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A Night in the Lonesone Cctober

by Roger Zel azny(1993)
(version 1.0)

| ama watchdog. My name is Snuff. | live with ny master Jack outside of London now. |
i ke Soho very much at night with its snelly fogs and dark streets. It is silent then and we go
for long wal ks. Jack is under a curse fromlong ago and nmust do nuch of his work at night to keep
wor se things from happening. | keep watch while he is about it. |If soneone cones, | how.

W are the keepers of several curses and our work is very inportant. | have to keep watch on
the Thing in the Crcle, the Thing in the Wardrobe, and the Thing in the Steamer Trunk —not to
mention the Things in the Mrror. Wen they try to get out | raise particular hell with them

They are afraid of me. | do not know what | would do if they all tried to get out at the sane
time. It is good exercise, though, and I snarl a lot.

| fetch things for Jack on occasion —his wand, his big knife with the old witing on the
sides. | always know just when he needs them because it is ny job to watch and to know. | like
bei ng a watchdog better than what | was before he summoned ne and gave ne this job.

So we wal k, Jack and I, and other dogs are often afraid of ne. Sometines | like to talk and

conpare notes on wat chdoggi ng and nasters, but | do tend to intimdate them

One night when we were in a graveyard recently an old watchdog cane by, though, and we tal ked
for a tinme.

"H. |'ma watchdog."

"Me, too."

"I've been watching you."

"And |'ve been watching you."

"Why is your person digging a big hole?"

"There are sonme things down there that he needs."

"Ch. | don't think he's supposed to be doing that."

"May | see your teeth?"

"Yes. Here. My | see yours?"

"Of course."

"Perhaps it's all right. Do you think you nmight |eave a | arge bone sonewhere nearby?"

"I believe that could be arranged."

"Are you the ones who were by here | ast nonth?"

"No, that was the conpetition. W were shopping el sewhere."

"They didn't have a watchdog."

"Bad pl anning. Wat did you do?"

"Barked a lot. They got nervous and left."

"Good. Then we're still probably ahead."

"Been with your person |ong?"

"Ages. How long've you been a graveyard dog?"

"All ny life."

"Like it?"

"It's aliving," he said.

Jack needed lots of ingredients for his work, as there was a big bit of business due soon
Perhaps it were best to take it day by day.

Cct ober 1
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Made the circuits. The thing in the Crcle changed shapes, finally making itself |ook like a
| ady dog of attractive person and very friendly disposition. But | was not fooled into breaking

the Circle. It didn't have the snell part down yet.
"Nice try," | told it.
"You'll get yours, mutt," it said.
I wal ked past the various nmirrors. The Things |ocked in them gi bbered and withed. | showed

themnmy teeth and they withed away.
The Thing in the Steamer Trunk pounded on the sides and hissed and sputtered when it becane

aware of ny sniffing about. | snarled. It hissed again. | growed. It shut up
| made ny way to the attic then and checked out the Thing in the Wardrobe. |t was scratching
on the sides when | entered but grew still as | approached.

"How s everything inside?" | asked.

"Be a lot better if sonmeone could be persuaded to turn the key with his paws."

"Better for you maybe."

"I could find you |ots of great bones —big ones, fresh, juicy, lots of neat on them"
"I just ate, thanks."

"What _do_ you want ?"

"Not hi ng speci al just now "

"Well, | want out. Figure what it's worth to you and let's talk."

"You'll get your chance, by and by."

"I don't like waiting."

"Tough. "
"Up yours, hound."
"Tsk, tsk," | replied, and I went away when it began using nore abusive | anguage.

I went back downstairs, then passed through the library, snelling its nusty vol unes and
i ncense, spices, herbs, and other interesting matters, on nmy way to the parlor, whence | stared
out the wi ndow at the day. Watching, of course. That is ny job.

Cct ober 2

W took a wal k Iast night, acquiring nandrake root in a field far fromhere at the place of a
killing by sonebody else. The master wapped it in silk and took it to his work space direct. |
coul d hear himengage in good-natured banter with the Thing in the Grcle. Jack has a long list
of ingredients, and things nust be done properly on schedul e.

The cat Graynal k cane slinking about, pussyfoot, peering in our windows. Odinarily, | have
little against cats. | can take themor leave them | nean. But G aymal k belongs to Crazy Jil
who lives over the hill, in towards town, and Graynmal k was spying for her mistress, of course.

growed to | et her know she had been spotted.
"About your watching early, faithful Snuff," she hissed.
"About your spying early," | responded, "Gay."
"We have our tasks."
"W do."
"And so it has begun."
"It has."
"Coes it well?"
"So far. And you?"
"The sane. | suppose it is easiest sinply to ask this way, for now "
" But cats are sneaky," | added.
She tossed her head, raised a paw and studied it.
"There are certain pleasures to be had in lurking."

"For cats," | said.
" And certain know edges gai ned. "
"Such as . . . ?"

"I amnot the first cone calling here today. M predecessor left traces. Are you aware of
this, faithful watcher?"

"No," | replied. "Wo was it?"

"The ow, Nightw nd, consort of Mrris and MacCab. | saw himflee at dawn, found a feather
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out back. The feather is tainted with mumy dust, to do you ill."
"Why do you tell me this?"

"Per haps because | ama cat and it anmuses nme to be arbitrary and do you a good turn. | shal
take the feather away with ne and leave it at their w ndow, conceal ed anm d shrubs."
"I prow ed last night after nmy walk," | said. "I was near your house beyond the hill. | saw

Qui ckline, the black snake who lives in the belly of the mad nonk, Rastov. He rubbed agai nst your
door post, sheddi ng scal es.”

"Ah! And why do you tell me this?"

"I pay ny debts."

"There shoul d not be debts between our folk."

"This is between us."

"You are a strange hound, Snuff."

"You are a strange cat, Graymal k."

"As it should be, |I daresay."

And she was gone anid shadows. As it should be.

Cct ober 3

We wal ked again | ast night, and the naster was hunting. He had donned his cloak and said to
me, "Snuff, fetch!" And fromthe way he said it, | knewthat it was the blade he required.
took it to himand we went out. Qur luck was varied. That is, he obtained the ingredients he was
after, but only with considerable turnoil and an inordinate passage of tine. W were discovered

near the end. | gave warning, and we had to flee. It was a long chase, till finally | hung back
and ni pped the other on the leg. W nade good our escape, with the ingredients. As he was
washing up later, Jack told ne | was an excellent watchdog. | was very proud.

Later, he let me out to prowl. | checked Rastov's place, which was dark. Qut and about
busi ness, | supposed. Lying behind a bush near Crazy Jill's, | could hear her chuckling wthin
and tal king to G aymal k.

They had al ready been out. The broom beside the rear entrance was still warm

| was especially careful at Morris and MacCab's. N ghtwi nd can be very potent after dark and
coul d be anywhere.

| heard a snmall tittering fromthe nearly bare branches of a cherry tree. | sniffed the air,
but Nightwind's gritty signature was not on it. There was sonething else, though

The smal |l | aughter —so high-pitched a human m ght not hear it —cane again.

"Who's there?" | asked.

A cluster of leaves unrolled itself fromthe tree and darted down, stitching the air at
bl i ndi ng speeds about my head.
"Anot her who watches," cane its tiny voice

"The nei ghborhood is getting crowded,"” | said. "You may call me Snuff. Wat may | cal
you?"

"Needle," it replied. "Wwomdo you serve?"

"Jack," | answered. "And yourself?"

"The Count," it said.
"Do you know whether Mrris and MacCab found their ingredients?"

"Yes," it replied. "Do you know whether the crazy worman found hers?"
“I"'mpretty sure she did."

"So she is abreast of us. Still, it is early. "

"When did the Count join the Gane?"

"Two nights ago," it said.

"How many players are there?"

"I don't know," it answered. Then it soared high and was gone.

Li fe was suddenly even nore conplicated, and I'd no way of knowi ng whether they were openers
or closers.

As | made ny way back I felt that | was being watched. But whoever it was, was very, very
good. | could not spot him so | took a long, long way about. He left ne later to foll ow
another. | hurried hone to report.
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Cct ober 4

Rai ny day. Wndy, too. | made ny rounds.
"Up yours, cur."

"Same to you."

"Hi, things."

_Slither, slither._

"How s about letting ne out?"

"Nope. "

"My day will cone.”

"It's not today."

The usual. Everything seenmed in order
"How s about a collie? You like redheads?"
“You still haven't got it right. S long."

"Son of a bitch!"

| checked all the wi ndows and doors fromthe inside, then let nmyself out the back through ny
private hatch, master Jack sleeping or resting in his darkened room | checked everything again
fromthe outside. | could discover no surprises of the sort | had discussed with Graynmal k the
other day. But | did find sonething else: There was a single pawprint, larger than ny own, in
the shelter of a tree to the side of the house. The acconpanying scent and any adjacent prints

had been washed away by the rain. | circled far afield, seeking nore evidence of the intruder
but there was nothing else. The old man who lives up the road was in his yard, harvesting
mstletoe froma tree, using a small, shining sickle. A squirrel sat upon his shoulder. This was

a new devel opnent.

| addressed the squirrel through a hedge:

"Are you in the Ganme?"

It scurried to the man's nearer shoul der and peered.

"Who asks?" it chattered

"Call me Snuff,” | answered.

"Call me Cheeter," it replied. "Yes, | suppose we are. Last minute thing —rush, rush."

"Opener or closer?"

"Inpolite! Inpolite to ask! You know that!"

"Just thought 1'd try. You could be novices."

"Not new enough to be giving anything away. Leave it at that."

"Towill."

"Stay. Is there a black snake in it?"

"You ask me to give sonething away. But yes, there is: Quicklime. Beware. H's nmaster is

"Aren't they all?"

W chuckl ed and | faded away.

That evening we went out again. W crossed the bridge and wal ked for a long, |ong while.
The dour detective and his rotund conpani on were about, the latter linmping fromhis adventure of
the other night. W passed themtwice in the fog. But it was the wand Jack bore this night, to
stand at the city's center with it and trap a certain beamof starlight in a crystal vial while

mad.

the clocks chined twelve. Inmediately, the liquid in the container began to glow with a reddish
light; and sonewhere in the distance a howing rose up. No one | knew. | wasn't even sure it was
a dog. It said a single word in the | anguage of my kind, a |ong, drawn-out "Lost!" M hackles

rose at the sound of it.
"Why are you growing, friend?" Jack asked.
| shook nmy head. | was not sure.

Cct ober 5

| breakfasted in the dark and made ny rounds of the house. Everything was in good order
The master was asleep so | let nyself out and prowed the vicinity. The day would not begin for
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sone tine yet.

| wal ked beyond the hill, to Crazy Jill's place. The house was dark and quiet. Then I
turned to head for Rastov's ranshackl e abode. | caught a scent as | did, and | sought its source.
A small formlay unnmoving atop the garden wal |

"Graymal k," | said. "Sleeping?"

"Never wholly," cane the reply. "Catnappery is useful. Wat are you after, Snuff?"

"Checking an idea | had. It doesn't really involve you or your lady —directly. 1'Il be
wal ki ng to Rastov's place now. "

Suddenly, she was gone fromthe wall. A nonent |later she was near. | glinpsed a glint of

yellow |ight from her eyes.

"Il walk with you, if it's not secret work."

"Come, then."

W wal ked, and after a time | asked, "Everything quiet?"

"At our place, yes," she replied. "But |I heard there was a killing in town earlier. Your
wor k?"

"No. W were in town, but it was a different sort of work we were about. Where did you hear
of it?"

"N ghtwind was by. W talked a little. He'd been across the river into town. A man was
torn apart, as by a particularly vicious dog. | thought of you."

