever got to terror. 'Mother of God! It cannot be but it is. The head is



rejoined to the body as though it had never been parted!’

Pi eter Daunay's attention was now focused on Sabat again, stepping nearer as
t hough he wanted to be away from that hideous corpse.

"Well, the girl is not here. Nobody is here. In which case, Sabat, we shal
have to be patient and await their return.

Nei t her you nor | are |eaving here.'

Sabat nodded dunbly and, at the other's gesture, |lowered hinmself slowy down
into one of the straight-backed chairs by the trestle table. Daunay hitched
hinself on to the table, one |l eg swinging, his features harsh and unrel enting.
Suddenly he smled, an expression that seened to be forced, notivating
hinsel f, having to fight off a deep inner fear

'The end of the road for the Cannibal Cult, Sabat!' he | aughed, a holl ow
sound. ' And for you?

They waited in silence, eyes that nmet and burned hatred, both of them
i stening but hearing nothing.

The ni ght hours passed slowy. Sabat watched the candl es burning | ower,
spluttering in their own spilled wax. Daybreak could not be far off. Wat
woul d Daunay do when nobody cane? But sonebody had to cone sonetinme because
they woul d not | eave Nevillon's body unguarded for |ong. Wl purgi snacht was
now j ust over forty-eight hours away. The cult would not risk their ultinmate
tri unph.

He saw Daunay shiver, shuddered hinself. It had gone very cold. Those candl es
were now down to a nere stub, flickering as though caught in a sudden draught
And in that instant Sabat realised

"Look out!' his shout had the Frenchman jerking to his feet, finger curling
around the trigger of his pistol. 'Daunay for God's sake run! Run before it's
too late. Cet outsider

'Stay where you are!' Pieter Daunay junped to bar the other's way to the door
"Don't try it, Sabat!’

A waft of icy wind from somewhere extingui shed both candl es and at the hei ght
of his terror Sabat flung hinself sideways and down. A vivid stab of flane
monentarily lit up the roomas Daunay fired, and that split second was enough
for Sabat to see and understand.

A thing so grotesque that it defied nmortal logic was outlined in the flash.
Human in shape, its features mercifully bathed in shadow ot herw se Sabat's
brai n woul d have snapped. Aninal-like grunts and a stench that was a m xture
of putrefaction and excreta. And death!

Sabat rolled over, tried to pray but that was something that Quentin could not
do. Utter blackness in a freezing atnosphere. He covered his face, resigned

hi nsel f to sone unthinkable fate; heard Daunay screaming. Yells of terror that
died away to an inbecilic babble.

Then total silence. Sabat did not try to hold on to consci ousness. He wanted
neither to see nor hear

He wanted to die. Quickly.



CHAPTER TWELVE

SABAT COULD not believe that he was still alive. Neither could he accept that
he still had the use of his brain, that he was able to recognise his
surroundings in the harsh Iight of a new day.

He didn't want to | ook but he had to; a fearful glance that took in the whole
of the interior of the chapel. Those burned-out candl es |ying on the floor
The lead coffin, its |lid now shut!

And Pieter Daunay also still lived! The French investigator was sitting in the
furthest cornerof the room a bowed, broken figure staring vacantly around
him d azed eyes that saw but did not understand, a slack nouth that vainly
tried to speak, while the only sounds it managed to utter were

i nconpr ehensi bl e child-1ike babblings.

"Pieter!' Sabat rose to his knees, felt dizzy. 'Pieter, are you all right? Can
you hear ne, man?'

The ot her gave no sign that he had heard, just continued to stare blankly,
still nmuttering to hinself. Cringing, pressing hinself back against the wall
as though he was trying to hide from sone invisible horror

Sabat sank back down to the floor. CGod, he should have realised, Mdel ei ne was
gone but the cult had not left Nevillon's corpse unguarded; dark forces nore
powerful than they had kept watch. Daunay's m nd was gone; physically he was
no better than a spastic. But why Daunay and not hinsel f? Wiy had they chosen
to spare Sabat, to let himenerge unscathed from... from what?

O course! Sabat groaned his hel pl essness, his utter futility as he
under st ood. They had spared hi m because he was Quentin, one of them an

associ ate of Louis Nevillon. Evil had protected evil because they still needed
him And he was as much a prisoner here as if he had been manacled to the

wal I'!

The di zzi ness passed. A faint buzzing that seened to be inside his head, but
suddenly he realised it was not. It was the engine of some vehicle; |ouder

com ng cl oser. \Werever Madel ei ne had been she had returned. The slaming of a
door, soft footsteps approaching the chapel. The click of the latch..

It was Madel eine all right, tight-1ipped, white-faced, seething w th anger
Her gl ance took in everything, Sabat uncertain of hinself, strangely nervous;
Daunay sitting on the floor playing with his fingers, an idiotic grin on his
face. H's hunp seenmed to have grown still nore, a deforned child who reninded
Sabat of the nobngol boy.

"Fool!'" she hissed. 'Cochon! Traitor! You sought to betray us and for that you
shal | pay dearly!'’



Sabat found hinmself licking his lips, trying to think of excuses. That
nmonentary fight-back had deserted him He was Quentin again. '"I... | brought
himhere ... didn't 17

"Your orders were to externminate him Instead you thought to use himto
overthrow us. Andre feared that you mght, that was why | was renoved from
here and a greater power left to guard ny bel oved.'

"This man is both dangerous and cl ever,' Sabat was regai ning some of his
conposure. 'He forced nme here at gunpoint.’

"Lies!' she spat, a blob of spittle hitting himon the cheek. 'Neverthel ess,
all is not lost. Now you rmust annihilate himin the way that is known best to
our followers!'

"I... |..." Sabat bl anched.

"Do as | order you. Start fuelling the fire.' Wth a deft novenent she flicked
the black tapestries fromthe altar, sent the enpty candl esticks spinning. 'Do
you dare to disobey ne... Quentin?

Sabat recoiled as though she had struck him al nost cringed as he picked up
the enpty gal vani sed bucket by the door and went outside in search of

kindling. H s footsteps dragged, as he slouched his way round the side of the
bui | di ng where sonme | ogs were heaped up against the wall. Idly he wondered who
had sawn and split them the hippy followers of the cult, probably. Each one
of them had a part to play.

Five journeys fromthe log pile to the stove, each one followed by Mdel eine's
burni ng gaze, whipping and denoralising her serf into subm ssion. Sabat

gl anced over to where Pieter Daunay still sat in the corner, chuckling to

hi nsel f because he had just discovered howto entwi ne the fingers of both
hands, an achi evenent that occupied his entire attention. He was totally
oblivious to both the man and the girl, had no idea what fate was in store for
him He was fortunate.

Sabat was breathing heavily; the revitalisation which he had sensed earlier
had waned. Hi s hands trenbled as he laid the fire, an instrument of horrible
death, an inferno which would roast l|iving human fl esh

Sonething rattled, struck himhard in the face; a box of matches hurled by the
angry girl. 'Get a nmove on, Sabat!’

The flames |icked and crackl ed. He slamred the firebox door with a cl ang.
Sweat trickled down his face as though the fever had cone back, bringing with
it alight headedness. Kneeling, praying subconsciously to a voodoo altar

"It won't take long to heat up,' Madel ei ne | aughed, sitting cross-|egged on

t he straight-backed chair. 'The oven nmay be antiquated but it's big and
efficient. Start and get the sacrificial victimready, Sabat!'

Sabat turned slowy, Daunay was | ooking at him grinning.

Oh, Jesus Christ it was awful, the poor bastard had no idea! Those sane eyes,
only different; shrewdness gone, not even suspicious. Laughing, dribbling,
strings of spittle reaching alnost to the floor. Trusting!

'Go on, Sabat. Get his clothes off, ready!’

Sabat's brain reeled but his body was responding to those hi ssed comrands.



Reachi ng out for Daunay, hauling himupright... but the other's legs did not
appear capabl e of supporting his weight Sabat grunted under the strain, one
arm around the Frenchman's saggi ng body, the other tearing at buttons. There
was no point in undoing them the clothing would only be destroyed afterwards
anyway.

Pi eter Daunay was stripped to the waist, that nountai nous hunp grotesque in

its nakedness, a white thing like a lunmp of solid nuscle. Hurtful to the eye
when conpared with that splendid torso, but it was a focal point, the beast

overrul i ng beauty.

Sabat | owered the detective to the ground, rolled himover |like a baby on a
changi ng-mat . Daunay kicked his legs in the air, giggled when he felt his
trousers being dragged fromhim clutched at them but there was no strength
in his fingers. His expression changed, those once-handsome features screw ng
up into a pig-like expression, an angry babble that was the beginning of a
pitiful tantrum

Daunay was fighting to keep the last of his clothing, cries that were harsh
and strange to the ear: a nman possessed! Like Sabat! Naked, draw ng his knees
up as instinctive inhibitions clouded his brain. He struck out, caught Sabat
on the chest, but the blow was soft and spongy like a child' s foamrubber
bal I .

Sabat stared down into those eyes, read an anger that only stemmed from
childish tenper. He wanted to say sonething, to apol ogi se nmaybe, but Daunay
woul d not have understood. A stroke of some kind inflicted by the powers of
evil.

Pi et er Daunay sat up again, hands cl asped across his groin in a kind of screen
smling again. Not even aware of his nudity, burbling happily, nmaking

i ncoherent speech that speared deep into Sabat's conscience. Even Quentin
woul d have had no part in this. He would, though

' Roast hi mand eat of human fl esh!’

Sabat's vision blurred nonentarily, a haze of blackness spottled with crinmson,
a cauldron of fury that cane to the boil. Reacting automatically, but this
time not on the commands of the girl who called herself Madel ei ne Gaufridi
Mark Sabat and Quentin were |ocked in a death-hold, an inner struggle. It was
as though a whirlwi nd seized him A voice was screanmng at hiny a woman's,
Madel ei ne' s possibly, but it was drowned by Quentin's roars of rage. 'Stop it.
This is madness!'

Sabat fought physically and nentally. H s hand went inside his jacket, closed
over the butt of the 38 revolver in its holster. Cold steel to his fevered
touch, it seenmed to give himthe inpetus he needed. He felt the weapon cone
| oose, nestle into the palmof his hand as he drew it free of his clothing.

Poi nt - bl ank range; he did not even use his left hand to steady his aim Pieter
Daunay's face, still laughing, but those eyes mirrored a brief sanity.
Pl eading for death |like a stricken beast.

Sabat closed his eyes as he took a trigger pressure. Death had never bothered
himbefore and it only did so now because it was Daunay, who m ght have been a
friend and a col |l eague under different circunstances. Then blinding pain!

He felt the blow on the back of his skull a split second before the gun bucked
and spat flane in his hand, a searing flash like lightning in the darkness of
a thunderstorm He heard the bullet whine, an angry |ead hornet that met with



some solid object and splintered it.

Then Sabat was slipping into that now fam liar bottonm ess chasm Floating, not
trying to fight, the pain in his head receding until he felt nothing. Sublinme
oblivion. * * * 101

Sabat was vaguely aware of dragging hinmself out of that terrible void, claw ng
at the brink, threatening to slip back. For some inexplicable reason he
fought, heard Quentin's leering tones, but the words were indeci pherable

am dst a nedl ey of strange noises. God, he'd been ill again. Pneunonia. He'd
wake up in that hospital ward, a helpless victimof white-coated nen who did

i nexplicable things to you wi thout your consent. Torture.

Then a sharp pain in his ribs, a bl ow which squeezed the breath from his body
and had hi m gaspi ng back to consci ousness.

"You stupid bastard, Sabat!' Madel ei ne was standing over him her foot drawn
back in another threatening kick. 'You can't be trusted and I'Il see you don't
get the chance to try and cheat us again!’

He wi nced, saw that she held his own revolver in her right hand, its snub
barrel trained on his head, her forefinger lightly curled around the trigger
He stared, knew that his Iips noved in a nute apol ogy; excuses that he could
not voice. Cringing. Quentin in commuand agai n!

