PROLOGUE

Berti e Hass dosed his eyes, braced hinmself for the |inmb-wenching jerk when
his parachute billowed out, tried to will it to open. The cold night air
rushed by him tore at his heavy clothing. It won't open, Bertie, A jeering
whi sper inside his head. You know it won't. Didn't that clairvoyant in
Stuttgart tell you it would happen like this?

Falling, faster and faster. And faster. Now he was preparing hinmself for the
crunchi ng i npact when he hit the ground far below. He could see it in the
faint noonlight reinforced by the flames fromhis crashed plane and the
inferno of a city way beyond the horizon. The night was burning |ike hel
itself, and there was only one place he was goi ng. Down.

M ssi on acconplished, Herr Commandant, the city is destroyed, razed to the
ground. Pride, overwhel m ng satisfaction. You always [ost nen on raids, it was
i nevitable. Soldiers, airmen were of necessity a dispensable comodity in war.
Secretly, selfishly, you hoped it would not be your turn, always sonmebody

el se's.

Fal i ng

And then the cords jerked him twi sted him tore at his arnms as though they
sought to rip themfrom his body, bore him some grudge for his loyalty to the
Fat herl and. He al nost bl acked out, had a blurred glinpse of Ingrid s face
agai n. Darkness and the torments of hell lie below you. Do you not see the

fl anes?

The night sky was a fiery glow now, so bright that he could not shut it out
even by closing his eyes. He felt the searing heat, heard the nmuffled
expl osi ons; bonmbs still going off, incessant ack-ack fire, the drone of heavy
bonbers, interspersed with the hornet-1ike whine of Spitfires.

But that was all behind him ten, fifteen, even twenty miles away. H s pl ane
had come down, the crew still inside it except for hinself. A sense of guilt,
cowardice. No, it was every nman for hinself when you got hit, everybody
accepted that. Try and bal e out, take your chance.

He was floating now, drifting steadily on a downward course, a sense of
euphori a overwhel m ng him The bonmbing and gunfire were barely audibl e;

per haps he had conme even further than he had thought. Just a faint orange gl ow
over the horizon. He glanced down again, saw a nmass of shadows, sone darker
than others, a silvery sheen beyond that was undoubtedly the sea. He certainly
had | ost his bearings.

Dar kness and the torments of hell l|ie bel ow you



Bertie Hass tried to shrug off his uneasiness, attenpted to shut out the voice
t hat undoubt edly bel onged to Ingrid the clairvoyant. He had not visited her
only to learn his destiny; he had gone for other, nore interesting reasons.

Li ke the other Luftwaffe pilots who had introduced himto her. No nore than
thirty, long blonde hair and a shapely figure which you glinpsed through those
near-transparent garments she al ways wore, her fortune-telling was just a
blind. The tiny crystal ball in the front wi ndow of her dowdy house signified
other things than glinpses into the future. Not that Bertie had any proof of

t hat personally; perhaps you had to be a regular custoner with several visits
behi nd you before Ingrid Bramer took you through into the other room She had
warned himnot to go on this raid. Perhaps" that was an invitation to stay
behi nd and visit her again. It would have nmeant goi ng sick, convincingly.
There were ways, but Bertie Hass had never done anything like that in his
life. You had a duty to the Fuhrer

He was nuch | ower now, could nake out silhouetted details of the |and beneath
him A wood, a big one bordering on a coastal marsh. H's nmouth went dry. He
m ght get caught up, break a leg, worse. If only he could make it to the
marsh; a concerted futile effort, treading air with his legs, trying to prope
hinself along but all the time drifting lower. And [ ower. There was no doubt
in his mnd that he would hit the wood.

The trees seened to nove, long thick branches outstretched like weird arns
trying to catch him Lifting up his legs, dodging them foliage rustling
agai nst the soles of his heavy flying boots.

And then he was down. A soft squel ching thud on boggy ground, his fall broken
by spongy marsh grass, the mud beneath it gurgling and sucking. For a few
nmonents Bertie Hass thought that he had nade it to the marsh, had sonehow
overshot the wood. He lay there in the darkness, then fought to extricate his
| egs fromthe boggy ground, saw that he was surrounded by tall trees, macabre
caricatures with boles twisted into |l eering faces, lichen old nmen's beards.
Hssing ... it was the nuddy water stirring and settling again. A patch of wan
nmoonl i ght defied the deep shadows, showed hi m everything he wanted to see and
a lot of things he didn't.

M racul ously he had | anded in sone kind of a clearing, had barely jarred his
body on inpact with the ground. The big wood, sonewhere to hide. Safety. He
shuddered, a sudden pang of fear for no accountable reason. That smell

not just the stagnant stench of foul water. Sonething else . . . sonething
evil!

Qui ckly, expertly, he freed hinmself of his parachute, and began splashing his

way out of this tract of bog, |eaving a bubbling protesting trail of disturbed
mud in his wake. He grabbed at an overhangi ng branch, hauled hinmself up on to

a patch of solid ground. The shadows seenmed to have spread, enveloping himin

a bl ack shroud as though clainming himfor their own.

He was aware that he was trenbling, hated hinmself for it. WAs not he a menber
of the select Luftwaffe, one of the Fuhrer's chosen bormber pilots to whom fear
was unknown? This place was the same as any other, just somewhere to hide
until he worked out a plan to get hinmself back to the Fatherland. The m ssion
had been successful and he was alive; it was his duty to return as soon as
possi bl e. The war would not last |ong now, France had fallen and Britain was
on her knees. The hour of glory was nigh

He found hinself listening intently. No |longer could he hear the famliar
sounds of battle and neither was the sky still aglow with the fires of
destruction. Bertie Hass might as well have parachuted down into sonme country
where war was unknown, just the unbroken silence of a |and at peace. It was



deci dedl y uncanny.

The mud was o0o0zi ng and bubbling, settling back down beneath the thick grass. A
night bird called softly somewhere. He nmust remain here until daylight, when
he woul d try to get his bearings. After that it would be a question of
travelling by night, hiding by day, until he found an aerodrome. Stealth,
conbined with a little bit of luck, was all he needed, A plane, any plane. And
once he got behind the controls they could not stop him

He tried to dispel his feeling of unease but it would not go away. He was al
alone in a strange |and. An eneny, a beast of the chase.

A sound; like a foot sinking into deep nud, renmaining there because to have
extricated it would have made too nmuch noi se. Which all added up to stealth -
to bei ng wat ched.

Shivers up his spine, goose-pinmpling his flesh all the way up into his scal p.
Trenbling fingers eased the push-stud of his |eather hol ster open, drew out

t he heavy Luger automatic. Show yourself, pig, and you die. You are facing one
of the Fuhrer's Luftwaffe.

Sil ence. Even the nightbird was not calling any nmore, just the al nost
i naudi bl e sound of trapped gases escaping fromthe bog. But Bertie Hass knew
wi t hout any doubt that there was sonebody out there watching him

Victor Arery had been up on the knoll since dusk. Three nights a week he was
assigned to his post throughout the hours of darkness, reclining in a
deckchair which he kept up there to nake the I ong boring nights a little nore
bearable. Fire-watching, it was ternmed, and sonmehow you had to try and

convi nce yourself that you were doing your bit for your country. That was what
the Hone Guard was all about, a psychol ogical boost both for the able who were
too old for active service and the popul ation of a virtually unprepared

nati on.

" Caught with our bleedin' trousers down,' was Victor's favourite phrase npst
nights in the Dun Cow before he went on duty. 'Everybody could see it comn'
but they kept on sayin' "peace in our tinme" until bloody war broke out. Then
"who woul d've thought it?" So the best they can do is armall the old fogies
with twel ve-bores and say "give it the Hun good and proper up his arse if he
dares to conme".' And he had come, all right, Victor reflected grimy. At fifty
life was beconming very tiresone. A clerk by day and a fire-watcher by night.
When the bl oody hell did they think you were going to sleep? Fire-watching,
that was a bl eedin' | augh.

Until tonight. Jesus Christ, he'd watched sone fires, like a gigantic GQuy
Fawkes' Night and still going on. The Jerries cane in drove after drove, the
entire Luftwaffe, surely, concentrated on one target. The railway network
first, roads and bridges, then they just let all fuck |oose on the city.
Victor saw the munitions factory go up, there was no mistaking it. Puny
retaliatory fire, the Jerries were having a field day. But they got one, oh
Christ, they got one big bugger! Good for our |ads!

Vi e saw t he bonber coming his way, wondered what the hell they were up to. Al
the others turned back once they had jettisoned their |oads. But this one was
hit, losing height and then bursting into flanes. Victor Amrery saw it

nosedi ve, explode in a field of cut hay and catch fire, burning debris
everywhere setting the hay alight. Snoke billowed up, hung in the stil

at nosphere like those fogs that cane in fromthe sea at tines. Had you
coughi ng, your eyes snarting.



Fi r e- wat chi ng.

And then he saw the parachutist out of the corner of his eye. At first he
thought it was a bird, so big and graceful, but eventually rmade out the shape
of a man, gliding. Heading towards the Droy Wod.

Vi ctor cocked the hammers of his shotgun. A Boche, an eneny. A killer. Look
what the bastards had done to the city, an inferno that was even now cremating
its dead, hundreds, maybe thousands nore trapped by the flames. He swung the
gun to his shoulder, his forefinger brushing the trigger. Too far; three,
maybe four hundred yards. Not even a WD-|l oaded SG woul d reach that distance.
Regretfully he lowered his gun, narrowed his snmarting eyes. The bastard was
going to hit the wood all right, no doubt about that.

Victor Amery saw the parachutist clear a tall oak, then dip from sight,
swal | owed up by the dark shape that was the outline of Droy Wod. Rather you
than nme, mate. He shuddered, didn't want to think too nmuch about the wood at
night. There were too many stories, going back far too long. Half of 'emwere
probably fiction, village gossip. But there was no snmoke without fire. He
coughed, wiped his smarting eyes.

Then he was hurrying back towards the village, his shout ready for when he got
within earshot,

'"There's a Boche in the wood!'’

The cordon was thrown around Droy Whod with an hour still to go to daylight, a
makeshi ft village posse. A dozen Honme Guard, some youths who were on the verge
of being called up, and one or two old stagers who would act as | ookouts .
Twenty in all, a sparse force when one viewed the wood fromthe hills above
five hundred or so acres of swanpy woodl and. Patches of dense reed beds which
had infiltrated fromthe adjacent marsh |ike stonecrop spreading froma garden
rockery into a flowerbed. Trees that had died, rotted, but still stood firm A
very ol d wood i ndeed.

But it was when the fogs cane in fromthe marsh that you had to worry, Victor
Amery reflected grimy. There was no telling when they would come, wi nter or
sumer. A bright May day woul d cloud over, turn sultry, hazy; then before you
knew it that vile opaque vapour was w sping up through the trees, blotting
everything out. And Jesus Christ help you if you were in Droy Wod when that
happened!

Dawn cane, bringing with it clear skies, a glow that could have been fromthe
rising sun, or else a reflection fromthe city which still burned. You could
snel | the snoke.

A dog barked. Brutus, the Alsatian that belonged to Onen, the ganekeeper. Owen
was sonmewher e abroad, nobody had heard fromhimfor over two nonths, didn't

bl oody well want to, either. Like a |lot of others you knew the next tinme you
saw his name it would be on the War Menorial plaque in the church. Secretly,
selfishly, you hoped so if you'd | ost one of your cats in his snares or traps.
That dog was a personification of its absent master; vicious. If anybody was
in the wood, and in all probability the German was lying |l ow there, he'd find
the bugger. And if he didn't, then Tom Morris's Jack Russell would, a snappy
little creature that raced and barked all over the place, sniffed every clunp
of grass in the hope of a scent; a bloody nui sance on any day except today.

Victor Amery could see the others spaced over half a mile in a half-noon
formati on. Waiting. Captain Cartwight and old Enmson would be at the far end



of the wood, the guns in a pheasant drive. Everybody el se were the beaters.
Take your time, tap every tree and bush with your stick. An assorted arnoury;
twel ve-bores, a couple of .410s, air-rifles, pitchforks, pick-axe handles,
anyt hing that could be used as a weapon.

A shrill whistle jerked Arery into action, had himnoving forward with the
rest of them thunb resting on the hamrer of his gun. That Jerry was
undoubt edly armed, at bay. Nobody could blanme you if you shot him

Sel f-defence; and think of all those fol ks who got caught in the raid | ast
ni ght. Winen and ki ds. Anger: he woul d have wal ked with his shotgun cocked in
readi ness if the ground had not been so uneven

Twenty yards fromthe wood. The dogs had already gone in, the terrier yapping
i ncessantly. Even with the dogs, Victor decided, it was |ike |ooking for the
proverbi al needle in the haystack. You needed a full pack of hounds, ten tines
t he nunber of searchers, and even then the German had a good chance of holing
up somewhere.

Amery' s uneasi ness grew once they were inside the wood. So dark, it was

i ncredi bl e how the sunmer foliage shut out the |light, gave everywhere a kind
of sinister green hue, the shade that film cameras exaggerated to produce an
ever gl ades effect. Everything snelled danp and rotten, the black soil wet,
muddy. It had not dried out over the centuries. You got a sense of

timel essness in here, even to the extent of being unsure whether it was day or
ni ght, kept gl ancing about you, expecting to see . . . you didn't know what
you expected to see and that was what nade it a thousand tines worse.
Chi | dhood bogey fears canme floodi ng back; if they were reality then this was
their spawni ng ground.

Victor Amery stopped because Fred Ewart had stopped to light his foul-snelling
pi pe, the flare of the match al nost dazzling in the gloom By its |light you
saw his wi zened features, the crop of blackheads which night have been taken
for a dark stubble of beard except that his drooping noustache was iron grey.
Pal e bl ue eyes, alert, watching about him Four-score years had not dulled his
brain, only stooped the shoul ders beneath the navy bl ue knee-length mac which
he al ways wore, summer or w nter.

The next nman down was | ooking to Ewart too; he'd been around | onger than nost
of them Ewart gl anced one way, nmet Anery's gaze.

"W'll no' find him' W're wasting our time but I've come along just for the
wal k. ' They never find anybody in here. Remenber Vallun®? 1932. He killed his
wife and her lover, ran in here, left a trail of blood where he'd slashed his
wists. Atrail a child could follow but there was nothing at the end of it.
It just petered out. Nothing. They won't find the German.'

Victor Amery shivered. Danm Ewart and his tales of yesteryear. That was one of
t he reasons why Victor had al nost stopped going to the Dun Cow. N ght after
night, it got on your nerves, stories you renenbered when you put the Iight
out. Always Droy Wod figured in them Mybe he made them up. Yes, that was
it, the silly old bugger took a delight in scaring folks. He was the source of
the I egends, told 'emover and over again till people believed them and passed
them on. The wood was just |ike any ot her wood.

Al lies. Fred Ewart's goddammed lies. But you never fully convinced yourself
of that.

A shout went up further down the Iine. They'd found the parachute. The terrier
was yapping and the Al satian was barking fiercely. Now the aninals had a



scent; the hunt was on

Eager as the searchers were, sonmehow old Ewart dictated the pace as though he
was in charge of the whole operation; a slow gait, his ash stick prodding the
ground in front of him forewarning himof soft squelchy patches. Flies

swar med, buzzing bl ack clouds in search of human prey.

Victor Amery came upon the old house suddenly, paused in amazenent,

experi enced a sense of revulsion. Once it had been a fine mansion set on firm
ground in the mddle of a wide clearing. Stately gables had crunbled, there
were holes in the roof where slates had fallen and smashed. The gl ass had | ong
gone fromthe wi ndows and they frowned down |ike eyel ess sockets, the broken
doorway twi sted into a snarl of mal evol ence. Go away, you have no busi ness

her e!

Sonebody had to check the interior. The party had bunched together, |ooking at
one anot her, frightened gl ances, hangi ng back. Victor Anery al nost cocked his
gun, his thunb beginning to pull the hanmer back. Not me, no, not nel!

As though in response to sone nute order they all went, five of them Ewart in
the I ead, his ash stick tapping eerily, the strong snoke from his pipe wafting
back at them thick twist fumes that rem nded themof a city not so very far
away that still burned. And the dead whose flesh singed in the fire.

A ruin, nothing nore. Stone floors where weeds struggled to sprout through the
cracks, broken doors leading fromone large roomto another; all the sane,
enpty and thick with the dust of ages, cobwebs strung between the beans, al
the furniture | ong gone. Silence except for their hollow footsteps and the
constant tapping of Ewart's stick. He was getting on all their nerves.

Upstairs, a precarious ascent, the tinbers of the stairway groaning its
protest at their weight and their intrusion. Bedroons; just one single
remaining itemof furniture, a rusted iron bedstead. Once sonebody had sl ept
init, mybe copulated upon it. It had seen birth, possibly death. Nowits
time had cone and gone. It would remain here forever

Not hi ng. An eager descent to the hallway, for once not waiting for the old man
to lead the way back out into the clearing where hazy sunlight greeted them
Nobody spoke, there was nothing to say. W didn't find him Nor we won't.
There's probably a cellar. If there is we're not going back in. You can tel
there's nobody in there - at least. . .not alive.

Fanning out into a ragged line once nore, every one of them sensing the
deepeni ng depression anongst them the futility of it all. He's not here,
let's finish and be away fromthis godl ess place.

The dogs were silent, seened to pick up the nmobod of their masters. It occurred
to Victor that the aninals had not followed theminto the house, had skul ked
out si de i nstead. Everybody was hurrying now, even Fred Ewart stunmbling in his
haste to keep up with them And what tales I'll have to tell in the safety of
the Dun Cow snug. Because | saw what you didn't see.

The snell was stronger now, a cloying putrefying stench that they tasted, had
them spitting out saliva. Sone of themrecognised it only too well - the snell
of death. In all probability it had wafted on the wind fromthe bl oody carnage
of last night's bonbing.

Fol  owi ng tracks, forcing their way through clunps of reeds where there was no
path, wary of bogs that gurgled hungrily when they inadvertently stepped into
one. No | onger searching, only wanting to be out of Droy Wod. If the German



was in here then he would surely remain there. There's nore than one person
gone mssing in the wood over the years. 1932. Ch Christ, shut up, damm you,
save your stories for the Dun Cow.

Finally they energed into daylight, a boggy reed bed that led up to the
pasturel and where Captain Cartwight and his conpani on awaited them perched
on shooting sticks with all the arrogance of |anded gentry. Relief on every
face, the terrier beginning to yel p and dash about excitedly again; old Ewart
cutting up another plug of tw st.

Victor Amery glanced up. At first he thought there was a thunderstorm
threatening in the hazy sky, the sun a pale red ball that was fast beconing
obscured. But no, they were not clouds which were drifting across fromthe
mar shes, rather ringers of white m st creeping over the | and, spreadi ng out,
bill owi ng. Hi ding every | andmark.

' That dammed mist's coming in off the coast,' Cartwight's voice was slightly
unsteady, a kind of Well, we've had it for today, chaps. 'Another hour and
it'll be like a Novenmber fog. | guess the Boche has given us the slip. That
dammed wood's too big and thick. W'd need a whole arny to search it

properly.'

"He'll no' trouble anybody again.' Ewart's features were pale, his eyes
gimets that sent a chill through any who | ooked into them 'Nobody gets out
of Droy Whod when the mist cones across. W were |ucky, Captain.'

The at nosphere had suddenly gone nuch col der. And now they snelled the stench
of death even stronger than before.

It was a long tine since Carol Enbleton had | ast gone to a disco. She hated
it, she didn't have to be here; she could have been back in her parents' small
house on the edge of the village. Except that they woul d have asked questi ons
and right now she was in no nood to answer anybody's questi ons.

Her anger showed in her expression, her actions, as she took up the fast beat,
punched the air with vigour. Her auburn hair turned yellow, green, blue all in
a matter of a minute as the coloured lights flashed crazily; lit up her eyes,
a savage scintillating red glowin tune with her fury. Then the col ours faded,
t he bul bs di nmed and she was just a flitting shadow swayi ng venonously.

A bystander m ght have been forgiven for presunming in the half-darkness that
she was overwei ght. Five foot eight inches, big-boned, but her waistline
slimmed delicately between her full shapely breasts and her w de hips. Agile,
twirling, challenging the beat to go even faster, her wi de nmouth conpressed
into a bloodless Iine of fury.

Dam Andy Dark! Yesterday she had | oved him today she hated him She saw his



features before her eyes, couldn't get them out of her nmind; that was what
being in love did to you. Handsone in a rugged kind of way, his long dark hair
was thinning at the crown and he woul d be balding by the tine he was thirty,
but what the hell. Slim always dressed in jeans and a rough plaid shirt, the
bi nocul ars strung around his neck as nuch a part of himas that sailor's beard
whi ch she had got to like so much after detesting it initially. A slow
deceptive drawl that rarely altered. "Sorry |I can't nake it tonight, darling,
but there's a teamof naturalists comng all the way up from Sussex to film
that col ony of badgers | was telling you about the other day.' You didn't tel
me and even if you did | wasn't |istening because |I'm not bloody well

i nterested. Mst chaps of twenty-eight finish work at five and take their
girlfriends out in the evening. Grlfriend, not fiancee, because |'ve taken
the ring off and left it at hone. 1'Il post it back to you tonmorrow. | won't
register it and if it gets lost in the post then that's your bl oody hard | uck

Sweati ng, noving away a few paces in search of a vacant place. Those youths
who had just conme in fromthe pub were edging their way on to the floor and no
way did she want to give themthe inpression that she was jiving with them A
ot of girls danced on their own, preferred it that way. Certainly tonight
Carol Enbleton wanted it that way. She had nmade a big m stake, ought to have
realised nonths ago that this was how it would be if you dated a nature
conservancy officer. They were all married to their bloody wildlife, you were
the 'other woman'. Sorry if 1've come between you and your badgers, darling.
Don't mind ne, I'Il stop at hone and wait till you call ne. 1'll be a good
girl, I won't even | ook at other men. Like hell; but she wasn't going to |let

t hose yobs pick her up. There was a limt.

Rocking all over the world. Legs apart, sw nging her whol e body fromthe wai st
upwards fromside to side, creating a sensation of dizziness as though your
scalp mght slip right off.

Maybe Andy hadn't taken her seriously. Wll, he soon would when that ring
arrived back. Posted tonorrow, first class, it mght just get there on
Wednesday. Not an idle threat nade in the heat of anger; she nmeant it. This
had happened just once too often. Andy didn't have to go film ng badgers at
night with these nuts. He was al ways on about peopl e trespassing, disturbing
the countryside, and if tranmping through the woods at night with caneras and

dazzling lights wasn't creating a disturbance . . . . . . she winced as that
red disco light hit her full in the face again, knew just how t hose poor
badgers would feel . . . then she didn't know what di sturbance was.

Hypocritical. OK, he was deternmined to go, and that was his decision. Likew se
she made her decision. We're through, Andy, don't pester ne, please. There are
plenty of other girls, just like there are plenty of other chaps.

But not the yobbo breed. She nmoved her pitch again and just then the nusic
changed, a slower record, snoochy. Romantic. That was fine if you were feeling
romantic; if you weren't it grated.

She began to push her way off the floor, caught a glinpse of the clock at the
far end of the hall. Eleven-thirty. The disc-jockey would be folding it in
anot her half-hour. If she wal ked steadily back honme her fol ks woul d have gone
to bed by the time she arrived. Christ, she couldn't face one of their

i nquests, their patronising talk. 'It's only a lover's tiff. You go and sl eep
on it and you'll feel altogether different in the norning. Andy's such a nice
| ad, you don't realise how lucky you are, Carol.’

Maybe Andy was nice if you didn't mnd sharing himw th badgers and foxes and
any ot her species which happened to attract his interest at the tine. The

cl oakr oom door was sticking and she had to force it with her shoulder. It had
been Iike that ever since she had conme to her first disco here when she was



fourteen. The whole village was like that, didn't want to change anyt hi ng,
good or bad. Andy, too. He'd still be going out filmng sonething or other at
ni ght when he was sixty. Wi ch was a damed good reason for not marrying him

The night was dry but cool as she shrugged on her sheepskin jacket, just a
hint of autum in the air. Horse-chestnut |eaves were already beginning to
fill the gutters, they were always the first to fall. Andy had taught her
that, damm him

A sudden deci sion. She would wal k home the | ong way, a circul ar detour
followi ng the B-road that went north and then skirted the Droy Estate. There
was enough noon to see her way by and for sure then her parents would be in
bed when she got home. And | won't feel any different in the norning, 1'll
make damed sure | don't.

She wal ked on through the deserted village, realised how it had suddenly | ost
its appeal for her. Twenty years she had lived here, hardly spent a night away
except for boring old holidays with her parents and once she was sixteen she
had stopped going with them any | onger. She'd got into a rut, hadn't bothered
with holidays at all. That was where she had made a big m stake. Then Andy
(damm it, she couldn't get himout of her system it was sonething that would
take nmont hs) had cone on the scene. A university education, travelled in
Africa and the Mddle East, all on a governnent hand-out to watch sonething or
other in the wild which didn't want to be watched. And | ook what it had done
to him

Ragged cl ouds scudded across the face of a near full moon, the silvery ghostly
[ ight showi ng her glinpses of the surrounding countryside. Wld. Rolling

sl opes that eventually made steep hillsides, and further on still becane
nmount ai ns. Dark patches where forests grew, the terrain of the fox and the
deer. And the badger.

Sod Andy Dark, this whole place reeked of himlike he had nmade it with his own
hands. She hadn't used to notice it rmuch until she had started courting him
Now there was no getting away fromit. O was there?

El i zabet h, her school -mate, had packed up and left the village when she was
sevent een, gone down to London, found herself a job; and a feller, one who
didn't know such a place as Droy existed. A sudden idea crossed Carol's mind
There was nothing to stop her from going tonmorrow. London sounded exciting,
she had only ever been there once, a day excursion by train while she was
staying with Uncle Don and Auntie Ellen in the Potteries. London was a big

pl ace where you made your own life, didn't have it noul ded for you by a petty
bi rd-wat cher. She had no ties, apart fromher parents, and they would have to
get used to life without her, give themsonething else to think about. She
didn't have a job, had been on the dole since the trouser factory closed down.
Most of the younger generation of Droy had shared the sane fate. There wasn't
much |ikelihood of finding enploynment so you just accepted your |lot and found
somet hing to occupy your time. Now Andy didn't really have a proper job
Studying birds and animals in the hills wasn't work, it wasn't doi ng anything

useful. It was about on a par with young Roy Bean, the Droy gamekeeper. He was
worse, all he was bothered about was killing wildlife, setting traps and
snares all over the place, firing his gun at anything that flew It... dam

it, it was starting to rain.

Col d rainspots gusted by the wind stung her face, had her turning up the
col l ar of her sheepskin, w shing she had brought her unbrella. Mre than that,
wi shing that she had elected to go the short way hone. It was too late now, to
retrace her steps would nake the journey even longer. And to nake matters

wor se the nmoon was cl oudi ng over, leaving her with only a dimoutline of the



road ahead. So dark, in fact, that there was a possibility that she mi ght walk
right by the stile in the hedge up beyond Droy Wod and niss the short-cut
across the fields to the village.

A hint of panic but she pushed it away. She wouldn't miss the stile, she had
wal ked this way too many tines, could alnost tell it by the way the canber of
the road sloped. A favourite stroll on a fine evening. Wth Andy. | wi sh he
was here now. Liar, you don't, you never want to set eyes on him again. The
bast ar d!

Autumm rai n; sudden, heavy and cold, a hint that winter was not far away even
though it was still only early October. Carol quickened her pace, felt her

j eans beginning to danpen around the |ower half of her |egs. There was at
least a nmile and a half to go, she would be saturated by the tinme she got
hone. She hoped to God Mdther hadn't decided to wait up for her. 'Wherever
have you been to get soaked like that, Carol, and where's Andy?' Ch shut up
Mot her, |'m | eaving hone, going to live in London and nothing you or Dad can
say will stop ne.

And then she heard the car approaching from behind, comng fromthe direction
of the village. It was still sone way off, half a nile perhaps, the sound of
its engine a drone |like an angry insect.

Carol Enbleton hesitated, turned to face in the opposite direction. Now she
could see its headlights, twin white beanms swi nging over the tops of the
hedgerows |i ke the searchlights of an anti-aircraft gun searching the night
sky for an eneny aircraft. She found herself stepping back into the
undergrowt h, renmenbered those teenagers who had conme into the hall after
closing time at the Dun Cow. They had had too rmuch to drink, wouldn't have
passed a breathal yser test; except that in Droy you didn't get breathal ysed,
not unl ess you had driven crazily down the main street and bunped into a dozen
parked cars. And even then it woul d depend upon PC Houliston bei ng around.

It could be those yobbos. On the other hand it did not necessarily have to be.
And as if to aid her decision the rain suddenly increased alnost to

t hunderstorm force, a blindi ng downpour that had her stepping back on to the
edge of the road. Catchy strains of that disco nusic came back to her, a
'golden oldie' that the DJ had pl ayed, one that went back well before Caro
Enbl eton's tine.

"A thunmb goes up, a thunb goes down . . , hitchin' a ride .

The headl i ghts dazzl ed her, had her averting her eyes, tenporarily blinded.
The tenpo of the engi ne changed, slow ng, braking, pulling up al ongside her
She heard the passenger door click open. A Mni. The driver was | eaning
across, just an outline. Nobody else. It wasn't the yobs fromthe hall.

"Nasty night to be out for a stroll,' a friendly voice, an accent that she
could not quite place, certainly not the Droy border twang . . . 'O do you do
this for exercise every night?

"No,"' She found herself stooping, sliding into the enpty passenger seat,

gl ancing in the back as though she half expected to find those village |outs
hiding on the floor. But there was nobody. The upholstery snelled as though it
had recently been polished, the kind of snmell a neticul ous car-owner m ght

take a pride in. A snug place on a wet autum night. 'I've been to the disco
inthe village. When | left it was a nice dry night and I felt like a good
wal k horme. The long way round,' she added and | aughed. 'That'll teach ne a

| esson. '



'No boyfriend? Joking, pushing the gear lever forward into first, gliding
slowy away fromthe grass verge

"Not tonight. W've had a tiff but | expect everything will be OK tonorrow.'
Now why the hell did | say that? It won't be OK tonorrow because |I'mgetting
out of this place before I get involved again. Bye, Andy, your ring's in the
post. Your ring, not mne.

Carol gl anced at her conpanion, saw the profile of a man who was surely not
much ol der than . . . Jeez, does Andy have to cone into everything? He
appeared to be wearing a suit but no tie, the wings of his shirt collar neatly
turned over on to his lapels. A short, weft-trinmred beard. No, not thinning at
the crown, that woul d have been just too nuch to accept. He's not a bit |ike
Andy and | don't want himto be. She alnost said 'No, that's not quite right,
everything won't be OK tonorrow because | don't ever want to see him again',
but it would have sounded silly. You don't go around spilling out the intimte
details of your love-life to sone stranger who comes driving along in the

ni ght .

"There's a stile in the roadsi de hedge about a mle further on up the road,'
she said. 'If you drop nme off there it's only a few nmnutes walk to ny hone.'

"Fine.' She thought he smiled at her but his features were bathed in shadow.
"What's your nanme?

"Carol. Carol Enbleton.'

"Mne's Jim |'mheading north, 1'll probably drive all through the night.
It's nice to pick somebody up for a few m nutes chat, breaks the nonotony.' He
was dawdl i ng at 25 nph, seened reluctant to increase his speed. Carol put it
down to himbeing grateful for a brief conpanionship. Even at 25 nph she was
going to get hone an awful |ot quicker than wal king. On their right she saw
the start of Droy Wod in the glare of the headlights; tw sted, stunted trees
that seemed to reach out into the road with their gnarled boughs as though
trying to halt Ione travellers. She shuddered; that was one place she'd never
been in, never wanted to go in. She could not ever renenber Andy telling her
that he had been in there. It was one of those danp depressing places you
didn't go and not just because of the |ocal |egends.

"I was thinking of stopping for a few mnutes just to snobke a cigarette.' The

speedonet er needl e had dropped to just bel ow 20 nph now. 'If you've got a
mnute or two to spare |'d be grateful for your conpany. It's going to be a
long lonely night for me. | envy you your nice warm bed.’

The hairs on the back of Carol Enbleton's neck pricked and her stomach nuscles
seened to contract. She caught her breath and when she spoke there was a
slight quaver in her voice. 'l ... I'd rather not, if you don't mnd. My fol ks
will be sitting up waiting for me and ny boyfriend could be round at our house
waiting to try and . . . and make things up. (Liar.) Last time | went off on
my own . . . he'd rung the police before mdnight. It caused a | ot of bother.'

"W'll only be five mnutes.' He swung the wheel hard over, drove on to a kind
of lay-by bordering the wood, a patch of rutted mud, chewed up by the tyres of
par ked heavy vehicl es where passing |ong-distance lorry drivers had been
forced by their tachoneters to take a break. A few courting coupl es perhaps
fromthe village on occasions. But tonight it was enpty.

"No . . , please .

"W won't be a mnute or two.'



"I can walk fromhere, the stile's only a couple of hundred yards up the
road.' Carol funbled for the door handle, felt a surge of panic, and then
strong fingers closed over her wist. Cold fear, she could not even nanage a
scream and she had not |ocated the door release.