"Not me, not ne," | said.

"There nust be nore of these, of course, as the others seek their ingredients. This wll
meke the people wary, the streets better patrolled between now and the big event."”

"I suppose so. Pity."

W reached Rastov's place. A small light burned within

"He works late."

"Or very early.”

"Yes."

In nmy mind, | traced a path back to ny own horme. Then | turned and headed across fields to
the old farmhouse where Morris and MacCab resided. Gaynal k continued with me. A piece of the
nmoon began to rise. Cdouds slid quickly across the sky, their bellies tickled by the light.

G aymal k' s eyes fl ashed.

When we reached the place | stood anong | ong grasses. There were lights within.

"More work," she said.

"Who?" cane Nightwind' s voice fromatop the barn

"Shal | we answer?"

"Way not?" | said.

She offered her nane. | growled ny own. N ghtwi nd departed his perch to circle us, finally
al i ghti ng near by.

"You know each ot her,"

"W are acquainted."

"What do you want here?"

"I wanted to ask you about that killing in town," | said. "You sawit?"

"Only after it had occurred and been discovered."

"So you did not see which of us was about it?"

he remar ked.

"No. If indeed it were one of us."
"How nmany of us are there, N ghtw nd? Can you tell ne that?"
"I don't know that such know edge shoul d be dispensed. It nmay cone under ny prohibitions."

"Atrade then? W list the ones we know. |If there is one anong them you do not know, you
furnish us with another we do not know —if you can."

He swivel ed his head around backwards to think, then said, "That sounds fair. It would save
us all time. Very well. You know of ny masters, and | know both of yours. That's four."

"Then there is Rastov, with Quickline," Gaymal k offered. "Five."

"I know of them" he responded.

"The old man who lives up the road fromne seens of druidical persuasion," | said. "I saw
hi m harvesting mstletoe the old way, and he has a friend —a squirrel called Cheeter."

"Ch?" Nightwind remarked. "I was unaware of this."

"The man's nane is Onen,"” G aymal k stated. "I've been watching them And that's six."

N ghtwi nd said, "For three nights now a small, hunched man has been rai di ng graveyards. |
saw himon ny patrols. Two nights back | followed himby the full of the noon. He bore his
gl eanings to a large farnmhouse to the south of here —a place with many |ightning rods, above
whi ch a perpetual stormrages. Then he delivered themto a tall, straight nan he addressed as the
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"Good Doctor.' It may be they are seven, or perhaps eight."
"Wul d you show us this place?" | asked.
"Fol | ow ne. "

We did, and after a long trek we cane to the farnmhouse. There were lights in its basenent
but the wi ndows were curtained and we could not see what the Good Doctor was about. There were
many odors of death in the air, however.

"Thank you, Nightwind," |I said. "Have you any others?"
"No. Have you?"
"No. "

"Then | would say that we are even."

He took wing and hurried off through the night.

As | crouched sniffing near a window | traced trails fromMrris and MacCab's place to this
one, fromthis one to Crazy Jill's, to ny own, to Onen's, fromOnen's to the others'. . . . It
was hard keeping all of the trails in nmind at once.

| | eaped at the bright flash and the crackling sound from behind the wi ndow. The snell of
ozone reached nme nmonents later, and the sound of wld | aughter

"Yes, this place will bear watching," G aymal k observed, from her sudden perch high in a

nearby tree. "Shall we go now?"

"Yes."

W headed back and | left her at Jill's —dropping the adjective out of politeness in her
presence —and | left her to catnappery on her wall. Wen | returned home | found another paw
print.

Cct ober 6

Excitenment. | heard the mrror crack this norning, and | ran and raised holy hell before it,

keeping the slitherers inside. Jack heard the fuss and fetched his nundane wand and transferred
themall to another mirror, just like the Yellow Enperor. This one was nmuch smaller, which may
teach thema | esson, but probably not. W' re not sure howthey did it. Continued pressure on
some flaw, nost likely. Good thing they're afraid of ne.

Jack retired and I went outside. The sun was shining through gray and white clouds and only
the crisp scents of autumm rode the breezes. | had been drawing lines in ny head during the
night. What |1'd tried to do would have been nuch easier for Ni ghtwi nd, Needle, or even Cheeter
It is hard for an earthbound creature to visualize the terrain in the manner |'d attenpted. But
I'"d drawn |ines fromeach of our houses to each of the others. The result was an el aborate
diagramwi th an outer boundary and intersecting rays within. And once | have such a figure | can
do things with it that the others cannot. It was necessarily inconplete because | did not know
t he whereabouts of the Count —or of any other players who nmight not yet have cone to ny
attention.

Neverthel ess, it was enough to play around with, was sufficient for seeking sone
appr oxi mati on.

| began wal ki ng.

My way took me through yard and field to a lane which | followed for a tine. Wen |I reached
what | deened to be the proper spot | halted. There were several large old trees off to ny left,
anot her across the way to the right. The spot which | had so carefully derived by neans of ny
nment al mapneki ng was situated, unfortunately, in the niddle of the road. And it hadn't even the
good grace to be a crossroad.

The nearest house was to ny right and back several hundred yards along the way | had cone.
It was inhabited, | knew, by an elderly couple who fed birds, worked in their garden, and argued
every Saturday ni ght when the old man staggered in fromthe pub. In ny earlier investigations of
the area | had seen no signs that they m ght be involved in the Gane.

| decided to sniff about, anyway. As | sought along the roadsides | heard a faniliar voice

"Snuff!"

"N ghtwi nd! \Where are you?"

"Overhead. There's a hollow place in this tree. Stayed out too long. Canme in here to get
away fromthe light. W think a bit alike, don't we?"

"Looks |ike we draw the same |ines."

"This can't be the place, though."
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"No. It's the center of the pattern we have, but it's not a likely spot."
"Therefore the pattern is incomplete. But we knew that. W don't know where the Count is."
"If he's the only other. It nust take place at the center of the pattern we form"

"Yes. Wat should we do?"

"Coul d you follow Needl e back to the Count's place?"

"Bats are damably erratic."

"I couldn't doit. And I don't think Gaynalk could."

"No. Never trust a cat, anyway. All they're good for is stringing tennis racquets."”

"WIIl you try follow ng Needl e?"

"First | have to find the little bastard. But yes, |I'll watch for himtonight."

"Let me know what you find?"

“1'"1l think about it."

"It mght be to your advantage, if you ever need an errand run by day."

"That's true. Al right. Wy do the players always formthenselves into a pattern around
the center of things, anyway?"

"Beats ne," | said.

| returned home, growing at the Things in the Mrror —propped in the front hallway now —as
| passed, just to let themknow | was on the job. The Thing in the Steaner Trunk was still. |
told the Thing in the Wardrobe to shut up. |[Its pounding was shaking the place. | had to bark
several times to get it to be quiet.

Down in the cellar the Thing in the Crcle had become a Pekingese.

"You like little ladies?" it asked. "Cone and get it, big fella."

It still snelled of Thing rather than dog.

"You're not really very bright," 1 said.

The Peke gave nme the paw as | departed, and it's hard to turn your |eg that way.

Cct ober 7

W were out again last night in pursuit of nmore ingredients for the G eat Wrk. It was very
foggy, and there were many patrol men about. This did not stop us, but it rmade things nore
difficult. The master's blade flashed, the woman screaned, and there was a rendi ng of garnents.
We passed the Great Detective in our flight, and | inadvertently tripped his conpanion, whose |inp
had | essened his ability to avoi d onrushi ng canines.

As we crossed the bridge Jack unrolled the strip of cloth and regarded it.

"Very good. It _is_ green," he remarked.
Way his list of materials required the edge of a green cloak worn by a red-haired | ady on
this date at mdnight and renoved while still upon her person, | amuncertain. Magical rotas

sonetimes strike me as instructions for lunatic scavenger hunts. Nonethel ess, Jack was happy so
was, too.

Much | ater, after an unsuccessful search for N ghtwind, | returned hone and was drowsing in
the parlor when | heard a snall scratching sound fromthe rear of the house. It did not cone
again. So | went into ny stal king node and i nvesti gated.

The kitchen was enpty, the pantry was bare. | circul ated.

At the entrance to the front hall | caught the scent. | halted, watched, listened. | becane
aware of a slight novenent —low, and to ny right —ahead.

It sat before the mirror watching the slitherers. | suspended breathing and edged forward.
When | was near enough to catch it with a short lunge | said, "I trust you are finding your [ ast

nmonent s amnusi ng. "
It leaped and | was upon it, catching it at the base of the neck —a large, black rat.

"Wait! | can explain!" it said. "Snuff! You're Snuff! | cane to see you!"
| waited, neither tightening nor |oosening ny hold. A toss of nmy head would snap its spine
"Needl e told me of you," it went on. "Cheeter told me where to find you."

| couldn't say anything, ny nouth being occupied. So | continued to wait.

"Cheeter said you seened reasonable, and | wanted to tal k. Nobody was around outside, so
let nmyself in through the little door in the back. Could you put nme down, please?"

| carried the rat to a corner, deposited himthere, seating nyself directly before him

"So you are in the Gane," | said.

"Yes."
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"Then you nust know that entering another player's home w thout invitation |ays you open to
i medi ate reprisal."

"Yes, but it was the only way I knew to get in touch with you."

"What is it you wanted to tell ne?"

"I know Quicklinme, and Quicklime knows N ghtw nd.

"Yes?"

"Qui cklime says that Nightwind told himyou know a | ot about who the players are and what
they're about. And that you sonetines trade information. 1'd like to trade some."

"Why didn't you trade directly with N ghtw nd?"

"I"ve never nmet Nightwind. Ows scare ne. Besides, | heard he's pretty closebeaked. Keeps
everything close to his feathers, and keeps his pinions to hinself."

He chuckled at that. | did not.

"I'f you just wanted to talk, why were you snooping around?" | asked.

"I couldn't help being curious when | saw the things in the mrror."

"Is this the first tine you' ve been by?"

"Yes!"

"Who're you with?"

"The Good Doctor."

"I"'ve a friend named Graynmal k who happens to be a cat. She cones around here a lot. [If |
think you're planning to make mschief I'mgoing to let her start coming in regularly.”

"I"'mnot |ooking for trouble, damm it! Let's keep the cat out of this!"

"Ckay. What are you trading and what do you want ?"

"I want you to tell me everybody you know who's in the Gane, and where they live.

"What do | get?"

"l know where the Count takes his rest."

"N ghtwi nd was going to seek that information."

"He's not good enough to follow Needl e through the woods. OMs can't zigzag the way bats

can.

"You may be right. You will take ne to the place?"

"Yes. For a list of the others.”

"All right," | said. "But you cane to me. | get to nmake the terms. Show nme the place
first. Then I'Il tell you who else is playing."

"I agree."

"And what may | call you?"

"Bubo," he replied.

| backed away.

"Let's go," | said.

Qutside, it was chill, w ndy, and danp. A few clouds hung lowin the west. The stars seened
very near.

"Whi ch way?" | asked

He indicated the southeast and headed in that direction. | followed.

He crossed several fields, coming at length to a stand of trees. He entered there.

"These are the woods where Needl e night |ose N ghtwi nd?" | said.

"Yes."

He led me anobng trees. Finally, we cane to a very rocky clearing, and he halted.

"Yes?" | said.

"This is the place."

"What is it?"

"The remains of an old church."

| wal ked forward, sniffing. Nothing untoward. .

| clinmbed the low hill on which the ruins stood. Anmpong the blocks of stone | saw an openi ng.
VWhen | peered within | saw that it continued downward.

" Goes back," | said, "as if this wasn't always ground level. As if nmuch of it were
covered up, overgrown. . . . W're actually standing above the ruin, aren't we?"