"But you failed," her full red lips curled in a sneer. 'Another split second
and you woul d have bl own Daunay's head off except that | hit you with the
chair first. Now you'll do as you're told otherwise the next bullet will be in
your skull. Now hurry, the oven is hot. Get himinto it!"’

Pi eter Daunay still lived; still a m ndless chuckling inbecile who no | onger
tried to cover his lower regions with his hands. Ch Merciful God, Sabat's
attenpted eut hanasi a had fail ed!

Sabat was hel pl ess to do anything other than obey. He crawl ed, lifted hinself
up on to his feet, his whole body crying out for rest and sl eep. G asping that
naked mal f ormed body, cursing because it started to struggle again, but
somehow pulling it across to the oven

You coul d feel the heat even with the big iron door closed, a blast furnace
that dried your flesh, made you hurry to get your task over and done with so
that you could retreat to a cooler place. Sabat grabbed Daunay's hair, heard
t he screech of pain as he dragged himup to a sitting position

The door was open, a black cubicle that was surely the entrance to hel

itself, scorching his eyes closed. He lifted the naked dead wei ght with sone
reserve of superhuman strength spring boarded by desperation. One |last effort,
throwi ng the Frenchman into that gaping cubicle, kicking at protruding |inbs,
using the door to push the screanmi ng form back. Sabat al nbst passed out, heard
the final clang, screans that came fromthe victims very soul. Staggering
back, collapsing, crying out as another kick drove into his unprotected ribs.

He groped for unconsciousness, but it eluded him He wanted to shut his eyes,
but they refused to close. Muffled cries of agony as the heat inside that
nmonstrous replica of hell began to cook the living flesh. He could snell it;
nauseati ng, making himretch

Madel ei ne was standing in front of him She still had the gun but she knew she
woul dn't have to use it; or even threaten with it. Sabat had rebelled but he
was well and truly beaten now. Grovelling. A snile that held contenpt for the



man she had plucked off the Jungfrau nountain to be her slave, to help her
resurrect her age-old |over.

"You are sweating with the heat, Sabat,' her tones were soft and lilting. Take
of f your clothes. You will be cooler then.'

Sabat stiffened, his shaking fingers already starting to obey, his shirt
following his jacket on to the floor in an untidy heap, unfastening his belt;
aware of a grow ng pl easant sensation in the | ower regions of his body.
Madel ei ne noticed it also, and her smile broadened.

' Two whol e days together,' she | aughed, 'just you and me, Sabat. W have
everything we need; each other. And the dinner will be some tinme yet. Let us
make | ove and then when we are well satisfied we will eat our fill! Let us
forget Andre and the rabble fromthe comrune. | think they have al ready served
their purpose, for they will be as nothing when ny bel oved awakens from his

| ong sl eep!’

Sabat managed to close his eyes, felt her soft warmbreath on his face and her
fingers beginning to caress him Suddenly he didn't give a damm for Pieter
Daunay, whose screans of agony were growi ng fainter inside the oven.

Madel ei ne had commanded and he woul d obey her to the bitter end.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

SABAT WAS lying on the floor, spent and sweating. It was abom nably hot inside
the small chapel and he wondered if he had fallen asleep. But no- Madel ei ne had
swept him along on a dizzy wave of passion and he had obeyed |ike a robot
again, scranbling on all-fours in his attenpts to appease, her husky silky
tones issuing orders that could not be di sobeyed.

'"Kiss ne here, Sabat!'
He had ki ssed her there.
"Rub me here, ever so gently!’

H s fingers had snmoot hed over the soft warm flesh where she had indicated, so
delicately. Murnurs of approval and pleasure cane fromher 1ips.

And so it had gone on, his own arousenment a throbbing ache. She had kept him
waiting until the very end and only then had she gone to him Her lips were
suppl e, her teeth sharp as they scraped his rigid flesh. H s circuntision scar
seened to burn him a nocking rem nder of another sacrifice he had once nade
and whi ch had since proved to be usel ess. Sabat, caster-out of devils, was

hi nsel f possessed and nore than willing to participate in the coning

abomi nati on.



He expl oded, withed, beat the stone floor with his fists. It was as though
this witch was sucking his very soul fromhim swallowing it and clainmng it
for her own.

Li mp and spent he | ooked up at her, watched her licking her lips, smling. She
had domi nated himutterly, made himher slave in this as she did in everything
else. Her lithe formcane off him slid gracefully back on to the nearby
chair.

Sabat's nostrils winkled. That only too fanmiliar acrid stench was filling the
room agai n; cooki ng human flesh. It was burning slightly, probably where the
body touched the sides of the oven. It should have been nauseating, making him
want to rush outside and vomit. It didn't. Because he was Quentin again, a
hardened cannibal. In fact the snell was appeti sing.

"I"mstarving,' Madel ei ne announced. 'In fact | haven't eaten since the |ast
ti me we cooked here. Go check the neat, Sabat.'’

He got up, crossed to the oven, picked up a | ong skewer which lay on the shelf
near by. Snoke billowed out as he opened the door, making hi mcough, and his
eyes smarted so at first he was unable to see what lay within. Then he saw it,
a rounded thing that m ght have been an untrussed goose or turkey, brown fat
running fromit in thick rivulets and sizzling on the floor of the oven; a
coupl e of bl ackened |linbs. He poked themw th the skewer, bent them away from
the sides, then plunged the sharp instrunment deep into the flesh. It went in
easily for a couple of inches before grating on a bone.

"Alnost,' he turned back to Madel eine, smling. 'Another ten nminutes or so at
a guess.'

"Good.' She fixed himwith a penetrating stare. 'Don't let it overdo. Sabat,
why did you try to betray us?'

H s gaze dropped to the floor and he shifted his bare feet awkwardly. 'I don't
know... really, | don't. But it won't happen again.'

"I"1'l tell you why,' she sniled unexpectedly. 'Because the old Sabat was not
truly dead. | think he is now, though. Quentin has been reborn at last!’

The ot her nodded. 'You're right. Al the time | was going to kill this man but
Pi eter Daunay was no easy prey. In the end it just became too difficult and
gave in to him'

'One | ast chance then,' a laugh that was mrthless sent an icy shiver up
Sabat's spine and tingled across his scalp, 'First we eat, though. Prepare to
serve the nmeat and carve, Sabat. Then I will tell you what | have in mind.'

Still stark naked Sabat noved automatically, sonehow rolled the steam ng human
corpse out on to that same black carving dish, got it up on to the trestle
table. His strength seenmed to have returned, the fatigue and weakness
evaporating as though he had just emerged from an invigorating sauna bath. He
was ravenously hungry.

The carver was honed to a razor sharpness, slicing the neat into thin tender
slices, flipping themon to the plates with the expertise of a practised chef.
Then he carried the plates back across the room handed one to the eager girl
and seated hinmself cross-legged at her feet. They did not bother with knives
and forks, greedily stuffing the juicy flesh into their mouths with their
fingers, nmunching ravenously. It was just |ike any other conventional neat,
Sabat decided. It might have been beef or lanb, slightly overcooked, but that



had added an extra flavour. Meat was neat, it was all a question of what one
was used to. There had been cannibals on this earth since time inmenorial
Then Man had enbarked upon an idea of 'civilisation', dictated | aws that

prohi bited a natural way of life. It was up to such as hinself and Madel ei ne
Gaufridi to defy those | aws and appease the ancient gods who had ruled in the
first place. A kind of resistance movenent; he smiled to hinmself. It wasn't a
guestion of good or evil, just power.

' That was excellent,' Madel eine | owered her enpty plate to the floor. ' Now,

Sabat, | have a proposition to put to you and | hope for your sake that you
will not try to betray ne again.'

He masticated a | ast mouthful, licked his lips. 'l shall not fail you this
tinme.'

'Good.' She | ooked at himsteadily. 'But there is not much tine. Now that
Daunay is no nore our task is easier. Sabat, you know what Andre and his
friends intend to do on Wl purgi snacht, don't you?

"OF course. In accordance with tradition since the days of Silvain Nevillon
Louis Nevillon's body nust be eaten so that he can be reborn.’

"Precisely. But, as |I told you and you have seen for yourself, Louis' body has
al ready begun to heal in readiness for his conming again. To eat him m ght
destroy him but even if it did not, then there is no guarantee in whose body
he m ght |ive again. The thought of my bel oved becom ng Andre Schmid is

unt hi nkabl e. Therefore, Sabat, we nust stop themfromcarrying out their

Wal pur gi snacht rites!'

Sabat went cold as the inplication of her words dawned on him Madel ei ne had
used this cannibal cult to rescue her lover's body fromthe execution chanber
and transport it here. Indeed, he hinself had been one of her pawns. Now she
was ready to dispense with them a task which would be far from easy, for
secretly every one of those followers of the ancient rites hoped that Nevillon
woul d choose their own body for his purpose. Each had his own dreans of power
whi ch woul d not be relinquished easily, the ultimte in degradation and
obscenity.

"What do you want ne to do?' Sabat spoke quietly, gave no hint of his inner
fear.

"Destroy them of course!' she snarled venonously, an angry she-wolf who had
tired of playing with her cubs. 'And nmake a betterjob of it than you did of
Daunay. None of them must enter this sacred place again.'

"Al'l right,' Sabat pursed his lips, 'but maybe you have sone suggestions how
m ght go about it.'

"No,"' she was |aughing now. 'But when they have been renpved you nust return
here, Sabat, for | need you. Louis Nevillon's rebirth will not be easy.

I ndeed, | cannot see it through al one so you nust return safely to ne. Now,'
she | eaned back in her chair, stretched, her thighs opening invitingly as she
did so. 'W have feasted well and | need to nake | ove again. Cone to ne,
Sabat, and prepare me for the return of ny dearest Louis.'

Sabat went to her, a man bodily replenished after his feast, pulled her across
to where the crunpled bl ankets | ay, bore her down on to them She clutched at
him gouged his pulsing flesh with her sharp fingernails; this was how she
wanted it this time, to be domnated in preparation for the com ng of Louis
Nevi | | on



He renmenbered their first night in the hotel bedroomtogether. It m ght have
been a decade ago, a different girl. There was no accounting for Madel eine's
nmoods. Now she | ay crushed beneath him groaning her agoni sed pl easure, crying
out al oud as her orgasm nmounted, sobbing uncontrollably as it faded. Then it
began again and she was clawing her way up to domination |like a mating she-cat
determ ned to vent her fury on a lusting torn

Sabat tried to keep up with her, but it was inpossible. She rode him
relentlessly, her skin shiny with sweat, her small well-forned breasts
swinging like growing fruit in a tearing gale. He was spent but she did not

| et up, seemingly oblivious to her partner's non-participation. At |ast,
however, she began to wilt, her pace slow ng, body hunching forward until her
dangl i ng bosom was brushi ng agai nst Sabat's chest. But he nade no nove towards
her breasts, his eyes closed as fatigue clainmed him

Finally she sank down on to him slowy slid off him exhaustion claimng her
t 0o.

They both slept soundly, the only noise a faint rustling that seened to cone
frominside that |ead coffin. But they did not hear it.

Sabat was aware that he was dream ng and that his spiritual body had not
ventured forth on to the astral plane. Subconsciously he realised the

di fference, accepted the happenings around himfor what they were, fignments of
a brain that was active whilst the body slept. Even so he was aware of his
surroundi ngs - the French Basque coast; people who nmoved furtively in the
shadows, an occasional glinpse of fearful features as though they expected
something to materialise out of the darkness at any second. A place of sheer
nmounting terror.

Sabat did not know why he knew or saw these things, only that he did. Another
age, possibly the sixteenth or seventeenth century by the way these people
dressed and spoke in a French tongue that was barely recogni sabl e.

They were heading towards a | arge stone-built house that stood on a cliff top
overl ooking the nmoonlit sea, a nmansion heavily gabled, its latticed w ndows
it up by yellow candlelight. Every few nminutes the door opened to adnmt a
visitor, hats pulled | ow over their faces, coat collars turned up. There had
to be some twenty or thirty nen and woren inside by now.