"I only want to talk,' The stranger's soft tones would have been reassuring in
any other place, any other situation, if his grip had not been twi sting the
flesh of her wist with the ferocity of a Chinese burn. 'You see, | don't get
a chance to chat nmuch, and when you're on the road nost of the tinme, often
driving by night and sl eeping by day, you get lonely. You need to talk to
somebody . . . else you'd go mad.’

"Yes, |. . .suppose you would. 'She was pressing herself back against the
door, wishing it would suddenly fly open and catapult her outside. Then she
woul d run, and run. And run

"How ol d are you?' He |eaned closer to her and she snelled his breath, a sweet
pepperm nt flavour as though he had been chewi ng gumrecently.

"Twenty.'

"And 1'll bet you're not a virgin, eh? A |oaded, insistent question that
anywhere el se woul d have brought an angry retort fromher lips. But not here.

"No . . . I'mnot. But I'mnot a sleeparound either.’
This boyfriend you've had a tiff with ... he fucks you regularly?

She turned her head away, didn't want to look into his eyes. It was probably a
trick of the intermttent noonlight the way they seened to glow, shine with a

frightening lusting madness. 'We have a ... a relationship.' There was a | unp

in her throat that was maki ng speech difficult. She swall owed.

"He isn't the only guy who's screwed you, though, is he?" 'Look, I

"Answer me!' A hiss, a blast of peppernmint-flavoured breath hit her. 'All
want you to do is to answer my questions.'

"Al'l right.' Carol Enbleton was trenbling violently now, shaking with sheer
terror. "No, | first had sex when | ... | was just sixteen. A boy out of the
village. Just the once, and | never had it again until | nmet Andy. Now that
I've confessed, let ne go!'

He was silent for a nmonent, reaching across her with his free hand, funbling
in the glove-box in front of her until he found what he was | ooking for. She
saw hi m wi t hdraw what appeared to be a crunpl ed handkerchief, pressed it into
her right hand. It was danmp and warm

"Do you know what that is?" H's voice was barely audible now. 'Go on, tell ne.
Have a guess if you don't know.'

"It's. . .it's a man's handkerchief,' she replied. Ch God, he was nad. If only
Andy woul d suddenly cone wal ki ng out of the trees. W had to pack the filning
up, too dammed wet. Have to try agai n another night. But Andy Dark didn't

cone, and he was not likely to.

"Dead right." Alittle giggle and then his tone reverted to that |usting
whi sper again. 'But that isn't all ... you see, | masturbated into it about
ten mnutes ago, just before | picked you up!'



The soggy handkerchi ef dropped from her fingers: revulsion and fear. Ch pl ease
God, no. You read about these guys in the papers every day, tell yourself they
don't really exist and even if they do, you'll never neet up with one. And
suddenly for Carol Enbleton it was all stark, terrible reality.

"My nanme's James Foster.' A chilling note of pride in his voice. 'You rmay have
read about me, seen ny picture in the newspaper. You couldn't very well mss
them | raped a girl and the judge let me off. There was an outcry because the
public don't understand, don't even try to. | raped another girl |ast week and
now they're scouring the country for ne. You see, | killed her!’

Carol felt her senses start to swim alnost fainted. She was all alone in a
renote tract of countryside at the nmercy of a sex-killer who had doni nated the
nmedi a coverage lately. She renenbered his picture on TV. It had to be him
even though it was dark and she couldn't see himproperly. Ch, Merciful God!

"It was her own fault | killed her.' Sadness, al nost an apology. 'l didn't
want to, | really liked her. But she screaned and struggl ed, woul d have gone
to the police if I1'd let her go. Even now they'Il have to go to a | ot of
trouble proving it was nme. You won't tell them wll you? Pleading, playing
with her. 'The feeling canme on me real strong a short time ago,' he continued,
"so | pulled off the road and wanked. But it didn't do any good, didn't give
me any pleasure, and | knew |I'd have to find a girl. | couldn't believe it
when | saw sonebody as pretty as you standing there. Tell nme, do you

mast urbate or does this boyfriend of yours satisfy you so that you don't need
to?" 'Sometinmes.' Tell himthe truth, you' ve got nothing to lose. 'Not as much
since |'ve been going with Andy as | used to in ny 'teens. Everybody does it
at some tinme, though, it's nothing to be ashaned of .’

'See what just talking to you has done to ne.' He noved her hand downwards and

she tensed, alnost snatched it away as she felt the rigid protrusion inside

his trousers. He was opening her fingers out, guiding themin a slow rub up

and down the stretched material. '"I'll bet you ve got a lovely little cunt
Carol .

Her heart was beating crazily. Any m nute she woul d panic, become hysterical
and that was how that girl had died earlier in the week. Calling on every
vestige of cunning and guile, renenbering an old worn-out joke sonme film

actress was once supposed to have nade - '\VWen rape is inevitable, lie back
and enjoy it'. Carol Enbleton certainly would not enjoy it but she was
determned to cling on to Iife as long as possible. Ch Andy, | need you,
darling.

"OK, I'l'l let you," - she tried to play-act an enthusiastic feel at his
erection - '"but only if you promse to let nme go afterwards. Prom se ne that
and I'lIl try and make it real good for you. Gtherwise |I'll scream and struggle
and you'll end up by killing me. And then it won't be rmuch of a screw, will
it?

"I promise.' A school boy who has suddenly been proni sed an unexpected treat.
"I"lIl let you go afterwards, | promse.’

She was shaking, funbling at the fastener of her jeans, preferring to strip

herself. That would make it easier. It isn't James Foster, that's just one of
the stupid rape fantasies you used to have years ago. It's Andy, he's feeling
you up, going to make passionate love to you. It's Andy . . . Andy . . . Andy

It al nost was Andy, he even |ubricated her enough so that it didn't hurt when



he penetrated her. But once they were coupl ed Andy di sappeared and the |usting
spectre of James Foster was back again: stifling pepperm nt breath that al nost
suffocated her, wild thrustings as he bit her neck, squeezed her breasts unti
she cried out al oud, hoping he woul d m stake her shrieks for those of orgasmc
ecst asy.

Make it good for him it's your only chance of staying alive! He was bucking
faster and faster on top of her, his eyes ablaze, his body |lathered in sweat.
Once his fingers caressed her neck; she nearly screaned but they dropped down
to her breasts, began to tw st and pinch

An idea, a faint glimer of hope because there was nothing else left to grasp
at. She faked groans of delight hating himfor every deep thrust, convul sing;
somehow got himinto a position where they sat facing each other. Then she
went on top of him

Oh Christ, it was awmful, repulsive. She tried to close her mnd to it. |I have
to do this if I"'mto stay alive. Gyrating on top of him You bastard, you' ve
killed a girl but you're not going to kill me. Speeding up, she felt him going
tense in every muscle, starting to shudder, on the verge of his climax.

And then cane the nmoment she had been waiting for, the fierce shooting warnth
of a male orgasm his fingers grasping for her to pull her right down on to
him Her timng was perfection, comng off himin one fast novenment, using her
| egs to power her backwards, at the same tinme pressing down the door handl e,
usi ng her weight to push it open. James Foster grabbed for her, m ssed her
And then she was gone, boundi ng away naked into the darkness of a rain-soaked
autum ni ght. Running blindly, taking advantage of those few seconds' start
af forded her by the rapist's orgasm Fifteen, maybe even thirty seconds
grace, the time-span of a nale ejaculation that would hold himthere. After
that he would conme after her, determined to vent his terrible revenge on the
girl who had spurned him deserted himat the very peak of his |ust.

Headl ong flight, bunping into a tree, squelching in thick mud. Only after
several mnutes was she aware that she had blundered into Droy Wod, that she
had pani cked. Too late to retrace her steps, floundering on, stopping to
listen. Oh God, what a fool | am No, you stand a better chance in here: out
there on the road he would run you down, overtake you; kill you! You have a
chance here, in a thick wood with a thousand and one places in which to hide.

Li stening, shivering with fear and cold. Silence at first then she heard him
spl ashi ng footsteps which had her pressing herself back against the bole of a
huge al der. She had anticipated the sound of frantic rushing, one way then the
other. Instead the watery footfalls were steady and deliberate, systematic,

t he sl ow approach of the big-ganme hunter who has foll owed his wounded prey
into a dense swanp. Faint noonlight slanted in, broke up the dense patches of
shadow, glistened on |ying water

Cl oser, conming this way. Ch, thank God he hadn't stopped to find a torch
before setting out after her. She closed her eyes, an ostrich's futile hope
that it would not be seen. If she had had sone neans of killing herself she
woul d have done so there and then. Ch Andy, where are you, darling? |I'mso
sorry.

Her pursuer was only yards away now, his breathing | aboured. He paused. She
cringed; surely he must spot her at any second.

But he did not appear to, wading on, cursing beneath his breath, talking
i ncoherently to hinself, dead branches snapping off, cracking loudly like
pi stol shots. Going on, deeper into the wood.



Carol Enbleton scarcely dared to hope, told herself that he nust find her
soon. But the sounds of his search were beconing fainter and fainter unti
finally she could not hear himat all. Relief escalated into euphoria. She was
alive, free; all she had to do was to retrace her steps back to the road, run
until she cane to the stile.

Hesitantly she stood up. The nmoon had cl ouded over again and it was raining
hard, all about her were shadows, sone darker than others. The road coul d not
be far away, fifty yards, maybe less in a straight Iine . . . Panic threatened
to engul f her again. That way, surely . . .which way? If only she could stil
hear her pursuer then she woul d know which way to go. But there was nothing
but total silence.

It had to be that way, straight ahead of her, through that patch of nud. Fifty
yards at the nost.

Trying to nmove quietly, the ground cold and sliny, the rain driving into her
face. Slipping, alnost falling, but saving herself by grabbing a branch. It
creaked alarm ngly but did not snap. Anticipating firner ground at every step
but still her feet sank in, the bog gurgled, giving off a nauseating stench of
st agnant wat er.

And still bog. Deeper in sone parts so that she had to back off, try and find
a way round. Perhaps it was bigger than she had i magi ned and on her headl ong
flight she had been fortunate in finding a reasonably firmcrossing. This had
to be the way, it had to. There couldn't be any other, the road was only a
matter of yards away .

It wasn't. Thick mre, pools of water lying everywhere so that she spl ashed
noisily. Listening constantly but there was no sound of the rapist. Of to the
right, firnmer ground here, resisting the tenptation to run, |ooking up but the
moon was bl anketed by thick clouds.

And then she sank up to her ankles in another patch of oozing nud, al nost
screamed hysterically as she faced reality - she was wong, she was lost! You
can't possibly be. | am

The rain was sheeting al nost horizontally now, splattering loudly in the pools
of water around her. Wading forward but having to give up because it was too
deep here, striking off to the left but only neeting with another mre. One
way, then another, biting her lower lip until it bled, sobbing so that she
tasted salty bl ood.

Finally she blundered on to a grassy hummock, wet but firm ground, a spreading
osi er which had not yet lost its foliage sheltering her fromthe wind and
driving rain. Sinking down, crying her hopel essness as she huddl ed her naked
body into a ball. Cold, exhaustion, terror, all began to take their toll

sl eep threatening to claimher

| can't stay here. You'll have to, you don't have any choice. 1'll die of
pneuroni a. Sonething a | ot worse could happen to you if you go bl undering
about Droy Whod in the dark. You'll have to remain here until daylight.

Still listening. Sounds that were probably only the elenents, the wi nd, the
rain, dripping water. Shutting her eyes tightly in case she saw sonething in
t he bl ackness of this awful night. Praying for daylight until eventually she
fell asleep.



Andy Dark and his conpani ons had abandoned their badger-watchi ng project
shortly after m dnight. The creatures were reluctant to venture far fromtheir
sett on this wet, w ndy night. A couple had energed, dispiritedly gone back

i nside again. A further wait of twenty mnutes but no nore had appeared

"W're wasting our tinme,' Andy had said. They'll probably cone out to feed at
i nterval s throughout the night but no way are we going to get anything worth
filmng.'

Try again tonorrow then?' The tall man in the full-length thorn proof coat was
obviously reluctant to abandon the foray. 'If we keep on trying each night,
surely by the | aw of averages we're going to get something worthwhile sooner
or later.'

"You're welcome to cone back tonorrow.' Andy Dark's reply was abrupt. 'I'm
booked up every evening for the rest of the week, but |I'm happy for you lot to
keep on trying. On your own.'

He was tense, uneasy. Angry, too. Carol had had enough of these nocturna
vigils and he couldn't really blame her. A conservancy officer was at the beck
and call of not just the public but virtually every organi sation connected
with wildlife and the environment. They wanted to see sonething so you had to
go and show them If it wasn't a success you kept on trying |like Robert the
Bruce's spider. You weren't expected to have any private life. You were
everybody's twenty-four-hour-a-day servant.

'"W'd prefer to stop on for a bit |onger,' the other said. 'It seens a shane

to throw the towel in just like that.'
"Al'l right.' Andy nodded, sighed. 'We'Ill give it another hour then.'

In actual fact they had stayed another three hours. On a couple of occasions
they had glinpsed a rather dejected badger coming out to feed and returning
shortly afterwards, but as a cine-spectacular the night's operation had to be
regarded as a failure.

It was 3.45 a.m when Andy Dark parked the Land Rover in front of his small
bungal ow. Even as he switched off the engi ne he was aware of a tel ephone
ringi ng sonewhere, a nuffled jangling, but you got the feeling that the caller
was inpatient, insistent, wouldn't ring off until you answered. At this tine
inthe nmorning it had to be sonmething pretty urgent.

Andy struggled to turn the key in the Yale |lock. Dam it, he had been neani ng
to oil it for weeks, now having to use brute strength until it clicked open
The phone on the hall table shrieked at him screamed its urgency. A sudden
sense of forebodi ng had hi m hol di ng back, not wanting to answer it because you
only got bad news at this hour. Like that night the hospital phoned himto
tell himthat his father had died. For nonths afterwards the echo of that cal



had plagued himin his sleep. Now he heard it again.

It required a sudden physical effort to lift the receiver, hold it to his ear
A hal f-whisper: '"Hallo'. No longer was it 'Andy Dark. Chief Conservation
Oficer'. Because | don't want to know.

"Andy?' A worried voice which he recognised instantly as belonging to Bil
Enbl eton, Carol's father.

'"Yes. What's the matter, Bill?'

"Where's Carol ?* If you' ve got her there with you you're a dirty | echerous

bastard but | hope you have because then she'll be safe at |east.

"Carol ? | haven't seen her tonight . . .' Andy Dark's voice tailed off and his
whol e stomach seenmed to conpress into a tight ball. A feeling that he m ght
throw up. 'I've been out . . . filmng badgers . . . haven't seen Carol. '

Both nmen were suddenly silenced by their own fears, a terror which they knew
they rmust share, couldn't bring thenselves to put into words, a fleeting
futile hope that it would go away.

"I"1'l be right round,' Andy snapped, slamed the phone down and ran back out
to the Land Rover. Trenbling, funbling, grating the gears. Ch Jesus Christ,

pl ease, she'll be all right. My fault, those fucking idiots demanding to film
badgers . . . should have told "emto fuck off or else left "emto it.

Driving reckl essly, swaying on the bends, the droplets of rain reflecting the
headl i ghts, showering water up on all sides. Al ongside Droy Wod, a Mni
parked on that lay-by. It didn't register with him didn't nean anyt hi ng.

Ri ght now he wasn't interested in anybody el se.

On through the deserted village street, houses that m ght have been enpty,
everybody gone away. Nobody lived in Droy any nore, it was a place of the
dead. Eerie. Braking, swinging into the small gravelled drive of a | ong narrow
bl ack-and-white tinbered cottage, the downstairs wi ndows it up.

Bill Enbleton was waiting at the door, tall and grey-haired, scarlet braces
holding up ill-fitting grey slacks, his features lined with anxiety.
"She . . . hasn't cone hone.' His voice was cracked, a pathetic whisper

"Where in God's nane can she have got to?'

'"Don't let's start panicking yet.' Andy pushed past him nodded to Joan
Enbl et on who appeared at the top of the stairs. 'There's a dozen and one
pl aces she could be, quite safe. She was in a bit of a nmood, you see, because
| had to take out a party of badger-watchers tonight. W had a tiff, in fact.'

"Ch, | see.' Tenporary relief on the other's face. ' Then maybe she's just gone
of f somewhere. She might even be staying overnight at Thel na Brown's. They
were big mates once.' He glanced towards the tel ephone.

"Well, we can't very well ring at this time of night.' Andy pulled a wy face.
It would put all our minds at rest, though. '"But 1'll certainly check there
first thing in the norning.'

"She didn't act strangely at all.' Joan Enbl et on descended a coupl e of steps.
*1 thought she was going out with you, though it's funny, cone to think of it,
you didn't cone and pick her up. She'd just gone, wasn't in the house any
nore.'



"I"l1l get checking first thing in the norning.' Andy Dark turned back towards
t he open door. There was nothing to be gained by staying here, putting forward
all manner of theories. Carol had gone off in a huff, in all probability she
was quite safe somewhere. A lot of girls did that sort of thing on the spur of

the monent. '"I'Il ring you the nonent | know anything.'

A slower drive back to the bungalow, his mnd still in a turmil. Past Droy
Wod, that Mni still parked there. Probably a courting couple. Andy envied
t hem

"But she was at the disco!' There was amazenent on Thel ma Brown's freckled
features, still in the act of conmbing her long fair hair as she stood in the
doorway of the sem -detached council house.

"At the disco!' Andy Dark's expression was one of sheer amazenment. 'That's
absol utely incredi ble!" A sudden naggi ng fear had hi m asking, 'Wwo was she
with?'

'Nobody as far as | could see," Thelma replied. 'l did think it was a bit
strange nyself, | nmust adnmit. | was with John, my boyfriend, otherwi se | would
have gone and tal ked to her. She was dancing all on her own, really seened to
be enjoying herself.' 'Wen did she | eave?

T couldn't be sure. John and | stopped on till the end and | know she wasn't

there then because | | ooked for her when the lights went up. Good God,
not hi ng' s happened to her, has it?

"I hope not.' Andy felt monentarily faint, |eaned up agai nst the doorpost.
' She m ght just be staying with sonebody, | don't know.'

' Maybe you should tell the police.'’

"I"ve got to check properly first, otherwise | could ook a right fool.' He
smled weakly. "I'Il ask in the village first, see if anybody saw which way
she went after the disco. After that, if nothing turns up . '

After that he didn't know, didn't even want to contenplate it. He just prayed
that Carol would turn up safely and that everything would be all right.

The usual small village on an autum norni ng, conventional housew ves of the
ol der generation brushing front steps, younger wonmen wal king their children to
school. A routine that nobody wanted to change because it was an integral part
of the life they knew, their very own tiny world.

"Mornin', M Dark.' An elderly lady with her hair tied up in a bright yellow
duster paused, |eaned on the stail of her broom 'I was only sayin' to our
Bert this nmornin' that we'd seen your young | ady go wal kin' by last night.'

Andy stiffened. Here in Droy the villagers m ssed nothing, noted virtually
everybody who passed their houses. Sonme even habitually kept a note of the
regi stration of strange cars. A kind of hobby to relieve their boredom

" You saw Carol ?'

"Ch yes . . . but maybe | 'adn't ought to say. She weren't up to nothin', M
Dark, only just walkin' along on "er own. | just 'appened to think it was a

bit strange, that's all. None o' my business, though.'

"Whi ch way was she goi ng?' Andy Dark's expression was grim his eyes narrowed



into twin slits. Inside he felt physically sick

"Look, | don't want to get tittle-tattling.' The woman was bl ushi ng now,
enbarrassed. '"As | said, it's none o' ny business and | don't want to get
causin' any bother between you two. | just 'appened to nention it. Wsh |
"adn't .’

"Look.' Andy's voice was terse, a sudden feeling of anger towards this wonman
who m ght suddenly go back inside and slamthe door, 'Carol Enbleton is

m ssing. Her folks are worried sick. I"'mtrying to find her.'
"Ch!' Surprise, shock, twirling the broom head between her hands. 'In that
case . . . well | can't tell you much nore'n |I've already told you, M Dark.

She was wal kin' quite fast, goin' out of the village which struck ne as
strange because if she 'ad been wal kin' 'ome she woul d' ve turned down Thorn
Street. So | said to my Bert, it looks like Mss Carol's goin" to walk all the
way up to M Dark's 'ouse. At that time o' night, too, and 'er 'avin' to go

al ong by Droy Wod, if you know what | nean.' Al ong by Droy Wod

Andy' s stomach seened to heave up and he tasted bile, stared straight in
front.of him didn't see the street any nore, just a w nding country road, the
tarmac glinting black in the faint nmoonlight, tall straggling unkenpt hedges
on either side. And Droy Wod, dark and forbidding, that pernmanent snell of
decayi ng vegetation wafting fromit...

"Are you all right, M Dark?

"I"'mfine," he lied, revved the engine of the Land Rover. 'If she didn't get
to your 'ouse . ' ' She probably changed her mnd.' He revved the Land
Rover's engi ne even harder, engaged first gear. 'Thank you for your help. |I'm
sure I'Il find her OK'

He roared off, nmentally cursed sonme unknown car-owner for parking in the main
street so that he had to pull in and wait for a slownoving nmilk float to cone
by. Gipping the steering wheel as though it was his intention to snap it in
hal f, follow ng the snaking B-road out of Droy, eyes flicking fromside to
side, trying to inject sone logic into the chance informati on which he had
received. If Carol had wal ked this way then surely she was headi ng towards the
bungal ow. She knew he woul d be out so what was her reason? A

make- up- and- be-fri ends-again m ssion? There hadn't been a note pushed through
his door, he would have seen it if there had been. She could have cut back
across the fields and gone hone. She hadn't. Ch

Christ Al mghty!

Droy Wod | ooned up ahead. That Mni was still parked there, nobody in sight.
Perhaps it was an abandoned stolen vehicle. It mght just have broken down.

On inpul se he swng the wheel over, bunped across the rough ground and pul | ed
up alongside it. Some clothing was strewn over the seats; a suit, a pair of
jeans, a blouse top . . . oh Jesus Cod!

He | eaped down fromthe Land Rover, frantically tugged open the door of the
M ni. A crunpl ed white handkerchief fell out but he ignored it. Reaching
i nsi de, grabbing that pale blue blouse, alnost afraid to look at it.

Carol's! It didn't have to be, they mass-manufactured these garnents, you
could buy them al nost anywhere. A faint odour of musk. Carol always used musk.
So did a lot of other girls. Trying to tell himself it wasn't hers, grasping
at any reason why it should not be. Checking the bra, the red panties on the



floor, those shoes . . . And finally he had to accept that they all bel onged
to Carol Enbl eton.

Shock. A nunbi ng wave that knocked himdown on to his haunches, just staring
at the interior of that car. The evidence lay before his eyes, he could not
dispute it. Carol had been in this car, she had been stripped naked. Now she
was gone but the car was still here.

And then his trained naturalist's eyes noted sonmething in the nud. Footprints,
naked ones. Scranbling on his hands and knees, a pioneer tracker reading the
signs as one might read a book. Carol's snaller footmarks, partly obliterated
in places by larger, heavier ones. Heading towards Droy Wod!

He wal ked forward a few paces, saw the marshy bed of grass and reeds that
stretched al ong the perinmeter of the wood, how sone of the tall seedy stens
were crushed flat, a muddy trail that |l ed on towards the trees.

Andy Dark's brain was spinning. Carol and an unknown man had entered the wood,
both of them wal ki ng; he hadn't killed her and dragged her in there to hide
the body. Tenporary relief. But why? You didn't go into a wet boggy place |ike
Droy Wod to screw.

Hs mouth was dry, he felt hinself trenbling. This wood had a history of

cat astrophes, nysteries. Al local rumours which he discounted, but
nevertheless it wasn't a pleasant place, gave you the creeps just |ooking at
it. Some of the bogs were dangerous, too. Only last year a couple of ewes had
wandered in there and di sappeared wi thout trace and that was reality, not
gossi p.

I ndecision. It would be cruel as well as pointless to alarmBill and Joan
Enbl eton at this stage. He could go back and tell PC Houliston but that would
only result in the village constable returning with himto search for the
girl, and the policeman would only be a hindrance; an ol d-fashioned vill age
bobby on the point of retirement, slow nmoving and phl egmati c.

There was only one thing to do and that was to go in there and | ook for Carol
hi nsel f. Even so he pondered on the wi sdom of his decision. Droy Wod was a
big area, five hundred acres at |east, a veritable wooded marsh choked by

thi ck reed-beds on the coastal side. An army could hide in there and not be

di scovered. The ol d-stagers in the Dun Cow related howin the |last war a
Luftwaffe pilot had parachuted down in it and had never been found. In al
probability he had sneaked out before the search party began scouring the wood
on the followi ng day, Andy had al ways nai nt ai ned.

Nevert hel ess, the prospect was a daunting one. The nature conservancy officer
gl anced up at the sky. The heavy overnight rain had passed on, leaving in its
wake a dull misty norning. It was drizzling slightly, and it had the | ook of
one of those calmearly autum days that could just bring the first seasona
fog later on.

Bewar e Droy Wod when the mist cones in fromthe sea!

Andy shivered, struck off across the soft marshy ground, his eyes fixed on the
trail of tranpled reed stal ks ahead of him Fortunately he wore his habitua
Vel | ington boots, for the water in places cane up alnpst to the tops. One

t hought he tried to blank out of his mind, that of Carol Enbleton floundering
inthis mre in the pitch darkness. It did not bear thinking about.

And if she was not still alive then he did not want to be the one to find her.



THREE

PC Jock Houliston chewed on the stemof his |large bent pipe. He attenpted to
relight the wedge of soggy tobacco, gave it up as a bad job and stared

di sdainfully at the | arge-scale OS map whi ch adorned the wall of his office.
Suddenly life had ceased to be a pleasant run-in to retirenent. He could have
done w thout all this, Jesus Christ he could!

He was overwei ght and had an unheal thy ruddy conpl exi on, a host of burst cheek
veins giving it a purplish appearance. Balding, with rotund features, he
prided hinself in being the typical jovial policeman, the last of a dying
speci es. Next year the inhabitants of Droy would have to put up with sone
young upstart fromthe town, who would be eager to show his authority in his
first posting. That would be an end to the after-hours drinking sessions in
the Dun Cow nost nights. \Wich was one reason why Jock had decided to | eave
the area altogether. Let themrenmenber himalong with 'the good ol d days'.
Wth a | ow sigh he turned back to face the sharp-featured Cl D nan whose
eyesi ght was apparently good enough for himto study the map from where he
stood on the other side of the desk

Detective-Sergeant JimFillery was small and insignificant at first glance. In
the street you would pass himby, not even giving hima second gl ance, which
was a consi derabl e advant age where a pl ai n-cl ot hes pol i ceman was concer ned.
Short fair hair, the only distinctive feature about himwas his eyes, pale

bl ue chips of ice that gave you sone insight into the man behind them

Vicious, a man not to be trifled with. Three years ago he had undergone a
special enquiry; during an interrogation a prisoner charged wi th indecent
assault on a seven-year-old child had seemingly fallen and cracked his skul

on the wall of the interviewroom There followed the usual public outcry

agai nst 'police brutality'.

But the Committee's findings had been that the prisoner had slipped and fallen
during a struggle with Fillery, and that the policeman was in no way to bl ane.
Six nonths later the injured man had di ed suddenly of a brain haenorrhage and
there was a further stormof protest, the dead man's fam |y denmandi ng that the
original enquiry be re-opened. But they had |ost their appeal and Fillery's
reputati on was established. The hard nan of the Force - but one day he would
overstep the mark

"W know for certain Foster's in this area.' Fillery had a quiet voice but you
listened extra hard because he wasn't the type of man to take kindly to
constant requests to repeat what he had said. 'That Mni by the wood is the
one that was stolen in Stoke-on-Trent. |I'mpretty certain that we won't find
this Enbleton girl alive although the Super would slay nme for saying that. It
beats me, though, what's happened to Dark. Maybe Foster has jumped himin the
wood, killed him although sex-killers generally do not assault anybody except
their chosen victinms. Anyway, we'll find out today, |'ve no doubt, when we
draw Droy Wod. The nedia are billing it as one of the npst intensive manhunts
of the decade.'



"It'll need to be.' Resentnent in Houliston's voice. 'Droy Wod is the nearest
thing you'll find approaching the Everglades in this country!

"We'll sort it out.' the CID man snapped. 'Every avail able police officer from
a twenty-mle radius, a whole conmpany of armny rookies who are damed glad to
have sonet hing useful to do, plus some of the best tracker dogs in the Force.
W'll find the girl and Dark, and if Foster's in there he won't get away this
time, | can assure you!'

There was a personal bitterness in Fillery's tone now. He renenbered his | ast
encounter with Janes Foster, that rainy Novenber day when he had arrested him
on a rape charge, two devastating physical blows delivered with such expertise
to the abdonen that they had not left a single mark. Just another of thousands
of sex perverts who ought to be castrated, a clear-cut case that should have
put Foster away for a few years. |Instead, that weak-m nded judge had given him
a suspended sentence with a recomrendation for psychiatric treatnment. The
stupid senile old fucker! The next time Foster had killed, and now it | ooked
like he had killed again. Fillery was going on that manhunt personally, he had
a score to settle with James Foster; he wanted to be the one to find him
crouchi ng naked under a bush. Pleading for nmercy which wouldn't be given; just
ten seconds alone with him 'There's a thick mst conme in off the coast.'
Houl i ston's

expression was stoic. 'And in Droy Wod that's bad.' 'I've heard all this crap
about what happens when the m st covers Droy Wod,' the detective | aughed
har shly.

The only thing it'll do will be to make our task that bit harder. But we'll
thrash that wood out, every bl oody reed and bush. If he's there, we'll get
him make no m stake about that.'

Jock Houl i ston nodded. Vehicles had been arriving since shortly after
daybreak, police cars and vans, arny transport trucks, and, of course, the
usual follow ng of sightseers, ghouls who hoped to catch a glinpse of the
sexual ly nmutilated body. In nmany ways they were worse than the killer because
their notives were the sane, perverted lust, voyeuristic vultures preying on
t he carnage.

Suddenly Droy was in the eyes of the whole country.

The mist had come in overnight, had not nelted with the dawn, a | owlying mass
of white vapour that seenmed to stop once it reached the coastal road. Eerie,
even a casual bystander could not nmiss the inplication; its task was to cover
Droy Wod, protect the evil that lurked there. Cold and clanmry, it had a danp
cloying snell, the reek of rotting vegetation, a continual process that
spanned centuries and would go on until the end of tine.

Vehi cl es were parked al ong the road which bordered the wood. The Mni and the
Conservancy Land Rover were still there, cordoned off with orange tape. Later
t hey woul d be noved.

A uni fornmed police superintendent was tal king to a bunch of young sol diers,
frequently pointing with his baton across to where the big wood | ay screened
by the fog. Everybody nust keep in sight of the next man in the line, a dog
every fifty yards. A couple of insignificant police marksmen just in case. In
all probability they woul dn't be needed. Every eventuality was catered for

Police on the flanks with nmore Al satians in case Foster made a run for it,
whi ch was a strong possibility. Search every reed-bed, every bush, take your



tine.

Jock Houliston pulled on his Wellington boots, did not Iike this one little
bit. These boys did not understand what they were up against; it was

i npossible trying to tell them They scorned the runours because they did not
understand. Jock had been a lad attending Droy school that time the German
parachut ed down. He renmenbered the search, listened to his father's own
version of it. The Jerry was in there, no matter what anybody m ght say, and
they woul d have found himif the m st had not rolled in. Just like it had

t oday.

The search wasn't just a futile task, it was a dangerous one. Jock had spent

some consi derabl e time going through the m ssing-persons file. Sonebody went

m ssi ng sonewhere every day, often fol ks who had a good reason for

di sappearing, just wanted to lose their identity and start a new life

el sewhere. But the policeman had a very strong belief that a nunber of those

in this area had found their way into Droy Wod. Sone of the bogs were

danger ous, they could suck you down without a trace and all that was left was
your name on the mssing-persons file for perpetuity.

He joined the Iine, noved a few yards further up so that he could see the
outline of the next nman down, a young soldier. The constable's nouth was dry,
he could taste the decay in the atnosphere; coughed and spat. On his right was
Roy Bean, the Droy Estate's ganmekeeper

Sonebody bl ew a whistle and they were off, slow nmeasured strides, their
footsteps muffled in the thick fog. A sort of novie sound-effect for water
buffal o tranmping restlessly around a water-hol e.

Houl i ston checked his watch. 8.25. It was going to be a | ong day. Voices,
shouting all the tine, searchers keeping in touch with one another. Frequent
stops. Once sonebody blundered into a mre, had to be pulled out. A glinpse of
a fleeting shape ahead of them but the dogs did not seemto find a scent.
They were quiet, alnost subdued, unwilling to venture far ahead. You sensed

t he general atnosphere of reluctance. O fear, too.

Jock knew that they had to come upon the old house soon. He had seen it once
bef ore, many years ago, but had never been inside. He recalled his father's
story of that day they searched it for the Boche.

"You woul dn't have gone in there on your own, lad,' old Mac Houliston had
sucked his lips as though he didn't want to relate the story but thought he
ought to in case his son mght venture there sonetime on sonme idiotic

school boy prank. There's nothing there except decay and filth and a rusty old
i ron bedstead, but all the tine you got the feeling that there was sonebody
wat chi ng you. Spooky. We checked all the rooms then got out as quick as we

could. | reckon there has to be a cellar but nobody wanted to hang around
looking for it. If there is, then the Jerry could well have been hiding down
there. He might even still be there now, just a skeleton propped up in the

corner where he fell asleep .