"I don't know. |'ve never been down in it," he replied. "That isn't the spot. The
cenetery's down the hill, over that way."

He headed in the direction he'd indicated, and | followed. There were a few fallen, half-
buri ed markers about. Then there was a bigger place, | realized, when | saw that |ines of stone

in the ground were what had been the tops of walls of a crypt. Weds grew amid them Bubo rushed
forward, stood in their mnidst.
"See, there's a hole here," he told ne. "His stuff's down there."
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I moved toward it, |ooked inside. It was too dark for nme to distinguish anything. | w shed
Ni ghtwi nd or Graymal k had been al ong.
"I"l'l have to take your word for it," | said, "for now "

"Then tell ne the nanmes and places you'd pronised."
"Il tell you as we wal k al ong —away from here."
"Does this place nmake you nervous?"

"I't's not a month for taking chances,” | said.

He | aughed.

"That's very funny," he said.

"It is, isn't it?" | replied

The dyi ng noon cane up above the trees, lighting our way.

Wth mdnight's chinmes speech conmes to me. | rose and stretched, waiting for themto cease

Jack, having roused hinself especially for the occasion, watched me with a m xture of anusenent
and interest.

"Busy day, Snuff?" he asked.

"W'd a visitor while you napped. The rat Bubo," | said, "conpanion of the Good Doctor."

" And?"

"We traded. A list of the players for the location of the Count's grave. He said it was in
the cenetery to a ruined church to the southeast. Showed ne the place.”

"Good work," Jack replied. "How does this affect your cal cul ati ons?"

"Hard to say. |I'mgoing to think about it, and then I'Il need to do sone wal ki ng. "

"Still early in the Gane," he said. "You know how the picture can change."

"True," | replied. "But at |least we're somewhat better-infornmed than we were. O course, we
must check the content of the crypt by day, to be certain. | think |I can persuade Graymal k to do

that."
“Not Qui cklinme?"
"I trust the cat nore. 1'd rather share information with her, if it nust be shared."
"You know her persuasion, then?"
| shook ny head.
"No, |I'mjust going by ny feelings."
"Has she spoken of her nistress, Jill?"
"Not in any detail."
"I believe the lady is younger than she causes herself to appear."

"That rmay be. | just don't know. | haven't met her."
"I have. Let nme know if the cat talks party politics."
"I will, but she won't —not unless | do, and |I'm not about to."

"You' re the best judge of that situation.™

"Yes. Neither of us has anything to gain by volunteering information at this tine. But we
m ght stand to | ose sonmething in the way of cooperation. Unless you've sone overriding need for
the information that | don't know about. |In that case, though. "

"I understand. No. Let it be. Have you learned it for any of the others?"

"No. Are we going out tonight?"

"No. W're set, for now Have you any plans?"

"Alittle calculation and a lot of rest."

"Sounds |i ke a good idea."

"Do you renenber that tine in Dijon, when that lady fromthe other side nmanaged to distract
you?"

"It's hard to forget. Wy do you ask?"

"No special reason. Just remniscing. Good night, Jack."

| moved to ny favorite corner and settled with ny head upon ny paws.

"'Night, Snuff."

| listened to his retreating footsteps. It was tine to visit Gower, for a workshop in
advanced stal king. Soon the world went away.

Cct ober 8

| drew nore lines in ny head |last night and this nmorning, but before I'd created a
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satisfactory picture we had a caller

| barked twi ce when the door chinmes sounded, because it was expected of ne. The master went
to the door and | foll owed.

Atall, solidly built man, dark-haired, was on the stoop, and he snil ed.

"Hello," he said, "my nane's Larry Tal bot. |'myour new nei ghbor, and | thought |'d cone by
and pay ny respects.”

"Wn't you cone in and have a cup of tea with nme?" Jack said.

"Thank you."

Jack led himinto the parlor and seated him excused hinself, and went to the kitchen. |
stayed in the parlor and watched. Talbot glanced several tinmes at the pal mof his hand. Then he
studi ed me.

"Good boy," he said.

| opened ny nmouth, let my tongue hang out, and panted a few tinmes. But | did not approach
him There was sonethi ng about the way he snelled —an underlying suggestion of w | dness —t hat
puzzl ed rme.

Jack returned with a tray of tea and biscuits and they chatted for a tine, about the
nei ghbor hood, the weather, the recent rash of grave robbings, the killings. | watched them —two
big men, the air of the predator about each —sipping their tea now and di scussing the exotic
flowers Tal bot cultivated and how they m ght fare, even indoors, in this climate.

Then canme a terrible crash fromthe attic.

| departed the room i medi ately, bounding up the stair, sw nging around corners. Up another
stair. .

The war drobe doors were open. The Thing stood before it.

"Free!" it announced, flexing its linbs, furling and unfurling its dark, scaly w ngs.

"Freel"

"Like hell!" | said, curling back ny lips and | eaping.

| caught it directly in the midsection, knocking it back into the wardrobe again. 1 slashed
twice, left and right, as it sought to seize me. | dropped down and bit one of its legs. |
roared and threw nyself on it again, slashing faceward.

It drew back, retreating to the rear of its prison, |leaving a heavy scent of nusk in the air.
| shoul dered the doors shut, reared up, and tried to close the latch with ny paw. Jack entered
just then and did it for me. He held his knife loosely in his right hand.

"You are an exenpl ary wat chdog, Snuff," he stated.

A nonent later Larry Tal bot cane in.

"Probl ens?" he said. "Anything | can help wth?"

The bl ade vani shed before Jack turned.

"No, thank you," he said. "It was less serious than it sounded. Shall we return to our
tea?"

They depart ed.

I followed them down the stairs, Talbot noving as silently as the naster. 1|'d a feeling,
sonehow, that he was in the Gane, and that this incident had persuaded himthat we were, too. For
as he was |l eaving he said, "I see sone busy days ahead, before this nonth is out. |If you ever

need hel p —of any sort —you can count on ne."

Jack studied himfor several |ong nonents, then replied, "Wthout even know ng ny
per suasi on?"

"I think I know it," Tal bot answered.

" How?"
"CGood dog you've got there," Talbot said. "Knows howto close a door."
Then he was gone. | followed himhone, of course, to see whether he really lived where he
said he did. Wen | sawthat he did | had even nore lines to draw. Interesting ones now, though.
He never turned and | ooked back, yet | knew that he could tell I was behind himall the way.
Later, | lay in the yard, drawing nmy lines. It had beconme a nuch nore conplicated
enterprise. Footsteps approached al ong the road, halted.
"Good dog," croaked an ancient voice. It was the Druid. There followed a plop_ on the
ground near by, as sonething he'd tossed over the garden wall |anded. "Good dog."
| rose and inspected it as he passed on along his way. It was a piece of neat. Only the

nmost wretched of alley hounds night not have been wary. The thing reeked of exotic additives.

| picked it up carefully, bore it to a soft spot beneath a tree, dug a hole there, dropped it
in, covered it.

"Bravo!" cane a sibilant voice fromabove. "I didn't think you'd fall for that one."

| glanced up. Quickline was coil ed about a branch overhead.
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"How | ong have you been there?" | asked.
"Since your first visitor came by —the big one. 1'd been watching him 1Is he in the Game?"
"I don't know. | think he nmay be, but it's hard to tell. He's a strange one. Doesn't seem

to have a conpanion. "
"Maybe he's his own best friend. Speaking of which —"
"Yes?"
"The crazy witch's conpani on may be running out of steam about now "
"What do you nean?"
"' Ding, dong, dell.""
"I don't follow you."
"Literally. Pussy's in the well.
"Who threw her in?"
"MacCab, full of sin."
"Where is it?"
"By the outhouse, full of shit. Back of Crazy Jill's place. Keeps it fromgoing dry,

guess. "

"Way tell ne? You're the antisocial one."

"I'"ve played before," he hissed. "I knowit's too early in the Gane to begin elimnating
pl ayers. One should wait till after the death of the moon. MacCab and Mrris are new at it,
t hough. "

I was on ny feet and novi ng.

"Pussyfoot, pussyfoot. Wet, wet, wet,"” | heard himchanting as | ran off toward the hill

I mounted the hill and raced down it toward Crazy Jill's, the |l andscape flowing to a blur
about me. | pushed ny way through a hedge when | reached her place, sought quickly, located the
roofed and rock-girt structure, bucket onits rim | ran to its side, rested ny forepaws upon the
| edge, and peered down into it. There was a faint splashing sound bel ow.

"Gray!" | called.

A very faint "Here!" canme to ne.

"CGet off to the side! 1'"'mgoing to drop the bucket!" | call ed.

The spl ashing grew | ouder and faster

| pushed the bucket off the |edge and listened to it wind down, heard it splash

"CGet in!" | called

If you' ve ever tried turning a crank with your paws you know that it is rough work. It was a
long, long while before I'd raised the bucket high enough for Graynmal k to renove herself to the
| edge. She stood there drenched and panti ng.

"How di d you know?" she asked ne.

"Quicklime saw it happen, felt the tinmng was bad, told me."

She shook hersel f, began |icking her fur

"Jill snatched a collection of Mrris and MacCab's herbs," she said between licks. "D dn't
go inside their place, though. They' d left themon their porch. N ghtw nd nust have spotted us.
Anyt hi ng new?"

| told her about Bubo's visit last night, and Tal bot's this norning.

“I'I'l go with you," she said. "Later. Wen I'mrested and dry. W'Ill check out the Count's

crypt.”
She shook hersel f again, |icked again.
"In the neantinme,"” she went on, "I need a warm pl ace, and sone cat nappery."”
"I"ll see you later then. | have to check sone things around the house."
“I"I'l come by."

| left her there near the outhouse. As | was nmaking ny way through the hedge, she called
out, "By the way, thanks."

" De nada_" | said, and | noved on up the hill
Cct ober 9
Last night we obtained nore ingredients for the master's spell. As we paused on a corner in

Soho the Great Detective and his conpani on cane out of the fog and approached us
"Good evening," he said.
"CGood evening," Jack replied.
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"Wyul d you happen to have a light?"

Jack produced a package of wax vestas and passed it to him Both nmen naintai ned eye contact
as he lit his pipe.

"Lots of patrol nen about."

"Yes."

"Sonet hing's afoot, | daresay."

"l suppose so."

"It involves those killings, nost likely."

"Yes, |'d say you're right."
He returned the natches.
The man had a strange way of regarding one's face, one's clothing, one's boots; and of

I'i stening.
As a watchdog, | could appreciate the node of total attentiveness he assunmed. It was not a
normal human attitude. It was as if his entire being were concentrated in the noment, sensitive

to every scrap of intelligence our encounter furnished.
"I've seen you about here other evenings."
"And |'ve seen you."

"Likely we'll meet again."”

"You may be right."

"I'n the nmeantime, take care. |It's beconme dangerous."

"Watch out for yourself, also.”

"Ch, I will. Good night."

"Good night."

| had refrained fromgrowing lightly for effect, though the thought had passed through ny
mnd. | listened to their footsteps long after they had gone from sight.

"Snuff," Jack said, "renmenber that nman."

Sonewhere on the long, |ong wal k home an ow passed us, riding the chill breezes on
nmotionless wings. | could not tell whether it was N ghtwind. There were rats about the bridge,

and | did not know whether Bubo was one of them Stars swamin the Thames, and the air was ful
of dirty snells.
| kept pace with Jack's long strides while investigating every sleeping street person huddl ed

in every shelter along our way. | felt at times as if we were being foll owed, but could discover
no reason for my apprehension. It could well be that our mere progress through October was in
itself sufficient to produce anxiety. Things, of course, would continue to worsen before they got
better —if they were ever to get better again

"Ah, Jack," cane a voice fromour left. "Good evening."