Sabat noved cl oser, pressed hinmsel f up against the trunk of a gnarled oak, the
only cover available. H s noverments were controlled by some unseen force, a
robot being mani pul ated for some strange purpose which was at the noment
denied to him He did not know why or how he cane to be here, only that he
must watch and wait.

Sonet hi ng tugged at the sleeve of his coat and he stiffened. He was not al one!

'Be patient, Sabat,' a hoarse voice whispered in his ear in French that he
could understand, fetid breath laced with garlic fanned his face. 'Let them
all gather inside before we nake a nove. W nust get themall, every one of
them for the people of Labourd demand that this unholy curse of witchcraft be
renoved for good.'

Sabat hal f-turned, saw the face of his conpanion clearly in a shaft of
nmoonl i ght. Ageing features, cruelty stanped indelibly on the hooked nose, the
cl ose-set small eyes and the thin bloodless lips. So fam liar that Sabat
recogni sed himinstantly - Pierre de Lancre, the nost feared wi tchfinder in
Francel A gaunt figure (the hunped back rem nded Sabat of Pieter Daunay),



untidy straggling grey hair falling from beneath the huge black hat and
spreading itself on the cl oaked rounded shoul ders.

' Toni ght is Wl purgi snacht? de Lancre nmuttered, 'and they will all conme. See,
even now they are commenci ng their blasphem es and obscenities.’

Sabat nodded, watched the naked bodi es cavorting in the Iighted room
Qoviously they were preparing for a black mass. A w zened deforned hag busied
herself in front of a black-clothed altar, above which hung an inverted
crucifix. She was stirring something in a bow, an ointnent of sone kind, nen
and worren queuing up to have it smeared on their sexual parts. Some were

al ready copul ating openly on the stone floor. The orgy had begun

'The ointnent of iniquity,' Pierre de Lancre whispered, 'a concoction

forbi dden by | aw according to King Henry IV, made fromtoads' blood and the
hearts of sacrificed babies. The use of it alone is enough to earn them al
the death sentence.’

Sabat wat ched, his contenpt openly displayed on his aquiline features as he
saw a handsone adol escent having the 'ointnment of iniquity' smeared on his
arouserent, the hag taking her time, her toothless mouth twisted into a
lusting grin as she slowy nmassaged the creaminto the pulsing flesh. The
yout h was tensing; her fingers were nmoving faster and faster. Then he was
doubl ed up, withing as though in pain. Everybody was |aughi ng, even the
copul ating coupl es stopping and turning to watch.

'"They are all in there,' the witchfinder hissed. 'Let us nmete out the fate
t hey deserve!"’

Sabat was at the heels of his running, stooping conpanion as de Lancre covered
t he space between the | ow oak and the dark shadows cast by the house. But
nobody inside was likely to | ook out of the w ndow anyway; they were too
engrossed in their own activities.

Sabat was rem nded of how he and Daunay had crept up on the chapel
experi enced a nmonmentary pang of fear in case de Lancre shoul d suddenly thrust
a pistol into his back

"Gve me a hand with this brushwood.' A whispered command and Sabat found
hi nsel f helping to pile dead fir branches up against the door, a pile that
grew i n seconds as they both worked feverishly.

'"Good,' the witchfinder's Iips stretched clown-1like in what was supposed to be
a smile of satisfaction. 'Now the back door. Quickly."'

Two heaps of dry branches ready to be fired. Pierre de Lancre had a tinder-box
in one hand, a pistol in the other. Sabat's nmouth went dry at the sight of the
weapon but, as though to reassure him the other passed it over, butt first,

t hen produced another fromthe folds of his cloak.

"W light the fires,' de Lancre gave a throaty |augh that emnmbodied all the
anticipation and pl easure of an eager boy at the start of a 5 Novenber
firework display. 'They will not realise what is happening until it is too
late. But if any should run the gauntlet of fire, Sabat...' He left the
sentence unfini shed, cocked his pistol neaningfully.

The fires were lit. Sabat coughed in the pungent snmoke, tried to keep his
smarting eyes fixed on door and wi ndows. De Lancre was sonewhere at the rear
of the house doing |ikew se.



The occupants were still unaware of what was happeni ng outside. The big room
was only dimy lit now, just those black wax candles on the altar giving an
eerie glow, the repul sive hag a naked w zened sil houette with a bent back and
droopi ng breasts, gesticulating fiercely. The whol e conmpany had t hrown

t hensel ves prostrate, fearing whatever devilish nonstrosity she might call up

By now the flanmes had got a hold on the front of the house, the woodwork dry
and rotten and burning quickly. Sparks showered up; the thatched roof caught.

Screanms. Too |l ate, the trapped coven realised the danger! A stanpede of naked
bodi es, sone bei ng knocked down and trodden in the rush. The heat fromthe
burni ng door threw them back. There was no sign of the witch. Probably she was
one of the tranpled, her followers losing faith in her now that they faced a
death akin to the fiery halls of hell itself.

No, she had not been crushed; Sabat spotted her at an upstairs w ndow, a
grotesque oil-painting in a blazing frane, perched precariously as she
sumoned the courage to junp and called upon the evil powers to protect her

A shot rang out, a resonant report froman antiquated flintlock pistol that
bel ched fire and cl ouds of sul phurous snoke. Sabat junped, had not heard de
Lancre's approach. The latter |aughed, a kind of killing snarl, those lips

drawn back over broken and bl ackened teeth, pointed with the snoki ng pistol

'"So nmuch for Marie Gaufridi, the witch of Labour!' he shouted.

The hag woul d have fallen back into the room had not her scrawny fingers
secured a hold on the burning wi ndow frame, a hand that seemed inpervious to
fire. Swaying, a hideous nonkey-thing at treetop height, gibbering
unintelligible curses, sunken eyes that singled out the two nmen standi ng

bel ow.

The bull et had ploughed into a breast, severed a nipple, and appeared to have
gone on into the body. Surely it had pierced her heart but she still I|ived,
scream ng and cursing.

'"Go on, Sabat,' the witchfinder's killing cry. 'Finish her. What are you
waiting for? Her magic is such that she nust not live. Even now | wonder if it
is possible to kill her!’

Sabat's pistol canme up, his hand shaking and having to be supported by the
other. Trying to draw a bead; but it wasn't easy... not w thout |ooking into
those hate filled orbs! 'You could feel their intensity, their power.

Sabat tried to close his eyes but the lids refused to drop. A harsh voice was
screaming at him'kill me and you will be cursed for eternity. Spare nme and ny
power shall be yours,'

Those horrendous features seemed to undergo a change, blurring like a
reflection in a pool then clearing. Younger, so nuch younger; and beauti ful
Sabat felt his stomach tightening into a ball, the vomt rising in his throat.
Ch God, it wasn't possible! Marie Gaufridi, the witch of Labourd, had becone
Madel ei ne Gaufridi alias Madel ei ne de Demandol x de |a Palud alias Marie
Boul | e!

"Kill her, Sabat, before it is too |late. We dare not trust the fire to consune
one such as her!'

Still Sabat held his fire, gazing into those eyes but no | onger did they
transmt blazing hatred. Instead they pleaded, became m sty with tears of



sorrow. Prom ses replaced curses and threats. 'Spare me, Sabat, and I will be
yours forever. | amnot evil, only accursed, a victimof Louis Nevillon who
controls ne inlife and in death so that | shall always be reborn to be his, |
cannot di e except by your hand, you who are Quentin, a friend of Louis
Nevillon and as powerful as he. But | do not want to die because | shall be
parted from your

"What are you waiting for Sabat? Shoot her, or else give nme the pistol!"’

Sabat's finger tightened on the trigger and in the same instant he noved the
barrel an inch to the left, sighted against one of the blazing wooden franes,
squeezed. Again that thunderous roar and | eaping flane, everything obscured by
the vill ainous bl ack powdersnoke, a curtain that was slowto shift in the

wi ndl ess at nosphere.

It seened to take an indetermnable tinme to di sperse and when it was gone
there was nothing to see except a gaping blazing hole in the upper storey
where that wi ndow had been. O Marie Gaufridi there was no sign.

"Well done, ny friend,' Pierre de Lancre clasped a hand on Sabat's shoul der
"You got her and not just the people of Labourd but the whole of France, nay
the world, is well rid of her. Let us stand here and listen to the screans of
the dying, witches burned in a mass denonstration of justice such as is the
law of this land according to our bel oved king,'

Sabat stood and wat ched as commanded, seeming to be detached from hinmsel f just
as he had on that fevered ni ght when pneunonia and Quentin had claimed him
There was no way out, no escape for anybody trapped in that inferno. Screans
of agony were proof that some still lived, the unfortunate ones. The snoke was
eddyi ng, a stench of burning wood and thatch and ... roasting human fl esh!
Sabat turned away, threw up, but Pierre de Lancre did not appear to notice. He
was too engrossed in watching the finale of this |atest hunt. Tonorrow he
woul d enbar k upon anot her

Now t here was only the sound of crackling flames and crashing tinbers, the
night sky lit up by this huge funeral pyre, the execution chanber of the
damed.

"They are all dead,' de Lancre wi ped the barrels of his pistols on his cloak
pushed theminto his belt 'That is another job well done, Sabat. A

sati sfactory conclusion and all due to you for leading nme here to them M
friend, I amin your debt. If you ever have need of ne do not hesitate to cal
upon ne. Do that and Pierre de Lancre will cone, that | pronise.'

And then the witchfinder was gone, a fleeting shadow that merged into other
shadows and | eft Sabat standing there al one; bemused, wondering about
Madel ei ne and if she still lived. H's one consol ation was that he had heeded
her plea and put his bullet wide. If she still lived and kept her prom se then
she was his.

It was an exciting thought; one that caused himto awake with an erection and
do things to hinself as he | ooked at the still slunbering form of Mdel ei ne
Gaufridi beside himin the cold grey early nmorning |ight.

"You must destroy themall, Sabat' Madeleine followed himto the door after

t hey had both breakfasted on the cold neat fromthe previous night's 'roast’'.
"It will not be easy but the future of you and I and Loui s depend upon it.
Take the Renault. It is stolen so take care in case the police spot it. Wen
your work is done return here and you will be well rewarded, that | proni se
you.'



Sabat wal ked across the clearing to the parked Renault, got the feeling that
it was a kind of repeat performance, a re-run of the time he'd been sent to
get Daunay. M sgivings clouded his brain, bringing on a depression that had
not really left himsince that dream about the witch of Labourd.

Pierre de Lancre's words hanmered until his tenples throbbed. 'If you ever
have need of ne do not hesitate to call ne. Do that and Pierre de Lancre wll
cone, that | proni se*

And Sabat knew that he needed help; for once in his life he could not go it
al one.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

SABAT HAD | eft the Renault on the outskirts of Lucerne. He dared not risk the
possibility of being stopped by police on the | ookout for the stolen car. He
boarded a bus, then wal ked the rest of the way to the conmune, not hurrying
because there was plenty of tine.

From across the road it was barely visible through the trees and bushes, just
a glinmpse of a roof and a chimey that had a faint wisp of snmoke curling up
fromit. The cannibal cult were at honme. He wal ked on, found a recreation
park, and spent an hour or two relaxing on a bench by the side of a pond.

Already it was evening, houses on the opposite side of the street beginning to
cast their shadows. There was not nuch time left and he still had not
formulated a definite plan. The weight of the <38 back in its holster was
conforting. Maybe that was the only way, to go in there shooting, take as nany
of themw th himas possible before the sheer wei ght of nunbers bore hi m down.
No, it had to be nore subtle than that.

H s dream of the previous night had never really left him He thought of
Pierre de Lancre. At a tine such as this there was no better man to have on
one's side. But it had only been a dream and there was no chance of the

wi t chfinder conming. Had Sabat net himon the astral plane then there would
have been a faint prospect of help.

A simlar situation: that place in his dreans, the coven trapped inside by
fire. But it would not work here. This was a thriving city... an arny of
fire-engines would be screaming to the scene before the first snoke pall had a
chance to settle, the flames doused within mninutes.