And that was one of the things worrying Jock Houliston today. That old ruin,
if it still stood, it would have to be searched thoroughly, the cellar
i nvesti gat ed.

There's the house.' The man cl osest to himhad noved in and the constabl e saw
that it was Roy Bean, the Droy ganekeeper. Angular features with protruding
top teeth, yellowed with nicotine, hardly served to enhance his unfortunate
| ooks. His left eye was set a shade |ower than the right, his nose too snall.
Houl i ston had once heard a sumer tourist remark rather tactlessly 'l suppose



that's the fucking village idiot.' Yet the young keeper al ways wore nol eskin
breeks tucked into polished gaiters, seened to take a pride in the
once-traditional dress of his profession. H's own status symbol, his father's
and grandfather's before him and if people were too ignorant to notice the
"uni form of an honoured profession then that was just too bad.

"Aye.' Jock pushed his peaked cap on to the back of his bald head. ' The Droy
House, what's left of it, at any rate.’

Even the swirling fog could not hide the dereliction. The rafters had conceded
finally to the perseverance of an arny of woodworm and had col | apsed,
showering the slates down inside, smashing nost of the upper storey,
splintering it right down to ground-floor level. A heap of debris; soon the
remmants of the outer walls would crunble and that would be the end of the
once-spl endid home of the Droy famly.

O hers were converging on the clearing now, whistles being blown to halt the
advancing |ine of searchers whilst the ruined building was investigated.
Houl i ston groaned to hinself as he spied Fillery. The CI D man woul d nmake a
meal of this lot; they could be here for hours.

"You cone inside with me, constable,' the detective notioned to Houliston
"You wait here, keeper. | expect you know this place well, better than nost of
us here, but we'll call you if we need you.' W don't like civilian

i nvol venment unless it's absol utely unavoi dabl e.

"No, sir, | never cone here.' Bean's tone was one of uncertainty, reluctance.
"W don't shoot the wood any nore. It ain't safe.’

Too many bogs, eh,' Fillery cut in quickly. He didn't want this yokel to begin
retelling the Droy | egends. They were concerned with facts not runours today.
"You follow me, constable, and we'll take a | ook inside. W'll|l have to tread
carefully, we don't want the whole lot collapsing on top of us.'

Sonehow the girders still held the doorway open, the door itself |ong gone, a
dark dusty square renmi ni ng. Threatening, defiant; al nost an 'abandon hope al
ye who enter here', Houliston thought. But Fillery was noving forward with a
cauti ous eagerness, peering inside, producing a torch and swinging its beam on
the interior. 'Let's go inside,' he said.

The torchlight revealed walls covered with noss and |ichen, condensation which
streamed down the stonework and dripped steadily into puddl es on the floor
Houl i ston swal | owed; the sound remi nded himof a radio play he used to listen
to as a youngster, propping his bedroom door open at night so that he could
hear the wireless in the living roomdownstairs. A headl ess body in an enpty
house, the steady drip-drip of blood fromthe | anding to hallway. Ugh!

"Look!' Houliston junped visibly as Fillery spoke, saw the CID man drop to his
knees. 'Now that is very interesting!’

The ot her checked the instinctive 'what?" The detective force invariably
adopted a superior attitude over the uniformed branch, a kind of Hol mes and
Wat son rel ationship; surely you see what | see

Jock Houliston | eaned forward, peered intently at the floor. He saw slate
chips and fragments, a nound of thick noss - and clearly inprinted on the
latter was a naked human footprint. He felt his flesh go cold, start to creep
gl anced back towards the doorway. Qutside he could hear Roy Bean talking to
some of the soldiers. Qutside - it seened a nillion niles away right now



"It's fresh, too,' Fillery breathed, 'see how the inpression has squel ched
right down into the spongy npbss which hasn't sprung back into place yet. A
matter of hours ago, |'d say. Look, there's another . . . and another. CGoing
right on into the hallway!' PC Houliston didn't want to foll ow his conpanion

Sonebody was in here, there was no doubt about that. Fine, they were hunting a
fugitive and that aspect did not worry him if only it had been anywhere el se
except Droy House! The old stories canme floodi ng back. Tales recounted by his
father of how a few generations ago the Droys were the cruel |andowners of

t hese | ands, how they assisted the Custons' officers in the apprehension of
snuggl ers coning ashore on this deserted stretch of coast beyond the wood.
Prisoners were taken, brought back here, sone terrible tortures inflicted upon
them The villagers heard the screans in the dead of night and neither the
snmuggl ers nor their contraband were heard of again. Stories, fables. Fiction
You could tell yourself that any other place except here.

'"Let's see where they go to.' Fillery's voice echoed in the confined space as
he moved forward, his torchbeam scanning every patch of shadow. Houii ston
foll owed; he didn't have any other choice. Ch God, why couldn't all this have
wai t ed anot her year?

'That must be the cellar.' Suddenly the white beam was focused on what | ooked
like an open trap door in the corner of the hallway. Even Jock Houliston did
not need the sharp-eyed detective to show himthe piles of rubble that had
been cleared fromit; nore noss, nore footmarks . . . going right on down into
t he bowel s of Droy House. 'Whoever it is, they're down there, all right!’

VWhi spering now, the detective alert, his hand in the pocket of his raincoat.
He was arned, he would shoot if he had to.

Descending a step at a tinme, shining the torch on ahead of him |eaving no
niche in the ancient stonework unexplored. There was no debris down here, the
cel l ar having been protected fromstructural collapse, just bare wet walls and
an overpowering stench of danp stal eness. And so very cold. You sensed the
evil.

Houi i ston nmoved closer to the detective, didn't want to be left alone in this
awful bl ackness. He prepared hinself for the gruesome sight of the mnurdered
girl; she just had to be down here. Maybe Dark, too. And Foster. The place was
bi gger than you woul d have thought, |ike ancient cataconbs stretching on and
on, the dripping roof supported by stone pillars. Al manner of frightening

t hought s sane to plague the Droy policeman; suppose the roof collapsed wth
the vibrations of their novenents, trapped them alive down here. Catal epsy.
Chi | dhood bogi es energing fromthe cupboard. You do believe in spooks. Can't
you hear them whi spering in the darkness, touching you with their cold clamy
fingers?

"Christ on a bike!' Detective-Sergeant Fillery pulled up so suddenly that
Houi i ston cannoned into him clutched at himto save hinself fromfalling.

They both stared, words were superfluous. In the torchlight they saw that they
had reached the end wall of the cellar, built in a kind of bow, naybe eight
feet high, some fifteen feet across.

And there fastened to the stonework was a series of rusted nanacles, five or
six pairs of themw th matching leg irons a couple of feet fromthe fl oor
beneath them You saw in your mnd the pai n-wacked bodi es of centuries ago,
broken linbs threatening to jerk out of their sockets; heard their cries of
torment. GCh Jesus, you wanted to slap your hands over your ears to try and
shut out the pitiful wails, the screans of wonmen and children. You snelled
death, the stench would never leave this place, the evil here would never die.



"Wll . . . there's nobody here.' Houliston uttered the words, a hint that
t hey shoul d be | eaving. Something inside you told you to run, get the hel
out. But the sharp-eyed Fillery had spotted something el se.

He was on his knees again, poking on the floor with a forefinger and hol ding
it up to his nose, gingerly giving it alick with his tongue. Then he
strai ghtened up, turned back to his uniforned coll eague.

"Bl ood,' he spoke in a whisper, 'fresh blood!"
"Ch Lord.' Houliston recoiled a pace.

"And nmore footprints.' The detective's features were pale in the reflected
glow fromthe torch. "All of "emconming in here, stopping at this inferna
wall. . . but none going back out!’

"That's . . . inpossible!’

"Yes, if you look at it realistically, but it could be a trick though Chri st
al one knows what anybody woul d get out of setting up a thing like this.
Undoubtedly this is an old torture chamber going back to the early eighteenth
century. Not that that is going to figure in any way in our problem' Sonehow
the detective's voice did not ring true. He, too, was scared beneath the bl uff
facade he had created.

"Well, there's definitely nobody in the house,' Fillery told the waiting group
as they energed into the foggy clearing. The ground fl oor and the cellar are
enpty and the upper storey has conpletely fallen through. Let's continue with
the search outside.’

PC Houl i ston checked his watch. 11.30. God, they nust have been in that place
al nrost an hour. In spite of this foul stinking mist it was a relief to be
out si de.

The Iine fanned out again, waited for the whistle to blow to send them forward
again. If anything the fog was thicker, creating weird unearthly shapes out of
the twi sted marsh trees, boughs that becane arns naking threateni ng gestures
at these intruders; the boles demonic faces screwed up in hate and fury. This
is still the land of the old Droys, begone fromit whilst you are stil

unhar ned!

Roy Bean whistled tunelessly through his buck teeth, a habit of his when he
experienced a sense of inferiority. He al nost al ways whi stled on shooting days
when he was surrounded by the visiting gentry with their Range Rovers and
Purdey or Boss guns. Deep down he hated them hated his own role which was to
serve. Sonetimes when this obsession really got the better of him he would
take his .22 rifle, fitted with a silencer, up to the feeding points in the
woods and pick off a few handsome cock pheasants eas they pecked the grain he
had t hrown down for them Rader, the butcher in town, would always give hima
few quid for birds on the side. It could cost the ganekeeper his job if he was
found out, but he told hinself that the risk was outwei ghed by the

sati sfaction of nicking half-a-dozen brace of the Agent's birds. It got him
one up on the bastards and made himsnmarter than them

A d Houliston had had a fright, the keeper could tell fromjust |ooking at
him the way his ruddi ness had pal ed, his hands shaking slightly as he
fidgeted with his stick. Those two had seen sonmething in there they didn't
like. But no way was Roy Bean going to go back to the old house to find out.
No, sir!



He wi shed he could have carried his gun today. Damm it, he had every right to
because Droy Wod was officially part of his game preserves. But that

of fici ous Superintendent had made himleave it behind in the van. 'Any guns,
ganekeeper, will be carried by police marksmen only.' Yes, sir. Fuck you.

The goi ng was harder now, the reed-beds denser, the ground softer. Roy Bean
used his long ash stick to prod the area in front of him trying to find the
firmer patches. This fog was getting thicker, too; you couldn't see the man on
your right or left any longer, and the line could not close up anynore or they
woul d not be able to cover the terrain systematically.

At | east that Superintendent had not objected to himbringing Muffin, the
springer spaniel, along. Roy didn't feel right going anywhere wi thout a dog on
the estate. A day in rough cover like this would do her good, cool her ardour
She never wal ked, always ran; never stopped searching for a scent. |If any of
the m ssing people were in here Muffin would find them |ong before those
snarling police dogs did. Nevertheless, with the fog conming down |ike this he
woul d have felt a lot easier with a gun under his arm Christ, he only hoped
that they had drawn it ail before dark

The liver and white springer had gone on ahead, probably on a rabbit scent.
Roy whistled urgently. Hell, he didn't want her getting lost in here. No
response, but he could hear her thrashing and splashing about in the rushes up
ahead. He whistled again.

Suddenly the spaniel bitch stopped, a second or two of silence and then she
gave a cry, a yelp . . . \Winpering, yelping again.

"Muffin!" Roy Bean stepped forward, felt hinmself sink into a patch of
gquagm re, the rmud viciously sucking at himas though it sought to pull him
down bel ow the surface. 'Fucking hell!’

Fear, anger, and even as he fl oundered, caught hold of a silver birch
seedl ing, he saw the spaniel com ng back. Her ears were flat on her head, her
tail curled between her |egs, running, whining and whinpering. Fleeing!

"You stupid fucking bitch!" If his feet had not been so firmy enbedded in the
mud, Roy Bean woul d have ki cked out at her. She ran up to him canme up close
behind him ' Stupid bugger, you'll knock nme back in there. You'll . . .’

H s anger tailed off as he glinpsed a novenent in the fog ahead of him a
shape materialising out of the swirling grey vapour. A man. At first he

t hought it was one of the search party, a soldier or policeman, perhaps, who
had heard his struggles in the bog and conme to investigate.

But no, [he silhouette was wong, the strange ill-fitting coat, the

triangul ar-shaped hat with long matted hair falling frombeneath it like a
cartoonist's inpression of a living scarecrow. And for a second, maybe two,
Roy Bean was afforded a glinpse of the face and he al nost screaned. Coarse
features, partially bearded as though nmange had taken its toll, sunken sockets
that were eyel ess yet saw, the mouth open in a snarl of anger displaying a
doubl e row of broken bl ackened teeth.

And then it was gone, as suddenly as it had cone, fading back into the fog as
t hough it had never been. Atrick of the half-light, the fog? Roy Bean woul d
have settled for that explanation, told hinself over and over again that it
was an illusion, had it not been for the spaniel cringing and whi npering up
agai nst him



He knew only too well that whatever that thing was it existed.

Dusk was beginning to nerge with the thickening fog as the searchers finally
energed fromthe village end of Droy Wod, weary, nud-splattered soldiers and
pol i cemen, physically and nentally exhausted, the tracker dogs staying close
to their nmasters. Nobody spoke, merely gl anced dejectedly at one anot her
clustering together, waiting for the Superintendent to come across and dism ss
t hem

Three m ssing people: a conservation officer, an attractive naked girl and a
crazed sex-killer were not in Droy Wod.

But everybody sensed that sonething was.

FOUR

Curled up against the bole of that dead tree Carol Enbleton slept fitfully.
And dreaned. An erotic, frightening dream

She was in a room a dark gloony place with no wi ndows, sprawl ed on the cold
stone fl oor. Naked. A man stood over her, |egs astride, and gl ancing up she
saw that he was naked, too. And aroused.

Despair, then hope as she made out his features. Andy! Oh thank God! Until she
saw his expression, the flushed angry cheeks, the blazing eyes, the |lips
curled in a contenptuous sneer

"You bitch!' He kicked her with his bare foot, brought a gasp of pain from her
lips, had her cringing, throwing up an armto protect her head in anticipation
of another blow. 'You dirty little poxy whore!'

Why, Andy, please tell ne why?

"You're going to bloody well answer ny question and | want the truth!’
Furious, squatting on his haunches, a fist bunched threateningly.

"I"1l tell you,' she sobbed. "I'lIl tell you anything you want to know. |
willl'

"You'd better.' His face was thrust closer to hers and she snelled his breath.
He had been eating pepperm nts again. 'You' ve been nasturbating, haven't you?
Answer ne!’

'Yes.' Shane welled up inside, the tears came in a flood. 'l have. And I'm
sorry.'

"Cowm' His fist caught her across the mouth, jerked her head back. 'And you
weren't a virgin when | fucked you the first tinme. Wre you?



"No.' Shuddering, alnost on the verge of hysteria. 'l wasn't a virgin. You
know that, | told you.'

"Then tell me again.'

"It was a lad out of the village.' She pressed herself back against the cold
wet wall, rough stonework gougi ng her shoul der bl ades. 'Just the once. | swear
it was only the once.'

"And then you were soliciting on the roadside at night, getting picked up by
nmotorists, getting screwed on the back seat. Wren't you? For Christ's sake,
weren't you?'

" No! *

"Fucking liar!' Andy Dark's fist snashed aside Carol's frail defences, took
her on the side of the jaw. She felt her teeth rattle, tasted bl ood. Ch Andy,
I love you, you don't have to ... '\Wat about that guy in the Mni after the
di sco. You rode himlike you hadn't had any cock for a nonth. Didn't you?

"No ... yes ... Oh God, | had to, | swear | had to. He'd have killed ne
ot herwi se. He raped ne.'

Suddenly the room was nmuch darker so that she could not see Andy any nore,
only feel him Strong hands gripping her, hurting her, splaying her back on
the floor, banging her head on the stones as he canme on top of her. Thrusting
her, slapping, cursing, and breathing peppernmint all over her. 'And when |'ve
finished fucking you I'"'mgoing to kill you. You won't get away this tine!'

Her brain spun, she felt herself going into a faint, starting to slide over
the brink of that bottom ess bl ack abyss. Every bone in her body ached but she

didn't mnd the physical hurt. If only Andy . . . Andy . . . Andy ... An ..
dy ... She awoke crying, shivering with cold, staring into the bl ackness of a
rai n-soaked autumm night, still calling for Andy Dark until realisation

filtered through her benmused brain. He wasn't here, he wasn't going to cone.
But he wouldn't do anything like that to her. Furthernore, he never ate
pepperm nts. Everything cane back to her. She was naked and al one in Droy Wod
and there was a sex-killer somewhere around. Furthernore, she was |ost and she
woul d have to stay here until daylight. The tears out of her dreamwere stil
wet on her face and now she et themconme with full spate.

Gradual |y she becane aware of a noise. At first she thought it was thunder, a
resonant runbling that vibrated the air, the distant sky lit up by vivid
flashes that nmerged into a bright fiery glow Al nost dazzling if you | ooked at
it long enough; frightening because you didn't know what it was.

It was heavy gunfire, she came to that concl usion. And those shuddering
expl osi ons were bonbs going off with incessant devastating force. The whol e
city was abl aze; she could even snell the acrid snmoke in the air. Heavy
aircraft droned, wave after wave of them. . . Ch God, another war had broken
out. This night, the whole world had gone crazy. Unless it was only another
nightmare |like the | ast one.

That droning noi se was | ouder, much | ouder. Carol Enbl eton cowered,
instinctively hugged the lichen covered tree trunk agai nst which she rested.
One of the planes was coming this way, flying as |low as those small pilot |ess
aircraft sometines did during training sessions across the coastline. Louder
deaf eni ng.

She saw it the nonent it burst into flanes, a blinding flash, blazing debris,



a sharp nosedive; clapped her hands over her ears in anticipation of the
devasting expl osion. The sky was a deep scarlet hue, surely a reflection of
hellfire itself.

She trenbl ed, cowered. This was madness and she was mad, too. Staring skywards
with frightened eyes, snelling the burning and in her nmind hearing the screans
of the tornmented. Scudding fiery clouds deluging rain as though they were
determ ned to douse the inferno. Sonmething attracted her attention; at first
she thought it was a weird shadow cast by the distant flickering flanes. The
moon showed itself briefly and in that instant she recognised the drifting

sil houette, the billowing silk, the taut ropes which supported the man . A
parachuti st!

Amazenent, relief that he had escaped fromthat plane crash, searching the
snoky sky for others but seeing none, experiencing again her own fear of
flying. Air disasters filled her with a sense of horror; in a road accident
you stood a chance but up there you had none, plummeted earthwards to certain
deat h.

The parachuti st becane invisible against the | ow cl oud, possibly he had

al ready | anded, maybe he was caught up in the treetops, entangled in his
trappi ngs, hangi ng suspended fromthe branches, helpless. O else he was |ying
hurt, a broken linb, unconscious, drowning in one of these shallow pools of
wat er .

One thought after another tunbled into her benused brain. And am dst them a
spark of hope gl owed. An ally, sonebody who would help her in return for being
hel ped. An ally! Together they would find a way out of this dreadful place, he
woul d protect her fromthe rapist. She nmust try and find the | one survivor
fromthat plane at once, brave the bogs and the darkness.

And t he fog!

She had not noticed the mist creeping in. It had crept stealthily, silently
across the wood under cover of darkness and she only becane aware of it now
that the nobon was showing itself intermttently. Gey tentacles of vapour
curling around the tree boles, touching her with their cold clamy
outstretched fingers as though to ensnare her. This is the land of the damed
and you shall not escape.

Carol Enbl eton broke into a run, heedl ess of the squel ching nud. The trees
around her becane noving living things, slapping at her with | ow branches,
reeds clutching at her bare ankles as though to drag her down into their evil
mre. Cone, join us for eternity in our stinking cold nud.

She blundered into a deep bog, sonehow extricated herself, found a way round
it. Running breathlessly, blindly, not knowing if she headed in the right
direction, only that she had to keep going. A lurking fear that her attacker

m ght suddenly spring out on her for surely he nmust have heard her by now. She
had to find that strange parachutist, only then woul d she be safe.

Suddenly her flight was brought to an abrupt halt. She woul d have screaned her
sheer terror aloud had not a cold wet hand been cl apped over her nouth and
nostrils with asphyxiating force. Another armencircled her body, lifted her
up off the ground.

And in that nmonent she gave in, surrendered to whatever Fate had ordai ned. The
fox had given the hounds a good run for their noney and now, exhausted,
accepted the inevitable. She was going to die, she prayed that it would be

qui ck, that whatever he was going to do to her he would inflict upon her



corpse, spare her the terror and the shame of undergoing a second rape.
"Mein Cott!'

She heard the thick nasal tones as she was flung to the ground, sodden narsh
grass breaking her fall, lying there with her eyes tightly shut, not wanting
to look up into that crazed |usting expression again.

"Kill ne,’
dead."

she whinpered. 'Don't play with nme. Do what you want after | am

Sil ence, She was aware of the mist fingers exploring her obscenely, trying to
prise her thighs apart, evil aiding evil. She felt the penetrating stare of
her attacker, heard his breathing.

"Mein CGott,' Again, unfamliar, a ring of amazenent in the voice. In a strange
sort of way it was reassuring.

Fearful ly Carol Enbl eton opened her eyes, gazed un-conprehendingly at the man
who stood | ooki ng down upon her, the m st hanging back fromhimas though in
some way it was afraid to approach him

Ol ose-cropped blond hair, his figure made bulky by the thick flying suit he
wore, the padded jacket ripped, the material hanging down in ribbons. High
cheekbones, a nasty gash just below the left one but it appeared to have

st opped bl eedi ng. Heavy knee-length boots dripping foul marsh rmud. The patchy
nmoonl i ght glinted on sonmething metal in his hand and with a start she
identified the object, a pistol, the barrel trained unwaveringly on herself.

For several seconds the two of them stared at each other and finally it was
t he stranger who spoke, slowy as though he had to search sone | ong-forgotten
vocabul ary to produce words in the English | anguage.

"What is it that you do here?
B IRV IV
"Answer me. Quickly.' The pistol jerked threateningly.

"I"'mlost," Carol swallowed. She had to be mad, this awful wood had snapped
her mnd playing cruel tricks on her. And then she renenbered the parachuti st
who had come drifting down out of the sky. If that had really happened then
this nust be him

"A whore plying her trade in a marsh wood by night,' he | aughed hunourl essly.
"Atrick to lure ne by the mad British who persist in fighting a hopel ess
war . '

"I ... don't understand.' GCh God, he was a nmadman too. '| was attacked. Raped.
| fled in here, got lost. | saw your plane crash. | thought that together we
coul d escape . '

"It is atrick,' he said, advancing a step, and for one awful nonment she

t hought that the finger on that trigger was going to tighten, blast her into
instant oblivion. 'The British have tried many tricks to capture nme. Sonetines
they send men in sailing boats fromthe sea, a ridiculous ploy. her tinmes
they dress as ancient worshippers, but still Bertie Hass remains at |arge for
a Nazi is no fool.'

"A Nazi!'



"You still persist with this ridiculous story.' There was a note of anger in
his tone now 'But an honoured nenber of the Fuhrer's Luftwaffe is above the
tenptati on of a common whore. Your trick has failed and now you nust pay for
your folly. On your feet!’

Shakily Carol struggled to her feet. She had to be mad but she had no choice
other than to obey this mysterious gunman. She stunbled, felt something hard
boring into her back. The fog was so thick now that she could not see nore
than a yard or two in front of her yet her conpani on seemed oblivious to it,
an urgency about him as though he knew exactly where he was going. But that
was i npossi ble, he had only | anded a short whil e ago!

It had stopped raining now and the noonlight was fighting to infiltrate the
thick mst. And far away she could still hear those continuous expl osions.

Suddenly she saw the buil ding | oom ng up before her, a huge castle-like
edifice with high turrets, sinister in the gloom The only house in Droy Waod
is Droy House, she thought, and they reckon it's no nore than a shell these
days, but this was sound with no signs of decay.

"My castle,’ he said with pride in his voice as he pulled up sharply, grasping
her wist in an icy grip as though he feared | est she m ght decide to nmake a
dash for freedom 'Just as the Fuhrer has his Crow s Nest so Bertie Hass has
his own inpregnable refuge. The British have not found it for here it is
screened fromthem protected by the wood and the nmarshes.'

"But. . . but the war's been over for alnost forty years!' She turned to face
him '1In 1945. This is nineteen-eighty

"Fool!' For one nonent she thought he was going to strike her across the face.
The war is nearly over, the stubborn British and their allies still believing
that they can thwart the advance of the Master Race. | have served the

Fatherland and it is ny lot to remain here in this place until the m ght of
Germany finally overthrows Britain.'

She nodded dumbly; to argue further would have been to invite swft
retribution.

"Now | et us go inside.' The Luger prodded her forward again. 'You will remain
here as ny prisoner.' He |aughed, a hollow sound that had her naked fl esh
goosepi npling. 'Indeed, |, too, ama prisoner here until the German armnmy cones

to rel ease ne.'

There was no visible sign of ruin inside the building, just bare stone walls
and floors, enmpty of furniture, cold and eerie. Moonlight shafted in through a
wi ndow, illum nating the hall, and sonmething fluttered in the shadows -
squeaked as though protesting at this intrusion. Bats, Carol grimaced. There
were probably rats, too.

A flight of steps going downwards. She would have fallen had not the man who
called hinself Bertie Hass caught her. H's fingers were deathly cold Iike the
touch of dead flesh: a corpse. An overpowering stench of dank stal eness had
her coughing, an al nost airl ess atnosphere down here that was icy cold. She
felt cobwebs brush her, adhere to her face and hair, the rough floor scraping
the soles of her feet as her captor dragged her with him | npenetrable

bl ackness all around her,

She felt something cold and hard encircle her wist, snap and tighten with a
metallic click, could not hold back her whinper of fear. Her other arm was



sei zed, pinioned to the wall behind her in the sane way. Instinctively she
struggl ed but no way could she prevent her ankles being manacl ed. Straining,
hearing chains rattle, only too well aware that she was fastened to the wall.
"Please . . .' she sobbed.

"If you scream nobody will hear you.' the German's voice was a whisper in the
darkness. 'Here you will remain, a prisoner of war ... A spy.' Venom hatred.
' Perhaps when the German arny arrives you will be executed as such. | cannot
say, for such a decision will be left to the Gestapo. You will not have | ong

to wait. The cities of your country are being razed to the ground by the
devastating raids of the Luftwaffe, Britain totters on the brink of defeat.'

Fanatici sm She thought she caught a click of heels, visualised an upraised
hand, a Nazi salute. Then he was |eaving her, a fast wal k. Marching.
Sel f-di sci pline even in nadness.

Oh please God this is all sone terrible nightmare. She strained at her
manacl es but they were real enough. She was just able to stand, the balls of
her feet touching the dungeon floor, her arns already beginning to go nunb as
the bl ood drained fromthem

Andy, where are you? I'msorry; if |I hadn't lost ny tenper with you this would
never have happened. But Andy Dark wasn't likely to find her here; nobody was.

Sonet hi ng brushed agai nst her feet and she let out a screamas she felt the
rough fur of a noving body, heard scuffling sounds. Her eyesight had adjusted
to the darkness and now she saw a myriad of dull red pinpoints Iike mnute
unpol i shed rubi es set out on a black cloth. Rats! Dozens of them just
squatting in the corners watching her; waiting until she was carrion to feed
on. She wondered if they mght attack her while she still lived, tear at her
flesh with their tiny sharp teeth. But at the noment they seemed prepared to
be patient.

There was a roaring in Carol's ears, the echoes of the bonbing raid Iingering,
the staccato return fire fromthe sparse defences. A red haze before her eyes,
the reflections in a night sky of a burning city. The constant drone of heavy
aircraft; the snell of burning in her nostrils.

Exhausti on agai n, her body sagging so that her wists hurt as they took the
strain. And her recent nightmare cane back to her, this same stone-walled cel
of hopel essness. An interrogator who nmight have been Andy. O James Foster. '
O Bertie Hass.

"You dirty whore, answer mnmy questions!' 'No, please!’

Jerking back into awful wakeful ness, seeing that the rats had noved in cl oser

FI VE



Still that trail of broken, trodden-down reeds wove on ahead of Andy Dark. In
pl aces it backtracked where the nud was too deep and only his keen eyesight

pi cked up the trail again. Every tine he cane upon a patch of dense
undergrowth he paused to part the foliage, steeled hinself to search it,
afraid of what he nmight see. But there was not hing.

Surely they had not come this far? In places he found the heavier tracks where
the man had followed in blind crazed pursuit but in the pitch darkness of
ni ght Foster had been unable to see the tracks which would have led himto the

girl.

Through a long narrow stretch of thick reeds and out again on to wet but firm
ground; veering to the right, back again to the left, and then he came upon
that patch of ground beneath the aged and rotting tree where Carol had spent
the night, saw how the springy grass had been flattened, had barely started to
straighten up again. A matter of only an hour or two ago perhaps.

H's pul ses were racing, there was a roaring in his ears. She had still been
alive then, the killer had not found her. Perhaps with the coning of daylight
she had made her way back towards the road. She mi ght be hone al ready, his own
m ssion a fool's errand.

And then he saw the tracks again | eading off in the opposite direction;
eastwards, seawards. Oh Christ Almghty, she had lost all sense of direction
had bl undered off towards the marshes. She

He stopped, a novenent catching his eye anmidst the darkness of the trees. A
wi sp |i ke snoke, as though sonmebody unseen had lit a cigarette. Not
di spersing, thickening; nore of it, billow ng.

The fog was coming in fromthe sea again!

He | eaned his body up against a tree, westled with his decision. It needed an
arnmy to search Droy Wod effectively. Carol was |ost already, maybe pani cking.
She woul d wander around in circles for ever, deep bogs cutting off what seened
to be the obvious exits. And with the m st com ng down anything coul d happen
The rapi st was in here, too. Oh Jesus!

Andy Dark cupped his hands, yelled 'Carol . . . Ca-rol!’

Not hi ng, not even an echo. Just the m st thickening with unbelievable
rapidity. He sighed, renenbered all those stories about the wood. Every place
had its | egends, stories spread and added to by superstitious locals. The
villagers were scared of Droy Wod but there were |ogical reasons for keeping
away. Deep bogs that could suck you down if you pani cked and fl oundered in
them these dammable mists, caused by the adjacent gaseous marshes, doubled
the perils. The dangers were only too real,

"Ca-rol !’

He was wasting his breath. Just a cloying silence everywhere, the old trees
dri pping with condensation. He ought to go for help but that would take tine,
maybe an hour before he got back to the village, God knows how |l ong to nuster
a search party, and it could be late afternoon by the time they got back here.
Then dar kness, another night in this awful place for Carol. No, it wasn't on
he must carry on searching, pray that he found her

He | ooked at his watch. 9.25. No, that couldn't possibly be right, he had been
in here much longer than that. Holding it to his ear, shaking it, tapping it.
Sod it, his watch had stopped and with this damed mist drifting in like this



it was difficult to even guess what tinme of day it was.

Andy set off, w shed that he had a conpass with him the one he always used
when he went bird-watching on the marshes. But he didn't and he would have to
make the -best of it. The tracks were beconm ng erratic now as though Carol had
had several changes of mind, net up with a wide channel and tried to find a
shal | ow crossing, eventually finding sonewhere to cross.

It took himseveral minutes to find where she had crossed over; a sluggish

bl ack streamthat came up to the tops of his Wllington boots, slopped over
once and wet his socks. The nud was sticky, pulling back on every step he took
until finally he reached the opposite bank. He cl anbered out, |ooking for a
continuation of the trail he was following. It wasn't there, not a single
imprint of Carol Enbleton's feet in the squel chy black silt.

There had to be! He | ooked about him his task being made doubly difficult by
t he encroaching mst. He wal ked ten yards to his right, found nothing and
retraced his steps. Tried the left; nothing again.

Per pl exed, worried. There had to be tracks unless she had foll owed the course
of this stream Upstream or down? He sighed, then tensed as a faint noise
caught his ears, sone kind of novenent, a |ong-dead branch snapping, a
squel chi ng footstep

Andy Dark tried to see through the fog but it was thicker than ever now,
visibility reduced to a maxi mum of ten yards or so. He heard the noi se again,
al nost |ike | ong wheezi ng breaths, sonmebody who nmoved with difficulty.
Certainly not Carol; in that case it had to be ... the rapist! Anger, hatred
wel l ed up inside Andy. Only yards away from hi mwas the man who had subj ected
Carol Enbleton to terrors beyond mal e conprehensi on. She m ght even be

dead! The conservancy officer experienced a wave of dizziness at the thought.
He might be too late, the multilated body al ready sucked down by a vile bog.
Gone for ever.

The bastard! Andy noved forward, fists clenched. He woul d make the fucker pay
for what he'd done, nete out a punishrment beyond the laws of civilisation. The
ot her would scream for nercy, but there would be none. No softly adm nistered
| egi slature, no protection fromthe fury of an outraged public. Here in Droy
Wod it would be nan agai nst man, the death penalty the sentence i nposed upon
a sex-killer; Andy Dark judge, jury and executioner

H s face was twisted into a mask of mal evol ence, nmoving cautiously in the
direction fromwhere the sounds had cone, through stunted spreadi ng oaks whose
boughs no | onger sprouted foliage, a dead silent world of murk and rancid

mar sh odours.