Jack halted and turned, his hand near to the place where his knife was conceal ed.

Larry Tal bot stepped out of the shadows, touching the brimof his hat.

"M. Talbot . . ." Jack began.

"'Larry,' please.™

"That's right, you're Anerican. Larry, good evening. Wat are you doing out so | ate?"

"Wal king. It seemed a good night for it. | tend to insonrmia. You were in town perhaps?"

"Yes."

"So was |I. | nmet the Geat Detective hinself, and his friend. He stopped to ask ne for a
light."

n O,]?Il

Larry glanced at his palm seened reassured of sonething, went on: "Il got the inpression
he's involved in the investigation of the recent slayings . . . of which | understand there was
anot her tonight. You hear anything about it?"

n l\b. "

"Cautioned me to watch nmy step. | guess that's good advice for all of us, though."

"Did he give the inpression he had any real clues?"

Larry shook his head.

"He's a hard nan to read. His partner nuttered sonething about dogs, though."

"I nteresting."”

"Il wal k you partway back, if I may."

"Surely."

"Ei ght days nore till the death of the noon," Jack said after a time. "Are you a noon-
wat cher, Larry?"

"Very much so," cane the reply.

"I'"d guessed that."
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W wal ked for a long while in silence, Larry's stride matching Jack's own.
"Are you acquainted with the one called the Count?" Larry asked suddenly.

Jack was silent for several paces, then said slowy, "I've heard of him but |I've never had
the pleasure.”

"Well, he's cone to town," Larry said. "He and | go back a long way. | can always tell when
he's about. Opener, |I'd guess."

Jack was silent again. In ny nmind, | revisited yesterday afternoon, when Graymal k and | had

made our way al ong the route Bubo had shown ne. She ventured into the crypt while | waited above.
She was down there a long while, silent as a cat, before she repaired topside.

"Yes," she told me then, "the rat was right. There's a rather handsone coffin down there, up
on a pair of trestles. And an opened trunk containing changes of clothes and sone persona
itens."

“"No mrror?"

"No mirror. And Needle's hung hinmself am d the roots overhead."

"l guess Bubo traded fair," | said.

"Never trust a rat," she told me. "You said he'd sneaked into your place and was snoopi ng
around. Supposing that was his real reason for being there, and he only offered to trade
infornmation to cover it over when you caught hin®"

"I"d thought of that," | said. "But |I heard himcone in, and | know just where he was. All
he got to see was the Things in the Mrror."

"Things in the Mrror?"

"Yes. Don't you have any?"

"Afraid not. Wat do they do?"

"Slither."

"oh. "

"Come on. |'Il show you."
"You sure it's all right?"
"Yes. "

Later, she placed a paw against its reflection as she stared.

"You're right," she said. "They —slither."

"Change colors, too, when they get excited."

"Where did you get then"

"Deserted village in India. Everybody'd died of plague or run away fromit."

"They nmust have a use. "

"Yes, they're sticky."

"oh. "

| wal ked her back to Jill's, where she said, "I can't invite you in, or show you any of our
stuff, I"'mafraid."

"That's okay.

"WIIl you be prowing tonight?"

"Have to go into town."

"ood | uck."

"Thanks. "

Jack and | parted fromLarry at the crossroads near his place and headed west toward our own.
When we came into the yard, | snelled oWl and saw N ghtwi nd perched in the same tree Quickline had
visited. | growed a "good evening” but he did not return it. | rushed inside first in the event

he was a | ookout, but there was no one there and there were no odor of intruders. And everything
was as it should be. Just sinmple spying, then. Wen there's nothing else to do, we watch each
ot her.

Jack went off to deal with his acquisition. | did dognappery in the parlor

Cct ober 10

It rained steadily all day, so | didn't go out nuch. And not far when | did. No one cane

by.
| made the rounds nmany nore tines than usual, partly out of boredom Good thing that | did.
The Thing was strangely quiet as | entered the basenent. |In a nonent, | saw why. W had
devel oped a | eak. The water entered at the wall, ran along a saggi ng beam and dri pped down
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several feet farther in. It had fornmed a puddle, and the puddl e was slowy spreading. One noi st
pseudopod was extended in the direction of the Crcle, having perhaps another ten inches to run
before it breached it.

| howed, a long, loud, mournful thing | saved for occasions such as this. Then | threw
mysel f onto the streaner and rolled in it, absorbing it into my coat.

"Hey!" cried the Thing. "Cut that out! This was neant to be!"

"So was this!" | snapped, and | turned over and rolled in the puddl e itself, soaking nyself
as | tossed and wiggled, absorbing a great deal

I noved off to a far, dry corner then and turned over several tines on the floor there,
spreadi ng the noisture about in a place where it woul d evaporate harnl essly.

"Damm dog!" it snarled. "Another few nmnutes and |'d' ve nade it!"

"l guess it's just not your |ucky day," | replied.

There were footsteps on the stair.

When Jack entered and saw what had happened, he went and fetched a nop. Shortly, he was
cleaning up the rest of the puddle and winging it out into a basin, while the Thing funed and
turned pink, blue, and sickly green. He set a pail beneath the drip then and told ne to call him
again if we devel oped any other | eaks.

We didn't, though. | checked regularly all afternoon. The rain finally stopped after dark
and | waited several hours after that —just to be sure —before going out.

Movi ng around to the front of the house, | unearthed the now slimy piece of drugged neat from
where | had buried it. | carried it up the road with me and deposited it in plain sight at Omen's

front door. The place was dark and Cheeter was nowhere in sight, so | prowled around a bit.

Under the huge old oak in the back | discovered eight |arge w cker baskets in various stages
of construction, and seven smaller ones. There were also |ots of heavy ropes about.

| sniffed around. There was al so a | adder nearby. Such industry, for a frail-Iooking old
guy . . . .
| wal ked a straight Iine then, passing through yard and field. Partway to ny goal it began
raining again, lightly. A huge mass of clouds occluded a small area of sky, darker shapes within
darkness, and there cane a brief, pale glow fromw thin followed by a | ow runbl e of thunder

Continuing, | came at last into the precincts of the Good Doctor's abode. It was as if |
were directly beneath the I ow cloud-cluster now, and even as | watched, a triple-pronged piece of
brightness fell from overhead to dance anong the rods on the old building's roof. The crash cane
al rost i medi ately and the baserment w ndows bl azed nore brightly.

I remained in the grasses, listening, and | heard a nan's voice fromw thin shouting
sonet hi ng about seeing to the Leydens. There foll owed another flash-crash, another devil's tap
dance of fire on the roof, nore shouts, nore flares fromthe windows. | crept nearer

Peeking in, | could see a tall man in a white coat —his back to ne —I eani ng over somnething
on a long table, his own form bl ocking nmy view of his subject. A small, m sshapen individua

crouched in a far corner, eyes darting, naking nervous novenents with his hands. There cane
anot her flash, another crash. Electrical discharges played about a bank of equipnent off to the
tall man's right. They stained nmy eyes with afterinmages for a tinme. The tall man shouted
sonet hi ng and noved to one side, the small nan rose and began to dance about. Sonething on the

table —covered, | could now see, by a sheet — twitched. It mght have been a large leg that did
it, beneath the cloth. There canme another blinding burst and a deafening roar. The scene within
was nmonentarily an inferno. Through it all, it seemed to ne that something |arge and nanlike
tried for a nonent to sit up on the table, its exact outline masked by the flow ng cloth.

| backed away. | turned and ran as nore fire fell fromthe heavens. | had done ny duty.
This seened anpl e investigation here for one night.

I wal ked nmy next line fromthe Good Doctor's to Larry Talbot's place. | cane out of the rain

partway there and shook nyself at some point. Wen | reached Larry's house | sawit to be wel
lighted. Perhaps he really did suffer frominsomia.

Circling the place nany tinmes, | spiraled inward, pausing to inspect a small gazebo to the
rear. Wthin, outlined in dried mud, | discovered a |arge paw print which appeared identical to
the one | had found near ny hone.

Drawi ng nearer, | rose onto nmy hind | egs, forepaws agai nst the side of the house, and peered
in through a wi ndow. Enpty room The third one | inspected |let upon a skylighted roomfilled
with plants. Larry was there, staring into the depths of an enornmpus flower and smiling. His
l'i ps were noving, and though I could hear |ow sounds, | could not distinguish the words he
uttered. The huge bl ossom noved before him whether because of air currents or by its own
volition | could not tell. He continued to murnur, and finally |I turned away. Lots of people

talk to their plants.

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/Zelazny,%20Ro0g...A%20Night%20In%20The%20Lonesome%200ctober.txt (14 of 82) [1/19/03 10:21:35 PM]



file://IF|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/Z el azny,%20Roger%20-%20A %20Night%201 n%20The%20L onesome%6200ctober.txt

Next, | oriented myself as best | could and attenpted to follow a straight line fromlLarry's
place to the Count's crypt. | canme to the ruined church first, and | paused there, trying to
visualize the rest of the pattern. By then, a faint |ightening had begun in the east.

As | lay puzzling, a large bat —nuch bigger than Needl e —swooped in fromthe north, passing
behind a big tree. It did not energe on the tree's other side, however. Instead, | heard the
softest of footfalls, and a dark-suited man in a black cl oak stepped out from behind the tree.

| stared. Hi s head snapped in ny direction, and he spoke: "Wo is there?"

Suddenly, | felt very exposed. There was only one role |I could think to play.

Utering an idiot series of yips, | rushed forward, wagging nmy tail furiously, and threw
mysel f on the ground before him rolling about |ike sone attention-starved stray.

His bright Iips twitched into a brief, small snmile. Then he | eaned forward and scratched ne
behi nd the ears.

"CGood dog," he said, in slow, guttural tones.

Then he patted ny head, straightened, and wal ked of f toward the crypt. He halted when he
reached it. One nonent he was standing there, the next nmonment he was gone.

| decided it was tine to get gone nyself. H's touch had been very col d.

Cct ober 11

A brisk norning. After | nade ny rounds | went outside. | could discover nothing untoward,
so | set off in the direction of the Good Doctor's place. As | was trotting along the road,
however, | heard a famliar voice froma small grove to ny right:

"That, sir, is the sane dog," it said.

"How can you be sure?" canme the response

"I noted the nmarkings, and his are identical. Also, he has the same |inp in his left
foreleg, the sanme shredded right ear. . . ."

A d war injuries —disagreenent with a mindless guy in the Wst |Indies —Iong ago.

It was the Great Detective and his compani on who had spoken, of course.

"Here's a good fellow," he said. "Good dog. Good dog."

| renenbered ny act of the previous evening, wagged ny tail, and tried to | ook friendly.

"Good dog," he repeated. "Show us where you live. Take us hone."

He patted ny head as he said it, his hands being nuch warner than the last friendly fellow s
I'"d net.

"Hone. Go home now. "

Thi nking of Graymalk in the well, | led themto Miris and MacCab's place. | waited with
themon the porch till | heard footsteps approaching inside in response to their knocking. Then
withdrew and cut a straight line fromthere to the Count's crypt. The results were interesting;
and even nore so when | ran in a line fromthere to the Good Doctor's.

| did several nore thereafter, confirmng ny results.

Oct ober 12

Slow day. The thing in the circle tried being a greyhound. | was never attracted to skinny
| adi es, though. Gowed a fewtinmes at the Thing in the Attic. Witched the slitherers. Watched
Jack as he puttered with his acquisitions. It was still too early for himactually to start using
t hem

Heard from Graymal k | ater that N ghtwi nd had seized Quicklinme and borne himfar out over the
Thames and dropped himin. He was washed ashore later. Spent a long time slithering back. Not
sure what they'd been arguing about.