And then he knew, a solution that came to himw th shattering suddenness. A
blinding inspiration and so damably sinple. The rope triangle oft used by the
powers of evil to inprison their victinms in a particular place, a device that
was nore secure than any | ock or key! The accursed could not break it, only an
exorci st could gain entrance unharned and free those trapped inside.



Euphoria that dispelled his mounting depression instantly, so that he had to
fight to control his enotions. He had not thought of it because he was (had
been!) Mark Sabat, exorcist. He had remenbered it because he was Quentin
Sabat, one of the ungodly who knew it as a device of the evil forcesl!
Furthernore, he would use it. There was still a little time left. In al
probability Schmd and his foll owers would not | eave before nightfall

Sabat wal ked away quickly, having to restrain hinmself frombreaking into a
run. Sonme suburban shops. He noted their signs: a newsagent, a grocer... an
el ectrician. Cursing beneath his breath, again al nost running. The end of the
street, a T-junction. Right or left?

He chose the | eft because that was what he believed in. They had given hima
sign. Surely it was an omen. He turned to his left, a fast walk that ate up
t he yards.

More shops, closer together in the formof a precinct. A confectioner's, a
tobacconist... a sports shop

H s one fear was that it mght be closed, that he would have to take the risk
of breaking and entering to get what he wanted. As he approached the gl ass
door he saw a young nman dressed in a fawn sweater with trousers to match in
the act of turning the key.

This time Sabat ran, a sprint of several yards, pushing at the door, nouthing
to the one on the other side. A look of surprise and annoyance on the
shopkeeper's face but he unl ocked the door, kept a foot behind it.

"I amsorry, nonsieur, but we have been closed a quarter of an hour. | was
st ock-taking, had forgotten to | ock the door."

'"Please... please, | will not take up nore than a few nmoments of your tinme. |
need two ski pping ropes.’

' Ski pping ropes!'Incredulity, raised eyebrows.' Monsieur, there is no urgency,
surely. Tonorrow. ..'

"But there "!' Sabat was trying not to appear petulant. "My twin sons. It is
their birthday tonorrow and | had prom sed them ski pping ropes but with the
pressures of business | forgot. Please, nonsieur.'

The ot her sighed, flung back the door. 'Come inside. But please be quick.
have a nmeal to go hone to and nmy wife is not a patient woman.'

Sabat stepped inside, saw the ropes he needed so badly fol ded on a shelf
behi nd the counter. He snatched a couple up, funbled with some franc notes;
dropped three on the gl ass-topped counter

' Your change, nonsieur!’

But Sabat was not interested in change. Qut of the shop, retracing his steps
across the precinct, funbling to unfasten the fol ded nylon rope. Hi s fingers
nmoved deftly, knotted ends which woul d suffice when hung in triangul ar
formation.

Anot her thought, a frightening one because he had al nbost forgotten. The
newsagent was still open, selling |late evening papers. Sabat sighed with
relief, purchased a packet of draw ng pins. He had al nost overl ooked them

The shadows had nearly reached the other side of the road. The streetlights



were al ready on, seenming to make the gathering dusk deepen. Sabat wal ked
further down fromthe commune entrance, knew that he would have to bide his
time until full darkness fell, when he could nove unseen to affix the ropes on
both the front and back doors. It would only take a matter of a minute or two.
Beyond that he had no plans. He would | eave the rest to Andre Schni d!

Dusk seened to take an eternity blending into darkness. Sabat thought about
risking his furtive mission but patience was essential. One mistake and he
woul d not get a second chance.

Finally he noved, wal king cat-like on tip-toe, crouching, the shadows of the
over hangi ng trees swallowi ng himup. He paused in the drive; several of the
upstairs wi ndows were |ighted but the ground fl oor was in darkness. Again he
was rem nded of that house at Labourd. A figure passed briefly across the

wi ndow, just a naked male torso, rolls of fat that resenbled a woman's
breasts. Andre Schmi d!

Sabat crept to the door, three drawing pins in his left hand, the rope in his
right. The wood was soft and rotten, the sharp points going in easily. Fifteen
seconds, nmaybe less, and the front entrance was barred to all who sought to

| eave or enter. He smiled faintly in the darkness, then noved on, follow ng
the wall to his left.

The rear door was dealt with just as swiftly and then Sabat was standi ng back
in the shadows admiring his handi work, remenbering how he hinmself had once
been the victimof an al nbst identical psychic attack. It hadn't worked,
simply because he had the gift of exorcism had been able to break the
barrier. This coven would not have that advantage; their evil magic woul d be
no match for the power of CQuentin!

He stepped back into the shrubs lining the short drive and waited. He had to
stay and see what happened. If by any chance they managed to break out... he
fingered the butt of his <38 inside his jacket. There would be only one course
left open to himif that happened.

He |istened intently, tried to determ ne what was happening in that upper
storey. Muffled conversation, a girl was squealing, others were |aughing.
Apparently the cannibal cult could not wait until they got to the old chape
for the orgies to begin.

Shouti ng. Sabat recogni sed Schmd's angry tones. Things were getting out of
control and the conmune | eader was anxious that everybody prepared thensel ves
for Wal purgi snacht and whatever it held for them

Sabat tensed, heard them comi ng downstairs, a shanmbling rabble high on drugs
and al cohol, their appetites whetted for a feast of human fl esh! He pressed
hi msel f back into the bushes, drew his '+38, waited.

Andre Schm d, clutching a portmanteau containing his robes and vari ous

i npedi menta needed for the com ng bl ack mass, turned back to survey his

foll owers. Rabble, the scumof the continent. They didn't understand, just did
it for kicks, but they had their uses. A fair-haired girl dressed in filthy
worn jeans was nopping at a danp patch on her thigh with a tissue. Schnid
smled briefly. Jeanette, too, had her uses!

'Come on,' he growed. 'It is already dark and we nust hurry. W have to find
vehicles first.'

H s hand cl osed over the doorknob and that was when he knew that sonething was
dreadfully wong. A sensation like a faint electric shock to begin wth,



spreadi ng down through his fingers and up his arm growing in strength,
travelling upwards |ike an angi na pain. Sonmething struck himin the chest, an
i nvi sible physical blow hurling himback so that he cannoned into sonme of the
others, sprawiing themw th himon the floor. Sonmebody screaned; it sounded
i ke Jeanette.

"Andre! What is it?

He lay there dazed for a nonent, the pain subsiding as quickly as it had cone,
leaving in its wake a fl esh-creepi ng pi ns-and-needl es. He grunted, began to
struggl e up. Something was wong with that door; sonmebody had connected up an
electric current to it. He wasn't going to touch it again.

'Keep away fromthat door,' he grunted. 'Somebody's ... done sonething to it.'

"\What ever do you nmean, Andre?* Jeanette's eyes were wi de, her voice shrill.
" What ever woul d anybody want to do anything to the door for?

"I don't know,' he backed away another step. 'Let's go out of the back door.'

Andre's arm and chest still hurt; he was both angry and frightened. Afraid
that they would not nake it up to the chapel in the nountains in tinmne.
Desperation, alnost running, clawing at the flinsy handl e.

A scream it was Jeanette again, her shriek taken up by the others after a
second' s pause whilst their brains accepted what their eyes saw. It was as

t hough an invisible boot had been inplanted with full force in Andre's groin,
doubling himup, throwsing himto the floor. He withed, clutching at his
groin, his features deathly white.

The group pushed back, formed into a cowering semicircle, watching his

agoni sed convul sion in shocked horror. H's features were twisted with pain, he
was trying to speak but was having difficulty getting the words out. 'Don't...
don't go near... doors.'

"Why?' Jeanette asked the question that everybody in that filthy kitchen
wanted to ask.

"I'"ve heard of... of what's happening,' Schm d was pale and trenbling,
lurching to his feet and holding on to the fair-haired girl for support.
' Sonmebody' s making a... a psychic attack on us!’

Shocked sil ence. Nobody really understood but they had seen enough of their
| eader's witchcraft over the past few nmonths to realise that there were
terrible things beyond their ken which were better kept that way.

Schmid stared round at them his small eyes flicking fromone to the other

gl azing as though his mnd was absent. As though somnething inexplicable was
happening to it! They backed away, wanted to flee but there was nowhere to

run. They were all trapped inside the house!

"You scum' Andre Schmd's veins stood out, his pallid conplexion beginning to
suffuse with blood. The filmover his eyes had cleared and they blazed with
somet hing that went far deeper than just anger. 'You' re nothing but scum the
ot of you. This is all your doing. The Master, and he whomwe were going to
raise fromthe dead toni ght, have refused to have the |likes of you present at
such an occasion. So they have attacked, inprisoned us here. And ne!' He
tapped his chest, could still feel the force of that inexplicable blow

' Because of you / amfated to be denied the right to become Louis Nevillon
reborn! Me, a high priest, relegated to the status of a drop-out.'



They gl anced at one another, their fear nmerging into a growi ng anger. Fury
united. They had submitted to the commands and whins of this man for too |ong.
They had given thenselves to him becone his slaves. Pandered to his
obsessions and whins, traded their self-respect for his pleasures. They had
been used!

Drugs and al cohol began to nerge into a spluttering seething fuse that burned
towards the ultimte explosion. There were pleasures that were fading from
their lives. Wthout Schmid those unholy feasts and orgies would be no nore.
O woul d they?

"It's his doing!" a big red-haired youth pointed an accusing finger at the man
who now stood alone. 'He's been using us. W're trapped here when we shoul d be
feasting on what we were pronmised. It's all a trick. He's done sonething to
the doors to trap us in here. So why should we be deni ed our WAl purgi snacht
AR Thre

"Mchel is right.' It was Jeanette who echoed their thoughts. She could stil
feel the danpness of that patch on her jeans clinging wetly to her thigh
despi sed herself for what she had |l et Andre do to her. Now, suddenly, revenge
and a chance to redeem her pride were there for the taking. 'If we cannot go
up into the mountains why should we be deni ed our WAl purgi snacht/ecs/?

A chorus of angry agreenent that had Andre Schnid stepping back. Then he was
sent sprawling again by a blow that threatened to snap his spine, bringing a
screamfromhis lips. He had inadvertently made contact with that cursed door
agai n!

As he convul sed and shrieked on the floor they were upon him courage and
strength in nunbers, a force that even the high priest of the cannibal cult
was powerl ess against. Hi s clothing was ripped, torn fromhis corpul ent body
in shreds; a booted foot slamed into his ribs, fists thudded down on him

"Stop it. Stop it in the nane of...'

It was never discovered whose nane he swore by as Jeanette's el bow took himin
the mouth, throwi ng his head back, his lower lip splitting and oozing crinson.
He fought back blindly, kicking and punching, but wthin seconds his arnms and

| egs were seized and he was haul ed al oft.

'Stoke the fire sonebody!' Now it was Mchel's fury that domi nated, a new
driving force that had the hippies scurrying for coal and |ogs in the bunker
by the stove. 'And he promi sed us neat tonight and neat we shall have!’

Schmi d screaned but a hand was cl apped over his bl eeding mouth. G ubby female
fingers, which m ght have been sensuous otherw se, slid through the throng of
bodi es that supported him closed over soft and tender flesh and squeezed
viciously. Andre Schmid withed in pain and the hand was w thdrawn. Jeanette
felt that that made up for what he had done to her earlier. She w shed she had
a kni fe handy.

The oven door was thrown open to reveal a much | arger cubicle than the one at
t he chapel; which was fortunate because Andre, in spite of his shortness, had
a huge girth. He was resisting nmadly now, biting at the fingers which
attenpted to silence his screanms, shrieking as his flesh came into contact
with the hot iron.

Sonehow, using brute force, booted feet as levers, they got himinto the oven,
slammed the door and nmuffled his shrieks. Coal and slack clinked and showered



into the firebox, roared into flame as the draught was adnmitted. The
t emper at ure gauge on the door read 200. Already the needl e was beginning to
nove upwar ds.