Andy tensed, caught sight of a fleeting shape in the mst, grunted with
bewi | dernment. He had expected to see a naked nan whose clothes remained in the
parked road-side Mni after he had satisfied his lust. Instead he saw a | ong
coat, a three-cornered shaped hat, the fashion of a bygone age. A silhouette
that merged with the grey swirling vapour and was | ost again. He hurried
forward, paused once nore to listen. Squel ching footsteps going away from him
hurrying, seeming to traverse patches of bog that Andy had to circumavi gate.
And | eaving no tracks in his wake

Andy Dark sweated profusely but somehow he could not catch the other up. Just
fleeting glinpses as the man in front forged ahead into the fog, never once
gl anci ng back, no suspicion of pursuit. The sweat on Andy's body chill ed;

t here was sonething uncannily inexplicable about this, the way the other
crossed deep bogs and left not a single broken reed to mark his passage]



And suddenly Andy was aware of other novements around him the tranping of
feet, the splashing of water. Voices, nuffled shouts but he did not understand
the tongue, nore |like aninmal grunts. Frightening, recalling again the old

| egends, of happenings in here when the nmists cane in off the marshes and
peopl e di sappeared never to be seen again. Rubbi sh! Somehow he coul d not
convince hinself of that right now, was prepared to believe things which he
woul d have scoffed at in the safety of his own office back at the bungal ow

He stopped, pressed hinself flat against the nearest tree. Two nmen, only yards
apart, emerged fromthe trees close by, passed within feet of him Oh Jesus
wept, you only had to see those faces, even partially obscured by the mst, to
know t hat somet hi ng was dreadfully wong. Gaunt and w zened, the features of

| ong- dead corpses, deconposition just beginning to set in, dressed in long
greatcoats, those triangular hats pulled well down as though they w shed to
spare any hi dden watcher the horror of |ooking upon their putrid countenances.

Passi ng hi mand going on, heading in the sane direction as the first one. And
there were nore of them Andy could hear themto the right and left of him
Fear of a different kind now, not just for Carol Enbleton's safety, but the
terror of being alone in this dreadful wood with things that had no place in
the realns of the Iiving world!

He snmelled the marshes and the sea shortly before the weird trees petered out,
the fog not so dark now They were out in the open, heading directly towards
the sea. Andy paused, doubted the wi sdom of follow ng, yet Carol m ght be out
there. He prayed to God that she wasn't but he could not chance it.

Movi ng cautiously, stooping | ow even though the fog hid him follow ng the
progress of the others by ear. Some urgent calling had brought themout on to
Droy marshes, sone terrible purpose to be fulfilled which he was about to

Wi t ness.

Suddenly he al nost blundered into them checked just in tinme, ducked back into
the fog. There were half a dozen of them crouched behi nd boul ders on the
narrow rocky shore, their backs to him their attention focused seawards,

ot herwi se they would al nbst certainly have seen him Lurking, waiting. For
what ?

Andy Dark dropped on to his haunches. The fog seened to thicken as though to
screen sonething from hi mwhich he had no right to w tness, blanking out even
those creatures purporting to be nen in a land of mst. They were no | onger
conmuni cating with each other in those guttural grunts, kneeling silently amd
t he stinking heaps of seaweed. Watchi ng.

Then his ears picked up a sound, the soft rhythnm c splashing of water, one
whi ch he instantly recogni sed as that of oars being pulled, heading inshore.

Beyond Andy Dark's vision a rowing boat was steadily com ng inshore fromthe
open sea.



SI X

"Your part in the reconstruction of events |leading up to the di sappearance of
M ss Enbl eton and M Dark rust be entirely voluntary, Mss Brown. | want you
to understand that.' Detective-Sergeant JimFillery regarded the girl seated
in his tenporary headquarters at Droy police station. He didn't want any
repercussions, any flak fromthe nmedia i f anything went wong. Not that it was
likely to but he could just as easily have got a plain-clothes WPC to take the
role. This girl would be better, though, the locals would take a greater
interest, it mght jog a menory sonewhere along the fast-cooling trail which
had begun at the disco. In all probability it wouldn't throw anything up but

at |l east you were seen to be doing something. And, frankly, at the nonment Jim
Fillery could not think of anything el se. Three peopl e who shoul d have been
found in Droy Wod, and the search had been a very thorough one, had literally
vani shed into thin air.

"I want to do it,' Thelnma Brown smiled. 'Carol was my best friend and after

all I was one of the | ast people to see her.'

"Fair enough,' Fillery nodded. 'You'll be under supervision the whole tine so
you don't need to worry. We'll start tonight, the same disco, the sane
sequence of records, and hopefully everybody who was there last time will cone
again. Then you'll leave at 11.30, wal k the same route, and one of our
officers will pick you up in a blue Mni and drive you to the edge of Droy
Wod. That'll be the end of the reconstruction.' Christ, we can't have you

running off into the wood.

Al the same, Thel ma Brown was nervous. Suddenly she was playing a | eading
role in the recent events which had shocked the whole of Droy village. Yet she
felt a duty towards Carol, the need to do sonething positive.

"You're mad,' her nmother had retorted angrily when she heard of the proposed
reconstruction. 'No good can come of this. And it's making your father ill.’
Enmoti onal bl ackmail; Thel ma had been subjected to it all her life. 'Now don't
you get stopping out |late at nights because your father can't go to sleep
until you're safely in, and getting overtired at his age isn't good for him'

John, her boyfriend, was furious too. 'l won't let you do it!' He confronted
her angrily, his flushed cheeks matching his red hair, fists clenched, 'You're
not bl oody well going, d you hear?

"I"ll do as | please.' Thelma Brown retorted, 'and neither you nor anybody
else will stop ne.’

'"It's crazy, it's dangerous and it won't do any good.' He was beginning to

rai se his voice now 'These reconstructions never work out, they're just a
wast e of everybody's tinme. Like these identikit pictures the police are always
i ssuing, an artist's inpression of the killer taken from scraps of information
they get fromunreliable w tnesses, and when they finally catch the guy he

| ooks nothing like his picture. They set all these things up to convince the
public they're doing sonething because ot herwi se they woul dn't have a bl oody
clue.’

"I"mgoing,' she said stubbornly, 'whether you like it or not and if you
don't, you know what you can do!’

So the followi ng night Thel ma Brown wal ked nervously into that crowded di sco
in the village half, a loner who was going to jive on her own all night.



Rocking all over the world.

Trying to pick up the nood. My nane is Carol Enble-ton. Carol Enbleton. John's
over there, can't take his eyes off you. John? Ch yes, Thelm Brown's
boyfriend. Can't see Thelma but there's so many people here it's difficult to
be sure; could be they've had another tiff and he's come on his own. It's none
of my busi ness anyway because |'m engaged to Andy Dark. Alittle ripple
started to goosepi nple her skin. It was an exciting fantasy.

Anot her record, an even faster beat, the lights dimed so that those flashing
col oured bul bs dazzl ed you, transported you into a world of cavorting shadows
and ear-bursting nmusic. Like it had been the other night; exactly the sane.

You' ve got to go at 11. 30 because you're wal ki ng home tonight. On your own.
VWhere's Andy? Gone film ng something or other. You're wal king the | ong way
round tonight, along by Droy Wbod . . . Her pul ses were hamering faster than
t hat doubl e bass now. She hadn't thought it would be quite so real as this.
Sounded fine in the cold sober |light of an Cctober norning; but nowit was
dark outside, probably raining too. She shivered. It wasn't such a good idea
after all.

The cl othes she was wearing, they were all Carol's, the ones they had found in
that Mni: jeans, blouse-top, the sheepskin hanging up in the ladies ... the
cl othes that had been torn from Carol's body before ... OCh God!

No, they can't be because you're Carol and nothing has happened to you and it
isn'"t likely to. Just a long wal k horme in the dark, you'll have done your bit
then, Turning so that her back was to that psychedelic fighting, having to
wait for her eyes to stop flashing blue, green and yell ow before she could
make out the hands of the clock on the wall. 11.25. Thelma Brown's stonach
seened to flip then consolidated into a hard ball, brought with it a fleeting
sensation of dizziness. This is it, you're on your way, girl!

The cal ves of her legs felt spongy as she pushed her way through the jiving
mass of bodies, heading towards the door marked 'l adies'. A sickening snell of
strong m xed perfumes and urine as she scraped the door back, shut it again.
That sheepskin coat, the real MCoy, one that Andy Dark had bought her for

for an engagenent present.

Just a shade too big across the shoulders but that didn't matter

Sonme graffiti on the wall, an alnost illegible scribble in pencil by sone
dirty slut, probably one of those notorbi ke guys' girls - 'do you nasturbate?
Thel ma found herself blushing, swallow ng, a direct question that seemed to

| eap off the peeling emulsion at her. M nd your own bl oody busi ness.

She felt a forest of eyes on her as she made her way towards the exit.
Everybody' s wat chi ng you. So what? They're probably wonderi ng why Andy isn't
here, wondering if they can nmake sone gossip out of it.

Qut si de the sky was beginning to cloud over, the nmoon fast becom ng buried but
fighting hard to shine through the gathering formation. For a second or two it
was clear and if you |looked at it hard enough there was a face up there just
like they used to tell you when you were a kid. Frowning. You shouldn't be
wal ki ng horme on your own tonight, Thelnma Brown (sorry, Carol Enbleton), But if
you must, don't go by Droy Wod. Strange things happen to people who get
caught up when the mists roll across.

| nust.



The wind was getting up, scattering early fallen | eaves, bl ow ng them al ong
the road as though sone invisible giant was sweeping themw th a broom There
was a hint of drizzle in the atnosphere and Thel ma turned up her collar, began
to wal k quickly. It shouldn't take all that |ong, and anyway the Mni will
pi ck you up soon. You're not supposed to know about the M ni.

A row of cottages on either side of the road, again that feeling of being

wat ched al t hough nmost of them were in darkness. Faces pressed agai nst w ndow
panes, fogging up the glass. See, there she goes. That's Carol Enbleton on her
| ast wal k. She won't be seen again. Ever

A sudden squall of cold autum rain had Thel ma wanting to break into a run.
Don't go by Droy Whod. It's not too late, you can chuck it in now, tell that
CID man that it was too much for you. They can't make you do it.

I will doit, I'mnot turning back, and I'm going along by Droy Wod, as far
as the stile in the hedge and then I'Il cut back across the fields. Half an
hour and 1'11 be hone.

The vill age was behind her now, just wet tarmac glinting in the struggling
nmoonl i ght and hedges that bent over in the wind, tall w spy hawt horn that had
not been trimmed for two or three seasons. Driving rain smacked the back of
her | egs as though whipping her forward. Hurry, it's too late to turn back
now. You'll have to pass Droy Wod.

And then she heard the car coming. Walk in the road in case he doesn't see you
and passes you by. If that happens you'll have to pass the wood on your own.

The driver was taking his tinme, idling Iike he was kerb-crawing. H s lights
hadn't reached her yet. She experienced uneasi ness bordering on fear. This was
how it had been for Carol (ne), just not knowi ng for sure who was driving that
car. Suppose it wasn't the policeman; he hadn't left the village yet. Somebody
else. Junmp in, darling, it's nice and dry in here.

Then the beans of the headlights hit her, overtook her, bounced back at her
wi th dazzling brightness off the wall of lowlying m st which had rolled in
across the road ahead of her. The car was going faster now, catching her up
Braki ng, a squeal of rubber on wet tarnmac, the Mni level with her, the
passenger door sw ngi ng open

"Junp in, darling, out of the wet.'

She hesitated, the urge strong to run. No, |I'mnot getting in because that's
what happened to Carol. Holding on to the door, trying to make out the shadowy
figure inside. Just a silhouette, a cardboard outline, it could have been
anybody.

"C non, you're getting soaked.' She detected a slight inpatience in the
other's voice. Don't keep ne waiting because ... It was the 'because' that
worried her. Nevertheless she slid into the seat, pulled the door shut.

" And what brings you out on a night like this, darling?

She thought she detected a faint whiff of pepperm nt. Chew ng gum probably
because policenmen weren't allowed to snoke on duty.

"I . . I"'mwal king honme.' Well, that was bl oody obvi ous enough. 'My boyfriend
didn't go to the disco tonight so | went on ny owmn. | didn't enjoy it,
t hough.' True.



"Dam this fog.' Her conpani on swng the car hard over to the left, dipped his
lights and focused the nearsi de beamon the verge. 'You have to be prepared
for lowlying pockets of fog this tine of the year, particularly al ongside

mar shy places. | expect we'll run out of it in a mnute or two.'

"Probably." Once we're dear of Droy Wod. 'Wat's your nanme?' She sensed him
gl ancing quickly at her. He knew, he had to; but it was an act, all the way
t hr ough.

Thel . . . Carol Enbleton.' In for a penny, in for a pound, act the whole
thing through. This was getting eerie though, the fog thickening now, swrling
around the slownmoving car as if it was trying to get to the occupants.

"You live round here?

"Yes.' You know bl oody well | do. 'You can drop ne off a bit further up the
road . . . past the wood. There's a stile in the hedge there. It'll only take
me a few mnutes to get home fromthere.'

But, of course, he wouldn't be dropping her off by the stile. They woul d be
turning into that rutted | ay-by al ongside the wood. Wat then, did they turn
round and go hone? Surely they would, there wouldn't be nuch gained by sitting
out there half the night, Thel ma thought.

Silence as he attenpted to negotiate the dense fog, down to 15 nph now. She
stole a glance at him saw his features reflected in the light fromthe facia.
No nore than thirty, handsone in a rugged kind of way. Tough. She coul dn't
make out exactly what he was wearing but in all probability they were the

cl ot hes belonging to that man Janes Foster

Revul sion at the thought, how could he? Because he was a policeman and got
paid for doing unpl easant things that other people didn't |ike doing. Thel ma
found hersel f edging away from him pressing herself against the door. This
was what it had been like for Carol, in the car with a sex-killer. But this
man's a policeman. Are you sure? How do you know he's a policeman? He has to
be. No, he doesn't.

And then he was swi nging the car across the road, driving through a wafting

sea of fog, all |andmarks obscured, the vapour swirling across the w ndscreen
Thel ma cl utched at her seat, al nbst screaned. 'God, you can't possibly see
where you're going. We'll go off the road, crash, overturn.'

But they didn't. The Mni bunped across ruts, slewed in thick nud, and cane to
a standstill on the | ay-by adjacent to Droy Wod. A few seconds pause and then
t he headlights were switched off, the engine seenming to take an age to die,
leaving just the faint eerie glow fromthe sidelights and the facia

illum nations.

You coul d al nost feel the fog seeping in through ill-fitting doors, touching
you obscenely, nocking you. Threatening you. Thelma's relief was short-1lived.
They hadn't crashed, sonehow the driver had found the place they were | ooking
for. And now it was all over, she could go hone.

"This is the place.' It was a statement not a question fromthe policeman.

"Yes.' Her voice sounded unfamliar, far away. She was trenbling, felt sick
"That's it... isn't it?

"W don't know.' His voice was flat, expressionless. 'It all depends on the



f og.

"What. . . whatever do you nmean?' Icy fingers clutched at Thel ma Brown's
heart, al nost stopped it then speeded it back up to full speed; thunping,
pul se poundi ng.

The fog,' his tone didn't alter, 'we can't very well go anywhere, can we?

H s words spun in her brain, a record with a chi pped groove, the stylus
sticking. W can't very well go anywhere . . . W can't.

"W . . . you could reverse out on to the road . . , find the verge
followit. Couldn't you?

"This fog's getting thicker.' That was certainly true, you couldn't even see
the reflection of the sidelights now 'It would be stupid, dangerous. W'|
just have to sit it out.’

Sonet hi ng about his tone frightened her, a kind of gloating, the elenents
doi ng just what he wanted themto. I'msorry, Auntie Wnnie, we can't cone to
tea today because of the weather. Thank CGod; a ready-mnmade excuse.

"W can't stop here.' Thelnma's voice was a whisper of hopel essness.

"Way not? It's not exactly cold, just danmp and foggy, and if we do get cold
can always run the engine.’

Suddenly Thel ma stiffened, felt an arm com ng round her, strong fingers

gri ppi ng her shoulders, pulling her gently but firmy towards the driver's
seat; lips canme in search of her own, found themin a kiss to which she did
not respond, tasted pepperm nt again.

' Pl ease . ' She tried to nove away but he was hol ding her too tightly.
"You're a very attractive girl.' Smooth, frightening tones. 'And we can stop
here all night. Just you and ne, and nobody w Il ask any questions. They can't

cone | ooking for us in this, can they?

Thel ma's nouth was dry. He was hol di ng her chin now, making sure she could not
turn her head away fromhim forcing her to look into his eyes. Eyes that
glowed with a strange green hue. It was the reflection fromthe dashboard
lights, it had to be. Even so he didn't look |ike she had at first thought.
Rugged certainly, but sonething else -ruthless, vicious. She shivered, was
rem nded how Carol nust have felt. But |I'mnot Carol, |I'm Thel ra Brown, and
this isn't real. It's a nock-up, an act. This man's a policenman, he'll [ook
after me. But the expression in his eyes said different.

"My boyfriend will come | ooking for ne,
inthe first place.’

she said. "He didn't like nme coning

"You' ve got a boyfriend!' He seened surprised, excited.

"Yes.' \WWhat else was there to say?

"I"ll bet you're not a virgin then.' Thel ma sensed rather than saw the | eer
Fear and enbarrassnent bl ended and those words on the wall of that dingy

| adi es' room back at the village hall flashed before her eyes. Bl ushing,

shudderi ng, knowi ng that she had to answer him

"No, I'mnot a virgin.' Hs lips were com ng after her again, the snell of



pepper m nt al nost overpowering. She tried to struggle but his grip tightened,
brought a cry of pain fromher. 'Stop it, you're hurting ne.'

But he didn't stop, pressing her back in the seat, crushing his nouth against
hers, his tongue pushing at her until she opened up to let himpush it into
her in a simulation of the sex act. Rapel!

Thel ma was on the verge of tears now, gasping for breath when he wi thdrew,
seei ng those lusting eyes boring into her own, seemng to read her thoughts.
She wanted to scream to yell 'How dare you, |I'mgoing to report you to
Sergeant Fillery' but she didn't. For the sane reasons that Carol Enbleton
hadn't screaned in the car a few nights ago

"I don't want you to,' she sobbed.

"But | want to.' His voice was a deep whisper, a very purposeful frightening
one. Sonehow her sheepskin coat had come unbuttoned and now the fingers of his
free hand were snoot hi ng over her blouse, dwelling on the soft curves of her
breasts. 'W've got a whol e night ahead of us, darling.'

Too scared to resist, noving her body so that he could slide her clothes off,
trenbling as he fondled her. Watching as he undressed hinmsel f, know ng that
there was no way she could make a dash for freedom aware of that awful fog
drifting across the wi ndows |ike sonme perverted voyeur

He Iifted her into a kneeling position, head and shoul ders drooped over the
back of the passenger seat, staring down at the well of the rear seat, a black
abyss that seenmed to beckon her. Crying, her body scream ng protests as this
stranger took her from behind, satisfied his lust.

Slowy it dawned on her that no | onger were they coupled, that he was spraw ed
back in the driving seat, breathing heavily as though he had undergone a
terrific physical strain. She noved, her thighs caught agai nst sonething hard
that clicked, creaked- The door handl e, the door was sw nging back on its

hi nges, the fog comng in at her in w sps of icy vapour

| mpul sively, instinctively, she junped backwards, felt mud beneath her feet
and wan moonlight eerily penetrating the dense fog.

'Hey, what the hell d'you think you' re doing? A yell of rage fromthe car
strangely nuffl ed.

Thel ma Brown broke into a blind run, heedless of direction, only one thought
in her mnd and that was to get as far away as possible fromthe man who had
done this to her. He mght even kill her if he caught her

She was aware of thick nmire and splashing water, rushes that stood vertically
like inverted assegais, nmist that blotted out her surroundings. Trees that
sprouted grotesquely, nulti-arned ogres trying to bar her way as she ran

bet ween t hem plucking at her, scraping her naked flesh

Pani cki ng, running until she could run no nore, |ying beneath one of the
stunted trees and trying to listen above the noise of her thunping heart. A
noverrent to her left as though sonebody threshed blindly in a deep bog? She
could not be sure.

Di stant thunder ... no, it was continuous, not the right volune, nore like a
series of explosions that went on and on. And on. The nmoon was brighter
casting weird shadows, yet again the light was not right, instead of silvery
it was orange-tinted like the reflection of |leaping flames or a storny sunset.



Staring skywards she had the inpression that the sun was rising, spreading an
aura of fire across the whole sky behind a snoky haze. Cowering, not wanting
to |l ook any nore but knowi ng that she had to, a kind of hypnotism

And then, |ouder by the second, she heard the sound of an approaching
aircraft, a heavy lunbering nechanical bird that vibrated the air until it was
pai nful to the ears.

SEVEN

Andy Dark saw the rowi ng boat [ oom ng up out of the mist, its bows nowonly a
few yards fromthe marshy shore. He stared, tried to make out what was
happeni ng through a curtain of swirling grey vapour

The boat grated on the bottom and a nan | eaped ashore, struggled to pull the
cunbersome craft further up the beach; the others (there appeared to be four
of them) threw a length of rope which he fastened to an old tree stunp. They
were all leaping out, talking in | ow voices, splashing to and fro in the water
as they began unl oadi ng boxes, wooden crates which they supported on their
shoul ders with difficulty, stacking themon the soft grass, talking in | ow
muttered voices, glancing furtively about themthe whole tine.

Andy counted three nen and a boy who could not have been nore than thirteen
nmovi ng, bustling outlines, details hidden by the fog. And only yards away
those nen in their strange attire, their three-cornered hats pulled down over
their faces, watched and waited. Deathly cold, not a breath of wind now, the
light beginning to fail.

Andy Dark wi shed again that he had his watch; surely it could not be |ate
afternoon already. He had the feeling that time was a commodity that existed
only in irrational fragnents in this place. These terrible msts were
responsible for it in sone inexplicable way. Suddenly the Droy | egends were no
longer wild tales to be disnissed lightly.

Andy crept forward anot her few yards, crouched down again behind a tussock of
reeds. Now he could see the newconers nore clearly and his nmouth went dry.
Ragged cl othing that had no place in the twentieth century outside nuseuns or
theatrical costum ers, patched coats and rough honespun shirts, breeches

roll ed up above the knees, wadi ng barefooted in the water. Bearded features
except for the boy who was enmciated, terrible to behold. Sone disease, it
could not be anything else, had eaten into the flesh on his face, a spreading
mal i gnant rash that exposed the bone in places. Barely able to lift the boxes
yet struggling to do so as though he was afraid of what m ght happen to himif
he shirked; cringing every tine one of the others spoke to him G uff whispers
whi ch the fog seemed to magnify. Hurrying, all of them glancing about them
fearfully, an obvious furtiveness, a haste to be finished and away.

Andy's flesh crept. Smugglers without a doubt yet this was no highly organi sed



trafficking. Had there been a notor |aunch noored cl ose by, even a
conventional boat of sone kind, he could have accepted the situation. But this
was |ike sone dreadful nightmare, the product of a fevered brain.

Suddenly the hidden nen | eaped into action, on their feet and cutting off the
snmuggl ers' retreat back to their boat. A scream Andy thought it cane fromthe
boy. Shouts, curses. A muffled expl osion; sonebody had fired a pistol but the
bul | et appeared to have nissed. A nelee, struggling, fighting. The anbushers
were armed with clubs, crude staves into which nails had been hammered, the
poi nts protrudi ng w ckedly.

A bl ow, one of the smuggl ers dropped and Andy saw the gapi ng head wound, a
deep gash that split right into the skull, splintering the bone . . . Another
was bent double, clutching at his groin, the third being held, screan ng as
his captors broke his legs with their cudgels. Brutal nutilation, and then
cane a realisation which had Andy wanting to burst into headl ong

pani c-stricken flight. There was no blood, not a single trickle of sticky
scarlet fluid fromany one of the nmultitude of wounds!

Yet the sheer awful ness of the encounter held the conservation officer
spel | bound. These savage brutes who were undoubtedly sone kind of Custons

of ficers had turned on the boy. Two of themheld himwhilst a third raised a
nail -spi ked club. Andy's instinct was to rush to the other's aid. He could not
stand by and witness a cowardly rmurder, but his |legs refused to nove. \Whatever
his feelings he was forced to watch, not even able to turn his head 'away,
screamng mutely. For Christ's sake, you can't.

They had forced the boy's nmouth open, were jamm ng the head of a narrow cudgel
between the stretched lips, the rusted nails ripping the flesh, gouging and
tearing at the skin. Twisting, pushing, muffling the cries of agony, shredding
guns and tongue, raking the back of the throat, clawing for the tonsils.

Wt hdrawi ng, a tonguel ess child nmouthing silent pleas for mercy. But stil
there was no bl ood!

They had his arms pinioned behind himand were frogmarching himalong with the
other two srugglers; conming inshore - towards Andy Dark! And still Andy was
struggling to nove, transfixed |ike a weddi ng guest behol di ng the Anci ent
Mariner. Eddying fog, a breeze conming in off the sea, the mi st no |onger
adequat e cover for the |urking watcher

Shouts, they had seen him A pistol exploded with a dull boom and he heard the
whi stl e of a spherical ball of |ead passing a yard or so above his head.
Fighting with his linbs, his brain, yelling at themto co-ordinate. And then
nmoverent returned to his aching nuscles, arthritic joints creaking,

stretching. Extricating hinmself fromthe nud into which his feet had sunk
those figures only yards behind hi mnow, gaining on him

Runni ng, the wood ahead of him he'd have to go through it whether he liked it
or not, try and lose his pursuers in there. Swirling nmist; it mght clear
altogether or else it might come down thicker than ever. He could hear their
wheezi ng breaths behind him feet that seenmed to nove faster than his own. If
only he could have had a start on them he was sure he woul d have outdi st anced
them N ghtmare thoughts about what woul d happen to himif they caught him

t hose devilish cudgels with their pincushions of rusty nails, the way they had
ri pped out that young boy's mouth. C ubbed to death, a score of atrocities
fromthese torturers froma bygone century mght be his fate.

Andy's lungs hurt, he tasted the sour odour of the mst, its stagnant narsh
gases which constricted his breathing. These nmen were some kind of apparition
he tried to tell himself, an astral projection with the fog acting as a screen



on which to show the film scenes |ong dead, perhaps sone kind of enbodi ment
of vibration. They couldn't hurt him they could only harmtheir own kind.

They were gaining on himfast. Another shot, another bullet cutting through
the air above his head, the feeling that they did not want to shoot him- they
wanted himalive for sonme diabolical reason. If only he could reach the wood .

And then he fell. He wasn't sure whether he had tripped over a tussock of
grass or whether his legs had finally given out. Mnentary bl ackness, fainting
for a split second and then the deluge of stinking black water revived him
Lying there, lifting his head so that he did not drown in the shall ow pool
closing his eyes. Anticipating a pistol ball splintering his skull. One brief
nmonent of pain, no nore. He had read somewhere that you never heard the shot
that got you. Silence, just an awareness that they were clustered around him
W ncing, bracing hinself for the shattering inpact of one of those cl ubs,
being battered mercilessly to death.

Hands seized him dragged himto his knees, a blowfroma fist jerking his
head back, | ooking up into those features which night have bel onged to freshly
exhuned corpses. Eyes that stared unflickeringly, nouths that were twi sted
cavities of hatred, foul breath mngling with the stink of the fog.

They exchanged gl ances, muttered in a dial ect which he barely understood, a
ki nd of nmongrel English. 'Another smuggler hid'n on merse . . . take 'un to
dungeons . '

Andy was hauled to his feet, strong fingers gripping both wists, and even as
t hey pushed himforward he was frighteningly aware of the col dness of the
hands which held him No way could the tenperature of any human being drop so
low and life still course through the body!

He stunbl ed, alnost fell, and a booted foot kicked himon the thigh. Al

around himfeet squelched in the marsh grass and reeds, and somewhere sonebody
was whinpering. It had to be the boy, probably the other two snugglers were
bei ng dragged al ong too, taken to those dungeons . . . Anger penetrated his
fear. I'"'mnot a snuggler, I'mnot interested in your quarrel with these men.
But there was no way he was going to be allowed to prove his innocence or even
state his case. These Custonms officers, for surely they could not be anything
el se, were judge and jury in their own primtive age.

The mi st had begun to thicken again by the tinme they reached the wood. One of
the captors went on ahead, the party converging into alnpost single file in his
wake, a route that threaded its way through the trees, detoured deep reedy
bogs, at times seemng to cut back on itself, until eventually the outline of
a large turreted building | oomed out of the fog. Droy House, wi thout a doubt,
Andy decided -as it once used to be.

Centuries before it had been a castle, probably partly denolished in the G vil
War and then rebuilt. Gaunt and sinister, towering over the treetops, the main
entrance gates wi de open |ike some nonster preparing to swallow its prey.

Andy's legs threatened to buckl e under himagain but there was to be no
respite. Up a flight of nbss-covered stone steps and into a hallway that had
once perhaps formed part of the courtyard. Woden panelling faced part of the
interior stone wall, a table and chair set in the centre but no other item of
furniture was visible. At the far end a trap door stood open, bel ow which
yawned a bl ack square with steps going down into the darkness.

Andy Dark's captors released him gave hima push which al nost sent him



headl ong down that stone stairway. There was no nistaking his fate, no way he
could protest. Holding on to the wall for support, feeling his way, hearing
the other prisoners following him The boy was gurgling, trying to scream but
only succeeding in making animal-1ike noises, grunts and whi npers. The injured
man, unable to stand, fell; craw ed. Suddenly one of the snugglers, the |ast
one down the steps shouted, 'For mercy's sake, no. Not in here! Never again
shall we see the light o' day!’

Sonebody up above | aughed and a sudden fierce heavy thud which had an air of
finality about it extinquished that single square of grey light, turned it to
pitch darkness. Cries of hopel essness, the boy whinpering again in his own

t onguel ess manner.

Andy noved forward, feeling his way with outstretched arns, follow ng the
wal | . They seened to be in some kind of passage that led on into the bowels of
Droy House; testing each step, a fear lest sonme deep pit nmight |lie ahead of
himand all the tine aware of the pathetic yet terrible creatures bringing up
the rear. Mentally hurrying, fearing lest an icy cold hand m ght seize him
pul I himback. Starting to panic as an awful realisation dawned on him life
sentence. 'And life shall nmean life.' Here for ever, starving, dying of thirst
eventual |y beconi ng one of them

He coul d hear the others floundering about in the darkness. Sonebody fell
cursed in a strange dialect. Guff reprimnds, probably ained at the boy. They
all seened oblivious of the fact that a stranger had been inprisoned w th them
but sooner or later they nmust becone aware of that fact.

Hunger did terrible things to civilised Man, Andy had read sonething only
conparatively recently; plane-crash victinm who had feasted on the dead. He
tasted bile in his throat, his stomach rejecting the idea instantly, wanting
to vomt at the thought of ... of those things, their putrified flesh.

Rats ... he could hear themscurrying. In a way they seened friendly creatures
conpared with those with which he had been entonbed in this danmp airless

pl ace. A fluttering somewhere close by and he recogni sed the wi ngbeats of

bats. The fact that bats inhabited this place nmeant that they had to be able
to get in and out, probably only a tiny niche somewhere but in this kind of
situation you found yourself clutching at straws, building up hopes only to
have t hem dashed but knowi ng that wi thout themyou would give up and die.

He had al ways had a secret fear of underground places and now they were

mani festing thenselves into awful reality. Cobwebs touched him had him
clawing at them If he wasn't already mad then he surely would be soon

Li stening, holding his breath. He could not hear the others, not even the
sound of faint breathing. Perhaps they hadn't been here at all, he had
imagined it. O else they had died; no that couldn't happen because they were
al ready dead, they had to be.

Fearful |lest they were stalking him ravenous beasts who snelled fresh neat
and were determned not to starve. G ancing about him seeing nothing except
total blackness. He stretched out his hands again, determined to explore this
pl ace, to find out where the bats came and went.

Then suddenly he touched sonething; recognised it instantly as soft human
flesh, warmand living; noving, tensing. A body hanging fromthe wall that
screanmed deafeningly and screamed agai n!

Andy Dark jerked back, stunmbled, was on the verge of blind flight, sawin his
m nd his wetched conpanions again. But their flesh was cold and dead even
t hough they noved and spoke. It was not one of them it was sonebody el se who



like hinmself had been captured and t hrown down here.

"Who. . . is it?" his whisper echoed and re-echoed. '"Wo is it? Wio . . . is .
it?

Who? Waiting for an answer, hearing the other's sharp intake of breath as
t hough in preparation for another scream And then came one word, a nane,
uttered in fear and hope, disbelief. The old gane of buil ding up hopes and
havi ng them dashed. A nane. H s own.

"Andy?' Fearful female tones, barely recogni sabl e but enough for himto know
"Carol!' Ch Jesus God, what have they done to you, ny darling?

He rushed forward, felt at the pinioned body. It was femal e, naked and very
real, sagging in its nmanacl es. How? Wiy? Wien? Questions that could be
answered later: first he had to free Carol Enbleton

"I"1l get you out of whatever this contraption is.' He slid his hand up one of
her arms, located the iron bracelet. A sudden fear that it mght be | ocked,

t he key taken away by those diabolical gaolers. Then he sighed his relief

al oud; a crude clasp, nothing nore. Rusted and stiff, he prised at it, felt it
creak open reluctantly. The other arm the ankles, Carol tumbling on to him
crying, still not believing. '"Oh, Andy, is it really you?