Al so | earned of several cases of sudden severe anenia anong the neighbors. |'mglad the
Count doesn't do dogs.

| took Jack his slippers this evening and lay at his feet before a roaring fire while he
snoked his pipe, sipped sherry, and read the newspaper. He read al oud everything involving
killings, arsons, mutilations, grave robberies, church desecrations, and unusual thefts. It is
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very pleasant just being donestic sonetines.

Cct ober 13

The great detective was back today. | glinpsed himonly briefly froma hedgerow where | was
buryi ng something. He did not see ne.

Later, Graynalk told ne that he had visited Oven's place. Owen and Cheeter were out, and he
had | ooked about sone, discovering the wi cker baskets. H s assistant injured his wist, she said,
havi ng been sent up the ladder into the oak to test the strength of some branches, whence he had
fallen. Fortunately, he landed on a heap of mstletoe, or it might have been worse.

That evening, | heard a scraping at an upstairs wi ndow while |I was naking nmy rounds. | went
to it and peered out. At first | saw nothing, then | realized that a small formwas darting back
and forth.

"Snuff! Let nme in! Help!" it cried.

It was Needl e.

"I know better than to invite you guys inside," | said.

"That's the boss! |I'mjust a bat! | don't even like tomato juice! Please!"

"What's wrong?"

I heard a loud _thunk_fromthe other side of the wall

"It's the vicar!" he cried. "He's wigged out! Let ne in!"

| undid the latch with ny paw and pushed. It opened a few inches, and he was inside. He
fell to the floor, panting. There followed another _thunk_ from without.

"I won't forget this, Snuff," he said. "Gve ne a mnute. "

I gave himtwo, then he stirred.

"Got any bugs about?" he asked. "I've got this fast netabolism and |I've been getting a | ot
of exercise."

"I't"'d take a ot of effort catching them" | said. "They're pretty fast. How about sone

fruit?"

"Fruit is good, too. .

"There's a bowl in the kitchen."

He was too tired to fly it, though, and I was afraid he was too fragile to pick up in ny
mouth. So | let himcling to ny fur

As | wal ked downstairs, he repeated, "Wgged out, wigged out. . . ."

"Tell me about it," | said, as he feasted on a plumand two grapes.

"Vicar Roberts has beconme convinced there's sonething unnatural in the nei ghborhood," he
sai d.

"How strange. Wat might have led himto that belief?"

"The bodies with no blood left in them and the people with anema —who all seemto have had
vivid dreans involving bats. Things like that."

I'd seen Vicar Roberts many tines on ny ranbles —a fat little man, dundrearied, and wearing
ol d- f ashi oned, square-lensed, gold-framed spectacles. |'d been told that he often grew very red
of compl exion at the high points of sernons, splattering little droplets of spittle about, and
that he was sonetines given to fits of twitchings foll owed by unconsci ousness and strange
transports.

"I't is understandabl e in soneone of an hysterical personality type," | said.

"I suppose so. At any rate, he recently took to running about the parish by night, arnmed
with a crossbow and a quiver of bolts —'flying stakes,' he calls them | hear your door! [|'l|
bet that's him Hi de ne!"

"No need," | said. "The naster would not |let an obvious nadman armed with a dangerous weapon

conme in and search the house. This is a place of peace and refinenent."

The door was opened and | heard them speak quietly. Then the vicar's voice was raised.
Jack, being a gentlenan, responded in his usual soft, courteous tone. The vicar began to shout
about Creatures of the N ght and Unholy Practices and Living Bl asphem es and Thi ngs Like That.

"You gave it sanctuary!" | heard himcry. "lI'mconming after it!"

"You are not," Jack responded.

"I"'ve a noral warrant, and | bl oody well am" said the vicar

Then | heard the sounds of a scuffle.

"Excuse ne, Needle," | said.
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"Of course, Snuff."

I ran on into the front hallway, but Jack had al ready cl osed and bolted the door. He sniled
when he saw ne. There came a poundi ng from behi nd him

"It's all right, Snuff," he said. "I'mnot about to set the dogs on the poor fellow. Uh —
Where _is_ your friend, anyway?"

| glanced toward the kitchen

He wal ked that way, preceding ne by several paces. Wwen | entered he was already feeding a
grape to Needle.

"'Creature of the Night,'" he said. "'Living Blaspheny.' You're safe here. You can even
have a peach if you'd like."

He strolled off, whistling. The pounding on the front door continued for another mnute or
so, then stopped.

"What's to be done about that man, d'you think?" Needl e asked.

"Stay out of his way, | guess."

"Easy to say. He took a shot at Nightwi nd yesterday, and a couple at Cheeter recently."

"Way? They're not into sanguinary stuff."”

"No, but he also clains to have had a vision concerning a society of wetched individuals and
their familiars preparing for sone big psychic event which will place themat odds with each other
and threaten the safety of humanity. The vanpire business was the first 'sign,' as he put it,
that this was true."

"I wonder what busybody sent himthat vision?"

"Hard to guess,” Needle said. "But he could be shooting at you, or Jack, tonorrow "

"Perhaps the parishioners will send himto the Continent," | said, "to take the waters at
some sal ubrious spa. W only need about two and a hal f weeks nore."

"l doubt they will. In fact, | think he's enlisted sone of themin the cause of his vision

He wasn't the only one out there with a crossbow tonight."

"Then | think we're going to have to identify those people, find out where they live, and
keep an eye open in their direction.”

"I use echol ocation nyself, but |I get the idea."

"N ghtwi nd and Cheeter obviously already know. |'ll tell Gaymalk if you'll tell Quickline
and Bubo."

"What about that Tal bot fell ow?"

"So far as | can tell, Larry Tal bot doesn't have a nonvegetabl e compani on. He can take care
of himself, I think."

"All right."

". . . And we should all agree to spread the word on who they are and where they live. It

won't matter to soneone |ike that what your persuasion is."”

"l agree with you on this."

Later, | checked around outside and there were no crossbow persons in the vicinity. So
opened the wi ndow again and |l et Needle out, the vicar's quarrels stuck in the siding over our
heads.

Cct ober 14

Graynmal k had just finished digging sonething up and was dragging it to the house when

entered her yard. | brought her up to date on last night's events, and while she cautioned e
never to trust a bat she acknow edged the seriousness of the threat presented by the vicar and his
crew. Soneone had apparently taken a shot at themfromthe top of a hill as she and Jill passed

overhead | ast night, causing themto veer and experience an exciting nonment or two near a chi mey.
When she had conpl eted her task, Graymal k said, "There were a couple of things | wanted to
talk to you about."

"CGo ahead."

"First things first, then. |'d better show you this one."

| followed her out of the yard.

"A London police officer visited Constable Terence yesterday," she said. "Quicklinme and
saw himgo by on a chestnut mare."

"Yes?"

"Later, Cheeter saw the nare browsing in a field and nentioned it as sonething odd. W
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sought about the area but the rider was nowhere near. After a time, we went away."

"You shoul d have gotten ne. | could have backtracked."
"I cane by. But you weren't around."”
"I did have sone chores. . . . Anyway, what happened?"

"I was in another field later —the place we're going to now, near you. There was a pair of
crows rising and falling there, and | was thinking of lunch. So were they, as it turned out.
They were eating the officer's eyes, where he lay in a clunp of weeds. Just up ahead."

W approached. The birds were gone. So were the eyes. The man was in uniform H s throat
had been cut.

| sat down and stared

"I don't like this at all," | finally said.

"Didn't think you would."

"It's too near. W live just over that way."

"And we live over there."

"Have you told anyone el se yet?"

"No. So it's not one of yours —unless you're a very good actor."

| shook ny head.

"It doesn't make any sense."

"Jack _is_ supposed to have magi cal control over a certain ritual blade."

"And Onen has a sickle. So what? And Rastov has an anazing icon drawn by a mad Arab who'd

given up on Islam But he could have used a kitchen knife. And Jill has her broom She could
still find sonething to cut a throat with."

"You know about the icon!"

"Sure. It's ny job —keeping track of the tools. |I'ma watcher, renenber? And the Count
probably has the ring, and the Good Doctor the bow. | think it's just a regular killing. But
now we're stuck with a body in the nei ghborhood —and not just _any_ body. It's a policenman
There' |l be an investigation, and —face it —we're all suspicious characters with things to hide.

W only planned to be here for a few weeks. W do as nuch as we can of the active stuff outside
the area, for now W try to stay relatively inconspicuous here. But we're all transients with
strange histories. This is going to spoil a lot of planning."
"I'f the body is found."
"Yes."
"Couldn't you dig a hole, push it in, and cover it up? The way you do with bones —only
bi gger ?"
"They'd spot a new grave, once they start |ooking. No. W have to get it out of here."
"You're big enough to drag it. Could you get it to that ruined church, push it down the

openi ng?"

"Still too near. And it might scare the Count into nmoving, for fear people will be poking
around there."

" So?"

"I like knowi ng where he is. |If he noves, we'll have to find himagain. "

"The body," she said, interrupting an intriguing chain of speculation

"Yes, I'mthinking. It's awmfully far to the river, but |I'mwondering whether | mght be able

to drag it there in stages and push it in. There are a lot of places | could stowit along the
way. . . ."
"\What about the horse?"
"Coul d you check with Quicklinme? Tell himwhat happened, give himour reasoning. Horses are
often afraid of snakes. Perhaps he could scare himinto running back to town."

"It sounds worth a try. Maybe you'd better check to be sure you can handl e the body."

| moved around to the rear, seized hold of the collar, braced nmy legs, and pulled. He cane
al ong nicely over the danp grass. A little lighter than he | ooked, too.

"Yes, | can nove him | know | can't take himall the way at once, but at |east | can get
hi m out of here."

"Good, I'lIl go and see whether Quickline is out and about."

She dashed off, and | conmenced pulling the officer along, his ruined face toward a cl ouded
sky. Al afternoon, | dragged and rested, hiding himtw ce, once when people were about, another

time to return hone and make my rounds. And the Thing in the Steamer Trunk was acting up again.
At one point, the horse did trot by, along the roadside.

I was bushed by evening and returned hone to nap and eat, |eaving the corpse in a copse.
wasn't even hal fway there yet.
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Cct ober 15

Continuing gray and drizzling. | nmade nmy rounds and got out early to check about the house
I'"d gotten out several tines during the night to nove things a little farther along. | was bone-
weary that norning, and Needl e cane by at dawn.

"He was out again with his crossbow crew," he reported. "lI'mstill not sure how many there
are, but | can show you where one lives."

"Later," | said. "I'mvery busy."

"All right," he replied. "Show you this evening, if we're both free."

"Any word on the police?"
"Pol i ce? What about ?"

"Never mind. 1'Il tell you when | see you later. Unless soneone else does it first."
"Till then," he said, and he darted off.
I went and dragged the corpse till | couldn't nanage anot her step. Then | dragged nyself

hone, jaws aching, paws sore, ny old injury fromthe zonbie affair acting up
Wiile | was resting under the tree Graynal k canme by.
"How s it goi ng?" she asked.

"Pretty fair," | answered. "I still have a long way to go, but he's stashed safe enough. |
saw the horse go by. | gathered you took care of things."

"Yes, Quickline was very cooperative. You should have seen his routine. The horse was quite
i mpressed. "

"Good. Has anyone been by?"

"Yes. | watched the constable's place earlier. An inspector was by there fromthe city. So

were the Great Detective and his conpani on, whose wrist was bandaged. "

"Poor fellow. Did they stay |ong?"

"Not the inspector. But the Detective stayed to visit the vicar, and several others."