They stood back, a grimsilent assenbly, listening to the thudding of
scorching bare fists and feet vibrating the oven door, cursings that were
becom ng nore i ncoherent by the second.

'"How | ong?" M chel was the first to speak, turning to Jeanette. 'How long will
he take to die and to cook?

"He'll be dead in a few minutes,' she smled and added, 'unfortunately. But it
will be several hours before he is edible.’

M chel 's eyes gl eanmed as he began to unfasten the buttons on his shirt,
sliding his denims down so that his arousenment sprang into view, an actor wth
an audi ence, urging their participation.

Suddenly their early lethargy was forgotten. Andre Schmi d' s thunpings were
growi ng weaker and fainter and now the coven was theirs. They could enjoy
t hensel ves whil st their WAl purgi snacht banquet roasted to perfection.

Jeanette peeled off those danp jeans, flung theminto a corner of the room
O hers followed them faces alight with a lust that was no | onger controlled
by the man who at this very noment was beginning to give off an odour of

si ngei ng, appetising neat.

The night was theirs to enjoy in the way they knew best.

Sabat slipped his revolver back into its holster and smiled snmugly to hinself
in the darkness. It took a determ ned conscious effort to drag his thoughts
away from what was happeni ng inside the conmune kitchen. He was fully aroused,
envi ed those people their unrestricted pl easures. But there was work to be
done this night and time was runni ng out.

He wal ked qui ckly down the road and turned into an adjoining street at the
bottom Parked cars lined each kerb; he had a choice of vehicles.

He picked a mpjestic silent Daimer because it was only fitting that Sabat
should drive to his ultimate triunph in the car he |oved best. Al so, he was
famliar with that make of vehicle and had no trouble in opening the door and
starting the powerful engine wthout the use of keys.

He slid behind the wheel, listened to the snooth, scarcely audible tick-over
and was surprised how rel axed he felt. And sonewhere he heard those fina
words of Pierre de Lancre again. "If you ever have need of ne do not hesitate
to call me. Do that and Pierre de Lancre will conme, that | promse."

CHAPTER FI FTEEN



MADELEI NE GAUFRI DI was gl ad when Sabat had gone. For some reason she
experienced a sense of guilt in his presence, an inexplicable sense of
infidelity towards the man who lay in the |lead coffin beneath the altar. Louis
woul d not have objected to her copulating with Sabat, she felt sure of that.
Had he not openly confessed to obtaining erotic delight fromthe thought of
her giving herself to other men? Had he not on one occasion |ured a handsone
adol escent to their garret in Paris for that sole purpose? The nenory of that
ni ght, shortly before he had sent her to the convent at Ai x-en-Provence to
spread his word, had her flesh tingling.

Louis had been hiding in the curtained al cove watching throughout. The boy was
eager but nervous, and when they were both naked it had needed a consi derable
effort on Madeleine's part to arouse him Then he had had a prenmature

ej acul ati on whilst she was playing with himand she had had to start all over
agai n. I nexperienced youth did not excite Madel ei ne, but she knew it aroused
her bel oved and t he thought of what he woul d undoubtedly be doing to hinself
in his role as voyeur had resulted in an unprecedented perfornmance on her own
part. And only when her young partner's |linpness was finally beyond recall had
she I et himget dressed and | eave.

Louis liked to be made jeal ous, but that sane jeal ousy could also be very
dangerous. Some days | ater she had read in a newspaper that the youth had been
found along the left bank of the Seine with his throat cut. She had not
nmentioned it to Louis and he had never referred to the incident, but there was
no possi ble doubt in her mind. Sabat m ght suffer a simlar fate in due course
when her | over came back fromthe dead. She had m xed feelings about the whole
busi ness.

She rested for nost of the day, |ying naked on those sane bl ankets which were
still damp with Sabat's seed, occasionally raising her head and gl anci ng
towards the coffin. Louis would not cone yet, though, not for several hours.
But he would rise, there was no doubt about that. It was a pity that Sabat had
to return but that could not be hel ped. She dared not face this

Wal pur gi snacht, the nost inportant of all her lives, alone. And if Louis
Nevillon's wath had been incurred by her unfaithful ness then Sabat woul d be
here to answer for herself.

Towar ds eveni ng she arose and began her preparations. Those bl ack cl ot hs had
to be draped back on the altar, new candles fitted into their holders in

readi ness. Her long black dress, the one she always wore for sabbaths, was
draped over one of the chairs. She would put the garnent on shortly but in the
meanti me she was enjoying her nudity. As though Louis could see her

The t hought brought exciting sensations back to her body, ones that had never
really left her since the previous night. Subconsciously her fingers snpothed
sensuously down her thighs, trespassed in between. Her breathing quickened.

A faint rustling. Perhaps it was a draught wafting one of the tapestries.

Yet... she stiffened, the noise seened to cone fromwi thin that coffin. Her
eyes flickered, mngled hope and fear, her breathing heavier so that her
breasts rose and fell; noticing things which previously she had taken for

granted. The stale snell of cooked meat and a sickly cloying stench that
rem nded her of iron. The aronma of death but blending with putrefaction. No,
the coffin was airtight and anyway, Louis Nevillon's flesh was perfectly
preserved.

She trenbl ed, found sonme matches and Iit the candles. The w cks were stubborn
took time to ignite, the flanmes caught in those penetrating draughts and
casting inexplicable shadows on the walls, things that had no definite shape



and yet were all the nore fearsone for that.

Madel ei ne was uneasy. But her dearest one would not harm her even if he arose
now. She stared at the coffin, an oblong bl ack inani mate object, half expected
to see the lid beginning to rise up. It didn't

She wondered how | ong Sabat woul d be away. Possibly he was waiting for
nightfall before dealing with Andre and the hippies. A glance at the w ndows
showed her that it was nearly dark now. Sabat m ght be gone for several hours
yet She did not need himthough; she had hours. It was silly of her to be
nervous in the first place.

Her body was goose pinpling. The atnosphere seenmed to have becone a | ot
col der. Perhaps she ought to put on her dress.

Even as she was noving towards it she changed her mind. No, she would remain

naked because that was how Louis would like to see her when he first set eyes
on her again. She would make hi mwant her, give herself to himright away if

that was his wish. Everything would be as it always had been

A sudden whim one that frightened her. Suppose she just lifted the coffin
lid, had a quick peep in at her beloved. He wouldn't m nd. She wondered what
was happening to hinm his head had already rejoined itself to his body so
surely sone formof life was beginning hi the flesh and bones. Like a tree
graft, a steady progress.

She stepped up to the coffin, grasped the edges of the lid with her fingers.
CGod, it was cold, as though it was constructed of sheets of black ice. She was
shivering. Perhaps she ought not to look; it was an inposition on the privacy
of his rebirth.

Yet her curiosity was aroused, conbined with an insatiable desire to gaze once
nore upon those fine features, maybe to press her own |lips briefly against

his. Wake soon, ny darling, for | need you! Fear gripped her again, had her
wanting to back away and wait until Sabat arrived. But she didn't; even now
her muscles were bul ging as though they had a will of their own, her small

vei ns showi ng bl ue agai nst the whiteness of her wists as she took the strain.
Per haps she woul d not be strong enough?

The Iid nmoved an inch or so, hinges creaking their protest at this

di sturbance. Then, w thout warning, the lead top cane up easily as though on
power ful springs, banging right back against the altar with a metallic clang
that echoed in the confined space.

Madel ei ne Gaufridi bent forward; peered inside. And screaned!

Mot her of God, it had happened! Perhaps deep down she had not really convinced
herself that it would; a childish fantasy that she was determined to |live out
until the very end; self-indoctrination, believing what she wanted to believe.
Bui | di ng up hopes. Now they had all cone true!

There was no novenent fromthe body in the coffin and to all outward
appearances it was still a corpse, pallid flesh that gave off that faniliar
death odour. Yet those eyes saw and understood, held their own expression of
bewi | derment, an awakening brain trying to cone to terms with its
surroundi ngs. Louis Nevillon was alive!

Madel ei ne staggered back, alnmost pulled the Iid down to shut it in, inprison
it inside four lead walls. But she didn't, found herself cowering on the
floor, watching in horrified anticipation of her lover's rebirth, expecting



himto sit up at any nonent, clanber out, conme to claimher for his own again.

Not hi ng happened. The candl elight did not seemso bright as before but she
could not be sure. Her skin pinpled with cold and fear, but she did not want
to get dressed for this was how Louis would want to see her. Perhaps the sight
woul d arouse him She shuddered at the thought, tried to fight off the idea
that she really did not want himto |ive again. She did! She did!

How | ong she cowered there she had no idea. It mght have been m nutes or
hours for suddenly this tiny chapel had becone a tineless void of terror
Gradual |y her reasoning returned. Maybe she had been mi staken, a trick of the
candl elight in those dead eyes. Yet body and head had joi ned thensel ves

t oget her so anything was possible. She was beconing too conditioned to the

t hi nki ng of conventional people. Was not she Madel ei ne de Denandol x de | a

Pal ud who had corrupted the young nuns in the convent at Ai x-en-Provence? She
had spread the word of Louis Nevillon, the Anti-Christ, and now his ways were
raci ng across the continent like an unchecked forest fire. Sabat, too; Quentin
reborn so that his association with the Beast of France could resune. And her
own rol e? That was the nost frightening prospect of all because she did not
know.

She sank down, lay full length on the stone floor, but it no | onger seened
cold and hard. Just a bed with clean Iinen, herself waiting. For what? Waiting
for Louis Nevillon to cone and take her

Her whol e body trenbl ed but not because of the sudden drop in atnospheric
tenmperature; a quivering that was warm and exciting. And dom nating! Her hands
seened to nmove as though with a will of their own, obeying a deep instinct,
her fingers snoothing downwards, their touch so sensuous that her breathing
qui ckened. She knew where they were going, that area of soft npist flesh that
was crying out for relief.

One brief second of guilt; that tine at the convent when she had gone up to
the dormtory after mass because this sanme feeling had got the better of her
and she had to appease it. She had been so engrossed in the sensations which
her mani pul ati ons brought her that she had not heard the door open. One of the
ol der nuns had entered, stared in shocked surprise at the sight of Madel eine's
convul sing body. Even then she hadn't been able to stop, had to finish and
sati sfy herself whatever the consequences. She had resigned herself to

expul sion fromthe convent, for surely Sister Camlle would report her to the
Mot her Superior for defiling her own body.

Instead Sister Camille had slipped out of her own robes, reveal ed a shapely
body that had been hidden for far too | ong beneath those capaci ous robes, and
cane to join her on the bed. Madel ei ne was at her weakest, could not have
resisted the other's advances even if she had wanted to. Camille's touch was
out of this world, kisses that burned like liquid fire, a flicking tongue that
knew t he places that brought the ultinmate delight. Two bodi es entw ni ng,

i nseparable linbs flaying the air, then shuddering to a trenbling standstill,
clutching at each other, kissing gently, sobbing their spent passion. That was
when Louis Nevillon's seed of corruption was sown. It had germi nated,

bl ossonmed, and in the end Madel ei ne had had to run. And Sister Canmille had
conti nued spreadi ng the word.

Madel ei ne's feelings were akin to that now, only nore so; a nind-blow ng
mael strom The candle flanmes seened to have shrunk until they were no nore
than tiny twin glowworns in the darkness but Mdel eine did not care. Sister
Canm || e's stabbing tongue was taking her up to yet another orgasm She

expl oded, clutched wildly at the air, was spinning, then floating in space.
Fal I i ng, hands reaching out for her.



But they were not the soft hands of Sister Camille. Instead they were rough
and strong and so deathly cold, fingers that felt and probed at her body, icy
breath fanning her face.