"It is," he said, holding her dose and kissing her, staring into the Stygi an
dar kness again, fearful |est at any nonment those terrible beings m ght
suddenly grab at themw th cold, dead hands. But they didn't, there was no
sound. They ni ght never have exi sted.

"It's madness all this,' he said, speaking in a |l ow whisper. "It seens the old
| egends have sone truth in themafter all. Srugglers, Custons officers from
the eighteenth century, ghouls who once wal ked the msts of Droy Wod and its
adj oi ning marshlands. It was the m st that was responsible for all these
happeni ngs."'

'\What ever are you tal king about?' She clutched at his arm 'You're talking in
riddles, Andy. | never saw any Custons officers. It was the German pilot who
i mpri soned ne here.'’

"A German pilot!’

"That's right. After | fled fromthis man Janes Foster it was |like the whole
sky was abl aze. There was bonbing and firing and then this plane crash. A
German pl ane but the pilot managed to bale out. He clains that the war isn't
over yet, that Britain is tottering on the brink of defeat. He | ocked me up
for the Gestapo to deal with me when the Nazis overrun Britain.'

"Christ Alive!' Andy Dark's brain reeled with this | atest piece of

i nformation, 'R ght now we're | ocked in ancient dungeons, there's a Nazi and a
sex maniac at large, not to nention a gang of ghoulish things prowing about

wi th cudgels spiked with nails!'

"Ch, what's it all mean, Andy?' Carol Enbleton's whol e body was shaki ng. She
couldn't take nuch nore.

"I don't know,' he confessed. 'Only that the msts that blanket the wood and
the marsh fromtine to tine are responsi bl e, sonehow havi ng retai ned past
evils, kept themalive. Like those old filns they keep showi ng on the
television fromtime to time. | guess the dead live on here, ensnaring any who



get caught up in the wood in the fogs. Like a sort of time-machine. | can't
of fer any other explanation.'

"It's ghastly.' She didn't want to go into details of her encounter with
Foster, that could all come |ater

"W've got to get out of here,' he nuttered. "We'll try the trap door first.
Maybe | can smash a way through it. Now hold on to ne and we'll try and find
our way back to the entrance.’

Once again Andy Dark led the way, one armat full stretch in front of him the
ot her holding Carol's hand, feeling his way along the danmp nossy wall, testing
each step before putting his full weight on it. Tense, skin prickling all the
while, afraid that at any second an icy hand woul d reach out and grab him or
he woul d hear that boy whinpering with pain, trying to screamw th his

| acerated nouth from which no bl ood poured. But there was no sign, no sound of
anybody.

"Here are the steps,' he said with hope in his voice, fearful |lest the Droy
curse mght bring them another terrible phase fromits evil past. One at a
time up the steps until he touched the trap door, felt its studded iron bands
and his hopes began to fade. So heavy, so strong, a square of reinforced
seasoned oak whi ch had probably withstood the frenzi ed onsl aughts of scores of
prisoners over the centuries. '"I'Il have to find sonething to smash it with.'
And that meant goi ng back down to the dungeon, groping around in the pitch

bl ackness. He shoul d have thought of it in the first place.

H s hands explored the trap door, pushed upwards, and felt it nove. Those
rusty hinges squeal ed, a crack of grey daylight appeared. Heaving, afraid that
he was m staken, that it was sonme kind of cruel trick designed to denoralise

t he dammed. Another six inches, the hinged door lifting, finally thudding back

agai nst the stone wall of the hallway. *I can't believe it.' He still didn't,
haul i ng Carol up behind him both of them scranmbling out of that evil-snelling
hole in case at any second the trap door decided to slamback shut. 'It wasn't

even bolted! We're out, girl, nmy God, we're out!’

They crouched there blinking in the faint daylight; it mght have been dawn,
dusk, any tine of day. Wnter daylight, darkened by the presence of a thick
fog outsi de.

'"W'd better get back to the road,' Carol found herself whispering. 'It can't
be far.'

"No, I'msure it isn't.' He licked his lips, renenbered only too well what it
was |ike out there, the sane as it had been for centuries, a dark stunted wood
where the foul marshes had infiltrated, where people got |ost and were never
heard of again. 'W'd better nake a nove. Here,' he said, slipping off his
nmuddy t hornproof jacket, 'put this around you. Now, we'll go as fast as we
can, take a direct line." And | hope to God we're going in the right

direction. They had barely taken hal f-a-dozen steps across the stone-fl agged
hal | when they heard footsteps com ng fromthe bal cony above, the sl ow
nmeasured footfalls of hard | eather soles, something eerily positive about

t hem

"There's . . . sonebody coning down the stairs.' Carol Enbleton clutched at
him dared not |look, felt himwhirling round, heard his gasp of fear and
amazenment. Hal f-way down the stairs the tall figure, clad in an i muacul ate
grey-green uniform the tunic unbuttoned, stood watching themwth cold
unbl i nki ng pal e blue eyes. And in his hand, held al nost casually, the barre
trai ned unwaveringly on them was a Luger automatic pistol



'So,' Bertie Hass smiled but there was no hunour in the stretching of his thin
lips, '"you think you can escape fromny castle, eh! My friends, | think that
it would be easier for you to escape fromColditz!'

The German began a sl ow descent, |aughed gl oatingly. 'Consider yourselves
prisoners-of-war, caught in the act of trying to escape and for that there is
only one penal ty!'

El GHT

Rel uctantly Janmes Foster had abandoned his search for Carol Enbleton. Severa
times he had heard her splashing on ahead of himthrough the dense reed-beds,
was confident that he would overtake her. So he woul d have done had it not
been for this dammable fog. Now she was |ost and he had to face up to the fact
that so was he. He had lost all sense of direction

Hs priority was a reasonably dry place in which to pass the rest of the

ni ght; once daylight carne he would soon catch her. He shivered with cold,
eventual ly located a | arge alder tree growi ng out of a humobck of ground above
the I evel of the marsh. He settled hinmself down and once his anger had

si mered he began to feel drowsy, alnost rel axed.

He would kill her, he had to. He would never forget the sheer thrill of his
last killing, that tall dark-haired girl who had eventually given up her
struggles and |l et himdo what he wanted. As his orgasm nounted his hands had
encircled her throat, begun to squeeze. It had nade her thresh beautifully
beneath him her death throes in time with his own thrustings. He had

ej acul ated and she had died, a perfect conbination. He did not regret it one
little bit. It had served to whet his appetite for another Kkilling.

Had Carol not been riding himthen she woul d have died the same way. Damm the
cow, he had intended to screw her a second tinme and throttle her at the very
peak of his orgasm but she had junped and run. Which was why they were both
spending the night in this damm awful pl ace.

Just thinking about her gave himanother erection. Tonmorrow he would find her
fuck her, and kill her. That was a foregone conclusion. He ...

Sonet hi ng had hi mopening his eyes, staring up at the sky in bew | dernent.
There was a fire sonewhere, a big one that lit up the heavens. Expl osions,
firing, the sound of aircraft whining and droning. He sat up

And then he saw the bl azi ng bonber, watched it fall like a stone out of the
sky, expl ode somewhere not far away with a force that vibrated the ground. In
the ethereal reflection of the blazing aircraft he saw the parachutist gliding
down, decided that he had better go and investigate.

Hel |, he shoul d have m nded his own bl eedi ng busi ness. Now he was fl oundering



in this bloody norass again, |ooking for another dry place to pass the night
for he had not | ocated the man who had parachuted down and he woul d never find
t hat patch of higher ground beneath the al der again.

Then, unbelievably, he chanced upon a stretch of al nmost dry ground beneath
some taller oaks, trod his way through a carpet of dead | eaves and ferns that
were brittle beneath his feet. The rain had stopped and for a nonment the noon
shone down brightly through the entw ning branches. Alittle way ahead of him
he coul d make out a clearing, an area where it was alnbst as |ight as day.

He wal ked on forward, enmerged into the clearing, and suddenly becane uneasily
aware that he wasn't alone, felt the presence of others before he saw the
shadowy shapes grouped around the clearing in a circle, some of them having
nmoved so that they ringed himconpletely.

Fear, searching for a gap in the circle through which to make a run for it but
there was none. Staring fromone cowed figure to the next, trying to count
them and | osi ng count; there were dozens of them

"Who are you?' Jesus, they gave himthe creeps just standing there |ooking at
him pairs of eyes that seenmed to glow balefully in the noonlight |ike a pack
of wolves that had crept up and surrounded an unwary traveller. 'l said who
the fuck are you? Are you dunb or sonething?

As though at some prearranged signal the watchers began to converge on him
the circle dimnishing, crowding him He backed away, turned one way then the
other. He wanted to scream Suddenly they halted and a tall cloaked figure,
his face shadowed by his vol um nous cow, detached hinself fromthe rest and
stepped forward a few paces.

"W were expecting you,' he said, his voice deep and resonant. 'For we are the
ke Priests who rule this place and you have dared to trespass in our domain.
However, we have need of you. W knew you would cone, that the old ones would
not forsake us. But there is plenty of tine ..."

You're fucking nutters, Janes Foster thought, swallowed. Suddenly he was very
cold, shivering uncontrollably, felt an urge to urinate, to enpty his bowels.
This lot were up to sonething, playing at black magic or some other kind of
cult rites. He'd read about themin the papers, how they desecrated

chur chyards, sonetimes dug up bodies. Ugh!

'Look,' he began, self-consciously because he was stark naked, standing there

with his hands fol ded across his genitals like an erring school boy facing his

headmaster, 'I don't want to interrupt your, er . . . nmeeting . . . |I'll be on
nmy way, |eave you to it.'

Foster had barely taken a couple of steps before he was seized from behind,
his attackers nmoving with unbelievable stealth and speed, cold hands grabbi ng
him hurting him He screaned, struggled, felt hinself being lifted al oft,
carried; laid flat on his back on a rough cold surface. A flat rock of sone
ki nd, rough so that it grazed his skin. Staring up into faces that were stil
bat hed i n shadow, only those terrible eyes visible.

He ceased struggling because it was futile; even when they brought ropes and
began to bind himtightly; arns, |legs, pinioning himto the slab across his
chest, the only novenent remaining to hima slight raising of the neck.

He could Iift his head a few inches but it was painful, pulled on his spine.

"What's . . . the idea?" he said not really wanting to know.



"The ol d ones are becoming inpatient," Aflat intonation. "It is a long tine
since we offered thema sacrifice but now we can nake amends. W now await the
rising of the sun. Lie still and repent whilst there is still tine.'

Silence. If they had cursed him threatened himwth terrible atrocities it
woul d have been better than this awful still ness.

They had noved back into the shadows where he could not see them any | onger
They m ght even have left except that he sensed their presence, felt their
eyes feasting on his nakedness. Repent whilst there is still time. Janes
Foster knew that he was going to die.

For a tine his brain seened dulled as though he had taken some stupefying
drug, an anaesthetic. The lust and the anger in himwere dead, a kind of
purification of his brain which allowed himto see things in perspective; his
own role that of a spectator. The girl, Carol, she was sonewhere out here in

t hese woods, |ost and frightened. Because of hinself. These druids, for surely
that was what they were, night find her. And if they did ... guilt, fear. H's
fault. He must not tell them about her. Lie if they asked him

Torture of a kind he had never experienced before in his |life as though he was
being forced to search his own mind, tell themwhat they wanted to know

al t hough they probably knew it already. He could feel their power, sucking it
out of himlike some heavy-duty industrial vacuum cleaner. Confess, for tine
is running out. O eanse yourself.

Don't tell them about the girl in case they go | ooking for her. They already
know. | liked her, | didn't want to hurt her, just couldn't help nyself. She
woul dn't have gone with ne if | hadn't nmade her, and |I'd' ve killed her

afterwards so that nobody el se could have her, so that she didn't go back to

that boyfriend of hers. You bastard! | wish | could tell her I"'msorry. Ch
God, if | could only see her for a couple of mnutes to tell her. But it's too
late; she'll hate you for the rest of her life.

The one you killed ... he tried to push the recollection fromhimbut it

woul dn't go. She had tried to plead but tightening fingers on her throat had
garrotted the words. He hadn't felt any renorse then but he did now | want to
die so that | don't have to think about it any nore but if the police catch ne
they won't kill me because there isn't a death penalty. Everybody wants the

deat h sentence brought back because it's merciful, puts you out of your
m sery. Instead they shut you away and you go crazy reliving every second.

You'll die, all right, but you won't forget because here the dead live on
forced to relive their actions for eternity.

Remenber the first tine you ever did anything, the strange thrill you got? You
were seventeen at the tine. Don't remind nme about it. You will recall every
second of it. Foster squirmed, these bastards were really scouring hi mout

now. Confess, it isn't long until sunrise.

| tried to date Beth. She was only fifteen but her fol ks poi soned her nind
against me. You're a virgin, Beth, and you'll stay that way until your weddi ng
ni ght, and you won't be marrying him You can tell by the expression in those
eyes of his what he wants. We forbid you to see him So Janes Foster had

wayl aid Beth on her way home from school with all the precision of a carefully
pl anned nilitary operation, He'd followed her, found out the route she took
when she got off the school bus, a short cut across the fields to the counci
estate. Small and slim nousy col oured hair, but well devel oped for her age.
Mast ur bati ng night after night just thinking about her. She had beconme an



obsession. And then he had struck

She had backed away, given a little cry of fear when he had emerged fromthe
bushes to bar her path. She saw the bulge in the front of his trousers and it
frightened her like the look in his eyes did. You're a virgin aren't you,
Beth? | hate virgins. So frightened she had stepped back into the bushes with
him trenbling as he undid her clothing. No' I'mnot going to fuck you, | just
want to |l ook. And to feel. Tender young breasts, a sparse growth of pubic
hair, exciting himas he had never been excited before. Fingering her so that

she began to cry . . . You wouldn't even date ne now Beth if your folks said
it was OK, would you? It's their fault that |I've had to do this to you. But
before | let you go there's sonmething I want to show youl

She hadn't wanted to | ook, had turned her head away so that he had had to grab
her by those soft wavy | ocks and make her watch. 1'Il bet you've never even
seen one of these before, Beth. Wll, you have now and if you take your eyes
off it once I'lIl get really angry so that no boy will ever want to date you
again with a face Iike you'll have. Now watch, you virgin bitch!

She had watched, trenbling violently with fear and revul sion. He had

shuddered, gasping for breath. No, I'"'mnot going to fuck you because | want
you to spend nonths, years, just thinking what it mght be |like. Get ne?
You'll never forget this as long as you live.

She had sobbed but dared not close her eyes, watched until he was satisfied,
withed as his warmh spurted on her bare stomach and thighs as though it

scal ded her. And then he'd left, running breathlessly, know ng that she would
not tell what had happened to her. She woul d never tell anybody.

She hadn't told. A nonth later they had found her body mthe river and that
had gi ven hi mone helluva thrill. No guilt - until now You killed her, James
Foster, as surely as you nmurdered that other girl whose nanme you never found
out .

I want to die. You'll die all right but there will be no escape in death. Life
nmeans life - even in deathl!

It was getting lighter now, the waning noonlight nmerging with a greyness that
was not wholly the Droy mist. Creeping daylight, cold and penetrating. Foster
lifted his head slightly, saw the figures noving forward. One of them taller
than the rest, had thrown back his cow and had replaced it with sone kind of
crude cap made from ani nal hides, possibly a fox. He saw the other's features,
wanted to jerk his head away but could not. Skin stretched across high
cheekbones |i ke ancient parchment, eyes hooded so that you could not see them
t hey m ght have been enpty sockets. Alnost lipless, just a single blackened
tooth that appeared to be | oose, mght fall out at any second. Yet his
nmovermrents were swift and sure, alnost agile as he advanced on the trussed man.

"It is nearly time." Alisp, spittle stringing fromhis mouth. The new day is
here and soon the sun will rise. The first ray will strike this stone, bathe
you in its glory . '

"Hold on.' Foster felt the panic com ng back again as he noticed for the first
time the | ong-bl aded knife which the other was hol ding, steel that was dulled
brown as though with rust. Except that he knew that it was not rust. 'You
can't do this . '

"The old ones will not wait.' A recitation as though these were oft-repeated
words. 'W have not forgotten them how they have preserved us here over the
centuries, enabled us to |live when others have died and their bones have



rotted. The mists are sent to protect us, to hide us fromthose who woul d
destroy us and our ancient place of worship.'

"You can't kill me,’
nmur der !

Foster screamed, straining at his bonds. 'It's

"Which is why those who sit in judgenent beyond the m sts have sent you here.'
Those eyes seened to glow redly for a second or two. 'You have nurdered in a
worl d where the penalty is not severe enough. This council has passed the

sentence of death on you but it will not be oblivion, for after death there is
life in many forms. You will live on here in this ancient place, in a tornment
undreamed of, for eternity. You will nurder again, pay the suprene price many

ti mes over, because it has been ordai ned so.'
Foster lay back, closed his eyes, knew that the tall one spoke the truth.

"Look!"' A shout that precipitated the begi nning of a weird nonotone chanting
like the wind rustling the thick reed-beds, grow ng |ouder and | ouder

The sky was tinted pink, a roseate hue, the fog swirling, clearing to nake way
for it as though sonme mghty force was rising out of the wood and di spersing
it. Cold; James Foster shivered for with the coming of day this could no

| onger be disnissed as sone dreadful nightmare. It was reality in the sober

at nosphere of daylight.

The chanting rose to a pitch, the throng cl oser now, grouped around the huge
sacrificial stone, watching the sky. And Foster's guilt, his renorse, had
evaporated along with the darkness. He did not want to die like this.

"Stop it, you bastards!' he screaned, strained at the ropes. 'You' ve had your
fun. This is rmurder. You'll be put away for it. Let ne go, d' you hear? For
fuck's sake let me go!'’

The sentence has been passed.' The tall druid bent over him the blade only
i nches away fromthe rapist's throat. The old ones will command us to carry it
out. We cannot disobey them

A hush. Any second now, the pink clouds overhead changing to a deep red, the

| ower ones having di spersed as though in readiness for the rising of the sun
clearing a path so that its first rays should not be obstructed. Foster caught
a glinmpse of sone of the faces beneath the cow s, now no | onger hidden by the
shadows, and closed his eyes to shut themout. God Al mighty, the dead had
surely risen in Droy wood.

A cry of jubilation in unison, a bowing of heads; a blood-red ray of sunlight
hit the oblong stone with the suddenness of a torch switched on in the

dar kness, bathed the head and shoul ders of the naked victim seemed to focus
on the throat

One swift noverment fromthe Cke Priest with all the expertise of an
executioner who has inherited all the skills of his trade. Striking, gashing,
stepping back in time to avoid the jet of scarlet which spouted high into the
air, a claret fountain spurting and splattering, the agonised terrified face
of the offered sacrifice awash with his own blood. Withing within the
confines of his bonds, gurgling his |ast because he could not scream
Shuddering, tw tching.

Dyi ng

The old priest knelt and the others followed suit, their incantations



whi spered now for they were truly afraid of the old gods. Sacrifices were
demanded but it was not always easy in a place where only the dead wal ked. A
chance traveller sonetines but this place was a jungle, nunerous dead from
past centuries hunting living prey. The nists controlled their fate, brought
back tinmes | ong gone, chose the tine according to their noods. Al of them
renenbered that one who had floated down fromthe burning skies that night
like some gigantic bird, how they had hunted himthrough the reed-beds, al nost
lost himto the ghouls with the triangular hats. The nan had all the cunning
of a wild beast but in the end they had run himdown, clained himfor their
own. He was one of them now, just as this one would be, a soul in tornment, a
sl ave of the ke Priests.

For the old religion ruled this place and their slaves did their bidding. The
gods were denmandi ng nore sacrifices; they had been kept waiting too |ong.
Every killing in this place was done in their nane.

NI NE

Thel ma Brown awoke stiff and cold, stared into the thickening mst. It had
still not cleared but at least it was daylight. She shivered with the cold,
stood up and noved about in an attenpt to get warm get her cranped nuscles
wor ki ng agai n.

It was awful, unbelievabl e what had happened last night. I'msorry Mum John
you were right after all, | shouldn't have gone, it was dangerous. That man
who picked ne up couldn't have been a policeman, he woul dn't have acted |ike
that if he was. But where were the police, why didn't they come | ooking for
her? As soon as it got light enough they would be sure to search the wood
again and then they would find her. But in the neantinme the nman who had raped
her was still in the wiod. It had to be the man naned Foster, the one who had
abduct ed Carol Enbleton, probably killed Andy Dark, because it couldn't be
anybody el se. He nust have left the wood, picked up another car and driven
that same road agai n ahead of the policeman who was going to pick up Thel na,
beaten himto it, taken advantage of the fog. Damm the fog, it was responsible
for everything that had happened | ast night.

She felt sick, a conbination of fear, cold and hunger |eading to nausea.

Per haps she could find her way back to the road, it couldn't be all that far.
Take a straight line in . . . she didn't know which direction. Everywhere

| ooked the sane in here, dead or dying tw sted oaks, bogs and thick reeds. And
the awful silence, not even a crow calling raucously. But she couldn't just
stop because she nmight still be here when darkness fell again. Don't panic,
they'Il find you; they'Il have to or else there'll be a public outcry.

POLI CE DECOY SNATCHED BY RAPI ST. JAMES FOSTER STILL AT LARGE. They woul d nove
heaven and earth to find her.

She saw what appeared to be a well-trodden nuddy path | eadi ng away through the
trees, skirting some tall reeds, decided at once that she would follow it. She



trod cautiously, fearfully. The rushes were tail and thick, could have
conceal ed an arny. She kept as far fromthemas the path would allow, started,
al nost screaned once, when they rustled as though sonmebody lurked in there
waiting to spring out at her. It could not have been the w nd because there
wasn't any, not so nuch as a faint breeze. And the m st seened to be
thickening all the time. You'll never |eave here, Thel ma Brown. Nobody | eaves
Droy Wod when the mists cover it.

The path snaked on and on. She wondered who had made it, an uneasy thought. No
cattle or sheep carne in here; wild aninmals then, foxes, badgers, rabbits
travelling constantly to and fro through the night hours. She tried to
convince herself that it was the creatures of the wild, mght have done so had
it not been for the total silence around her, a dead place which even the

bi rds and ani mal s shunned.

The path was cutting away to her left now, wi nding through the trees, going on
and on, visibility down to |less than ten yards. Thel ma could not get that
fiery sky out of her mind, that blazing aircraft, the parachutist. It had
seemed so real at the tinme but it had to be an hallucination because it
couldn't possibly have been real. The human brain played strange tricks on one
when under stress.

She stopped, listened again. If only she could pick up the sound of a passing
car or lorry, know that the road was not far away, that she was going in the
right direction. But always there was just the silence.

The ground beneath her feet was drier now, |eaves rustling as her bare feet
scuffed through them The trees, too, nostly oaks, retained a vestige of

br owni ng greenery as though they had not surrendered conpletely to this place
where everything died. Hope, hurrying. If only that man Foster had not been in
the vicinity she woul d have yelled for help; the police nust be starting to
search for her by now.

And then she came upon the young girl, not nuch older than ten or el even.
Thel ma started, thought it nust be another trick her confused m nd was playi ng
on her. She stared, saw the child sitting on a dead tree trunk watchi ng her
smling, not in the least bit surprised. Long golden hair done up into
pigtails, her head seenmingly too |large for her slender young body; pretty,

wi de blue eyes, a flowery blue dress that fell to the ankles of her bare | egs.
Quai nt, ol d-fashioned, Thel ma thought, just how Mum m ght have | ooked when she
was young. Or even G andna.

The child did not appear to be in the least frightened or concerned, hol ding
some reeds which she had been attenpting to plait, playing idly just as she
m ght have done in the meadows on a hot summer's day.

"Hallo,' she said still smiling, 'fancy seeing you here.'

" Fancy seeing you here,' Thel ma echoed, and for sone reason another shudder
ran over her body. 'Aren't you cold with just a sumer dress on?

"You haven't got any clothes on.' Al nost a prudi sh accusation

"No . . . no, | haven't, have |?'" Thelma gl anced down at herself, experienced
an unfam |iar enbarrassnent.

"Why haven't you?' Wde questioning eyes demandi ng an expl anation

"Because . . .' - | can't tell her |I've been raped, and neither must | let her
go wandering off on her own with himabout - 'because | fell in the nud and ny



clothes got all wet and muddy so there wasn't much point in wearing them |
hung themon a tree.'

"My mumy used to say that you only wore clothes to stop other people from

| ooki ng at your body, that we didn't really need them She's dead now,

t hough. "'

"Ch, I'msorry.' Poor kid.

"I"'msorry, too. But would you like to see my daddy?

"Ch, yes ... but I can't . . . like this.'

"He won't mind.'

Thel ma knew she was bl ushing yet the spark of hope within her that had al npst
gone out was glowi ng again. A child and her father, they had to know t he way
out of Droy Wod. It was funny that she did not recognise the girl, though
She knew nost of the locals but this one was a stranger to her. They were
bui | di ng some new houses just outside the village, though, on the city side.
Per haps she cane from one of those. She had to because no | ocal would go

anywhere near the wood, particularly when the m st covered it.

"My daddy's back there,' she said pointing vaguely behind her. '"It's quite a
way, it'll take us ten minutes to walk it.'

"That's OK. What's your nane?' 'Elsie.’

"That's nice.' It's ol d-fashioned, too. People don't use nanmes |ike that these
days. Still, what's in a nane?

"Cone on then.' Elsie stretched out a hand.

Thel ma took it, felt icy cold fingers entwining with her own, transmtting a
shiver. The child was deathly cold. 'You' re cold. You ought to wear nore

clothes or else you'll be catching your . . , (death) . . . you'll be catching
pneunoni a.'

‘I"'mall right, I'"'mused to it.' Her voice was husky, almpst as though she had
a sore throat. 'It's not really cold, it's just the danp fog.'

El sie was pulling on Thel ma's hand, overtaking her as though there was sone
sudden hurry.

"What's your daddy doing in the wood?' Serve nme right if she told me to mnd
my own damed busi ness.

A pause, clearing her throat. '
for yourself soon, though.'

He's always in the wood these days. You'll see

They wal ked on in silence, a slight uneasiness creeping between them
"I mss my mummy.' A note of sadness, alnost a sob. 'I |oved her.’
"How I ong' s she . '

"A few days. Wuld you like to see her grave?

No, | wouldn't. 'Sonetinme perhaps but hadn't we better go and neet your daddy
first?



"l suppose so.'

The ot her's mobod had changed; sullen, those cold fingers detaching thensel ves
from Thel ma's, wal king faster, striding on ahead.

The wood was not quite so boggy here, the ground a thick carpet of dead |eaves
whi ch had gat hered over the years, the permanent smell of decay al nost
overpowering. A wi de space, perhaps the trees here had been felled at sone
time or other or else they had just blown down and rotted. Ahead of her Thel na
saw what appeared to be a huge circular hole in the ground, a pit of some kind
t hat had once been dug out manual |y because there was a | arge nound on the
opposite side. It grew weeds and noss so the excavation had been a very |ong
ti me ago. She wondered what on earth anybody would want to dig here for

'"They used to get peat fromhere a long time ago, when ny daddy was a little
boy.' Elsie appeared to have the uncanny knack of being able to read your

t houghts. If her father had been here as a boy then they couldn't live in

t hose new houses.

"You live around here then?' A direct question; perhaps too direct.

"Sort of.'

What ' s your other nane? What's your daddy do for a living? And just where do
you live? Thel ma checked her curiosity. She would find out soon enough

'My daddy's down there.' Elsie had run on ahead, was standing | ooki ng down
into the deep hole.

Thel ma halted, a sudden inexplicable terror gripping her, a trenor in her

voi ce when she spoke. 'Wiatever do you nmean . . . down there!’
'"Down there!' Inpatience, a tiny finger stabbing down at the hole. '"If you
don't believe me conme and | ook for yourself. | thought you wanted to neet him

|'ve brought you specially.'

"All . . . right.'" Thelnma Brown's legs felt suddenly rubbery. Perhaps it was
some kind of joke, this child was funny in the head. Her father wasn't here at
all except in her own inmagination. It was all a gane of pretence, she had run
away from hone, dodged school and cone to indulge in her own nake-believe
ganes in Droy Wod. Her nother wasn't dead, just norbid chil dhood fantasy.
They m ght be, probably were, searching for her at this very nmonent. CHI LD
GOES M SSI NG | N DROY WOOD. SEX KILLER STILL AT LARGE. MASSI VE POLI CE HUNT.

"Al'l right, I'lIl come and neet your daddy.' Better hunmour her for the nonment
and then I'Il grab hold of her and I won't let her go until the police arrive,
if they arrive.

Cautiously Thel ma approached the edge of the pit. It was deep, she couldn't
see the bottomyet. Sheer sides of thick black nud. Possibly it was a peat
excavation after all but how the hell did diggers get up and down wi thout a

| adder? There certainly wasn't a |ladder in sight now No, her father couldn't
possi bly be down there. Pretend for the noment that he is, though

Mental |y measuring the depth as she saw nore and nore of those steep sides.
Ten . , . eleven . . . twelve feet and we haven't reached the bottom yet.
Fifteen . . . black brackish water in the bottom because this whol e place was
not hi ng nore than a wooded marsh that eventually the sea woul d erode and
reclaim



She could see the bottomall right now, holding back a yard or so fromthe
brink, nervous like her nother used to get in the days when they used to go on
fam |y holidays and her father used to park the car overl ooking a steep

headl and. 'Don't get too close, Frank, or else we mght go over.'

A surface of water sone twelve feet in diameter, inmpossible even to guess its
depth. 'Your father's not here, Elsie.'" And then she noticed sonething
floating, half-submerged in the water.

She stared, wi shed that she hadn't, w shed she had refused to cone anywhere
near this dreadful place. An armcasually flung out, a twi sted | eg protruding

a head, the orifices black cavities as though fierce deepwater pike had
fed and bl oated thensel ves. A hairless skull, the flesh greenish with
deconposi ti on or gangrene.

A body! Thel ma Brown screaned, |urched and al nost fell, was going to be sick
at any second, would probably have thrown up except that her stomach was

enpty.

There's somebody down there,' she said turning to the child who was now at her
si de. ' Sonebody who has been dead for a long tine.'

"I told you ny daddy was down there but you wouldn't believe ne." A mld
reprimand. 'l kept on telling you ny daddy was in the garden.' Not a hint of
grief or revulsion, nore than an acceptance of a gruesone fact, alnost a

gl eeful statement. 'Now do you want to see my nmumy's grave?

"No!" Thel ma swayed, closed her eyes. '|I do not want to see anybody's grave.
That man in there, if it is a man, has been dead for a very long time. W
shall have to report it to the police.' And for Christ's sake where are the
pol i ce?

"It's ny daddy.' Stubborn, sullen

"No, it's not, don't be silly."'

"It is!" Elsie shouted, stanped her feet.

"Al'l right, it's your daddy.' Thel ma cl osed her eyes nmonentarily. 'How did he
cone to fall in there?

"I pushed himin!'

Thel ma's heart stalled, charged up into a faster gear. No, it couldn't be.
This girl was nentally subnormal. She had found the corpse, invented this
story and was determined to live it out. It wasn't healthy. She's likely to
fiy into a tantrumso |'d better continue to hunour her.

"Al'l right, you pushed himin, but what on earth for?

' Because he killed my mummy. Her grave's just over there.'

CGod al mighty, this was getting crazier by the second! |'ve |ooked at your
father but the last thing | want to see is. '

' Look, there!’

Thel ma turned her head, saw the fresh nound of soil only ten yards away. She
swal l owed, tried to will it to disappear, just to be a heap of soil. But it



didn't and it was a grave, A crude wooden crucifix at the one end, a macabre
wr eat h weaved out of rushes.

"I"m maki ng another weath.' Elsie said. That one isn't much good, | did it in
too much of a hurry because | wanted to put sonething on the grave. My daddy
didn't like it. He was going to kill ne too.'

" How awful !’

'He had anot her woman. He was going to run away with her but first he had to
get rid of mummy. So he brought her for a walk in here to help himget sone
firewood and then he hit her with the axe, chopped her up into tiny pieces.
But at |east he buried her.

Thel ma heaved. It wasn't true, it couldn't be. The girl ought to be taken hone
to her parents (they were still alive somewhere), or else taken into care.

Then he said that munmy was in the wood, wanted to talk to me so | went with
him He had the axe, was going to chop me up, too, but | pushed hi m down
there. Look, there's the axe still lying on the ground.'

A norbi d conpul sion had Thel ma | ooki ng where the other pointed, tensing as she
saw the axe lying in the grass. A stail that had alnost rotted off, a

browni sh-red rusty head. It was rust, it was. Elsie had a vivid inmagination
backed it up with any exhibit she could find; the body of an unknown nan, she
m ght even have dug that nound herself to support her story, and she'd found
an axe which had lain forgotten since the |ast of the Droys worked this

woodl and. A fabrication, a good one, but a fantasy neverthel ess.

"How | ong ago did all this happen?" Play along with her. In all probability
she knew the way out of here. She just needed coaxing.

"A few days ago, maybe a week.' 'But that nman down there's been dead for
weeks, maybe nonths!' OCh Jesus, |'ve put nmy foot in it again, contradicted
her .

"It was | ast week!' A shout, the beginning of another tantrum ' Maybe not even
as long as that.'

"Where did your daddy work?' Try and steer her off this macabre subject
gently.

"Here, in this wood. He was the Droy Estate woodman.'

But the Droys haven't worked the wood since the turn of the century, maybe
even earlier than that! Lies, everything she says is a lie.