"Ch ny! | wonder what he told thenP"

"I wasn't in a position to hear. But the Detective did considerable strolling about the
nei ghbor hood afterwards. They even went sonewhat afield toward the Good Doctor's place."”

"Didn't go off in the Count's direction, did they?"

"No. They stopped and asked Oaen about beekeepi ng, though. A pretext, of course. And | was
near when they noted the arrows stuck in the side of your house."

"Damm!" | said. "Forgot. Have to do sonething about them?"
"I have to go bury sone things now," she said. "I'll try to talk to you again later."
"Yes. | have sone work, too."

| made ny rounds again, then went off to drag the inspector a little farther along. Having
done it both ways, they're easier when they're stiff than when they're linp, and he was |inp
agai n.

Evening. Jack wanted to go out again. Wen it gets to this point in the game there are
always a few last-minute itens on the shopping list. This tinme the place was swarnmng with
patrol men, sone of themwalking in pairs. Crazy Jill swooshed by at one point, turning a few
heads; through the opened door of a gin mll | saw Rastov seated at a table, alone, save for a
bottle of vodka and a glass (I wondered what happened to Quickline on these occasions, if he's
gone internal); a rat resenbling Bubo scurried by, a finger in his nouth; Onen went staggering
past with a pair of fellows, faces streaked with coal dust, singing something inconprehensible in
Wel sh; | saw Morris, bewi gged, dressed |ike a woman, heavily rouged, hanging onto MacCab's arm

"Party time," Jack observed, "before things start to get serious.”

An eyepatched nan with shaggy hair, a terrible linp, and a withered hand staggered by,
selling pencils froma tin cup. | went on point even before he energed fromthe fog, recognizing
fromthe scent that it was the Great Detective in disguise. Jack bought a pencil from himand
paid hi mhandsonely for it.

He muttered a "Bl ess you, guv' nor" and |inped off.

Qur quest was extremely difficult this time, and | nust say the master took unusual chances.
As we were fleeing, a nunber of patrolnen in pursuit, whistles ablare, a door opened to our |eft
and a famliar voice said, "In here!"

We ducked inside, the door was cl osed softly behind us, and nonments later | heard the police
rush past.

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/Zelazny,%20Ro0g...A%20Night%20In%20The%20Lonesome%200ctober.txt (19 of 82) [1/19/03 10:21:35 PM]



file://IF|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/Z el azny,%20Roger%20-%20A %20Night%201 n%20The%20L onesome%6200ctober.txt

"Thanks," | heard Jack whi sper.

"Adad to be able to help," Larry replied. "Everybody seens to be out tonight."

"It's getting to be that tine," Jack said, and his parcel began to drip softly.

"I"'ve a towel here that you can have," Larry said.

"Thank you. How d you know it might be needed?"

"I've a way of anticipating things," Larry replied.

He did not accompany us back this time, and | excused nyself shortly after the bridge to
return to the corpse and drag it farther. Something had gotten to it and stolen a few nibbl es,
but it was still largely intact.

As | was struggling along | thought | heard Graynal k voice a greeting from sonewhere
overhead, but my mouth was full and | did not want to stop work to | ook up

Cct ober 16

| slept awfully well l|ast night, awoke aching, and made the rounds.

"How s about an Afghan?" the Thing in the G rcle asked, having assuned that |ovely,
aristocratic form

"Sorry. Too tired today," | responded.

It cursed and | departed.

The slitherers were all clustered, bluely, at one point, and | could not figure why. One of
life's small nysteries.

Qutside, | found a dead bat nailed to the tree by a crossbow bolt. It wasn't Needle, just
sonme civilian. Sonething would have to be done

| made ny way back to the body, which had a few nore parts missing and didn't snell too good,

and dragged it to the next place of concealnent. But ny heart just wasn't init. | could go no
farther. | turned and wal ked hone, jaws sore, neck aching, paws tender

"I want to die. | want to die," cane a small voice al nbst from underfoot.

"Quicklinme, what's the matter?" | asked.

"The master was sick right here," he said. "I took advantage and got out. | want to die."

"Keep lying in the road and some cart will cone along and give you your wi sh. Better get
over to the side. Here, 1'll help."

| carried the ailing reptile into the brush

"What should | do, Snuff?" he asked.

"Lie in the sun and sweat it out," | told him "Drink lots of Iiquids."

"I don't know if it's worth it."

"You'll feel better later. Trust ne."

I left himnoaning atop a rock. | went on honme, entered, and dragged nyself through ny
rounds. The naster was not in. | went and slept in the parlor, woke and ate, dozed agai n.

Later, | heard Jack's footsteps approaching the front door. He was acconpanied, | knew from
the footfalls, by Larry Talbot. They halted outside, continuing a discussion which nust have been
ongoing as they'd walked. It seened they had just come from Constable Terence's office, where
they'd been invited, in the conmpany of a number of other neighbors, for questioning by city police
concerning the mssing officer 1'd been dragging through fields. | gathered that another

nei ghbor hood group had followed themin, to continue the investigation. So far as | felt just
then, they could have what was |eft of the man.

“. . . And Vicar Roberts, sitting there, glaring at everyone —as if we'd _all_ done it,"
Larry was saying. "Wat right had that man at an official investigation? He's nore than a little
dotty."

"Fortunately," Jack responded. "Oherw se, sonmeone m ght pay nore heed to his notions."

"True," Larry said. "If anyone had to be done in, he'd seemthe best choice."

"Then they woul d give sone credence to his vision."

"Of course." There followed a sigh. "lI'mjust venting a little spleen at those who nake
difficult things nmore difficult.” He sighed again. Then, "I noted he hadn't his crosshow wth

him" he added.

"Now _that_would have raised a few eyebrows."

They bot h chuckl ed.

"Larry," Jack said suddenly. "I confess that | really don't understand your part in this.
That you are know edgeabl e i s obvious, that you know what you are doing, | amcertain, and that
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you' ve been helpful, | can't deny. And | amgrateful for it. But you haven't apparently been
collecting the itens necessary to assenble a structure of power to be focused one way or the
other. Now, | adnmit that when you cane out that first day and as rmuch as proclai ned yourself a

closer, | thought it a bit gauche. But even that, | suspect now, had a nethod to it. Still, so
far as | can tell, you have done nothing that would further that end, |et alone assenbl e defenses
agai nst the days ahead. |If this be true, you are inviting disaster by announcing affiliation and

continuing to reside in the precincts of the Game."
"You are the only one |I've told, Jack," Larry replied.

n W]y?ll
"I"ve met nost of the others, of course. But there was sonething about you —perhaps it had
to do with the dog —that assured ne | was safe in revealing ny persuasion. |'ve told you that

anticipationis nmy forte ."

"But your role in things, sir! Wat is it?"

"I never tell anybody everything. It night influence their actions and affect those things
|'"ve anticipated. Then |I'd have to start over again, and it mght be too late."

"I confess you've alnost lost me, but | can feel sone rationale behind your words. Tell ne
what you woul d then, when you would."

"Assuredly."

| heard their palns strike together as they clasped hands, then Larry's retreating footsteps.

Later, | went back to drag things along a little farther. 1'd cone to a place where the
ground was nushy, and it was awful. He kept catching on branmbles and getting knotted up in fallen
branches and stuck between hillocks. He may have |l ost a few pieces in that area but | was too
tired to look. Finally, |I just gave up and went honme. It was near noon, and chances were we'd be
goi ng out again that night, it being the Eve and all. | needed ny rest.

On the way back, | | ooked for Quicklime on his stone, but he was nowhere in sight. There was
a very twisty trail |eading away, though.

Graymal k was waiting on the tree's nost popul ar branch, on ny return. | noted that the
pi erced bat was m ssing, though the quarrel was still in place.

"Snuff," she asked, clinmbing down, "have you done it yet?"

"Don't ask nme," | said. "This is proving a nmgjor undertaking."

"I"'msorry," she said, "but | was at the constable's this norning with the mstress, and
heard all the talk —"

"What did they say?"

"That they knew he cane here and they know he didn't cone back, and they won't | eave a horse
pie unturned till they find himor know what happened to him Things like that."

"Ch. Nothing new. How did the questioning go?"

"Fine, with us. The nistress did her crazy act and tal ked about himbeing carried off by
fairies for a changeling. They had to ask her to be still. Rastov suddenly understood a lot |ess
English than he used to. Morris and MacCab were very polite and said they knew nothing. Jack was
quite urbane and seenmed very synpathetic but also had nothing to add. The Good Doctor was
i ndi gnant that the quiet hanmlet he'd sought to do his research shoul d suddenly be viol ated by
things he'd wanted to get away from Larry Tal bot said he'd never seen the man. Owen said that
they'd tal ked but he hadn't seen himagain after that, and didn't know where he'd gone after he'd
left him He may have been the last to see him though, according to a rough schedul e the
officer'd nmentioned to the constable."

"What of the vicar?"

"He just said that soneone was lying, to cover the Devil's work, and he'd find out who."

| rolled in a dry patch of grass and renpved a thorn with ny teeth.

"So how far along are you?" she asked.

"Perhaps two-thirds of the way. 1've cone to a bad area."

"They' Il likely search around here first, then work their way outwards. So you should still
have sonme tine."

"That's a confort. You going out tonight?"

"Probably."

"Tonorrow it dies. No hard feelings, however things go."

"No. "

"I found a big patch of catnip on ny way to the river. |If we both get through this, 1'll buy
you a drink."

"Thanks. "

She stretched. | stretched and yawned. W nodded to each other and went our ways.
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Cct ober 17

Soon it begins. Today is the day of the New Moon. The power will rise till the night of its
fullness, on the thirty-first, the conbination which brings us together. And with the rising we
begi n our work, that which draws us apart. The days ahead will be interesting, as the openers and
cl osers reveal thenselves by their actions. Last night may have represented a final act of
cooper at i on.

Jack wanted to visit a cenetery for a few final ingredients. He decided upon a distant,

i sol ated one we had been to once before. He went on horseback, bearing a spade and bull's-eye
lantern, and | trotted al ong besi de.

He tethered his horse anmid sone trees outside the graveyard, and we went in on foot. It was,
of course, a very dark night. But with the aid of the lantern we quickly |l ocated an appropriately
secluded plot of recent turning. Jack set to work imrediately, and | went about ny watching.

It was a pleasantly nild evening for Cctober, with a few bats flitting by, bright stars

overhead. | heard footsteps in the distance, but they were not headed in our direction and | saw
no cause for alarm | patrolled our snall area in an alnost leisurely fashion. After a tine,
sonet hing very | arge passed overhead, descending. It did not |and nearby, however, nor nake any

moverment to approach us. A bit later, sonething equally | arge passed —agai n, descendi ng, though
in adifferent area than the first, and, again, making no overtures toward us —and | remained

alert but voiced no warning. | heard horses on the trail a little after that, sounds of

di smounting, nore footsteps. Later, a wagon creaked to a halt, and | heard its brake being set.
The sounds of a few whi spered voices reached ne then, fromvarious distant areas. | began to fee
unconfortable at all this activity. | patrolled farther afield; and, |istening closely, | began
hearing the sounds of spades from many directions.

"I remenber you," came a faintly faniliar voice. "You re a watchdog, like me, with big
teeth.”

It was the graveyard dog, naking his rounds.

""Evening," | said. "Yes, | recall. Seens to be a lot of activity all of a sudden."

"Too nuch," he replied. "lI'mnot sure | care to give the alarm M ght get nopbbed. After
all, everybody here is dead, so who cares? They won't conplain. The older | get the nore
conservative | feel. |'mjust not much into heavy action these days. | do wi sh everybody'd fill
up their holes neatly, though, afterwards. Maybe you could pass the word al ong?"