She went rigid, wanted to hold back but did not dare. The touch, although
abrasive and ungentle, was all too famliar. A screamrose into her throat but
it never made it as her vocal chords constricted. She wanted to shrink away
but her body was held there as though by invisible bonds. It was inpossible to
di sobey Louis Nevillon

The candl es had gone out. Nothing but pitch darkness everywhere. Perhaps it
was best that way, for the sight of the one who was roughly fondling her could
have snapped her mind. She had waited longingly for this reunion and now t hat
it had arrived it was the nost terrible nonent of her present life. She
wondered if he sensed it, prayed that he did not, for the Beast of France took
aterrible revenge on any who rejected him She tried to tell herself that she
loved him that it was just the shock of the culmnation of all those nonths
of waiting. But she knew that she |ied.

She heard his heavy breathing, a rasping of air in stale lungs that had to

| earn how to inhale and expel again. Linbs that were stiff and wooden after
weeks of idleness in death. Love-maki ng had becone an unfamiliar exercise for
Louis Nevillon and she nust bear w th him

Madel eine tried to relax but it was inmpossible; terror rendered her tense and
unyi el ding so that he had to force her legs wide. H s closeness was |ike an
iceberg. Yet if he lived then surely his heart nust punp warm blood. O in
this, his latest com ng again, had he chosen to becone one of the living dead?

He took her forcefully, an animal-like mating, dragging her up and forcing her
to kneel facing away from him having to hold her upright by her hair or else
she woul d have fallen to the floor. Her strength had deserted her in this
terrible hour and she was no nore than a rag-doll to be mani pul ated by that
body out of the coffin, to do his bidding in everything he chose.

A hardness deep in her, a freezing cold that nunbed her very wonb and
destroyed all sensitivity; she was even rendered insensible to pain, for
surely he was hurting her. Her hair felt as though it was being torn from her
head by the roots, sharp fingernails gouged unmercifully at her breasts. She
was aware of the slammi ng of his powerful thighs against her, pile-driving

bl ows that vibrated every bone in her frane.

How much | onger could it go on? Madel eine didn't know and she didn't care. Her
brai n was nunbed, a kind of sedation that left her with a di mawareness of the
awftilness of it all, but checked her rising terror. Her bel oved woul d not

hurt her. Only because she had been rendered insensitive to pain! He was a
monster, fully aroused, a lusting thing that had survived the guillotine and
escaped the grave; not Louis who had cone back to her before when he had

defi ed deat h.

Wul d he never be spent? Even as the thought crossed her m nd she experienced
a shooting col dness inside her. Her head was jerked right back, threatening to
di sl ocate her neck, and those icy fingers were squeezing nercilessly at her
breasts. She heard himnow, a beast of the wild roaring at the peak of its
lust, an unholy orgasmthat blinded it to all else. This, surely, was the
rutting-stand of the undead.

She was thrown forward, pulled back again, cold kisses |like iced suction pads
on her neck and back, that frozen penetration seeming to swell inside her. She



tried to cry out but only succeeded in gasping hoarsely, a noise that m ght
have been m staken for an orgasmic grunt. There was to be no let-up in this
frenzied copul ation that had begun over three centuries before and was
destined to continue for eternity. If he killed her then she would live again
and he would be waiting for her. If she fled then there was no hiding place in
this world, or the one beyond the shadows.

She had a sensation of flying through the air and in that instant all feeling
was restored to her body. Covering her head with her arms, knowi ng that she
must fall sometinme. Then she hit the floor with a bone-jarring force, |ay
there bruised and wi nded as the terror finally seeped back. Her brain could
not cope, sought a |l ogical explanation. It wasn't him you were nasturbating,
got carried away. Liar!

Madel ei ne coul d not see him but she knew he was there, a silent thing that
stood in the darkness; one who needed no light to see, an omi - power f ul
creature who had satisfied hinmself on her and had spurned her undying |ove for
hi m

This was not Louis, not he whom she had served so faithfully for so |ong.
Sonet hi ng had gone wrong. ..

She coul d hear hi m novi ng about, purposeful footsteps as he busied hinself
with some task. She heard the clank of the firebox, heavy |ogs being deposited
i nside; a crackling of flanes. Ch God, he was stoking the oven, preparing to
satisfy his hunger after a |ong abstinence.

Madel ei ne wanted to cry out, 'No, Louis. There is no need. | have cooked neat
in readiness for your conming. It is there on the table.' But her voice had
gone, just lips moving but no sound coming forth. Sheer terror had clai ned
her, turned her into a mute slave. She was praying, not to the God of the
convent at Ai x-en-Provence but to one nuch ol der, one she had once wi tnessed
in the darkness of a black mass when Louis Nevillon had presided, for only he
could have called up such a powerful entity; a beast-like thing that snorted
in the shadows, only its glowing red eyes visible. An overpowering stench of
putrefaction, a thundering of powerful hooves. You dared not | ook any cl oser.

Now she prayed that it m ght come again and save her from one who had once
| oved her. O that it might send Sabat and that he would be in tine.

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

SABAT PULLED the Daimer off the road and killed the engine. A silent nonster
it sat sedately amidst the trees, out of its own environnent of hard roads and
city lights. It would have been sacrilege to take it up that rutted track

Sabat stretched in the seat, relaxed. He should have been hurrying with a
sense of urgency up that nuddy slope but instead he felt lethargic. Not tired,
nmore of a basking in his own satisfaction. Schmd and his coven were finished,



there would be nothing to fear fromthem

A strange feeling which he found difficulty in coming to terms with. A
nmuzzi ness that fogged his thinking, voices screaming at himbut he neither
under st ood nor recognised them It mght have been Quentin, his own soul in
conflict, but he ignored it.

He sat there staring through the wi ndscreen at the dark mass of

i ndi stingui shabl e trees, shapes that m ght have been denons out there on a

ni ght when the ultimate in evil was about to be reborn. Possibly the event had
al ready happened. In which case Sabat was too late. His reasoning faltered
again, a man with amesi a whose nmenory came back to taunt himin brief flashes
and, like a will-o0'-the-w sp, vani shed before he could claimthem for his own.

It was like a kind of dream going on all around you and yet you played a vita
role in it, being swept along by events which in thensel ves controlled you. A
sense of hel pl essness, too, but you didn't try to fight it.

He flicked on the interior |ight of the car, experiencing a burning desire to
see his own face in the mrror. He had al nost forgotten what he | ooked |ike,
needed to re-acquaint hinmself with hinself. He stared, saw his own refl ection
in the small oblong and a faint cry of surprise and fear escaped his |ips. For
the face that stared back at himwas not wholly his own!Nor Quentin's, as his
br ot her had once been!

There was certainly a resenbl ance, but the features had undergone a drastic
change! Harsh, vicious; the eyes seened to have noved in closer, narrowed to
an expression of sheer naliciousness. The nose decidedly nore hooked, like the
beak of a fierce bird of prey. The mouth a grim bl oodless slit. The long hair
appeared to have taken on a different texture, coarser, falling about the
collar, now streaked with silver grey. Sabat stared in disbelief at an overal
barely recogni sable reflection. Ancient! It was Sabat and yet not Sabat.
Sonething fam liar about the facial change, a countenance upon whi ch he had
gazed recently. And then he knew

Merci ful God, only Sabat coul d accept this as possible! That dream his
conpani on of that night of evil whom he had hel ped put those witches to the
torch. Pierre de Lancre lived again in the body of Sabat! 'Ifyou ever have
need of ne do not hesitate to call nme. Do that and Pierre de Lancre will cone,
that | promse.’

And the witchfinder had cone, true to his word

Sabat stared at his hands, talon-like with long ragged dirty fingernails, the
skin dry and cracked; held themup to his face in revul sion, watched them
tremble. Yet Pierre de Lancre, the witchfinder, had come when he needed him
nost and this was no tinme to spurn his help.

Sabat switched off the |ight, opened the door of the Daimer and slid silently
out. He stood there in the pitch blackness breathing in the fragrant snell of
danp pi ne woods, suddenly felt stronger, fitter. It was as though the

remai ning effects of his illness had evaporated and he bit on those thin |ips
until he tasted bl ood as he remenbered everything that had happened to him
since that fateful trip up the Jungfrau, No |onger did he feel pity for
Madel ei ne. She was a witch who had so far escaped the fiery stake, just as
Louis Nevillon had cheated the guillotine. Now they must both pay in full for
their evil which spanned three centuries!

He noved off, treading silently through the tall pines, a flitting shadow in
the faint starlight. He checked that he still had his «38, rem nding hinself



at the sane time that this night he would need nore than nortal weapons to
overcome his dangerous adversaries. They could not guess; surprise was his
trunmp card.

It took himtwenty nminutes to reach the clearing in which the small chape
stood. His pulses were racing with the eagerness of a hunting beast of the
wild closing in for the kill. The same cunning, waiting and |i stening,

nostrils flaring as he sniffed the night air and snelled an aroma that had him
tauteni ng, those broken fingernails digging into the palnms of his hands. For
he smelled the rancid odour of roasting human fl esh!

Nauseating. He recalled its taste, alnost vomted. But he was strong now,
stronger than them And was not his very nane feared throughout the continent
and all the other countries of the world? Pierre de Lancre, nercil ess hunter
of witches. He smiled grimy to hinself and noved stealthily forward a few
steps then stopped to listen again. Light cane fromw thin the building,
slitting out through the ill-fitting door, but there was no sound to be heard.
Sabat was wary; Nevillon and his young m stress were no ordinary witches. They
m ght sense his presence.

He hesitated at the door. That snell of burning neat was much stronger now,
per haps he was already too late. He braced hinself, drew a deep breath and | et
it out slowy, his owmn way of steadying those racing pul ses. Whatever the
outcome he had to go in there, confront his deadliest foes face to face. His
fingers strayed to the butt of his revolver then fell away. This would be no
time for bullets; it would be a duel with nmuch deadlier, far nore dangerous
weapons.

H s knee went up, shot forward with tremendous force, a blow that devastated
the rotti ng woodwork, splintered the matchwood panels of the door as it flung
it back, pulling a rusted hinge out by the screws. Sabat |eapt forward, an
SAS-type entrance, low and fast, a difficult noving target. Then he pulled up
alnost felt foolish. The roomwas nuch as he had last seen it; tw n black
candl es burning on the shelf adjacent to the old cast-iron stove which was no
| onger draped in black, that lead coffin with its lid closed, stark and
horrific. Nothing else; there was no sign of Mdel ei ne Gaufri di

Sabat tensed, suspected a trap of sone kind. Two long strides took himto the
coffin, his strong fingers gripping the lid. This tine his nuscles responded
like smooth well-oiled machinery, flexing and taking the strain of the heavy
wei ght. The lid shot back, hit the wall with a dull clang and showered |ine
pl aster and dust out of the crunbling bricks.

He coughed, peered through the grey cloud ... saw the shrouded corpse of the
Beast of France lying there, staring up with sightless eyes! Dead pallid flesh
gave off its own unpl easant stench but Sabat scarcely noticed it.

"He is still dead!' the witchfinder spoke his surprised relief aloud. 'He has
not risen again. Maybe | amstill in time even though Wl purgi snacht is well
advanced ...’

Hs words tailed off to a hoarse whisper as his nostrils flared again at the
stench of roasting human neat. H s eyes w dened; he wheel ed and saw t he
temper at ure gauge on the front of the old cooker, 300.

"My God!' Sabat gl anced back at that coffin. * The meat for this unholy

ni ght's banquet is already cooking! Nevillon has arisen and clained his victim
and his astral body has already fled, |eaving behind it a useless shell. But
who cooks in the oven?



There was only one way to find out. Those long fingers which had sonmehow
gnarl ed and cracked this last hour closed over the door handl e, yanked it
back. Thick choking steam bill owed out, scalding fog that hid the horrors of
that dark recess. Sonething noved, a bulky blistering roasting shape that had
been resting against the door, a nmonster enmerging fromits hell-hot lair!

Sabat recoil ed, saw snoki ng hands cl awi ng through the steam groping for him
A head, the shape was right but where there should have been features there
were only bl ackened |lunps and orijices, eyes that stared pain and mnal evol ence
out of charred sockets. Unrecogni sable, a hal f-cooked thing that wheezed

whi spered screans of agony am dst clouds of nauseating vapour. And stil

l'ived!