"I see. Do you know the way out of the wood, Elsie? Thelm held her breath,
the mllion dollar question. O are you just hopelessly lost |ike ne?

'There is no way out when the m st covers the wood!' She m ght have been
reciting fromthe bl ackboard in the classroom words that you | earned,
renenbered and repeated again and agai n.

There is no way out when the m st covers the wood!

"Who brought you here then, Elsie?

"My daddy, | told you, so that he could chop me up and bury ne |ike he buried
munmy. '



She's not just ninepence for a shilling, she's stark raving mad!
"Wll, we'll have to try and find a way out.'

"There isn't one, don't you listen to what | tell you. Are you sone kind of
i diot?

'But you came here?

"Wth ny daddy, are you stupid? Shrieking now, that tiny face screwed up into
a mask of anger.

'So you' ve been here ever since you . . . pushed your daddy in there?
"You've got it,' - a glance heavenwards - 'at last.'

Thel ma was trying to think. If only she knew in which direction the road | ay
she could grab Elsie by the hand, drag her forcibly along with her. But she
didn't know. They night wal k seawards, be even nore hopel essly | ost when night
fell. Ch God, what were the police doing? They shoul d have been scouring these
woods by now, tracker dogs barking. Fillery didn't seemthe sort just to give

up.

"And | think I know who you are.' Elsie's eyes slitted, her young lips curling
into a sneer. 'Ch yes, you couldn't be anybody else. | should have realised
when | first saw you.'

' Ch, and who do you think I amthen? MI1d hunmour, awaiting a spate of further
wild stories, nore petul ance.

"You're the woman ny daddy was going to run off with, the reason he nurdered
munmy and tried to kill nme. Aren't you? And don't lie. He used to sneak off

fromhis work and nmeet you in the wood, didn't he? That's the truth, isn't
it?

"You're just being silly,' she said, trying to laugh it off. 'l never even
knew your daddy, let alone net himsecretly in the wod.'

"You are!' She spat. 'l know because you woul dn't be wal ki ng around naked Ii ke
that if you weren't. Once ny daddy was a good man, mummy said so, until you,'
-stabbi ng an accusing finger, punching the air, - 'until you seduced him

poi soned his mnd. You made himkill numy!’

"That's ridiculous.' Thelma found hersel f backi ng away.
"Wtch!'

Suddenl y El sie had becone a frightening prospect, nuch nore than just a
spoiled child getting into tantruns over her fantasies. Her face had aged, her
expression bl azed the mal evol ence of maturity. And with that cane the
realisation that she was dangerous.

The police will be here soon. They're already |ooking for me,' Thel ma Brown

blurted out, stepped back anot her pace.

The police!' This time the young girl's spittle hit her, an act of defiance
and contenpt. The police won't cone, and even if they do they won't find us.
Everybody is | ost when the m st enshrouds Droy Wod!'



Thel ma found herself staring into those eyes which no | onger belonged to a
child. Pupils that dilated and contracted alternately so that you coul dn't
stop watching them seened to come out at you, bore into you; spun your brain
so that you were noddi ng, speaking, saying things that you would not otherw se
have sai d.

"Yes, |'mthe woman you mentioned.' Quilt, you couldn't hold back a he. 'l
used to neet your daddy in the wood. | wanted to run away wi th hi m because
was having his baby. | wanted himfor ny own but first we had to kill your

not her. We'd have killed you, too, only you were too smart for us.'

"I was too smart for you.' A peal of hysterical piping |aughter. '"I'm
condemned to live in Droy Wod for ever but so are you\ None of us will ever
| eave but you will suffer tornents worse than mne. Now, go and join your
illicit lover inthe pit, lie with himin the filth of your own naking.
Scream but nobody will cone. He screans for nercy every night but nobody
hears him Go join him'

Thel ma was aware that her |egs were noving, propelled by a force beyond her
own control. She tried to brace herself but she was powerless to halt the
pushi ng, driving power that enmanated fromthose crazed infantile eyes.
Backwards. And still backwards!

'"No, please!' She thought she screamed but it may have been in her own m nd
an intention that got no further than a thought. Another step. And another.

She swayed, knew she was tottering on the brink, a wave of vertigo hitting
her, pushing her. A screambut it was in the m nd again. She felt herself go,
head-first; and in that instant the spell was broken but it was too |late.

A flash of nenory, that time when one of her schoolgirl friends had pushed her
in the deep end at the sw nm ng baths. Her scream cut short by a nouthful of
water, swallowi ng the chlorine-tasting liquid, panicking in a green underwater
worl d, sinking until she bunped gently on the bottom Then hands had grabbed
her, pulled her up to the surface, hel ped her on to the side.

But this tine there would be no rescuer. The black water seemed to leap up to
nmeet her. How deep, oh Jesus, how deep? | can't swim

She hit the water hard, felt the inpact and then sonething soft was cushi oni ng
her fall. Mid, thick black mud, shooting everywhere, sucking noisily for her
gurgling. Floundering but sinking no further, two feet of water at the nost,
spitting out the vile-tasting fluid. Breathless, frightened, |ooking about

her. Seeing .

She screaned properly this time. That partly deconposed corpse had reared up
on a wave caused by her fall, a grotesque thing whose linp arns lifted and
fell, the head jerking back and forth like a string puppet, water trickling
fromthe open nouth. Watching her. No, it couldn't see. It could. Toppling,
floating again in a nmacabre crawl stroke, com ng towards her

| want to touch you, to hold you, to mate with you, my dearest. W have been
apart too long. This is our joyous reunion brought about by my evil daughter
and the two of us shall be together for all tine.

Fi ngers touched her thigh but sonehow she squirnmed away, managed to stand
upright. Her left ankle shot pains up her |leg, she nust have twisted it in the
fall. Trying to run, hobbling, splashing, forcibly dragging her feet out of
the mud. One way, then another, trapped in a prison whose walls were solid nud
with a demented creature that had risen fromits watery grave



Tiring, but her pursuer seened tirel ess, bubbling black water out of the
cavities that had once been nostrils and mouth, follow ng her every novenent
with those enpty eye sockets. Eager, lusting, wearing her down.

And up above the child who had called herself Elsie | eaned over and wat ched,
| aughi ng i nsanely with obvious gl ee.

The two of you are together at |ast,' she screeched, her shrill piping tones
seeming to whistle in the deep pit-hole. That was what you wanted, wasn't it?
But you won't have a second to yoursel ves because |'mgoing to be right here

wat ching you. I'mgoing to see all those things you used to do together when
you sneaked off into the wood. You'll be together for always but 1'll be right
here. You can't escape fromthe pit but even if you did you'll never |eave the

wood. Because nobody | eaves Droy Wod - ever!'

Shrill peals of mirth that vibrated in Thelma Brown's brain, hurt her
Spl ashing, running still but slow ng down. Her ankle was swelling up fast so
that she could barely rest her weight on it.

And then those gnarled icy hands grabbed her, pulled her back, tw sted her
round. Hel pl essly she wat ched those sl obbering lips comng in search of her
own.

TEN

Det ecti ve- Constabl e Al an Lee sat on the cold nmuddy bank of a reedy bog and
buried his face in his hands. The girl was gone, |ost forever perhaps just as
the others were. And it was all his fault; he let hinself go, wept. Sobbing,
contenpl ati ng suicide, wondering if he had the courage. He did not think so.

He had seen the plane crash, watched in bew | dernent as the parachutist had
cone sailing down. And after that he knew that he had to be crazy. They woul d
have to | ock hi maway sonewhere where he couldn't do anybody any harm

He tried to think logically, piece together the events of the past few hours.
Jesus, to think he'd done that to the girl! It was unbelievable. You are
charged with rape and attenpted murder! No, it wasn't me, it was sonmebody
else. It was you, Alan Lee, a police officer on duty who betrayed both the
Force and the public you serve. | tell you, I'mnot guilty. You have been
found guilty and sentenced to

Sweati ng profusely. No such thing had been in his mnd when he'd picked Thel ma
Brown out in the headlights, or even when she had got into the car. Not unti
he hit that bank of fog |ying across the road!

The transformati on had been as sudden as that. Up until that nmonent his
t hought s had been concentrated on the case in hand, negative ones.
Reconstructions were a dicey business but there was always a slimchance. You



only needed to jog one person's menory, the right person. In the States they
someti nmes used hypnosis on wi tnesses. Watever the method all you needed was
one clue that would lead you to the killer. But it had been a foul night when
Carol Enbl eton had di sappeared and in a village Iike Droy nost people would
have gone to bed. But now the police were trying a long shot; no real harmif
it didn't come off. Nothing to |ose.

Those cl othes of Foster's gave him an unconfortable feeling, made hi mthink
about the man hinself. A pervert, a mnd that would defy all the efforts of
psychiatrists, he had to be | ocked away and kept there for the rest of his
life. A judge had been | enient and now they had a nurder on their hands and
two missing people as well. It could be, and probably was, a triple nurder
case now.

The nonent he drove into that bank of m st Alan Lee began to understand
Foster, not consciously but picking up wavel engths. It began with an erection
foll owed by a sideways glance at the girl by his side. God, she was beautiful
he envi si oned her naked, |ying beneath him responding, urging himon. He cane
pretty close to an ejacul ation just thinking about it.

The car was stationary, just the facia lights left on giving a dimglow They
could be here a long tine, just the two of them Maybe she fancied himtoo.
And if she didn't

Just touching her was electrifying himand he knew that kiss he forced upon
her wasn't going to be enough. Then she'd started playing the hard-to-get

gane. She wanted himreally, of course she did. A bit of playing about is fine
but if it goes on too long it gets very frustrating. | want to screw you,

baby, please\ Well |1'mgoing to whether you like it or not. Lust taking over.

| don't want to think about the rest. Maybe it didn't happen, it was all a
dream a fantasy. But it did, that's why you' re here now shivering in the
nude, lost in a wooded marsh, and she's out there somewhere. Foster, too; he
m ght al ready have killed her.

And that plane crash. It had all gone quiet now, not a sound to be heard
except the steady dripping of condensation off the trees. There should have
been sirens wailing, crowds gathering. It couldn't have been nore than half a
mle away. But there was nothing except the stillness of a foggy night.

He had to find the girl. Maybe if he could just talk to her, try to explain.

Look, I"'msorry, | didn't mean to rape you. Can't we settle this business

wi thout reporting it? I've got a bit of cash saved up and |'m prepared to be
generous. |I'mnot like you think | am really. But she woul dn't understand.
Al'l the same he had to find her because for the nmonent he was still a

pol i ceman.

It was making a valiant attenpt to get light, a weak greyness in which you
could just make out silhouettes, trees and tall reeds. It doesn't matter much
whi ch way you go, but you'll have to tread quietly. If she hears you she'l

hi de; you're the |last person on earth she wants to neet right now

Moving slow y, his bare feet sinking in the mud, making gl uggi ng noi ses as he
extricated them This was a path of some kind, God knows who nade it. Follow
it all the sane.

Drier ground, probably higher than the rest, piles of |eaves that rustled. It
was getting much |ighter now.

A cry, so faint at first that it mght have been the calling of some distant
sea-bird. Echoing in his brain. He stood still, head cocked to one side,



listening. The roaring in his ears didn't help. It was probably his
i magi nation - like the plane crash and that bl oke parachuti ng down out of the
sky. This place did strange things to you, there was no doubt about that.

He heard it again, louder this time and he knew instantly that it was real. A
scream Christ, Thelm Brown was in sone kind of desperate trouble. A flash of
hope for himself; it had to be Foster and nailing that bastard could solve a

| ot of problens. A scapegoat if Thelma was already dead, |leniency if she
wasn't and he saved her. Look kid, I"'mnot like that really. Suppose we just
forget about what happened | ast night.

He broke into a run, ducking beneath | ow branches, suddenly the trained
pol i ceman agai n. Remenbering that he had been arned at the start of this

m ssion; his pistol was still in the car. He had not hing except hinmself, not
even his clothes. Foster was nude, too, unless he had found some garnents in
the neantime. A confrontation that m ght have been taking place thousands of
years ago, nman against man in a primtive |and.

She was scream ng hysterically now, the mst nmuffling her yells to sone
extent. Not far away now, a hundred yards at the nost.

Seconds |l ater he burst into the wide clearing, his sweeping gaze taking in
everything. A deep hole of some kind, that was where the screams were comi ng
from she was still screanming. Swirling m st as though that pit boiled and was
giving off clouds of vile-snelling steam A half-light; was it really light,
did it ever get any different in this place, or had it been light for hours
and this was how it always was, a depressing tinelessness?

Al an Lee was noving towards the pit when he noticed the man standing on the
opposite side watching him recognising himinstantly. It was Janmes Foster

The ot her was naked, wild in appearance as though he had lived this way for
nmont hs, his body caked with dried nud. There was a mark on his throat; it

| ooked |i ke a wi de gash that had bl ed and congeal ed. A scratch perhaps,
inflicted by a trailing briar; it couldn't have been very deep, the policenman
refl ected, otherwi se he would have bled to death in a matter of m nutes.

Lee's keen trained eye noted sonething el se, brought a grimace to his lips as
well as a sense of guilt. The rapist had a full erection. Just like | did |ast
ni ght .

The girl was down there somewhere. \What the hell was going on?

"You're just in time, copper,' a taunting maniacal |augh from Foster. 'She's
down there now and he's raping her!’

Lee froze with indecision. Across the gulf stood the man who was currently
Publi c Eneny Nunber One. Wthin his grasp. Down bel ow Thel ma Brown was bei ng
raped by . . . sonmeone. Go for Foster and you could be too late. Save the girl
and you'll probably lose him A dilemma requiring a split-second decision
Save the girl!

Det ecti ve- Constabl e Alan Lee ran for the side, stared down into the depths of
that rmurky pit-hole, recoiled at what he saw. It had to be anot her nightnmare
for no way could anything exist like that! Human in shape, a grotesque figure
that dripped slime, covered in black nmud, bearing the screaming girl down into
the shall ow water, her struggles threshing it to a foam sending up foul
odours. Fighting to keep her head out of the water, perhaps her m nd had

al ready snapped.



"You see it?" Foster called jubilantly. 'He's raping her, copper. And I'Il bet
right nowif she had the chance she'd change himfor nme. O your Peals of

i nsane |laughter. "What's it feel like to be a rapist, copper? They'|Il give you
fifteen years, maybe life if that girl dies, because you killed her. Just
renenber that, you're a nurderer, just like ne!'’

But Alan Lee wasn't listening. He was fighting to drag his brain back into
action, break the spell of petrification, disnissing Foster; he had to save
Thel ma Brown. Hi s eyes flicked round the top of the pit once, a vain hope that
there m ght be a | adder or even a rope handy. There wasn't and he knew t hen
what he had to do.

That creature had her head under the nuddy water now, deliberately drowning
her whilst he lifted the | ower half of her body up, a kind of wheel barrow
stance that facilitated the backward and forward novements of his filthy
thighs. Slamming faster and faster, rotted | ungs wheezing | oudly under the
strain. Ch you filthy fucking bastard, you've no right to exist! Mybe you
don't and it's another trick of this bloody fog, but whether it is or not the
girl is going to die if | don't do sonething fast.

Lee bal anced hinsel f, took a deep breath. Don't think about it or else you'l
chicken out. You're denonstrating a |life-saving exercise to a bunch of rookies
at the baths. You're on the high springboard. Nothing to it, just don't | ook
down. Fill your lungs, relax your nuscles as you go; go right down and come up
fast.

Ai rborne, somersaulting once, judging the distance in his own m nd. Lukewarm
chlorinated water that'll nake your eyes smart. | npact!

A soft landing that threw himflat, reality conmi ng back as he wallowed in the
mud, clawed hinmself up to the surface. It sucked viciously and he knew he had
gone in above his knees, was tenporarily trapped in the norass. Take it easy,
struggle too hard and you'll sink deeper. Mwve the right leg a few inches, now
the left, work your way steadily upwards. Then lie flat and ease yourself out;
training instructions for rescuing people trapped in quick sands, as per

manual

The thing in the pit was aware of his presence, turned slowy, released the
girl and she fl opped back down into the water, lay partly subnerged, face
downwar ds. Not noving, half-floating. Ch Jesus, |I'mtoo |late,- she's already
dead!

St upefacti on bordering on hypnosis as Detective-Constable Al an Lee stared up
into the mal evol ent features of a behenmoth in human form A vile stinking
body, fromthe pelvis downwards just skeletal; that inhuman sex act had been a
pointless simulation then, a | ast bl asphenous attenpt at procreation. Synbolic
r ape.

Bubbl es forned and burst on nose and nouth cavities, eye sockets pouring
watery filth like acute conjunctivitis, that wheezing now a |iquid sound.
Advanci ng unsteadily, arns stretched out towards the man hel plessly trapped in
t he nud.

The policeman knew that his brain had to snap, that it had reached the linmt
of human endurance, could not accept what it saw Lying forward, the way the

manual taught you, but his legs still wouldn't come free. Laughter sonewhere
rem nding himof the taped mrth producers use to boost unfunny comedy fil ms
on TV. Laugh or we'll laugh for you. Foster, of course, up there savouring

every second. Just renmenber you're a nurderer, copper. She's dead and you
killed her.



Lee closed his eyes for a second, one last try, and then he opened them agai n.
'"I"'ma police officer.'

The ot her took another step, coughed up a solid lunmp of slime that plopped
into the water.

"D you hear ne, I'ma police officer! You re under arrest, for rape and
murder.' Stop that fucking |aughing up there, 1'mserious.' Anything you say
wi Il be taken down and may be used in evidence agai nst you.'

It towered over himnow, Christ it had to be well over six feet tall, a

col ossus that pissed stagnant water all over you. Cold stinking water, the
stench maki ng you retch. Lee pulled for all he was worth, got his right |eg
al nrost free; the nud beneath himshifted, started to suck it back down again.

A noise to his left; Thel ma had subnerged, rolled over, surfaced again, was
floating free on her back, arms stretched right out over her head as though
she was doi ng the backstroke, staring vacantly up at the |owering grey sky
above the pit. A rush of trapped air nmade bubbles on the water, big ones that
burst slowy one at a tine. She nmight not be dead yet, very close but not
quite. 1've got to give her artificial respiration, it's nmy duty. Get out of
t he way, you bugger, let me go to her

"You're bloody well under arrest.'
Crying hysterically now, not caring for hinself when a huge hand reached out,

caught himby the hair and jerked his head back, al most dislocating his
vertebrae. Hair came out by the roots, floated on the surface |like the

feathers of a mallard in noult. Still telling the fucker he was under arrest,
that he had to acconpany himto the station where he would be required to make
a statenent. Sone bugger was still laughing, jeering. Their mates al ways acted

up when you arrested one of them lIgnore it, get on with your job.

Fi ngers prised his nouth open; he tried to bite on thembut it didn't seemto
make any difference. A sudden snap, instant pain and his jaw wasn't worKking
any nore, a ventriloquist's dumy that had bust a spring. But the show went
on.

The creature was bendi ng down, scooping up handfuls of cold black nmud, feeding
theminto that open linp nouth, stuffing the norass in with its fingers,
shoving it right down the back of its victims throat. Handful after handful
poking it up the nostrils, a nmacabre nose-pick in reverse.

The policeman was not struggling any | onger, gasping one last time for breath
and then giving up, accepting that he was going to suffocate. Wth bul gi ng
eyes that threatened to pop at any second he studied the linp floating figure
of the girl. She had touched the far wall of the pit and it had swung her
round; she was comnming back this way. Al nost doing the splits, letting him
feast his eyes on her ravaged flesh, a final act of revenge even after death.

Take a good | ook, Constable. I'mall torn about, still bleeding. You did that
to nme. Not him because he doesn't have anything left to do it with. You
tricked me, took advantage of your position and the situation. Now |'m dead

and you're not far off. 1'Il give you another thirty seconds at the nost.
Neither of us will be leaving here. W'll be down here for ever with that, and
eventually we'll becone like him Just waiting for sonebody else to fall in
here and then we'll fight like hell over them Bye for now, copper, you dirty

bastard. See you soon



Alan Lee tried to screamone |ast yell of renorse, wanted her to understand
how it had all come about, but the effort was too nuch for him And even after
the constable died, foul nud was still being crammed into his mouth, slipping
steadily down his throat and into his |ungs.

Up above, the man who had once been James Foster turned away and wal ked of f
into the dense fog, idly fingering at the open bl oodl ess wound in his throat,
a subconscious action which was fast becoming a habit with him

ELEVEN

Andy Dark eyed the German with both fear and amazenent, watched the steady,

gl oati ng descent down the stairs. The conservation officer glanced once behind
hi mtowards the open door. If it had not been for that menacing Luger in the
other's hand he woul d have grabbed Carol and taken pot |luck on a dash for
freedom But for her sake he dared not chance it.

'So, my prison cannot hold you.' Bertie Hass reached the bottom step
advancing slowy on them 'You British are all the sane, you will never accept
the inevitable. Even now in the face of defeat you fight on, risk

anni hilation. A mad race of people.’

"You're crazy,' Andy snapped, pulling Carol behind him 'The war's been over
nearly forty years. CGermany was beaten. Your bel oved Fuhrer nmade one big

m st ake, he chose to go for Russia before Britain and underestimated the

wi nter. Just |ike Napoleon did."'

"Silence!' For a second that forefinger threatened to tighten on the trigger

' How dare you speak of the Fuhrer with such lies. No decision has yet been
made concerning an assault on Stalin ... at least, if it has, then the details
have not been released.' A flicker of uncertainty in those pale blue eyes but
it went as quickly as it cane.

"Ail right, have it your own way,' Andy sighed, shrugging his shoulders with a
casual ness which he certainly did not feel. 'Britain is facing defeat, you've
caught us escaping fromyour own private PONcanp, so what now?'

"You are spies.' The Luftwaffe pilot's gaze flicked over the cowering girl

"And nmost fortunately for nyself the Gestapo will be arriving here shortly.
They are experts at dealing with your kind, breaking your stubborn spirit. In
the neantime let us go into the roombehind you, it will be nore confortable

than standing out here in the hall.’

The room | eading off the hall was sone kind of library, Andy Dark noted wth
surprise, oak-panelled walls that had the appearance of having been recently
pol i shed, floor to ceiling shelves Iined with | eather-bound, gold-tool ed
books. You saw the spines, had a feeling that that was all they were; a
facade, a pseudo accurul ation of literary works that a stage hand ni ght stack
in a dusty storeroomafter the |last performance. A wide latticed w ndow behi nd



the roll-top desk. And a nusty snell as though this place had been shut up for
years.

"Listen,' Bertie Hass held up a hand, 'can you not hear it?

Carol Enbleton thought at first that thunder was runbling somewhere, a distant
el ectric storm beyond Droy Wod. Ch God, anybody who was away fromthe wood
did not realise how lucky they were. It was dark outside except for flashes
lighting up the sky, becoming nmore frequent by the second. That was crazy, it
couldn't be dark yet, back in the hall dimgrey |light had been filtering in!

The noi ses outside were famliar, hit her with a force that had her clinging
to Andy, whispering: 'It's the bonbing again and any second . '

They were all staring out of the wi ndow at the fiery sky, watching, waiting.
Carol knew what they woul d see, any second now. A feeling you got when you lit
a firework that you knew was going to go off with a | oud expl osion, bracing
yoursel f for the ear-bursting bang.

There it is," she breathed, 'the bomber. Any second it's going to burst into
flames, crash. And. . . he will parachute down!'

They heard the approaching plane and then they saw it, an inferno,

di sintegrating, showering earthwards until it was |ost fromview behind the
dark outline of the wood, the sky now a bl aze of different shades of orange
and yellow. A tiny floating figure, his fall so gradual and graceful. There
was no doubt that he would drop in Droy Wod.

Carol gl anced behind her, her skin prickling when she saw the German stil
standing there. You're not supposed to be here, you should be out there. How
can you be in tw places at the sane tine?

"And still the British resist.' Bertie Hass | aughed scornfully. 'See, a |ucky
shot has claimed one of the Luftwaffe bonbers, another crew has died valiantly
for the Fatherland. Their Iron Crosses will be awarded posthunously.'

"But, . . but what about the survivor? Carol breathed. 'Are you going to try

and find hin®'
"What survivor?

A defiant hiss, alnost petulant. Childish. No, | don't see anything, daddy,
and nothing you can say will make ne see it. There were no survivors, an
entire crewkilled in glorious action.'

"But. . . one of them parachuted down.' You, but even | can't accept that.

' Nobody parachuted fromthat plane. If you saw anything then it was an
illusion.'

"W nust have inmagined it," Andy Dark cut in. He didn't |ike the way the
barrel of the Luger had swung back on to them Provocation could mean instant
death. 'l guess you're right, nobody got out of that plane. They're all dead
by now.'

But Bertie Hass was clearly shaken. There was no doubt that he had seen that
lone figure drifting down out of the sky. He licked his |ips nervously, noved
back to the wi ndow and stared out, his face briefly against the glass but it
did not m st up. Searching the blackness for ... hinself?



Andy Dark tensed, reckoned he could have junped the other, alnost acted

i npetuously. If Carol had not been here he probably would have risked it. That
wasn't the only reason that stopped him though. Watching Hass, seeing how the
other's features changed, al nost as though he did not want to | ook, was afraid
to. Flinching, cowering, beginning to trenble as he foll owed the course the
sil houetted bonber pilot had taken against the fiery sky. Eyes gl azing

Bertie Hass felt the rush of cold air, braced hinself again for the
bone-shattering inpact as he struck the ground, hoped that he would be killed
instantly, not left a mangl ed heap of bloody flesh and bones with life
refusing to desert him

A wel conme jerk snatching hi mup, knocking the breath from his body, know ng
that he wasn't going to die after all. Exhilaration, a feeling of freedom
which only the free-faller and the birds of the air know. Only briefly,

t hough, because al ready the topnmost branches of the wood were clawing for him
trying to claimhimfor their own; grotesque shapes that were nore than just
trees.

Down; struggling in the nud, extricating hinself fromthe bog, slashing at his
parachute cords to free hinself. The m st was thickening, he had cone to
accept it now Everything so famliar, an actor on stage for a nightly
performance of a |long-running play. A nost boring, w shing that you had the
courage to change your lines just to alleviate it. But you couldn't.

That feeling of being watched again, finding the nuddy path and following it,
knowi ng that it would bring himout at the big house, a ruin that woul d be
transformed. Hi s home until the war ended. It woul d be over soon, the British
could not hold out rmuch | onger, they were on their knees already.

Li stening. He could not hear the bonbing any nore. d ancing up, the sky was
dark, overcast. The city still burned though; he could smell the acrid stench
in his nostrils, coughed. Frustration, an urgency to forge on ahead, begin the
setting-up of his new headquarters in preparation for the conming of the German
arnmy but knowi ng that he had to wait. Because the girl would be coning, naked
and beautiful, rem nding himof Ingrid, having to fight against a stirring of
hi s enotions because the Fatherland was a priority. The girl would be | ocked
away, a pleasure to be savoured | ater

The actor rushing his lines, harassing the other perforners because he wanted
to get this early act over and done with. A blurred filmlike a screan ng
express train on the screen, only slow ng down at the whimof the
projectionist. Pulse racing, finally sighing with relief, sweating.

The girl was a prisoner in the dungeon. Bertie Hass had resisted the
tenptation to run his fingers over her bare flesh as she hung there on the
wal . There would be anple time to indulge in those pleasures later. The trap
door thudded shut, echoed eerily down the enpty hallway. He shivered, the
sound had a note of finality about it. He knew only too well what was going to
happen next, the principal actor regretting his haste; he didn't really Iike

this part of the play at all, wi shed sonehow the producers coul d have ski pped
it, altered the script. He knew that at any second that oaken door on his left
was going to creak open . . . No, not this time. Mein Gott, no! He slid the

Luger out of his holster, trained the barrel on the doorway, a marksman's
stance, gripping his right wist with the fingers of his |eft hand.

The oak door started to open, easing inwards, groaning as if those hinges had
not swung back for centuries. The German's finger tightened on the trigger
This time do not delay, fire the nonent you see it or it will be too |late once
agai n!



A bulky figure filled the widening gap. A florid bad-tenpered face with a
series of jow s unfolding below the chin, eyes alnbst buried in the fleshy
cheeks yet penetrating, conmandi ng; angry. Strange silken garnents, gold
buttons straining on a scarlet waistcoat, cream breeches that were | aced bel ow
t he knee, silk stockings, and hide slippers.

Fire now or your chance is gone!

The German's trigger-finger was stiff as though it had suddenly becone
afflicted with arthritis. He had-to force the joints to nmove, use every
vestige of willpower he could nuster, wilting beneath the force of those

pi g-1i ke eyes. The Luger crashed, bucked, crashed again. Heavy slugs ripped
into the woodwork of the door, threw it back, the man still standing there as
t hough totally unaware of what was happeni ng.

At this range Bertie Hass knew he could not miss. The trigger was beconing
tighter with each shot, any second it would seize up. Now his shots were
finding their mark, tearing into those fine clothes, shredding them

| acerating the fleshy jows; three head shots but the stranger was still on
his feet, not even swaying. He had to be dead, it was only his nerves that
were holding himupright. He had to fall any second. A shot disintegrated the
top of his head and he appeared to totter, grabbed at a doorpost to steady

hi nmsel f.

"Diel' Bertie yelled, and then the firing pin was clicking harm essly.
Di sbelief, watching, waiting but still those eyes focused on him angrily,
nmocking him You can't kill me, Gernan!

You' re dead, you've got to be. Then came an awful realisation that had the
pistol dropping fromthe pilot's nervel ess fingers, clanging on the floor
Those terrible wounds . . . they did not bl eed!

How | ong he stood there he had no idea. Daylight faded into darkness and

becarme |ight again. And now the nman in the doorway had noved out into the
hal | way and that was when Bertie Hass woul d have run screaming fromthis

pl ace, only his linbs refused to nmove. Those terrible wounds had knitted,
heal ed, not so much as a scar show ng

"You can't kill me, German.' The stranger's tones were thick and nasal, thin
lips twisted into a cruel smle. 'Nobody can die when they are already dead,
can they?

The Luftwaffe nman's brain did not seemto be functioning, accepting the
situation rather than trying to understand it. Nodding. O course it was
i npossible to die if you were already dead.

"W were expecting you,' he said. The big nman's wai stcoat strained. 'But |
don't expect you even know who | am'

"No, sir.' Enbarrassed, hunble like that time the Fuhrer had I et his eyes rest
upon himduring the course of a Luftwaffe parade. Like God hinself; you would
have di ed there and then, unquestioningly, if he had asked you.

'l am Ross Droy, the owner of these | ands on which you have trespassed.' A

throaty laugh. 'The last stronghold of the Droys, a bastion which will never
fall. Qur |ands have been stolen, sold off by those who had no right to the
title, but they will never take the wood fromus. Not even your German arny if

t hey conquer Britain.'



Bertie flinched slightly but did not reply.

"Qur war has raged for centuries,' and the other waved a hand nonchal antly,
"but still we survive. W can use you, stranger, indeed we shall use you. Look
upon this place as your own, deal harshly with any who infiltrate it. There
are others who live here, too, fromtime to time. My officers are vigilant

agai nst those who woul d use our lands for bringing in contraband from ot her
countries, but unfortunately . . . they are not always avail able,' another
wave of that podgy hand, 'they . . . conme and go. But the lands of ny
ancestors nmust be protected at all times. Renenber that when the mist rolls in
fromthe marshes . '

And suddenly Ross Droy wasn't there any nore. Bertie Hass had not seen him go.
The door was still open, affording hima view of the interior, a richly

furni shed book-lined study with a wide latticed w ndow overl ooki ng the wood.
Possi bly one could see the nmarsh from here on cl ear days. An enpty room
Nobody here, even the bullet gouges on the woodwork had di sappeared. It m ght
have been a hallucination; the German tried to convince hinself that that was
what it was. The war took its toll of battle-scarred veterans in a nunber of

i nexpl i cabl e ways.

Except that this was no illusion. Over the weeks, nonths, years, he had seen
t he ot her guardi ans of the Droy |ands, ones who wal ked the mst, inflicted
terrible atrocities upon those who fell into their clutches. And the Custons

men who dragged their screanming victins down into the dungeons, |eft them
there to rot. You heard their pathetic cries, snelled the rotting corpses but
when you went to | ook there was nothing there except dust and' decay.
Prisoners never |eft the dungeons. Until now. Sonehow the girl and this young
man had survi ved.

It worried Bertie Hass, something was changi ng here. You could sense it. And
now toni ght he had witnessed his own | eap fromthe blazing bonber, seen

hi nsel f parachuting down into the wood. He didn't know what it all neant, was
frightened to think about it. Perhaps these two strangers could help him

' Nobody has ever escaped from Droy Wod.' Bertie Mass's voice had dropped to a
whi sper, an echo of the hopel essness which had | urked deep inside himever
since he had dropped in here out of the night sky, discovered this place of
eternal msts with its unknown terrors. Those terrors had dominated him he
had just refused to acknow edge them an indoctrinated Nazi who lived in the
hope of his freedomwhen the German army arrived. But it had been a long tine
comng. He had to face up to the fact, a lingering doubt which he had refused
to admt even to hinmself, that the Nazis wouldn't be coning

"I reckon we could rmake it.' Andy Dark tried to speak casually. 'You, Carol

and ne. If we stuck together we'd have a better chance. W' ve got to do

somet hing, we can't just stop here. Tine's running out. . . even for you.'

Tell me,' there was reluctance in the German's tone, 'what. . . what happened
how di d the war end?