"I don't know," | said. "I don't know who all's out there. 1It's not like a trade union, you

know, with operating rules and policies. W usually just get the work done as efficiently as
possi bl e and get the hell out."

"Well, it would be nice if you cleaned up after yourselves. Less trouble for ne.

"I"'mafraid | can only speak for the nmaster, but he's usually quite neat in these matters.
Maybe you' d better approach a few of the others yourself."

"I"'minclined to let it go by," he said. "Too bad."

We strolled around a bit together then. Later, a voice very |like MacCab's called out from

down the hill, "Dam! | need a left femur and this one ain't got one!"

"Left femur, you say?" cane an ancient croaking voice from nearby, which could have been
Onen's. "lI've one right here | ain't usin'. Have you a liver, though? That's ny need."

"Easily done!" canme the reply. "Bide a nonment. There! Trade?"

"You have it! Catch!"

Sonething flashed through the air to rattle farther down the hill, followed by scurrying
sounds.

"Fair enough! Here's yer liver!"

There canme a _splap_ from higher up and a nuttered "CGot it!"

"Hey!" came a lady's voice then, fromoff to the left. "Wile you' re about it, have you a
skul | ?"

"Indeed | do!" said the second man. "Wat'll you give?"

"What do you need?"

"Fi nger bones! "

"Done! 1'Il tie "emtogether with a piece of tw ne!"

"Here's your skull!"

"Got it! Yours'll be along shortly!"

"Has anyone the broken vertebrae of a hanged man?" cane a deep nmasculine voice with a
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Hungari an accent, from sonewhere far to the right.

There followed a mnute's silence. Then, "I've sone nashed ones here! Dunno how they got
t hat way, though!"

"Perhaps they'll do. Send them al ong, please!"

Sormrething white and rattling flashed through the starlit air.

"Yes. | can work with these. What'll you have for then®"

"They're on the house! |'mdone! 'Night!"

There foll owed the sounds of rapidly retreating footfalls.

"See?" the old dog said. "He didn't fill it in."

"I"'msorry."

"I"l'l be up kicking dirt all night."

"Afraid | can't help you. 1've got nmy own job to see to."

"Eyebal | s, anyone?" cane a call

"Over here," said soneone with a Russian accent. "One of them please."

"I'"ll have the other," canme an aristocratic voice fromthe opposite direction
"Either of you got a couple of floating ribs, or a pair of Kkidneys?"

"Down here, on the kidneys!" canme a new voice. "And I'min need of a patellal"”

"What' s that ?"

"Knee bone!"

"Ch? No problem . . ."

On the way out, we passed a white-bearded, frail-Iooking nan, half-adoze, |eaning on a spade

near the gate. Casual inspection would have had one believe hima sexton, out for a bit of night
air, but his scent was that of the G eat Detective, hardly drowsing. Sonmeone had obvi ously spoken
too publicly.

Jack nmuffled hinself and we slunk by, shadows am d shadows.

Thus was all our work quickly concluded to everyone's satisfaction, save for the tired hound.
Such tines are rare, such tinmes are fleeting, but always bright when caught, neasured, hung, and
later regarded in times of adversity, there in the kinder halls of menory, against the flapping of
the flames.

Forgive me. The New Moon, as they say, gives rise to reflection. Tine to make my rounds.
Then some nore dragging.

COct ober 18
First tinme out yesterday | got himfarther through the nuck, but he was still in it when
left him | was tired. Jack was sequestered with his objects. The police were about, searching

the area. The vicar was out, too, offering exhortations to the searchers. Night cane on, and
later | made ny way back to the nuck, chasing off a few verm n and begi nning the | ong haul once
agai n.

I'd worked on and off for over an hour, allow ng nmyself several panting breaks, when |
realized | was no |onger alone. He was bigger than ne even, and he noved with a silence | envied
—sone piece of the night cut |oose and drifting against |esser blacknesses. He seenmed to know
the nmonent | becane aware of him and he noved toward me with a long, effortless stride, one of
the largest dogs |I'd ever seen outside of Ireland.

Correction. As he cane on | realized he wasn't really a dog. It was a great gray wolf that
was bearing down on ne. | quickly reviewed ny knowl edge of the subni ssive postures these guys are
into as | backed away fromthe corpse.

"You can have it," | said. "It's all right with nme. It's not in the best of shape, though."

He | oomed nearer. Monstrous jaws, great feral eyes. . . . Then he sat down.

"So this is where it is," he said.

"What ?"

"The m ssing body. Snuff, you are tanpering with evidence."
"And you might say |I'mtanpering with sonething already tanpered with. Wo are you?"
"Larry. Tal bot."

"Coul d've fooled me. | thought you were —a great wolf. . . oh."
"That, too."

" Were_, huh? And you're shifted. But this is the dark of the noon."
"So it is."
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"Neat trick, that. How d you nmanage it?"

"I can do it whenever | choose, with certain botanical aids, and retain full rationality —
save when the moon is full. 1t's only involuntary then, with certain unfortunate acconpani nents."

"So | understand. Like, berserk."

" Wil fsark _," he said. "Yes."

"So why are you here?"

"I tracked you. Odinarily, this is ny favorite tine of nonth, without a trace of noon to
disturb me. But | forsook this to do sone investigating. Then it became necessary that | speak
with you. So | cane |ooking. What are you doing with the body, anyway?"

"I was trying to get it to the river, where | want to drop it in. Someone had left it near
our place, and | was afraid Jack woul d be suspected."

“I"l'l give you a ha — I'll help.”

Wth that, he seized it by a shoul der and began wal ki ng backwards. No bracing hinself and
tugging, the way I'd had to nanage it. He just kept wal king, picking up speed, even. | didn't
see any way | could help. 1'd just slow himdown if | grabbed hold anywhere. | trotted al ong

besi de and wat ched.
An hour or so later we stood on the riverbank and watched the current bear the corpse away.
"I can't tell you how happy this nakes ne," | said.
"You just did," he said. "Let's head back."
W returned, but when he reached ny place he kept going.

"Where are we headed?" | finally asked, when he'd turned left at the second crossroad.
"I"d said | went |ooking for you because | wanted to speak with you. There is sonething
need to show you first. If my timng is right, it's about m dnight now "

"I"d guess it's close.”

We approached the local church. There was a very dimlight fromwthin.

"The front will probably be |ocked," he said. "W wouldn't want to go in that way, though."

"We're going in?"

"That's ny intention."

"Have you been in it before?"

"Yes. | know ny way around. We'll go in the rear entrance if no one's about, pass through a
smal | vestibule, turn left for a few paces, then right up alittle hallway. W can get into the
vestry fromthere, if it's clear."

"And t hen?"

"If we position ourselves properly, we get a view"

"Of what ?"

"I"'mcurious nyself. Let's find out."”

We nade our way around to the back of the building and |istened. Determning that there was
no one near on the other side, Larry rose up onto his hind |legs, seemng far nore graceful in that
position than | could be. But then, he'd had a |ot nore practice. He seized the doorknob between
his forepaws, squeezed, twisted, and pulled slowy.

It opened and we entered. He closed the door just as quietly behind us. W followed the
route he had described, and, comng into the vestry, we were able to position ourselves to obtain
the view he had referred to.

There was a service in progress.

Only a few people —one wonan, the rest of themnmen —were present, occupying the front pews.
The vicar stood before the altar —which | noted to be draped in black —and was reading to his
congregation. He squinted through his square spectacles, as the flickering |ight was not very
good, all of it coming fromonly a few black candles. Larry pointed out that the cross was upside-
down, but |I'd already noticed this nyself.

"Do you know what that neans?" he asked softly.

"Religious distress signal?" | said.

"Listen to what he's saying."

So | did.

"'. . . Nyarlathotep,'" he read, "'coneth |eaping upon the nountains, skipping upon the
hills. Fb is like a many-1| egged goat, and he standeth behind our wall, he looketh forth at the
wi ndows, shewing hinmself through the lattice, horned in glory. Nyarlathotep spake, and he said,
"Ri se up, ny dark one, and cone away. For, lo, the winter is nigh and the cold rains fall. The

flowers have died upon the earth, and the singing of birds is done. The turtle lies slain. The
fig tree withers, as do the grapes. Arise, ny dark one, and cone away. Lo

The woman had risen to her feet, swaying slightly, and had begun to dlsrobe

"You' ve proved your point," | said to Larry, nenorizing the faces of the parishioners, whoml
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suspected to be the crossbow crew as wel | .

"Then let us take a hint and cone away," he said.

| followed himfromthe vestry, and we | et ourselves out the way we had conme in. W made our
way slowy back to the crossroads.

"So he's involved," | said after a tine.

"It's his_status | wanted to discuss with you."

"Yes?"

"I know that a certain geonetry prevails in these matters, but |1've never learned it fully,"
he said. "I do know, though, that it involves the placenent of each player's residence."

"True. ©Ch. | see what you're getting at."

"Yes. How does his presence affect the pattern? Do you know how to figure these things,
Snuf f 2"

"I do. 1've been walking lines for sone tine. Where does he actually live?"

"That cottage behind the church is the vicarage."

"Ckay. Cose enough. I'mgoing to have to do a ot nore cal cul ati ng now. "

"l need to know the center ground, the place of manifestation, Snuff."

"I'"d guessed that, Larry, and I'lIl tell you when | figure it. Mnd telling ne your plans?
|I"ve a feeling they're special."”

"Sorry."

"That nmekes you a part of ny problemthen, you know. "

"How so?"

"I'f I don't know what you're up to, | don't know whether to count you as a player, whether or
not to include your place in the diagram™

"I see."

He halted, there at the crossroads.

"Could you do it both ways —with me and without ne —and let ne know the results?"

"As well as both ways on the vicarage? That'd be dammed conplicated —having to work it both
ways, twice. Wiy are you afraid to tell me? You ve as nuch as said you're a closer. Al right.

So aml. You happy now? Your secret's safe. W're in this together."

"That's not it, Snuff," he said. "I can't tell you because | don't know. |'m an
anticipator. | know certain things about the future, and | anticipate being at the center when
the moon is full. And yes, I'mon your side. But I'll also be out of nmy mnd that night. |
still haven't worked out the fornula for bringing it through a noon-change intact. |'mnot sure
shoul d even be categorized as a player. But then, I'mnot sure | shouldn't. |'mjust too nmuch of

awld card.”
I threw back nmy head and how ed. Sonetines it's the best thing to do.

| went home, made ny rounds, thought a lot, and slept. Earlier today, | encountered G aynal k
as | paced the nei ghborhood and cal cul at ed.
"Hi, cat," | said.

"H, dog. What's the status on your disposal project?"

"Fi nished. Done. Conplete. Al floated away. Last night."

"Admirable. There were tines when | thought they'd find it before you got there."

"Me, too."

"W have to be careful what we tal k about now "

"Or even how we phrase things. But we're adults and we're reasonably intelligent and we both
know the score. So, how s it going?"

"Not real well."

"Mat h probl ens?"

"I shouldn't say."

"It's all right. Everybody's got 'emjust now "

"Do you know that? Or are you guessi ng?"

"It couldn't be any other way, believe ne."

She stared at nme.

"I do believe you. What |I'd |like to know is how you can be so sure?"

"That's the part | can't tell you, I'mafraid."

"I understand," she said. "But let's not stop talking just because we're into the second
phase."

"Agreed. | think that would be a m stake."

"So, how s it going?"
"Not real well."
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"Math problens or identity probl ens?"

"You're sharp. Both."

"If you solve the problem of whether Talbot's really a player, I'll trade you something for
it."

"What ?"

"Can't say, of course. But it could be useful if things get rough."

"I'minclined to take you up on it, but | haven't an answer yet."