Sabat's brain reeled, he felt terror clutching at his heart, revul sion but not
pity because Pierre de Lancre was beyond pity. The steaming fat on that
still-living formthinned, he saw it nore clearly. Breasts that had once been
shapely were shrivelled by the heat, nipples scorched but still hard and firm
like glowing cinders. Hairless, a head that bobbed up and down, the nouth
twisted into nmute shrieks of pain. A hand found his jacket, clutched at it
with roasted fingers that were no | onger slender and shapely, tried to drag
itself up on him He felt the dry hot breath on his face like a gust of w nd
across an arid desert; even the wounded of Arnmageddon never suffered a fate
such as this! He lip-read his own nane on those noving |lips. 'Sabat..

Sabat... help ne!'

Revul si on powered the short left jab, his bunched knuckl es striking that face,
throwing it back. The girl, for it was undoubtedly female, hit the floor, lay
there looking up at him hurt in those eyes, a dog that had been struck by its
master when all it sought was affection. 'Sabat... help ne!'

Recogni ti on now, physically the girl could have been anybody, any age, that
bl ackened bal d head belonging to a horrific hag froman age-old fable
graphically illustrated by a twisted artist. Yet that body, charred but stil
alive, seductive even in the ultimte agony and degradati on, could have

bel onged to only one person.

' Madel ei ne Gaufridir Sabat's whisper was |oud, a hoarse shout of shocked
horror that never made it to full vol une.

'Sabat... help ne... Sabat!’

"l amnot Sabat. Nor Quentin. | amPierre de Lancre, wtchfinder. Wuld
rescue you fromthe burning stake?

She flinched as though he was about to strike her again, fell back. She knew,
oh God, how she knew now! She saw his features as they once had been in

anot her place, another life. Her festered lips closed tightly to choke back
yet another plea for nercy because she knew the futility of pleading with this
terrible man, one who was nore mal evolent in his own way than even her bel oved
Loui s.

He | ooked into her eyes, read her silent plea. "Kill me, Sabat. Please! | ask
not hi ng el se but that you end this agony for ne, if only for what has been
bet ween us.'

Sabat stepped back, slid the 38 out of its holster, its cold steel soothing
to his hot hand. He held it loosely at hip level in the manner of a western
gunfighter; his decision was nmade, all he had to do was to go through with it.
H's fingers curled over the trigger; the first pressure.



'"So Louis betrayed you in the end.* Sabat wondered if he spoke or whether he
just heard his own thoughts, his utter contenpt for one who had conme back from
the guillotine and rejected the only one who was loyal to him 'You nust die,
Madel eine, and this tinme you will not return. But take this one conforting

t hought to the black beyond with you. Louis Nevillon has fled to the astral

to skulk there until he chooses to be reborn. But | shall seek himout there,
for only I can follow himto such a place, and then ny vengeance will be nore
terrible than had | found himhere. Goodbye, Madel ei ne!'

The +38 crashed once, bucked in his hand. He saw that burned face disintegrate
into a crinson nul ch, the squatting body hol ding upright for a second or two
as though it was unwilling to capitulate. Then, slowy, it fell back, hit the
stone fl oor alnost sedately. In death, as in life, Madel eine of the nmany

al i ases bowed out with dignity.

Sabat turned away, hol stered his snoki ng weapon. Already the tragedy of a
young girl possessed was pushed fromhis nmind, his conmputer-Ilike brain
devouring data for the next nove. He | ooked down into the coffin again. There
was no doubt that only a dead physical body reposed there, flesh which would
begin to deconpose now that its evil soul had departed for another world. He
could have destroyed it but there was no point because when Nevillon returned
he woul d use a different body; just as Quentin had until Pierre de Lancre had
proved his superiority.

There was no tinme to be wasted. Sabat groped in his small breast pocket,

pl ucked out a half-length of white chal k which always reposed there and which
he had only remenbered now. It had had its uses before just as it would again
soneday.

He woul d have liked nore tine to prepare the roombut tine was never a
plentiful comodity on Wl purgi snacht. The floor should have been swept clean
to renove any particle of dirt which mght have hid an evil entity; he had
neither silver chalices nor charged water. Everything in this place was evil.

He nust rely solely on the crudely chal ked pentagramto protect his norta
body. Symmetry was overl ooked, the huge five-pointed star within the circle
nmerely synbolic. It mght not be enough but that was a chance he had to take.
There was no point in undressing, no nmeans to seal the nine openings of his
body. He had to place his total reliance upon hinself, his faith, and Pierre
de Lancre.

He lay on that pile of blankets where he had copul ated with Madel ei ne. They

were still danp; he prayed that the wetness was fromhis ow spilled seed and
not the cold senen of the risen dead, the veritable spawn of evil. So much was
against himthat he had to disregard it all. Never before had he ignored so
many precautions, taken such a multitude of risks when departing for the
astral plane. A universe of hiding places lay ahead of him a billion secret
refuges for one who sought to escape him Hi s task was an inpossibility, but
he still had to try and he had no guarantee of returning.

He tried to relax. It wasn't easy. The darkness outside the pentagram was
alive, forces that gathered |like swarni ng bees scenting honey in a cl osed
hive; they just had to find the way in. Shouting, scream ng, Quentin's voice
| oudest anongst them but Sabat ignored them for if they broke through his
defences there was no way he could stop them

H s breathing became rhythmical. He told hinself that he was not Mark. Nor
Quentin. He had becone Pierre de Lancre the witchfinder called fromthe dark
past to inhabit a willing body and to live again. He felt tired, a pleasant
drifting sensation mat |eft those scream ng denons fromthe dark beyond



behi nd.

Floating in a night sky; a mllion stars and he coul d have gone to any he
chose. Tinme canme and went but Sabat had to go back, retrace the centuries.

Fl oating through a dark starless void and he knew he was on the right trail
Sonmewher e ahead he nmade out a faint grey light. Dawn... not a new day but an
old one. Very old.

He could even snell the rotting vegetation of a place where decay had its own
strangl ehold and tine had stood still. Waiting for those who dared to return.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

SABAT GOT the feeling that he had been to this place before and accepted it
unquestioningly, for he was Pierre de Lancre and he rnust foll ow where the

wi tchfinder |led. As Sabat he could have hunted in vain for eternity; as de
Lancre he stood a chance of finding that which he sought reasonably quickly.

A land that was old and would remain so until the end of tine. Again it was
vaguel y recogni sabl e. Labourd perhaps. It did not really matter for this was
t he second astral plane.

He changed form a small bat flitting insignificantly through the night sky, a
creature that was commonpl ace enough, weaving and jinki ng against a silvery
nmoon. Bel ow hi mwas a wooded | andscape, interspersed with nuddy cart-tracks.
The whol e countrysi de slept, peasant hovels with no |ights show ng. Rural
desol ati on.

He flewon, mle after mle, letting his instinct take over, complete faith in
Pierre de Lancre, not knowi ng what he was searching for but trusting in the

wi tchfinder. And then at |ast he saw the chateau on the hillside and found
hinsel f homing in on it.

Once it had housed aristocracy, nowit was a shanmbling shell of its forner
edifice. Creeping ivy had taken over to the detrinment of the stonework, three
of the four turrets already having crunbl ed. The extensive grounds stretched
up to the surrounding forest, a mass of thick vegetation that had spread with
negl ect, a pond of sone kind, thick with al gae. The casual observer mnight have
sensed an at nosphere of dereliction and enptiness but not Sabat. As he
alighted on an upper wi ndowsill he sensed the presence of others, a feeling of
hopel essness that wafted fromw thin on the snell of decay.

He passed inside, changed his formto that of a hornet, buzzed his way down a
| ong panelled corridor thick with dust but noted the trails of footprints to
and fro on the floor, a regular thoroughfare. He followed the footnmarks down a
flight of stone steps that were only too famliar. The dungeons of Armageddon
where he had spoken to that traitor only a short tine ago! But this was not
Armageddon; this was but a parody that existed in the past, in a world where



time was unknown.

Now he coul d hear voices, a weeping and wailing |like the sound of the wind in
a far off tunnel, but there was no w nd because the torches which Iit this
passageway burned evenly w thout so rmuch as a flicker of a flame. So cold, and
danp too, condensation trickling down the stone walls.

The noi se was | ouder now and as he rounded a bend he saw t he huge dungeon, too
big for the torches on the walls to illunminate fully, nmerely keeping the
shadows at bay. A stench of putrefaction greeted himas he flew up and settled
on a saggi ng overhead beam the snell of rotting bodies!

Hs first feeling was one of revul sion. Anongst the living prisoners chai ned
to the walls he saw corpses in varying degrees of deconposition; skeletons
that had not been renoved, bodies only recently dead with rats gnawi ng at the
flesh with a horrible squel ching, grinding sound. Sabat w nced, transferred
his attention to the living prisoners.

Men and worren of all ages; children too. Al in threadbare clothing that the
danpness of this underground place was rotting on their bodies. They had | ong
gi ven up shouting and screanming at the rats, accepted the presence of vermn,
only crying out when sharp rodent teeth bore at living flesh.

These people cried their hopel essness openly, their pain-tw sted faces shiny
with tears. They prayed for death but it did not cone, for this was their

fate, their hell. But who were the gaolers in these halls of degradation?
Sabat took to the wing again, an erratic course that eventually brought himto
the furthernost wall, a distance of at least fifty yards, and even then there

was yet anot her dungeon where humanity was at its | owest ebb. The dead were
the only fortunate ones. A child was screaming frantically to join its nother
on the opposite wall, a pathetic naked figure who sagged i n her manacl es, her
head fallen on to her breasts. Yesterday she had whi spered hoarse words of
encour agenent to her offspring but today she was silent. Because she was dead
and the rats had al ready begun to eat her

Bowl s of stinking food that was rotten before it was prepared were stacked by
the entrance. Sabat wondered who cane to feed these wetches, what kind of
gaoler could tolerate these conditions. Even the vermn preferred the corpses
to the morass of putrid nourishment. The stench was strong, hanging in this
airl ess underground tonmb that housed the living and the dead, and even as
Sabat was contenpl ati ng goi ng back upstairs the sound of approachi ng footsteps
reached his ears.

Back at his vantage point on that central beam he had an unrestricted view of
t he approaching men. The one in the | ead was obviously the gaol er, a squat,
grimed figure clad in crude garnents cut fromthe skin of sone animal, either
a goat or a sheep. Eyes that glinted insanely, gleaming with [ust and sadi sm
as he viewed his manacl ed charges on either wall. In his hand he carried a
honermade whip, a length of rope to which innunerable rusty nails had been
attached. Sabat w nced; those discolorations mght not have been solely rust!
A shanbling arrogant gait that only faltered when a well-directed bl ob of

phl egm spl attered on his cheek and ran down on to his thick |ips.

The prisoner who had spat gave a holl ow | augh, then pursed his |lips and vainly
searched his dry nouth for nore saliva. 'W shall die and cheat you,' he

shout ed, 'and then you and your master will be forced to eat the flesh of
corpses!' The guard wheel ed, his arm going back, that cruel |ash snaking
forward into an arc, the nails ripping across the emaci ated features of the
hel pl ess man on the wall, crude fishhooks that enbedded in the mouth and the
cheek, ripped out chunks of bl oody flesh, spraying crimson as they canme free,



distorting and el ongating the nmouth that had dared to spit its defiance.

The wounded man screaned, began dribbling blood, withing with the agony of
his terrible wound, setting off nore screans down the |ine. That distraught
child was shrieking her infantile terror, a woman shaking with sobs.

' Cochon' the guard wound his | ash back in, plucked off a chunk of bloody flesh
and hurled it contenptuously in the direction of the feeding rats. 'You shal
not die before your time. Not here. Perhaps tonmorrow the master will have need
of you. O the day after. \Who knows?'