' CGermany was beaten,' Andy responded, trying to refrain fromgloating. 'As |
told you the Fuhrer's big nistake was.

The Fuhrer does not nake m stakes!' The pistol cane up again.

"Perhaps he was ill-advised.' Andy held Carol close to him Christ, we can't
go into all that again. The Gernman armny floundered in the snows of a Russian
winter and the Allied forces won the war in Europe. Then the Anericans dropped
two at om bonbs on Japan. After that the result of the war was a foregone



concl usi on.'

Bertie Mass's features whitened, his nmouth puckered, and for a nonment the
other two thought that he was going to burst into tears. The Luger dangl ed, he
al nrost dropped it. Sadness, his dreans crashing, his anbitions shattered. 'And
the Luftwaffe?

'They don't exist any nore. Gernmany was split into two, east and west, a

di abolical wall built through Berlin to segregate them Britain is at peace
with West Germany but the eastern half is now a part of the Soviet bloc.
Russia is nowthe main threat to world peace.'

"If what you say is true,' and you could just be lying, 'then | have no
Fatherland to return to.' There was a pleading in his expression which al nost
had Carol Enmbleton feeling sorry for him She tried to forget those awful
hours spent in the blackness of a stinking, rat-infested dungeon

"I am sure your country will welcone you back and honour the service you
gave.' For once in ny life |I've got to toady to sonebody, Andy thought. He's
actually believed us, accepted the truth.

Then we rmust try to | eave Droy Wod.,' Hass gl anced back towards the w ndow
Qutside it was dark again, no sign of distant fires, no sound of whining
spitfires, droning bonbers. No expl osions. 'W nust go now before it is too
late.' He tensed, was the Luftwaffe pilot of Wirld War |l again, the pisto
jerking back up to cover them 'But | warn you, if this is sone contrived ruse
to make me assist you in escaping froma place which | believed was Gernman
occupied territory then you will die instantly. | pronise you that | shall not
await the arrival of the Gestapo.'

"Fair enough,' Andy nodded, 'but we'd better nove fast. We've tal ked too |ong
al ready."'

Bertie Hass nmotioned with his gun for themto walk in front of him a trio in
single file crossing the large room Since they had been in here it seened to
have aged, deteriorated; the panelling no | onger glistened with fresh polish,
it was stained and dirty, eroded with the efforts of woodworm And everywhere
snel led stale and musty. They noved out into the hall

Andy strained at the heavy door, thought for one awful monent that it was
barred but then it swung back, protesting |oudly, the hinges squeaking as
t hough they had not noved for decades. A rush of cold air hit them danmp with

the foul marsh m st that still enshrouded the wood. In any other situation he
woul d have suggested that they awaited the dawn but there was no tine. You had
a strange feeling that sonething was about to happen, that the evil in this

pl ace was building up to a terrible clinmax.
"Whi ch way?' he nuttered.

The German hesitated, scanned the sky, searching for just one glinmrer, one
reflection froma burning city; listening for the dull thunping of distant
expl odi ng bonbs. But there was nothing; nothing to give thema clue to the
direction they nmust take.

He noved ahead of the other two, sonehow found the nuddy track, the one that
snaked away from Droy House and on through the reed-beds. It could have |ed
anywhere but they could not stay here.

A tranpi ng and squel ching of feet, hurrying even though they did not know
where they were going. They could feel and snmell the fog in the blackness of a



ni ght which gave you the inpression that it mght never end. You knew you were
| ost, you just wal ked on and on and tried to hope when everything seened
hopel ess

Suddenly the silence of a | ong-dead pl ace was broken, a sound that seened to
be everywhere and yet nowhere in particular, even the thick fog unable to
muffle it. A howing that rose up like the foul -snmelling marsh gases, cane at
t hem vi ci ously, venonously, had Carol Enbl eton scream ng. The noi se reached
its peak, began again, even |louder, a chorus now.

You heard it, you felt it, you wanted to flee blindly even though you knew you
could not escape fromit. It was in front of you, behind you, closing in on
you, nunbing your brain, freezing your |inbs.

"What is it?" Carol screanmed a second tinme. 'Andy, whatever is it?

"It sounds like . . .' don't panic, it can't be, not here in England. And yet

it had to be. Wien one has taken a degree in zool ogy, studied animals of the

wild fromthe continents of the world, their habits and sounds, the answer is

there before you - however much you try to reject it. You want to disbelieve

but in the end you believe because there is no alternative. 'It sounds like .
a pack of wolves?

He grabbed her hand, ran for the faint silhouette of a tall oak with | ow
spreadi ng branches, a tree that had overcome the growth stunting of its

nei ghbours. A headl ong dash through deep nmud, know ng that he and Carol nust
climb to safety before they were torn apart.

Behi nd them they heard the report of the Luger as Bertie Hass began shooti ng.

TVWELVE

Det ective-Sergeant JimFillery had nanaged to snatch an hour's sleep in the
chair in his tenporary headquarters, a fitful slunmber disturbed by the
constant jangling of the tel ephone, people noving about, talking. He had

| earned to cat-nap, recharge his batteries in the mni mumanount of tine
available to him and his superiors begrudged hi meven that.

He stirred, saw that it was starting to get light. The pressure was really on
hi m now, the nedia, everybody baying for his blood. You ve lost five people
and Foster is still at large. One wood, permanently cordoned off and you know
they're in there. Wat the fuck are you playing at?

One nore hunt, the biggest in recent history concentrated on such a snall

area. And if that didn't produce results ... he didn't have any answer to that
one. Today they would drag that wood out, uproot every tree and bush if they
had to. But he still had that nagging feeling that they would not find

anyt hi ng. Your thinking' s negative, he reprimnded hinsel f. Think positively*.
W' re bl oody well going to find "em all of 'em including Foster



He poured himself a cup of black coffee, swigged it down. Calls were comng in
all the tinme, the switchboard a non-stop panel of activity. Cranks, you al ways
got 'em | raped and killed the girl, please believe ne, officer. I'll put it
inwiting and you can lock me away for the rest of nmy life; |I don't mnd so

| ong as you believe what | say and give ne the credit, tell the newspapers.
There were a hundred confessions for every nurder but you still had to sift
through "emuntil you found the one who denied the |ot., You got hunches,
followed "em Instinct. But right nowJimFillery's instinct had dried up

The whol e of the county force, every man that could be spared and a | ot who
couldn't, had converged on Droy. The burglars and the car thieves would have a
field day and good luck to them The minute it was |light enough they were
going to rip that bloody wood wi de open. A copper had gone missing and that
counted for an awful | ot where the boys were concerned, in sone cases nore
than the two girls. Sone bastard had got one of your colleagues, you m ght be
the next ... So you noved heaven and earth to find the killer

Fillery couldn't work it out about PC Lee. One of the npbst pronising young
detectives in the force yet there was evidence that he had raped the decoy
girl; they had both fled into the wood. We'll rip the fucking place right
open, Fillery told hinmself. The way we're going to scour it today a vole
coul dn't escape undet ect ed.

Dam this fog, wasn't it ever going to shift! Nowits tentacles had stretched
right up to the village, a vaporised nonster extending its territory. These
villagers were scared, nost of 'emskulking in their cottages and flatly
refusing to assist in any way.

"You won't get anybody fromDroy to join in the hunt, Sarge.' Eddie Farnett,
t he sub-postmaster, shook his head slowy, a half-burned cigarette perpetually

bobbing in the centre of his thick Iips. '"None of "emw ||l go within half a
mle of the wood. It doesn't bother me, personally, but | can't get away from
the post office. My wife doesn't |ike the post office work, she'll only | ook

after the shop part, if you see what | nean. Wien we go on holiday or I'mill,
| have to get a tenp in. But you can't get tenps at a noment's notice, if you
see what | nean. And you can't shut a post office up, can you?

Excuses on tap, a ready-made cocoon. JimFillery saw what he neant all right,
only too well. Just two | ocals ampbngst the |arge gathering on the road
adj oi ning the wood. PC Houl i ston because he didn't have any choice;

Roy Bean because secretly he resented this intrusion of his gane preserves. He
didn't go to Droy Wod in the course of his work but he objected to anybody

el se going there. They were trespassers whichever way you | ooked at it. Dogs

i n any woodl and were a bl oody nui sance except on shooting days; they ran about
bar ki ng and di sturbing every species of wildlife. In a way the wood was a
useful reserve. Pheasants could breed safely in there during the sunmer

nmont hs; the wood had its uses and today was going to undo all of them

Muffin seemed strangely |ethargic today, not even straining at the |eash,
keeping close to his heels as they split up in bunches for briefing. She
didn't like the set-up, that was only too clear. Cringing, tail between her
legs. Silly bitch, but he felt uneasy, too. Like sonething was going to happen
t oday, sonething awf ul

A three-pronged 'attack' was planned for today; Houliston had already |eft
with fifty nen, skirted the perineter of the wood and gone out to the narsh.
They woul d nove inland, due north. Two |ines of searchers, one fromthe east,
the other fromthe west, everybody in due course converging in the centre,



approxi mately where the ruined house stood. Thirty dogs in all, a net which
nobody could slip through, Fillery had told themand tried to sound confident.
And after that they were going to drag every pool. Nobody mentioned the bogs
because you couldn't do anythi ng about them

The mi st was thicker than ever, had the density of an ol d-fashioned

' pea-souper', a strange nenaci ng purposeful -ness about the way it hung over
the wood and the village, a deliberate obstruction to the hunters, hiding its
terrible secrets. Elsewhere the atnmosphere was dull and cloudy with nornal
visibility. That was what disturbed you nost.

A long wait. Roy Bean tried to curb his own inpatience. This was how t he
shooters felt when the beaters had to go out a long way in order to bring a
patch of cover back towards them Anticipation, then boredom Today there was
an added ingredient - fear

At last they heard the whistle, a synchronisation of all their respective
lines, looking to the men on either side of them Keep nme in sight all the
time, you guys. For Christ's sake don't |leave nme on ny own. Al ways was scared
of the dark and if this fog gets any thicker it'll be as good as night.

Movi ng forward, Al satians, terriers unleashed and bei ng encouraged to hunt for
a scent. This time they just had to come up with sonething.

It had taken Jock Houliston over an hour to reach the outskirts of Droy Marsh
following a circuitous route over the adjoining pasturel and, always hoping he
was going in the right direction because the fog gave you a feeling that your
own personal radar wasn't working any longer. At last, though, they reached
the narrow foreshore, stood with their backs to the sea, heard the tide but
couldn't see it, an eerie watery wilderness |apping against the rocks. It's
trying to drive you back into the wood. That's ridicul ous because we're going
there, anyway. Hurry then. Everybody | ooking about them but they could not see
anyt hi ng, not even the nurky outline of Droy Wod.

A noi se, one that you gradually became aware of, a splashing that wasn't just

t he waves on the shoreline. Rhythmc, formng a picture in your nmnd, a

draw by-dots ki ddi es' scene that had you pencilling, joining up the dots
eagerly, wondering what was going to unfold. A seascape ... a boat! Houliston
hesitated, half turned back. O course, nobody had tunbled to it, not even
those smart-al ec plainclothes detectives. It took an ordi nary bobby in uniform
to solve a case which had conmanded the front pages of every daily newspaper
for alnost a week. Foster had a boat, had lain [ ow and now was naking his
escape by seal

The policeman's pul se raced and his hand went to his pocket radio. And
stopped. No fear, not on your nellie! The bright boys would take all the

credit with not a nention of your |ong-serving country copper. Wll, this tine
they were going to end up with egg on their faces. PC Jock Houliston woul d
make the arrest, he'd have the killer handcuffed before he ... but he didn't

have a boat and you couldn't chase anybody out to sea wi thout one!
Swish . . . splash . . . swish . . . splash.

Louder! It should have grown fainter, as the boat gradually left the shore,
barely di scernible.

Swish . . . splash

Houl i ston craned his neck, thought he could make out a shape in the fog; the
boat, sonebody hunched in it, heaving on a pair of heavy oars; com ng this way



Unbel i evabl e but it was true. Who ever it was they were now scraping the
bottom of their craft on the beach, jumping out, pulling it up out of the
water. More than one of them. . . peering again. Three of them Foster and

Fi ve people had gone m ssing. Permany three fromfive. Logically one of
them had to be the rapist and that was all that mattered.

The policeman gl anced behind him there was no sign of the rest of the search
party, the fog having swall owed them up. Not a sound except for that nade by
those with the boat. H s hand caressed the flat obl ong shape of his radio
again. Not bloody likely, this was his show

He crouched down, tried to nake hinsel f as inconspicuous as possible. They
woul d cone this way, all he had to do was to wait, loomout of the mist in
front of them H's hand went into his pocket, jangled a pair of handcuffs
faintly. Ch yes, the country copper would show thema thing or two.

Here they come now, two nen and what | ooks like a boy. It might be one of the
mssing girls, a slip of a figure. No, Carol Enbleton was a big girl, it
couldn't be her. Thelma Brown then. Hell, it didn't matter just so long as one
of them was Janmes Foster, the nost wanted man in Britain.

Their feet squel ched in waterlogged grass, and they were nuttering to one

anot her. Furtive, stopping every few yards as though they anticipated an
anbush. Once they al nost turned back, one nman grabbing at the sleeve of the
other, cursing himin |low tones, the boy (?) cowering as though he expected to
be struck. But they still came on, nore wary and suspicious than ever.

Cries of fear as Jock Houliston suddenly straightened up, a truncheon cl asped
in his hand.

"You're under arrest, all three of you.' A pair of handcuffs were dangled
ostentatiously. 'Now, James Foster, let's be having you. You're all going to
acconpany ne to the police station where . '

Houl i ston's jubilant caution died away as he saw their faces for the first
time, tried to match that police photo of Foster with one of them Ch Chri st

Al mi ghty, those hi deous countenances bel onged anywhere except in a civilised
twentieth-century society, pock-marked scarred faces that even the mist failed
m serably to hide. Wetched beings that cringed and whi ned, the boy on his
knees covering his head with his hands as though he expected a bl ow. Ragged
clothing torn in many places so that the flesh was visible beneath, skin that
was a mass of bl ackheads, an unwashed poverty-stricken trio, their bare feet

bl eedi ng where they had scratched them on the stones.

'Have mercy on us, sir,' the taller of the two nen cried. 'Take our boat, our
cargo, but let us go, | beg of you for we only do this el se we starve, and the
Lord al one knows we are close to that now '

Jock Houliston grunted. Certainly they spoke the truth but what the hell was
goi ng on? Bitter disappointnment because none of these was the man he want ed,
that much was clear. He found hinmsel f backing away a step, revolted at that

whi ch confronted him An explanation, oh just give ne a |ogical explanation
for all this.

"What's goi ng on?' he grunted.

They stared back at himin amazenent, did not reply.



"Come on, |I'ma police officer and I want to know what's going on!'

"You . . . don't know?' The tall man seemed to be their spokesman, one who
trenbl ed visibly, slobbered as he spoke. "Police? Wiat's that? You're not
Custonms men, or is this a devilish trick?

Houl i ston jangl ed the handcuffs, saw how they started, huddl ed together in
sheer terror like sheep in a slaughterhouse smelling death.

'"No, sir, not the dungeons, we beg you. Kill us, but not that!’

"You're stark raving bl oody barny,' the policeman nuttered, and thought to
hinself "and so am1'. Still holding the handcuffs he unclipped his radio,
flicked a button. 'One-seven-one-five, cone in please.’

There shoul d have been an instant crackling, a voice answering him There was
nothing. Wth a chill of fear trickling up his back he realised that for sone
reason his radi o was dead. No reason, just a lifeless object that could
neither give nor receive nessages; his link with civilisation was broken. He
was on his own.

' Pl ease, sur, take our boat, our cargo

| don't want your bloody boat or your cargo. | want Janes Foster and four
ot her m ssing people. 'Look, let's start at the beginning, just tell ne who
you are and what you're doing here.'’

Silence. Blank, terror-stricken stares, the boy starting to sob. He couldn't
have been nore than ten, Houliston thought. He'd been ill-treated, starved,
shoul d be taken into care. The police officer's flesh was prickling. He didn't
want to be the one to do that, didn't want to have to touch any of them and
he'd handl ed sone pretty revolting corpses in his tinme. Like old Matthews, the
hermt who had lived in that old pillbox down by the canal. He'd di ed one hot
sunmer and hadn't been nmissed for alnmost a nonth. When Houliston found himthe
wasps had made quite a sizeable nest inside him But rather that than this!

Maybe | could just |eave themhere, catch up with the others. | don't even
have to say |'ve seen them do |?

It was the boy who screaned, a piercing yell of soul-shattering terror
pointing into the m st behind Jock Houliston. Grunts and cries fromthe other
two. They're here, we knew they were sonewhere about. '

"It's the search party.' Houliston wheel ed round, al nost screamnmed hinmsel f,

tried to shout 'I'ma police officer, d you hear ne', but no words woul d cone.

Shapes | ooned out of the mist, figures that bore a faint resenblance to the
human body until you saw their faces. Long coats, triangular hats pulled well
down as though even they tried to spare you from| ooki ng upon their features.
Grotesque, evil. Menacing; welding clubs and pistols.

'Tak' them' they chorused - a cry that enbodied hate and sadistic lust, a
tone that surely no human vocal chords coul d have i ssued.

There nust have been a dozen of them perhaps nore, running, shouting. A

pi stol booned, its cloud of villainous sul phurous snmoke turning the swirling
m st yellow, giving off acrid funes. Converging on the two nmen and the boy,
vicious blows fromraised cudgels splitting open the latter's head; you heard
them felt them They were battering his skull into a nmulch, but there was not
a spot of blood to be seen! Seizing his conpanions; then turning to face this



stranger who had no business skulking in the fog of a smugglers' narsh.

"Another 'un!' One of themgrunted his surprise. Tak' !un, too.

Shocked awareness fl ooded Jock Houliston's nunbed brain. H's common sense
rebel | ed, demanded | ogi c where there was none. |I'ma policeman and |I' m not
standing for this. Twenty-five years of training, taught to cope with a

t housand and one different situations, even if this one didn't slot into any
particular niche. H's instinct surfaced, defied surrealism that tinme there
had been a fancy-dress party and the guests had got drunk, run anok. It was
like that now He had arrested four of them single-handed then, |ocked themin
the cells for the night to sober up

He drove forward with his truncheon, a stabbing blow in the manner of a
duel l i ng swordsman, finding his target, the nearest nman's sol ar plexus. It
shoul d have doubl ed his assailant up, had himwithing on the ground,
clutching at his stomach. It didn't.

The bl ow jarred Jock Houliston's armright up to his shoul der, had hi m al npst
droppi ng his weapon. The ot her seened unaware that he had been struck, came on
unhi ndered, strong cold fingers encircling the constable's throat. Squeezing,
throttling. And nore of themwere coning in on the fray, sheer weight of
nunbers bearing himto the ground.

Jock Houliston fought in blind fear, swung his truncheon again but it was
wrested fromhis grip, his arms pinioned behind him Kicking, bone-jarring,

t oe- breaki ng bl ows that found their mark but brought not so nuch as a gasp of
pain fromhis attackers. H s | egs were seized, his body lifted up

To the dungeons?' Soneone asked the question in a |isping hollow voice.

'Nae.' There followed a pause as though the one to whomthe question had been
directed was thinking, forced to make an instant decision. 'There's things
happenin' at the Castle, we'd better keep clear. Nae, ta the bog, 'tis

qui ckest!"

Houl i ston was aware of being carried, borne over rough ground, jerked and
shaken, his stomach threatening to erupt. His trained m nd again; you're a
policeman, they're assaulting you. The wood and the marsh is teemng with
police, you'll be rescued any second.

But nobody cane to his rescue. Wierever the search party had gone they were
oblivious of his fate, a land of m st and silence, the only sound the steady
tranpi ng of feet across soggy terrain. Houliston closed his eyes. It was a

ni ght mare and when he awoke it would be gone, just a few faint awful nenories.
Cat - nappi ng on his bed in between double shifts, in the norning they were
going to scour Droy Wod. It had played on his m nd

H s captors had stopped and the fingers that gripped himbit deep into his
flesh, burned himw th their cold. Lifting himagain, above their heads into
the fog, thick greyness everywhere.

He knew only too well what they were about to do, snelled the foul gases of
some nearby bog. One last tine he tried to struggle and gave up because they
had himinprisoned at full stretch with their unbelievable strength. A shout,
nore of a whispered croak. 'I'ma police officer and you' re under arrest.'

Next came a sudden sensation of freedom a release fromthose bony nanacles, a
wave of vertigo as he was catapulted into the air. Going up, flailing the air
with arms and | egs, slowi ng as he reached his apex. Starting to fall, a kind



of headlong dive, instinctively taking a breath and holding it. And then he
hit the bog.

A splash as though the water had solidified, wallowing up to his thighs in
slinmy stinking mud. Struggling, sinking in another foot. Up to his waist now,
floundering and trying not to panic. Mdrre than just a bog, quick sands with
shal | owrooted rushes cunningly disguising it so that an unwary traveller

m ght stunble into it. Nature's own death-trap.

The mist had eddied and for a few brief nonments PC Jock Houliston saw his
attackers again, ringed around the edge of the bog, their hideous faces masked
by the shadows cast by their w de headgear. He could not see their expressions
yet he felt their mal evol ence, a blast of sheer cold hate.

Why, oh Jesus Christ, why are you doing this to ne?

He sank in another few inches; it was too late to try and extricate hinself by
lying full Iength, he had gone in too deep. The nud stirred noisily, greedily,
devouring himby the second, pulling himdown avidly.

"Just bloody well tell me why.'

No answer. These creatures who roanmed the nmists of Droy Wod and its marshes
answered to nobody for their actions. The laws were of their own making, since
t he days when they had been conmanded to apprehend those who canme ashore
secretly, and they saw no reason to change anyt hi ng.

The policeman had resigned hinmself to death, did not even attenpt to prol ong
his life when his chin slipped below the shifting nud. It was dark, night
al ready, he had been in this bog for hours; it had seemed only m nutes.

And sonmewhere, not too far away, he could hear nmen shouting, dogs barking
excitedly as they picked up a scent. One last flicker of hope had hi m opening
his mouth, mustering his breath for a final screamthat would bring the search
party in this direction.

He al nost made it, but his cry for help was drowned by a rush of foul liquid
mud pouring into his open nouth.

THI RTEEN

Andy Dark haul ed hinself up into the | ower branches of the towering oak tree,
pul | ed Carol up behind him dinbing, helping her fromone bough up on to the
next, and all the time Bertie Hass was still shooting. The shots vibrated the
danp night air, then died anay to a frantic netallic clicking.

A snarling and grow i ng, an animal yel ping with pain somewhere.

They're wolves, all right," Andy nuttered. 'They can't be anything el se.’



"It's inpossible.' Carol closed her eyes, tried to convince herself that at
any second she would wake up. Please God let it all be a nightmare, a fever
brought on by stubbornly wal king home in the pouring rain the other night. She
hadn't been picked up and raped by a stranger, not inprisoned in those
terrible dungeons. The German didn't exist, she wasn't clinging to a branch of
a tree, scared she mght fall, with ravenous wol ves down bel ow. Because wol ves
were | ong gone from Britain.

The wol ves were baying nore persistently now, If you peered into the gl oomyou
could just make out flitting shadowy shapes that m ght have been Al satian
dogs. Only you knew they weren't.

' Somet hing's gone terribly wong,' Andy said.
'What do you nean?'

"It's like the whole wood has come to life. Not just a crackpot German who's
still fighting World War 11. Time hasn't just slipped back forty years, it's
reverted centuries, maybe even further, got sort of all mxed up. Like it's
been waiting for thousands of years for sonething to happen and now it's all
happeni ng at once. A kind of spoof filmonly you' re bang hi the mddle of it
and it's' all for real.’

"What are we going to do?
'For the nonment we can't do anything except stop right here.’

Waiting and listening, knowing that it wasn't a fevered dream praying for it
to get light. For the mist to clear; for a party of searchers to appear arned
with guns. Cutching at vain hopes, knowing in their hearts that they were al
going to come to not hing.

"I can't understand why sonebody hasn't cone |ooking for us,' Carol said.
"Surely they' ve found the Mni and your Land Rover. They nust know we're in
here so why don't they cone?

They probably have,' he replied. 'But | guess ... the wood isn't the sane for
everybody. Maybe all they see is fog and a dense wood that they have to rely
on the dogs to search. | don't know, it defies explanation. |I'monly guessing
anyway. '

Seconds | ater they heard the German scream ng, hoarse cries of fear, a renewed
snarling; it sounded like the wol ves were fighting anong thenselves. It |asted
perhaps a mnute, no |onger, and then the silence roil ed back

"How horrible.' Carol Enbleton was trying not to conjure up a picture in her
m nd of a strange unifornmed man being torn apart by savage beasts that should
have been extinct for centuries.

"He didn't make it up into the trees,' Andy said quietly, slipping a

reassuring armaround Carol. Time had run out for him | reckon that
parachuti st com ng down out of the sky tonight was his death sign. Poor sod,
but he wasn't . . . real, to explain it sinply. | guess he didn't fee
anything. | can't explain it any other way.'

They | apsed into silence, reluctant to put their thoughts into words. It would
have to get light eventually; at |least they hoped it would. There was no
guarantee. Droy Wod defied not just the laws of Nature but those of the

uni verse as wel |



"What's that?' Carol nust have dozed, awoke with a start, aware of a nunbness
in her legs, cranped so that she might have fallen if Andy had not been
supporting her. She heard a distant rushing sound like a series of waterfalls
in full spate, recalled a childhood visit to the Elan Vall ey where she had
stared in awe at the mghty foam ng dans.

"It's the sea,' Andy Dark replied, 'I know for a fact that this week there are
the highest tides of the year. Sonetinmes, according to the |locals, the wood
has been flooded right up to the road.' The road, oh what wouldn't we give

just to set foot on that hard flat tarmac. '|'ve never witnessed the autumm
tides nyself and you can't always believe what the villagers tell you, but
t hat sea sounds bl oody angry to me. 1'd've thought there would have been a

raging gale in that case, one to blow this dammed fog away. Hey, it's starting
to get light!'

The fog was turning a lighter shade of grey, they could make out the shapes of
the trees around them boles that becane faces again. Expressions. |f you
stared at them | ong enough you read sonething that transcended nal evol ence.
Fear! It was as though Droy Wod itself was afraid, engendering an atnosphere
of inpending doom hell awaiting its own coll apse.

The Iight was coming fast, the vapour now taking on a faint rosy hue as though
the sun was trying to break through, a battle of the elements with a raging
sea providing eerie background nusic. But still there was no wind, just a
deadl y unnatural calm

Andy tensed, thought he heard a scream sonmewhere but he could not be sure. A
single yell of pain and terror like Bertie Hass had nade when the wol ves
bunched and rushed him

"Wll, we can't stay here.' The conservation officer finally put into words
hi s thoughts of the past half-hour.

"W're not . . . going down there? Carol gripped his arm 'W can't, Andy. The
wolves . . . I

The wol ves have gone.' At least | bloody well hope so. 'l don't think we'll
have any nore trouble fromthembut if we hear themwe' ||l just have to shin up
the nearest tree. If we stay up here much I onger we'll get so cranped we'll

fall anyway.'

"l suppose you're right.' She was staring into the m st, making out shapes
that coul d have been wol ves but probably were not. In this wood anything m ght

be just anything, or, on the other hand, nothing at all. You never found out
until it was too |ate.

"I"ve been thinking,' she wasn't going to like this very much, "if we just go
on blindly like this we'll end up even nore |ost than we already are.'

' 5p?"

"Qur best plan is to head back to Droy House.'
"No!' Carol pulled away fromhim 'Anywhere but there. You're nad.'

"Just listen will you?" Andy grabbed her wist, thought for a noment that she
was going to make a run for it. 'There's a flat roof to the house,' unless
it's bloody well altered shape again, "and if we could find a way up there
we' d be above the level of the treetops.'



"It mght just clear,' - a vain hope - 'but | reckon we could probably attract
attention fromthere. They've got to be searching the wood by now. W can
hol | er, scream nake one helluva din.'

Carol bit her lip, shuddered visibly. Wiat Andy said nade sense. The Gernan
was gone but those awful dungeons were still there. "Al'l right, | guess we've
got nothing to | ose now. '

The nonent they reached the ground their |egs buckl ed under them the nunbness
beginning to tingle, disconfort escalating into pain. Sheer agony, rubbing at
their limbs in an attenpt to speed up the circulation. And then shakily they
were retracing their steps down that nuddy waterl ogged track, their feet
sinking in at every step

"There's a lot of water lying,' Andy nuttered, ' nore than there was | ast
night ... as though the sea is steadily creeping into the wood.' He had to
shout now to rmake hinself heard above the pounding of waves. 'I think the
tide's going to cover the wood!' A disconcerting thought, renenbering that
ti me when he had gone out with the coastguard because a man gat hering nussels
had been trapped on the nudflats, a wide creek filling up between him and the
shore, cutting off his retreat. They had just been in time. Now they had

anot her reason for returning to Droy House, an island in the nidst of the

fl oodi ng; being driven there.

"Look!' Carol stopped, pointed. Ahead of themon the path |lay a nud covered
pistol, one that they both recognised instantly. Bertie Mass's Luger. Beside
it was the holster belt and | eather anmunition pouch. Nothing el se; no body,
no remmants of a Luftwaffe uniformtorn to shreds by vicious fangs,

"It's the German's al! right." Andy picked it up, exanined it, ejected the
spent shells, snelled burned cordite. 'And at least it's real enough. | wonder

He Iifted up the belt, unclipped the flap of the pouch, poured the shiny brass
cartridges into his hand. Live ones, as good as the day they left the factory.

He | oaded the weapon, dropped the belt back on to the ground and put the spare
cartridges in his pocket. '"Well, at least we're arned.' He tried to sound
confident for Carol's benefit. There certainly weren't any dead wol ves |ying
around, not even a trace of blood. Not that he expected to find any.

' Come on,' he said pushing on ahead, 'the sooner we get back to the house, the
better. There's water seeping up everywhere, this place is getting like a bath
sponge.' He was concerned, had that awful feeling that they were never going
to get out of the wood.

Once the sunlight broke through the fog but the vapour instantly closed in,
shut it out again. Droy Wod was fighting desperately to preserve its evil
secrets, determined that those who entered should not |eave.

Andy peered ahead. The house could not be far away now. He experienced a

si nki ng feeling; suppose the powers that controlled this domain of evil had
snatched it away |ike they had renoved the German. Here, anything was
possible. H's mouth was dry and if the path had not been a veritable quagnire
he woul d have broken into a run

There was sonething on the track ahead of them At first he thought it was a
sapling and then it noved, stepped out to bar their way. Instinctively the
Luger cane up, his finger resting on the trigger. It was a human being, a



femal e, even in the dimoutline in the fog, sensuous, naked |like Caro
Enbl et on had been.

'Thel ma!' Carol gave a cry, but even then she could not be sure, the w sps of
grey m st alnost obliterating the features although it could not destroy the
overall picture of a girl she had grown up with. Her instinct was to rush
forward but for some reason she held back. Sonething wasn't quite right

Ten yards separated them it mght as well have been a hundred. Thel na Brown's
eyes flickered behind the opaqueness, a dimtorch-bulb that was faulty,
threatening to go out.

"Do not go on.' Her voice was a scarcely audi bl e whi sper as though it required
a tremendous effort to speak; hoarse and straining, trying to say nore but the
words woul d not come. 'CGo back ... go back ... go back . , .' The m st

t hi ckened, covered her, and when it swirled again she was gone.

"Where is she?' Carol Enbleton asked in a hushed whisper

But Andy Dark was not |istening; he was running forward, ploughing his way

t hrough mud and pool s of water that splashed up, saturating his already danp
trousers. He did not expect to catch a glinpse of Thelma, no nmore than he had
expected to find the body of Bertie Hass |ying back there where the wol ves had
ravaged him He stooped down, exam ned the ground, saw the remmants of their
own footmarks fromthe previous night, his own criss-crossed Wllington
inmprints, Carol's bare feet. But neither the Gernman's nor Thel ma Brown's!

"Way did she run away?' Carol sensed the stupidity of her own question
hal f - guessed the answer that hamered in her brain. Because she's already dead
like the others here. And they snatched her away because she tried to warn us.

"It was sone kind of hallucination.' Andy could not think of a better reply on
the spur of the nmoment. 'It wasn't really her at all.' Not a deliberate lie,
just a guess.

' She warned us,' Carol whispered, 'W can't go back to the house.’
' Then where el se are we going to go, you tell nme?
"I . . . don't know'

"And neither do I. W can't stop out here another night. | doubt if the house
i s any nore dangerous than the wood. And, anyway, they shoul d be | ooking for
us soon. If we can only let them know where we are.'

They wal ked on in silence. The sunlight seemed to have given up its battle
with the Droy fog; it was inpossible to judge what time of day it was but
surely it was still nmorning. It could riot be nore than an hour since dayli ght
had br oken.

They came upon the house suddenly, a huge turreted shape rearing up out of the
gl oom frowning down on them Go back, go back. Carol heard Thel ma's warni ng
agai n, would have turned and run had not Andy been hol ding her. A token

resi stance but where he went, she would go.

The hall | ooked exactly the sane as it had when they had left it a few hours
ago, that sane stench of decay, the panelling rotting with age, the trap door
in the far corner.

She didn't want to look at it, didn't dare guess what lay in the dungeons



bel ow, el evated her eyes to the crunbling stairway. It |ooked dangerous in
pl aces, entire steps nissing, as though it would collapse if anyone put their
full weight upon it.