Sabat's eyes were riveted on 'the master'. Ch God, there could be no possible
m stake. Pierre de Lancre had been true to his word; his unerring hunting
instinct had | ed Sabat to Louis Nevillon. Three centuries of dying and rebirth
had not changed him the same handsonme bestial features, eyes that glowed with
mal evol ence and lusted for the flesh which hung fromthe walls of this human
abattoir, tongue licking those cruel lips in anticipation of the nmeat which
was his for the taking, his very own farnmyard of human victins.

" Toni ght, Hugo,' strong teeth showed in a nerciless snmile, 'I will have that
worman. ' A bony forefinger singled out a conely wench, a recent acquisition
because her body had not yet begun to waste away. 'Take her and prepare her/

Hugo sl ouched forward to do his master's bidding. The girl was screaning
trying to struggle as she was freed, but the squat man was too strong for her
tucki ng her under his odorous arm ignoring her flaying |inbs.

'Good,' Nevillon turned away. 'Let us leave this stinking place, Hugo. Too
many are dying here for ny liking. It is such a waste. Keep thembetter fed,
it improves the quality of the meat. The Chateau of the Damed is renowned
across the whole of France for its banquets?

Sabat watched them go, alone again with the damed and the dying. The rats
were continuing with their feed, unhindered, the injured man was spitting

bl ood and groaning. The child had fallen into wi de-eyed nute terror. Tonorrow
t he Beast would come again, followi ng at the heels of his depraved henchman,
singling out yet another unfortunate to grace his unholy table.

Sabat changed back to human form a materialisation which grewsilently in the
shadows, and only when he stepped out into the wan torchlight did screanms echo
again in the dungeons of doom Cries of fear and hate rang out.

"He i s back. The Beast has returned.’
"No, it is not he. It is...'

"It is the witchfinder! Mon Dieu, Pierre de Lancre has at | ast discovered the
Beast's lair! We are saved!'

Sabat smiled, held up a hand to silence their cries of astoni shnent. Thank
you, ny friends, but | beseech you to be silent whilst | go in search of this
prince of purgatory. To warn himw th your cries might prove fatal to us all."’

They fell silent and Sabat noted the smiles of relief upon faces which
hitherto had shown only utter despair. Even the one whose nouth had been torn
up into his cheek was | aughing in between spitting out blood. Pierre de
Lancre, the hoped-for saviour had arrived! Their nessiah was here.

Sabat nmoved swiftly, nmounting those stone steps silently, pausing to survey
the extent of the massive hall above, but there was nobody in sight. And even



as he hesitated a fearful scream echoed throughout the building, a cry of
terror that was abruptly cut off before it reached its peak, vibrating in the
still, cold atnosphere.

Sabat nmoved fast, having singled out the door from behind which the cry had
cone. Quilt escalated into cold fury; the man call ed Hugo had wasted no tine
in killing the girl. Sabat hoped that he mi ght have been in time to save her
life, but he had been too cautious and it had cost her her life. Now all that
was left to himwas revenge.

He flung the heavy door wi de, saw a huge kitchen beyond. Afire roared in an
open grate and above this the freshly killed naked body of the peasant wench
turned slowmy on a spit. Wth an oath Hugo whirled, his massive hand cl osi ng
over a neat cleaver which lay on the table nearby. But in his eyes there was a
flicker of recognition and fear.

'"So Pierre de Lancre has conme to join the | egions of the damed! | fear
t hough, nmonsieur, that your flesh will not be tender enough for the naster
Nevert hel ess, we are plagued with hungry rats so ...'

But Sabat had already anticipated that wild swing. Hugo was as strong as an ox
and just as clunsy, a sweeping arc of honed steel that would have beheaded the
intruder had it connected with its intended target.

Sabat ducked, caught the armas it swung over his head, pulled it downwards
then sharply upwards in al nost the same novenent, heard the |oud crack as bone
splintered, the thud of the falling cleaver. Hugo was bellow ng his rage and
fear and had to be sil enced!

Anot her blow with the flat of the same hand, a sideways chop that had solid
muscl e sinking into a fleshy throat, cutting off that bestial roar instantly.
Hugo jerked, tottered, his wi de eyes glazing over, anger and fury evaporating
with the advent of unconsci ousness.

Sabat let himfall; a followup blow would nerely have been a waste of energy.
The body hit the floor, splayed itself out, and then Sabat was picking up the
fallen weapon, its blade dulled by the chopping of heavy bones. But it would
be sharp enough for this last tine... He raised it above his head, felt his
fury pumping the adrenalin into his body. This one was for all the
unfortunates who had found their way into the dungeons of the Chateau of the
Damed; the dead and the dying and those who m ght even now be freed.

The bl ade had enough wei ght, powered by Sabat's strength, to sever that
grotesque head at one blow, a manual guillotine that jarred on the stone floor
and then was cast aside. Blood spurted fromthe neck, gushed on to the fire as
t hough Hugo was maki ng one |ast attenpt to atone for his part in Nevillon's
canni bal i stic existence and spare the girl's body fromthe fl ames.

Sabat reached across, unhooked the spit and lowered it to the floor, nmentally
apol ogi sed to the singed naked corpse that he had not been in tinme. Then he
was turning away, going in search of the beast whose lair this place was, one
who was al ready gathering about himhis followers and whetting their appetite
for the flesh of their own species.

Sabat flitted fromroomto roombut there was no sign of the man he sought on
the ground floor. Each roomwas nusty and enpty, icy cold as though invisible
evil lurked there.

He nade for the stairs, knew that the Beast had to be sonewhere up there.
Sabat's pul ses were racing, a sudden fear that perhaps Hugo's scream had been



| oud enough to warn his master and that Nevillon had fled out into the dark
ni ght. But no! Even as he reached the | andi ng Sabat heard sounds that cane
from behind a heavy ornate door on the right of the w de, uncarpeted |anding.
He paused to listen; heavy breathing as though whoever it was exerted hinself
to the point of exhaustion, a creaking as though old and rusted springs were
subj ected to an unbelievable strain.

Sabat hit the door on the run with his shoulder, flung it back, grunted his
surprise at the scene which greeted his narrowed eyes. O course, Nevillon had
ot her uses for young wonen besi des eating then

Wth the snarl of an animal at bay Louis Nevillon cane off the girl who had
been |ying spread beneath himon the old four-poster bed with its rotting
hangi ng curtains, the sweat on his body glistening in the |light cast by the
single oil-lanp. Hs lips drew back but in those eyes Sabat noted abject
terror. The hunted had been run to ground at |last by the hunter he feared
nost, either on earth or in this hell of his own creation

"Pierre de Lancre!' Nevillon backed off, started to slide a hand beneath the
bl ankets where he kept a knife conceal ed, a habit which had not died in three
hundred years.

Sabat |eapt, his booted feet spring boarding himinto the air, and in the sane
nmovement powering a vicious scissors-kick. Fast, too fast for the man on the
bed who tried to dodge but the blow took himin the face, crashed his head
back agai nst the stone wall behind him H's eyes filmed just as Hugo's had
done and he slunped down inert beside the dark-haired girl

That was the noment when she turned her head, and in spite of the

di sfigurenment, an ugly gash across her forehead as though at sone tinme her
skull had split and then joined together again, Sabat had no difficulty in
recogni sing her. It was incredible, inpossible, but the evidence was there
before him an expression of pleading on her frightened, beautiful features.

' Madel ei ne!'" he grunted. 'Madel eine Gaufridi, or de Demandol x de |a Pal ud, or
Marie Boulle, or whatever you are currently calling yourself! But you cannot
be here; even on the astral it is inpossible. | destroyed you with a bull et
after Louis Nevillon had tried to ..."

"You gave ne a bullet,' there was sadness in her expression as she fingered
the scar. '"But it did not destroy me as | had hoped. Nothing can destroy ne
whi I st he lives. He knew that; that was why he subjected ne to the degradation
of what he did, because he knew that afterwards he coul d sunmmon nme back here
where we could be together in a terrible eternity, Ch, if only | could die and
be at peace?

'So you shall before long, that | pronise,' Sabat smled.

'"For there are those below like yourself who have suffered untol d agoni es and
it is their right that they be given this nonster to pass their own judgenent
upon!"

He stooped down, dragged the unconsci ous man up, sone how got him across his
shoul der. Even the conbined steel strength of Sabat and Pierre de Lancre was
put to the test now, but sonehow he nmade it down the stairs and across the
hall to those dungeon steps. Far bel ow he heard them shouts that were a

m xture of euphoria and anger, demandi ng both freedom and revenge,

"G ve us the Beast! G ve us the Beast of France?



Cheers in the shadowy light as they saw and hailed the return of Pierre de
Lancre bearing his burden, their hungry nouths already watering for the flesh
of Louis Nevillon. For once they, also, would eat human neat and its rancid
flavour woul d be sweet on their starved pal ates. They recogni sed a sacrificial
victim strained at their iron bonds in a frenzied attenpt to get at it.

Sabat dumnped the unconsci ous Nevillon uncerenoniously in the centre of the
floor, turned to face his audience.

"You shall have your Beast, your tyrant,' he bowed nockingly, '"with the
conplinments of Pierre de Lancre!’

Then he nmoved swiftly down the lines of straining prisoners, unshackling them
one after another, listening to their animal-like cries as they rushed and
fell on their prey. Only when skel etons and corpses renmained in the nmanacl es
did Sabat turn to watch, a wy smle creasing his features as he permtted
hinsel f a few nmonents of sadistic delight.

The ultimate in barbarism- nmen and wonen had thrown thenselves on to the
inert formof Louis Nevillon, a mlling nmass as they clawed the flesh fromthe
body wi th broken fingernails or sunk their teeth deep into any part that they
could reach. Just one scream of agonised fear came fromthe victimas he

regai ned consci ousness; but that was cut off as his throat was torn out and
jetting crimson fluid sprayed the frenzied throng. Now they were fighting, a
tug-of -war that ended with a nunmber of themsprawing in a heap when an arm
was torn fromits socket.

Sonehow t hey had severed a leg, a group of human dogs fighting over a gigantic
bone. Raw flesh, but they were starving, a naddened nmob that sent even the
rats scurrying away into the shadows...

Sabat snmiled his satisfaction and knew that upstairs Madel eine was finally at
peace. His job was done; it was tine to go, for Wl purgi snacht had not yet
ended and his own body lay in that renpote chapel protected only by a frai
pentagram And if that defence failed then he would remain here forever!

One |l ast look. A partly screened view of a bloody norass that was still being
ravenously pulled apart and devoured and then he was a bat once nore, w nging
an erratic course back across that deserted noonlit countryside in a world
where tine stood still for eternity.

Sabat stirred, then jerked i nto wakeful ness as he renmenbered. Fear had him
sitting up, then relief came as he saw the grey light of a May norning
shafting in through the broken door of the chapel. He sighed, strangely
refreshed as he always was after a trip on to the astral plane.

It was all over. Well, al npbst.

He felt the need to hurry, to erase the final scars that renmai ned now that
Louis Nevillon was no nore. Working feverishly he snmashed chairs, built up a
pile of kindling wood to hide that pathetic charred body; dragged the corpse
fromthe coffin and hoisted it on to the top of his proposed incineration |ike
some macabre Quy Fawkes

Just one match, that was all that was needed, Then he hurried out, did not
| ook back for his work was done and he wi shed to see no nore.

Back in the Daimer he glanced again in the mrror, breathed a sigh of relief
when he saw that his hair was jet black again, the |ines had snoot hed away
fromhis features and the ruthlessness in his expression was his own. Pierre



de Lancre had answered his call and now the w tchfinder had returned whence he
had cone.

Sabat eased the car on to the road, permtting hinmself one |ast |ook back, saw
a huge colum of black snoke rising above the pines, nmushroom ng out and
hanging in the windless sky. It was truly over now

He accel erated, heard a voice sonewhere, nasal angry tones that he recognised
instantly. Pierre de Lancre was gone but Quentin was back. That was only to be
expected; with the devilish cannibal cult wi ped out he nust now get back to

t he business of fighting his brother's soul, a battle which, |ike Armageddon,
woul d never be resol ved.