Andy wal ked towards the stairs, noticed that the floor was wet, small puddles
lying on the uneven surface. Somewhere water was trickling; the dungeons, they
were flooded. He could hear the water |apping below the trap door. Soon it
woul d push upwards and lift the hatch

H s foot was on the bottom step, Carol close behind him when sonething made
hi m gl ance up. The | anding was in shadow, a dark danmp platformwith half the
bal ust rade m ssing. Sonet hing nmoved, came forward and for one terrible second
Carol thought that it was Thel ma again, but the sil houette was wong, too

bul ky. A nman.

Now t hey could see himclearly, the silken clothes which had once been the
finery of gentry, the waistcoat straining on the protruding stomach, the

jow ed scowing features, thinning long grey hair. Eyes that flicked and
pierced the watchers like rapiers, thick lips curling into a sneer. The spider
viewed the flies in its web with | oathsone gl oati ng.

"I was expecting you.' Nasal tones, wheezing as though even speech required a
consi derable effort. 'Let us go and view the Droy lands for the fast tine, for
now t he sea, which had been kept back for thousands of years, has conme to
reclaimits own.' He laughed, a hollow chuckle that echoed across the enpty
hall. '"A few nore hours and the lands of my forefathers will have gone for
ever. Yet it is a fitting end.' A sigh that enbodi ed deep sadness. 'Far rather
that than that it should be wested fromus by usurpers to the title.'

Andy Dark stared up at the nman on the landing, felt a fleeting humlity as a
serf m ght have experienced centuries before when sunmoned before his master
wilted beneath the gaze fromthose deep set small eyes. One who juggled with
the fate of others.

"The police are conming.' It sounded trite, a |l ast desperate throw, your fina
card when nuggers cornered you in an ill-lit subway. Renenbering the | oaded
Luger in his hand; token bravado, just a gesture of defiance. 'They' Il pul

this place apart.'

"They'll be too late, the sea will do it for them For years Droy Wod had
been eroded, the water creeping in, until it was virtually floating. A

wat er| ogged sailing-ship that is ready to be subnerged. Everything will be
lost for ever without trace,' the other gave another forced |augh, 'and naybe
then none of us will be forced to live on any |onger. Cone though, we are
wasting time. Let us go aloft and bid the Droy |ands farewell ere we go down
with them'

Andy felt his feet beginning to nove, nmounting the steps slowy, heard Caro
follow ng. The stairs seened firmand strong. Perhaps they had recently been
renovated and the repairs were not visible. Cak panelling that no | onger bore
t he pockmarks of woodworm Shadowy, so that the figure at the top of the
stairs was a silhouette again, his arrogant features fading back into the

dar kness.

There was a roaring in Andy Dark's ears; it could have been the distant angry
sea. A stench that rem nded himof rotting seaweed. He |urched, clutched at
the stair-rail to steady hinmself, his stomach rolling like it m ght have done
on board a ship floundering in tenpestuous seas; the captain up there on the
bridge. We're sinking, we're all going down with the ship. Let's drown with
dignity, not panicking like bilge rats.



Going on up, the man at the top turning as if to lead the way, his ungainly
bul k noving surprisingly gracefully.

"Andy,' said Carol in a frightened whisper, 'we shouldn't have cone here, we
shoul d have heeded Thel na's warni ng."'

Now t hey were standing on a stone bal cony that jutted out at the back of the
bi g house which had once been a castle, floating in a white swirling mist.

And sonmewhere far down bel ow they heard the | apping and spl ashing of water.

FOURTEEN

Muf fin was back close at Roy Bean's heels, so close that at tines she
threatened to obstruct his difficult progress through the swanpy ground.
Angrily he kicked back at her, heard her whinper but she did not nove away,
just cringed.

"Stupid bitch,' he grunted. 'You're supposed to be working the rough
searching for a scent |ike those bl oody police dogs are.' Strangely, the

Al satians had gone quiet. Perhaps they were trained to work silently. O else
they were acting strangely, too.

Hell, this fog was thicker than ever and yet you coul d hear the sea pounding
the coastline like it hadn't done since that disastrous week of the Fastnet
yacht race sone years ago. It was crazy, a raging sea but here in Droy Wod
you experienced the kind of feeling old-tinme mariners nust have had when they
were becal med. The wi nd's never going to bl ow again, you' re here for the rest
of your life and there isn't nmuch of that |eft now.

The ganekeeper struggled in a patch of soft ground, the thick springy grass
beneath his feet giving himthe inpression that it was floating on water, that
at any second it might tip up and throw himinto a deep pool. Miffin was
wal | owi ng, al nost swi mri ng, snorting the way she always did when she retrieved
a shot bird off the water. It hadn't been as wet as this the other day.

Christ, it was always swanpy in here but this was ridiculous, frightening if
you thought too rmuch about it.

No | onger was it easy to keep the nmen directly on either side of you in sight.
Not just because the mi st was appreciably thicker but now they were in the
densest part of the wood where they were forced to detour inpassable barriers
such as bogs and inpenetrabl e patches of branbles. Even if the syndicate
demanded to shoot the wood the beaters wouldn't stand for it, Roy Bean

refl ected. And neither would 1.1 never want to set foot in this fucking place
agai n.

He had given up urging the spaniel forward. She had a stubborn streak in her
and she'd made up her mind not to range fromher master's side. Any other



ti me, anywhere el se, she would have had a thrashing. Bl oody dog!

He paused for a nonment. Perhaps he wasn't as fit as he thought, he rarely got
out of breath. The stink in here didn't help, a mxture of decaying trees,

mar sh vapours and rotting seaweed drifting in fromthe sea. He gl anced about
him there was nobody in sight at this very nonment, he could not even hear the
ot her searchers splashing and cursing. It gave you a funny feeling |like
suddenly everybody el se had | eft and you were abandoned here, hadn't a clue
whi ch way to go. Once you |l ost your sense of direction in thick fog you didn't
find it again unless by chance you stunbl ed upon a recogni sabl e | andmark. And
here in the wood everywhere | ooked the same, every stunted tree |ike the next
one. But at |east today you could hear the sea, knewthat if it was on the
left then the road had to be on your right. Well, at least it should be. He
shudder ed.

Roy Bean set off again, an urgency about his nmovenents now, a disregard for
the water that slopped over the tops of his Wellington boots. He shoul d have
wor n waders but how the hell were you to know that the fucking place was goi ng
to flood?

Muffin stopped, cowered and whined. Oh Jesus Christ, not only are you refusing
to work but now you bleedin' well don't want to do anything! He lifted his ash
stick threateningly and at that nmoment the spaniel gave a short sharp bark

the way she warned hi mwhen there was a trespasser somewhere close by on the
gane preserves; except that nowit was a yelp of fear, ears fiat back on her
liver and white head, tail curled down between her hind | egs.

He was about to strike her when a novenent distracted him an eddying of the
fog up ahead of him revealing an outline then closing back over it again. One
of the searchers nust have gone too far, realised his m stake and conme back
was trying to locate the Iine again. Silly bugger, if you were beating for ne
on shooting days you'd get a cursing. That's how beaters get shot, buggering
about all over the place.

"G!'" Roy's shout was strangely subdued, muffled. 'Over here, mate.'

The fog rolled away fromthe other once nore, and as it swirled the spaniel
gave anot her bark, junped and ran in the opposite direction, splashing,
swi mmi ng; fleeing in sheer canine terror

But Roy Bean scarcely noticed the departure of his dog as he was afforded a
clear view of the man ahead of him aware that the other nman was stark naked,
that the features were famliar, identical with those plastered on walls and
tel egraph poles all over the village. Instant recognition, mnd-blow ng shock
Ch ny God, it's him Foster/ Hundreds of bloody searchers and it has to be ne
who finds him Not wanting to believe his eyes. It was some trick of the m st
or his imagination playing himup

Bean shouted again. 'G, the bugger's here. G, you lot, where the fuck are
you?'

H s words seened to .bounce off the wall of fog at him That sea was maki ng so
much noi se that nobody could hear him If only they'd et me bring the gun but
all I'"ve got is a bloody stick

James Foster was smiling. There was sonething wong with his throat, like it
had been cut, only it couldn't have been or else he wouldn't be standing there
now. The bugger's only dangerous to wonen. \Wat's happened to that nature
conservancy bl oke and the decoy copper then?



Foster turned, began to walk slowy into the mst.
"G, "' the ganekeeper began to nove after him 'G, you
There's hundreds of police here. You're surrounded, you can't get away.'

The other did not appear to have heard him indeed he m ght even have
forgotten that there was anybody there. Sauntering away, alnost casually, Roy
Bean struggling to keep himin sight. Any noment the mi st would bill ow over
and he would be gone. | couldn't "elp it, sir. |I shouted but nobody cane.
Tried to follow "imbut | couldn't keep up with "im lost "imin the bl eedin
f og.

But you are keeping up with him Better not actually catch himup. Any second
somebody will come and then we'll have the bastard. Come on you bl oody Iot,
where are you?

There wasn't anybody el se; just Roy Bean and Janmes Foster in the mddle of a
wood that was getting nore swanpy with every step they took. 'G, you!'

Fl oundering, trying to keep Foster in sight, not because he wanted to
apprehend hi m but because there wasn't anybody el se here. Just the two of them
in a world where nobody el se had ever existed and Man was a gregari ous

speci es.

Bean's chest was beginning to hurt, a constricting pain that spread right down
and burned like a stitch in his side. Ahead of himthe naked nman slowed, a dim
outline only just visible in this vile fog, as though he deliberately hung
back so that his pursuer would not |ose sight of him A hand was raised in
nocki ng gesture. Hurry, time is running out; for both of us.

The ganekeeper had | ost a Wellington boot, had had to abandon it in the nud as
he struggled free. I want to go back. Wich way is back? Were is everybody

el se? Trying to shout but if he did manage it then it was drowned by the
roaring in his own ears.

The stench was stronger now, burning the back of his throat, making himthrow
up but he could not afford to delay, vomiting as he fought his way through a
t hi ck reed-bed, cascading the remants of his breakfast down the front of his
shirt. Stuck again, having to | eave his remining rubber boot somewhere down
in ... there! He recoiled, spewed again. That mud, it was of a texture that he
had never seen before, sloppy grey slime that bubbl ed and hi ssed, rem nding
hi m of slugs when you trod on them how they burst into a filthy mess so that
your foot skidded. It was oozing up out of the reeds, streaking the black
water, covering it. Mdther of God, it was as though the effluent of Mankind
since the dawn of civilisation was being rejected by Earth, thrown back up.
Take your vile pollution back! Everywhere was awash with it.

A pit of sone kind on his left, filling steadily with this bubbling slime and
there was somebody in it, an unrecognisable figure attenpting to swi m

nmout hi ng screanms in one continual vomt of the stuff. Man or woman, it was

i mpossible to tell, perhaps not even human, a despairing armraised and then

it was gone, just a mass of bubbles marking its dem se. And then they burst

and you tried to convince yourself that it was a hallucination, a despicable

trick of the brain in this awful dead place. You could imagi ne anything here.

Foster was no longer to be seen. The gamekeeper gl anced about him No, don't
go and | eave nme here. | don't want to harmyou, | hope you escape. Show rne
the way out of here and I'Il swear on the Bible that | never even saw you.



Everywhere the nmud was oozing and thickening, hissing its hate for those who
ventured into this place where they had no right to be. Mvenents everywhere,
flitting shapes that m ght just have been created by the eddying fog. Figures
t hat came and went before you could be sure, afraid to call out to themin

case they were . . . you dared not think what they m ght be. Mal evol ent
whi sperings, rising to a crescendo, dying away, beginning again. And all the
time you were fighting a battle to stop yourself from being sucked down - |ike

that figure in the pit!

Roy clutched at a branch but it snapped off, showered himw th splinters of
danp rotted wood. He grabbed at another and it held. Just. He tried to think

logically. The sea was responsible for all this . . . For centuries it had
been creeping into Droy Wod, reclaimng the territory that had once been its
own, filling gutters and maki ng pools, a slow process that had now cone to

fruition. And then the marsh gave off its gases, created the fog. So you got
| ost and .

He started, recoiled so that the branch broke and threw hi m back agai nst the
trunk. There was a man standing only a few yards away, enshrouded in the m st
so that his features were obscured but Roy Bean knew that it wasn't Foster
The shape was wong and the other was wearing some kind of heavy uniform a
ki nd of soft helnmet on his head. He nust have been there all the tinme, just
wat chi ng, waiting.

"Who ... are you?' The ganekeeper didn't know if he actually managed to get
the words out.

"Too late.' The other spoke with a guttural accent, slowy as though the
| anguage was unfamiliar to himand he had to dwell on each word. 'l have
waited patiently all these years in vain.'

"What are you tal ki ng about ?

"Just as the Russian winter defeated us so the el enents have again risen to
hel p the eneny. The mi st has shrouded and hidden this place, the bogs made an
i nvasi on inpossible. Elsewhere the German arny had triunphed. Except here.
Only | represent the Fatherland here and | will « defend it to the last.'
Berti e Hass spoke grimy, his fingers feeling for a holster belt that was no
| onger around his wai st.

You' re nad, Bean thought, swallowed and felt slime slithering down the back of
his throat. This couldn't be happening, it was all in the mnd like that guy
bei ng sucked down in that deep bog. O else it was sonebody pl aying a bl oody

stupid trick. " 'The war's over,' he said. '"Along tinme ago.'

"You lie, just as the others did, a trick to lure ne fromny stronghold. This
wood shall not be surrendered. Consider yourself ny prisoner, a prisoner of
war . '

"I ... look . . . the searchers can't be far away,' he stanmered, | ooking
blindly about himfor sonewhere to flee but there was nowhere, just nud that
was becoming nore liquid by the second. 'Hurry, we have no time to waste!' Roy
Bean did not want to go, was resisting every novenent his |inbs made agai nst
his will, feet squelching in and out of the foul stinking norass that could no
| onger be terned nmud, aware that somehow this man who clained to be a Nazi was
driving himon. Through the nurk, along waterlogged footpaths, zig-zagging and
unerringly finding and followi ng one track after another. Not tal king because
there was nothing to tal k about, aware of the other's presence right behind
him hearing again those words 'Hurry, we have no time to waste'



A huge shape | ooned up before them a turreted building that m ght have been a
nmedi aeval castle, sinister in the gloomas though it had been deliberately
lurking there waiting for them You felt its coldness, its hate, a nonster
that was dying a lingering death and sought to vent its mal evol ence on
sonmebody before it was too late. Those wi ndows seened to gl eam for a second or
two as if a shaft of wan sunlight had broken through the fog. But that was

i mpossi bl e, the sun woul d never shine here again.

It has to be Droy House, Roy Bean tried to convince hinself. But so nuch

ol der, the way it might have | ooked once. Frightening, a sadistic illustrator
of children's books inflicting subtle horror on his readers; they wanted to
slam the book shut, throw it away, but instead they were forced to stare at
it, and during the nocturnal hours it would return to haunt their dreams, so
much nore real

Per haps the German pushed him Roy Bean could not be sure. He stunbled
forward, felt stonework beneath his feet, solid steps that were treacherous
with a coating of sline, harbour steps with a polluted tide | apping at them
The bare walls of the hallway streanmed with foul condensation, the floor
slippery. An open trap door in the far corner; he wanted to back away, to flee
out si de, but sonething held himthere, drew himtowards it. He tried to scream
but no sound cane fromhis lips, clutching at the waft" as he descended t he
uneven steps into the cold bl ackness below, this can't be happening! It is.

lcy water, thick with slinme, came up to his ankles. This underground place was
flooding, we'll be drowned. Yet his protests were mute, his novements jerKky.
Don't touch me, please, |I'll do as you say.

Pi ni oned agai nst the wall, something hard snapped on his wists and ankl es;
hangi ng there. He didn't know whether his captor was still here or not, just
listening to the snooth swilling of thick liquid. The dungeon was filling up,
like nelting slush, mentally neasuring its progress as it crept up his body,
obscenely exploring inside his saturated clothing; nunbing him

Voi ces, indistinguishabl e whispers, people noving about but seenmi ngly unaware
of his presence, trying to call out to thembut his vocal chords had | ong
ceased to function

The scum | apped at his navel, subrerged it.

Sonebody was weepi ng sonewhere, it sounded like a girl or a young boy, he
could not be sure which, sobs which eventually died away. And then he saw the
duai red pin-points of dozens of pairs of eyes, knew that they belonged to
rodents. Rats, swinmmng, trying to escape but in the end they would drown too.

Suddenly one bit him sharp teeth gouging his thigh, and he withed to the
full extent of his manacles, jerked and strained, instinctively tried to pul
away. They were all coming at himnow, he could only see their eyes but he
knew only too well what the repul sive bodies | ooked like, brown furry

creatures that scavenged, lived on filth, and attacked hel pl ess hunmans. Just
one rat bite was capable of... God, he knew only too well what dangers rats
presented . . . On the gane preserves they were one of his main enenies. They

ate eggs, young chicks, bit their way into feed bags and spoiled what they
didn't eat. Left their turds everywhere and even when you poi soned themthey
managed to craw into their hol es beneath the out-buildings and you had to
live with the stench of deconposing rats for weeks during the sunmer.

Just one rat bite could . . . his skin crawl ed and he sensed that thigh wound
bl eeding, tinging the slinme pink. Rat bite fever, the wound would fill with
fluid; it already was, with contam nated sludge. O Wil's disease. O



ringworm O

But he wouldn't get any of those because he would drown first. Christ, he
hated rats. In the past he had killed thousands of them poison, traps, an
air-rifle on the banks of the stream when he had half an hour to spare.
Shooting rats gave himnore pleasure than killing any other creature because
he despised the little fuckers. You heard the soft 'phut' of the pellet as it
struck the hairy body, sent it kicking and withing into the current, turning
the water crinmson. Looking up at you and you read the agony in its eyes. Die
you bastard and don't be too quick about it because |I want you to suffer

Now the tables were turned, the rats had himin the water at their nercy. W
know you, Roy Bean, what you've been doing to us for years and now it's our
turn. You're the one who's going to suffer this time. We're all going to drown
but not just yet. Not until

They were ripping his clothes below the surface, gripping the material wth
their teeth, pulling until they tore it into shreds, bared his fiesh. No, not
t herel

He tried to close his thighs but the leg-irons prevented him Rough hairy

bodi es rubbed agai nst his skin and suddenly he was able to scream again. Yells
of sheer pain and terror as needle-like teeth found their mark, shooting the
agony right up into his stomach, knotting it. He was spew ng agai n, throw ng
up the filth that he had swal |l owed, helpless to throw off his attackers as
they began their feast of |iving human flesh, chewi ng on the tenderest
portions first.

Once Roy Bean al nost fainted but even that was denied him The stinking nuddy
water was up to his chest now and the rats were running up his chest and on to
hi s shoul ders, nipping at his neck, squatting there, gloating. Tinme had
stopped, only the agony went on

He cricked his neck as he strained to keep his head above the | evel of the
rising floodwater; the end woul d not be Iong now The rats were all clinmbing
up on him alnost smothering himwith their wet coarse fur as they jostled for
pl aces, began to fight anong thensel ves.

He couldn't keep the liquid filth out of his mouth nuch |l onger, felt its
slimness against his lips, tried to spit it out. It was slipping dow his
throat, a sensation like nelting ice creamthat was contam nated. Coughi ng,
spew ng.

And only at the very end did the rats go for his jugular vein.

FI FTEEN

Detective-Sergeant JimFillery was becom ng increasingly aware that they were
going to have to abandon the search before very long. He cursed, took it as a



personal affront by the elements. They had conbined to thwart him evil hiding
evil. Foster was in here, all right, he knew it. Hunches were an experienced
policeman's finest asset; when you were a rookie you were inclined to junp to
concl usions, but after a few years you sorted out the possibilities and got a
feeling for them Wich was why JimFillery knew that Foster had not |eft Droy
Wod.

The ground was fl ooding fast. Somewhere the tide was flowing in, mght even
reach as far up as the road. The m st was thickening, too, rising up out of
t he boggy ground in typical autumal style except that nowit did so with a
vengeance,

Men to his right and left were floundering, having to nake detours, |eaving

| arge patches of thick reeds untouched. It was destroying any scent which the
dogs m ght have picked up, too. In all, a bloody waste of time. Except for

t hat naggi ng hunch; keep going, you're on the right track

Nevert hel ess, the search woul d have to be called off soon, the detective could
not avoid that. If anybody got drowned or |ost the nedia would flay the
police; thete were tines when you couldn't win and this was one of them

And then he saw the house, a tumbledown ruin that the swanp was going to
destroy, the clearing waterlogged with this stinking slime. JimFillery got
hi s hunch again, nore positive than before, alnost |ike the scent the dogs
wer e supposedly searching for, a fox earth which the hounds knew was

i nhabi t ed.

"I"mgoing to check the house,' he called out to the man on his right who was
just visible in the gloom Tell the others to forma cordon around it, just in
case.' H's words sounded strangely muffled but the other raised a hand to show
that he had understood. Check the house, then we'll call it a day. But we wll
anyway because the feeling' s strong, very strong. Fillery slipped his hand in
his pocket, felt the conforting hard netallic col dness of his gun. He would
not hesitate to use it if he had to, naybe he woul d anyway. A policenman was

m ssi ng, probably dead, and that was one tine when enptions rul ed.

The door was open a foot or so, hanging by a single rusty hinge. He squeezed
t hrough the gap, drew his pistol fromhis pocket, his keen eyes taking in the
hal | way. That trap door was closed but thick nuddy water was lifting it so
that it virtually floated. The cellar was flooded, overflow ng. Foster

woul dn't be down there. If he was then the State had been spared a | ot of
expense.

He gl anced towards the stairs and that was when he knew, realisation hitting
himlike the backhanders his nother used to lash out with when he was a boy.
He saw the footmarks, nuddy inprints that were still wet, telling their own
story. Heavy criss-cross bars of rubber Wellington soles, smaller naked ones
following in their wake. A man and a wonan.

Fillery's brain was al ready working on pernutations:

(1) PC Lee and Thel na Brown.

(2) James Foster and Carol Enbl eton

(3) Andy Dark and . . . ?

H s keen brain was instantly processing the information it had been given. One

of the girls, certainly, because both had fled naked into Droy Wod. It was
i mpossible at a glance to tell which but at |east one of themwas still alive



(or had been a very short time ago). Lee and Foster had both left their
cl othes behind in their respective Mnis.

Fillery pulled a wy face, felt a surge of disappointment. That only |eft
Dark, Unless of course Foster had nurdered either or both nen, taken Dark's
boots. Or the constable had come upon the nature conservation officer's body,
hel ped hinmself to his footwear.

But the detective was wasting tine surnising; there was only one way to find
out. He nmoved forward, gun at the ready. Sonebody was upstairs and he was
going up after them

The staircase creaked, threatened to collapse under his weight, boards rotted
and m ssing. A slow ascent, hating hinself for the faint glimering of fear
that snouldered in his stomach, threatened to knot his guts into a hard ball.
He renenbered that tine only a few weeks after he had been pronoted to the
CID. Sone crackpot with a grudge against society had held a 14-year-old girl
hostage in a high-rise block of flats. The guy had a shotgun, had fired at the

police down below, threatened to kill hinmself and the kid if his demands for
freedom and a pardon weren't met. The same kind of nentality as Foster, he had
a string

of convictions for assaulting young children. Tinme was running out. Fillery
and anot her detective had gone up in the elevator while those down bel ow
attenpted to distract the naniac's attention

Fillery had been in the | ead, his companion only too happy to follow behind.
They had both been scared as hell. Sonmebody was going to get killed in the
next few mnutes, it mght be all of them Suddenly you faced death; it was
nmore of a certainty than a probability. You knew al so that you had to kil
sonebody.

JimFillery had wanted to vonit, to run back down those stairs, tell the super
he wasn't going to die for anybody. But sonethi ng pushed hi mforward,
transcended his terror. He didn't know what it was, never really found out.

But he'd gone on, kicked the door down, and inside that tiny flat the nan had
just been sitting propped up in the corner. The girl hadn't even gone
hysterical and that was when the anti-climax had struck him In a way it was a
| et -down because he had never had to push hinself past that final barrier

test hinself.

Until now. He had to go through it all again.

Al ong the landing, up on to the second floor. And then he saw the balcony wth
three people standing on it, a stone |edge that m ght decide to crunble at any
second. Hi s stomach flipped, began to tighten, churning his bowels.

Dark and Carol Enbleton. The fornmer was holding a pistol in his hand, dangling
at arms length as though he had forgotten that he had it, the girl clutching
his other arm both of themstaring transfixed at the man who faced them

That was when Fillery's terror threatened to erupt inside him That bl oated
jow ed face, the flesh resenbling that of a fish that was beginning to
deconpose, eyes receding so that the puffy sockets were cl osing over them
Lips curled into an expression of hate and gl oating, ragged cl ot hing that
seened to rot even as you ran your eye over it, a once colourful apparel that
noths and tinme had shredded.

Everythi ng had stopped, a confrontation that had been frozen like a novie
still. The three of them m ght have been dead, rigor nortis somehow hol di ng
t hem erect against a background of swirling nmist and the roaring of an angry



sea that sounded a lot closer than it had when Fillery had heard it down
bel ow.

He watched them cl osely, knew that they were alive, that he was w tnessing
some dreadful final act in a drama that had gone on here for a very long tine.
Noi ses; it sounded |ike distant gunfire, explosions, but it could have been

t he waves poundi ng on the shoreline. Shouts, probably fromthe search party
down bel ow but they were gone before you could be sure. And sonehow you got
the feeling that that repul sive figure out there was the focal point of al
this, his bearing that of a master rather than a servant.

And then the actors began to nove on their precarious stage, the huge nman
shuffling towards the stone bal ustrade, pointing and waving a hand, | aughing.
Andy Dark turned, watched, seened to nod.

'The sea is reclainmng Droy Wod,' the nan shrieked. 'See and hear it, the way
it swallows up the Iands of ny forefathers but we shall go with it, all of us
who have known it. Afitting end and we shall still have our pride. Qur

enem es have not taken the wood fromus,' his shrill tone rising to a
crescendo, 'for in the end we shall triunph over them'

Fillery's mind flicked back to that day when he had burst into the fiat, had
primed hinmself to take human |ife but had been denied. The barrier he had
never had to breach, the anti-climax that had deflected his terror, hauled him
back fromthe brink, left a lot of doubts in his mnd. And now he had been
pushed to that brink again.

H's policeman's training screaned at himto stop, tried to jerk the gunhand
back. You're a police officer, you can't! I can and | will. |I've got to, there
isn't any other way.

Firing, his target closer and easier than those life-sized dumies on the
practice range, the reports vibrating his whol e body. Hearing the heavy sl ugs
finding their mark, cutting into that revolting body with a noise as if
ripping into thick soggy cardboard. Tearing, lacerating, mutilating.

The body swayed but did not fall. A mass of gashes, ragged open wounds that
shoul d have spouted thick red bl ood. The eye holes deep craters, the lips torn
and twisted into the ultimate in mal evol ent expressions.

And JimFillery knew then that he was at the final barrier, the one that
separated bravery fromcowardi ce, sanity from nadness. So narrow, he al npost
screamed and ran but at the [ ast second he stayed and watched, conquered his
i nner self.

Ross Droy, or whatever this manifestation was, sagged back against the
stonework and those terrible wounds began to ooze thick fluid, not scarl et
bl ood but revolting grey slinme, sludge that dripped in heavy spl odges |ike
cow dung, a substance that had its own |ife and stank of a putrescence that
spanned centuries. Death that |lived and spread into pools and gave off vile
vapours.

Al three of themwere fl eeing back down those stairs, heedl ess of the way the
structure creaked and shuddered, rotted pieces of woodwork snapping off and
spl ashing down on to the sline-covered floor of the hallway bel ow them Fog

wi sped in through the partly open door, seemi ng to take on nalicious shapes,
threatened to i npede their progress.

'Keep going.' It was Andy Dark who was in the | ead now, el bowi ng his way ahead
of the detective, dragging Carol with him 'Don't stop, ignore them whatever



they are.'

What ever they are! He didn't want to think about it. The Gernan, Ross Droy .
some kind of astral projection that had taken on a solid substance, the evil

in this foul marsh nmud breathing life into bodies that were | ong dead. Don't

t hi nk about it.

"Which way?' Fillery pulled up, glanced about him A grey frightening nmoving
wor |l d hemred themin, whilst underfoot the stinking slime swilled and grew
deeper, an inconming tide of putrefaction. There was no sign of the nmen he had
instructed to surround the house; he had known deep down they would not be
her e.

Whi ch way, oh Jesus God which way? W' ve been trying to get out of this place
for days! Andy Dark felt hinmself starting to panic.

"Look!' Andy pointed to where a rivulet of thick slush was oozing its way into
the clearing like a giant slug slithering out of the reed-beds. 'This stuff is
flowing fromthe coast, and that neans if we head directly in the opposite
direction we've got to reach the road. W've got to!' Trying to sound
confident for the sake of the others. But at |east the foul brackish water was
on the nove now, propelled by this vile substance that was seeping up out of
the ground to cover the wood. Right now he couldn't think of anything else.

' Keep going and don't stop for anybody or anything.'

A how , escalating into a baying, dying away as suddenly as it had cone, a
chilling sound that echoed in their brains.

' That must be the Alsatians, they' ve found a scent,’' the detective grunted.
Sonehow he did not sound convinci ng.

"It's . . .' Carol checked herself just in tine.

"It's the Alsatians,' Andy snapped. Except that Alsatians don't bay on a
scent. He checked his Luger and suddenly it was a futile encunbrance. Bertie
Hass had not managed to stop the wolf pack with it. '"Don't take any notice of
anyt hi ng, concentrate on keeping our direction.'

Several tinmes they had to nake a detour, pools that had previously been
shal | ow enough to splash through were now bubbling norasses of what | ooked
like untreated sewage. Andy's greatest fear was that they m ght be tenpted to
take an easi er path and doubl e back on thenselves. Fearfully he watched the
mur ky gl oom ahead, afraid that that turreted house night | oominto view again.
Wl come back, this is the hone of Ross Droy and none shall |eave it.

The sea was | ouder now, al nost as though a huge tidal wave was pursuing them
a ragi ng vengeful mass of water deternined not to be deprived of its prey.
They gl anced behind them and then suddenly they felt the wind fanning their
faces, an unnistakable cooling freshness laced with a tang of seaweed.

'"The wind's getting up,1 Andy yell ed above the noise in an attenpt to make
hi nsel f heard. 'That's why we can hear the sea. And look . . . the mist's
t hi nni ng!"’

True enough the thick grey vapour was losing its density as it was swirled,

| urking grey shapes being bl own into nothing nore harnful than twi sted trees.
Branches snapped, splashed and floated in the treacly spreading mre. A
shrieking that m ght have been the wind, a screaming and wailing |ike that of
souls in tornent.



"My God!" JimFillery gasped, 'what the hell's going on?" H's features were
pal e and he still gripped his pistol

'The elements are battling it out.' Andy Dark was reluctant to delay. 'The
wi nd and sea versus Droy Wood with its foul msts and polluted nmud.' The
term nation of centuries of strife, Nature taking on the forces of evil in a
way whi ch none would ever truly understand. The final conflict, a kind of

Ar mageddon

The road!' It was Carol Enbleton who spotted that unm stakable |ine of ragged
hedger ow beyond the trees |l ess than a hundred yards away. 'It's the road!’

It was. A straight stretch of B-road surfaced with worn tarnmac and sparse

chi ppi ngs. They broke into a run, cursed the nmud which nade one | ast effort to
suck them back, prayed that that which they saw ahead of themwas not a mrage
sent to taunt them by the dying spirits of the wood.

Peopl e were wal king along it, standing talking in groups, mud-splattered
bewi | dered searchers who had been | ucky enough to nake it back to dry | and.
Sone were still out there. Cccasionally, borne on the gale, they heard the
barki ng of a dog, a human cry of angui sh. But none was prepared to go back in
there.

Gatefully Andy Dark grasped at the stools of the hawthorn hedge, heedl ess of
the spiky thorns, pulled Carol up the bank with him forced his way through

t he branches. There was no time to search for a gap, they would not be safe
until they were clear of Droy Wod.

"Jesus wept!' JimFillery followed them and only when his feet were on solid
tarmac did he turn back to | ook the way they had come. 'Just | ook at that
wood, it's awash, half the trees are floating. This tide'll reach the road."'

"It will that,' Andy Dark agreed, holding Carol close to him 'The sea's been
chi ppi ng away at that coastline for centuries and nowit's finally broken
through. | guess that's the end of Droy Wood . . . and everything in it!’

For a few seconds they stood and watched the final destruction of the wood,
swirling foanm ng water washing over the foul mnmud, cleansing it, sweeping away
the trees whose shall ow roots had been disl odged. The m st was gone, replaced
by driving spray. Shapes that were gone before you had a chance to identify
them A ruined house which mght or mght not have been turreted; it crunbled
and fell. Wthin a few hours it would all be one huge seascape. Nature had
fought fiercely ... and won.

'"W'd better go hone and get sone clothes,' Andy snmiled wyly at his

conpani ons. 'A hot bath, sonmething to eat and then sleep the clock round. And
after that | guess we'll be plied with questions to which there aren't any
answers, eh?

JimFillery nodded. This was one report which he wasn't |ooking forward to
witing. It was going to read |ike some weird way-out piece of fiction