"That gives ne sonmething right there —snall, but something. So, for whatever it's worth,
here's a negative: It can't be the center of a road. The mistress has researched it and found
good net aphysi cal reasons why not."

"I"d cone to that conclusion nyself, but | didn't know about the netaphysics. Al right,
we're still even."

"Talk to you again soon."

"Yes, soon."

| took a walk, to ny favorite thinking place, a little hill to the northeast, whence | could
see the entire area for a great distance. | called it Dog's Nest. | nounted the height of one of
the big blocks of stone that |lay there and was afforded a view of the township.

Identities.

If neither Tal bot nor the vicar were technically involved, |1'd a good candi date for the
center. And if only Larry were involved, it still held. Though |I was leery of the Count, it
woul d have to be checked out. But the vicar was also a wild card. |If he were to be counted, but
not Larry, an equally good candidate for center came into exi stence —one | had even visited
recently. If he _and_ Larry were both to be counted as players, though, a third possible site of
mani festation was created, to the southeast —I hadn't quite figured where yet. | noved in a big

circle about the hilltop, pissing on stone after stone as | calculated, partly to keep track of
the lines, partly in frustration

Then | had it, and | marked it in ny mind. |If they _both_ played, then a big old manse about
which I knew nothing was the third candidate for the |locale. Excitenent |eaped in ny breast |ike
a puppy, enthusiastic and nore than a little naive. A bit of consecration was all that was
necessary to strengthen the probability of its choice. |'d have to check this out.

| realized then that | needed the help of a cat.

I went |ooking for G aymal k agai n but she was nowhere about. Cats are never around when you
really need one. There was still time, though

Cct ober 19

I went out last night and sniffed around the ancient manse. There were signs of recent work
on the place —snells of fresh-cut |unber, of paint, of roofing —but it was | ocked up tighter
than a canopic urn, and | couldn't tell whether there was anyone about. | wal ked hone, stil
feeling relieved that | was done with nmy corpse dragging. The wind whistled and dry | eaves bl ew
by me. There were flashes of lightning fromoff in the Good Doctor's direction

The Thing in the Grcle said, "French poodl e?" when it saw ne enter.

"Not today."

"Anything else? Anything at all? 1'd sure like to get out and kill and rend. |'mfeeling
stronger all of a sudden."

“Your time will come," | toldit.

The Thing in the Steamer Trunk had poked a small hole in the front. An enornous yellow eye
regarded me through it. It didn't nake a sound, though

Snoring noi ses enmerged fromthe wardrobe in the attic.

| paused before the mirror in the hall. Al of its Things were clustered again, rather than

slithering, and a cl ose inspection showed ne that they had positioned thensel ves before a snall
flaw in the glass which | hadn't noted earlier. Had they found a way to create such di nensi ona
flaws in their prison? Still, it was too finite to be of nmuch use to them | resolved to keep an
eye on it, though

| awoke to the crunching sounds of wheels, the clopping of horses' hoofs, and the sounds of
several voices, one of themsinging in a foreign | anguage, fromthe road out front. Stretching,
and stopping for a quick drink of water, | let nyself out to see what was goi ng on.

It was a fine, crisp norning, of sunlight, breezes, and | eaves crunching beneath nmy feet. A
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Iine of caravans was passing on the roadway, nmen in sashes and bright headcloths —G psies, all —
wal ki ng besi de or driving, headed, | guessed, for one of the open areas between us and the city,
off in the direction of Larry Tal bot's place.

"Good norning, Snuff," canme a voice fromthe roadsi de weeds.

I wal ked over and investi gated.

"'Morning, Quicklinme," | said, when | spotted his dark sinuosity there. "How you feeling?"

"Fine," he replied. "A lot better than the other day. Thanks for the advice."

"Any tine. You headed anyplace in particul ar?"

"I was following the G psies, actually. But this is far enough. W'Il get word where they
canp, by and by."

"You think they'll be stopping near here?"

"Wthout a doubt. We've been expecting themfor sone tine."

"Ch? Something special about then®?"

"Well. . . . It's coimmobn know edge now that the Count's in the area, so |'mnot talking out
of class. The naster spent a lot of tinme in Eastern Europe, where he | earned sonething of his
ways. Wen the Count travels, he's often acconpanied by a band of G psies. Rastov thinks he cane
here in a hurry when he determ ned where the | ocus would be, then sent for his band."

"What function will they serve here?"

"Now we're past the death of the noon, with the power rising, things get dangerous.
Everybody seenms to know where the Count's residing —unless he's established a few nore, uh
resi dences. So soneone with a fence picket who's decided the Gane woul d be better off w thout him
could end his eligibility. He likely wants his G psies about to guard his quarters by day —"

"Good Lords!" | said.

"What ?"

"I hadn't even thought of the possibility of a player's having nore than one residence. Do
you realize what that would do to the pattern?”

"Dam! No, | hadn't! This is bad, Snuff. |If he's got another grave or two sonewhere that
throws all the calculations off! It's good you thought of it, but what'll we do?"

"My first inpulse was to keep it to nyself," | said. "But then | realized we'll have to
cooperate on this. W'I|l have to set up a schedule, take turns watching himconme and go every
night. |If he's got another place —or places —we've got to find them"

"Maybe it would just be easier to stake the guy."

"That wouldn't solve the problem though. It would just nake it harder. And if he happens
to be your ally — or mne? You could be sacrificing soneone who'd nake the difference.”

"True. True. | wish | knew which side you were on. "

"I"'mnot so sure that would be a good idea just yet. W nay work together better for not
knowing it."

"'"Wrk together. . . .' On the guard duty business, you nean?"

"I had a little more in nmind, for us, right now if you ve got alittle tine."

"What do you have in nind?"

"I'"l'l have to tell you a little of ny calculations, but that's all right. Rastov has
probably duplicated them by now —"

" You_ are the calculator in your pair?"

"That's right. Now, | propose telling you sonmething, and then we'll go and check it out. No
matter what we find, we'll learn sonething fromit which will put us a little ahead."

"Of course I'Il cone.”

"Good. My calcul ati ons show that one possible center of nanifestation is that ruined church
near where the Count is making his quarters. | don't know whether this is by accident or design

But either way it nmeans that we can only check it by daylight. W'd better do it now, though, if
there are going to be G psy guards around |ater."

"What exactly do you want to check?"

"I want you to slither down into the place and see whether it's suitable or whether there's

not enough left for it to be our center. |I'mtoo big to fit down the opening. 1'll stand watch
above and | et you know if anyone cones by."

"I'"ll doit," he hissed. "Let's be on our way."

W started out.

"And you'll have to use your imagination, too. It may |ook bad, but if it could easily be

enlarged by a few men with picks and shovels, tell ne.
"Does this nean that Larry Tal bot is a player?"
"It doesn't matter," | said. "It's one of the places it might be."
"What are the others?"
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"Let's not get greedy," | said.

W made our way through the wood. Wen we reached the clearing there were no G psies about,
nor anyone el se.

"Check the crypt first," | said. "You' ve gotten nme wondering whether he's still using it."

Quickline slithered into its opening. A little later he returned.

"He's there," he reported, "and so's Needle. Both of them are asleep."

"Good. Al right. Try the church now "

| paced about, sniffing the breezes, watching the trees. No one was near, no one approached.

Inalittle while Quicklime emerged

"No," he said. "It's a conplete disaster, filled with dirt and rocks. Nothing's left. W'd
have to start over again and rebuild."
| approached the opening, forced nyself in as far as | could. It narrowed quickly to the

crack down which he had taken his way.
"How far back in that crack did you get?"
"Ten feet, naybe. There were two side ways off of it. Neither goes as far."
| believed him fromwhat | could see.
"So what does it mean?" he asked.

"That this isn't the place," | replied.
"Then what is?"
| thought quickly. 1 didn't like giving anything to the conpetition. But in this case one

real fact could be nmisleading; and it was a fact he'd | earn sooner or |ater, anyhow.

| backed out of the opening, turned toward the woods.

"Vicar Roberts," | said, "has a good disguise as a fanatic churchnan.

"What do you nean?"

"He's a player."

"You're joking!"

"No. He holds m dnight services to the El der Gods, right there in the church.”

"The vicar . . . ?"

"Check it out," | told him

"What does that do to the pattern?”

"I"ve calculated that if we count the vicar and drop Larry Tal bot that places the vicarage
and the church at the center of the pattern. This isn't final if the Count is noving around, of
course, but that's howit looks right nowif we figure it this way."

"The vicar " he repeated.

W entered the woods.

"So," he said after a while, "if the Count has a hone away from home, or two, we need to find
out whet her they were established before or after the death of the nmoon."

"Yes," | agreed. Everything was frozen at that point. Death, relocation, wthdrawal of a
pl ayer —all of these shifted things about only before that time. Afterwards, we could kill each
ot her or nove about as we wi shed w thout disturbing the geonetry of the business. "If there were

a way of getting Needle to talk, we could find out."

"Hm " said Quicklinme.

It occurred to me as we passed anong the trees that | could be wong, that | had just given
himthe correct information. But it seemed to ne that the weight of Larry's presence —along with
that anticipation business he spoke of —made himtoo big an influence on the gane _not_ to count
himas a player, whether he collected ingredients and wove dueling spells, protections, opening
spells, closing spells, or not. Wth himincluded —along with the vicar —it had to be that old
manse rather than the church. And the oft-restored place | ooked as if it went back far enough to
have a chapel around sonmewhere, or sonething that had once been a chapel

Besides, it wasn't really a bad thing to reveal the vicar for what he was. The others would
start doing things to skew his efforts once the word was out.

"So what about watching the Count's com ngs and goi ngs?" | asked.

"Let's hold off on it, Snuff," he hissed. "No need to bring the others into this yet. 1've
a much better idea for finding out about the Count's doings."

"Even with the G psies about?"

"BEven so."

"What' ve you got in mnd?"

"Let ne pursue it on ny own for a day or two. | promise I'll share it with you, after this.
In fact, it would be a good idea. | think you're a better calculator than Rastov."

"All right. We'Il hold off."
W parted at the edge of the wood, himgoing left, nme right.
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| made ny way back to ny place, did a quick circuit, found everything to be in order, and
went back out si de.

It was easy to follow the G psies' trail, since they stuck to the roadway till they neared
their destination. It was a field near Larry's place. | lay doggo for an hour or two and wat ched
them set up their encanpnent. | didn't really learn anything, but it was col orful

Then | heard sounds fromthe road and turned ny attention. An ol d-fashi oned coach was
approachi ng, drawn by two tired-1ooking horses. | dismissed it till it slowed and turned up Larry
Tal bot' s driveway.

I quitted ny place of concealnment in a stand of shrubs and headed that way —in tine to see
the coachnman help an old woman to descend fromthe vehicle. | noved nearer, passing anong a few

ancient trees, upwind of them as the lady, with the assistance of a bl ackwood cane, nade her way
to Larry's front door. There, she raised the knocker and let it fall.

Shortly, Larry opened the door and they spoke briefly. The wind prevented nmy making out
their words, but after a short while he stepped aside and she entered.

Most peculiar. | circled the house to the rear, began peering in windows. | discovered them
to be seated in the parlor, talking. Sonetine later, Larry rose, absented hinself briefly,
returned with a tray bearing a decanter and a pair of glasses. He poured, and they sipped sherry,
continuing their discussion. This went on for at |least half an hour

Finally, they both rose and departed the room | raced about the house, checking w ndows
agai n.

At last, | located themin the skylighted roomwhere he grew his plants, engaged in an
ani mat ed di scussion with frequent gestures toward the flora. This went on for the better part of
an hour, before they returned to the parlor for another glass of sherry and another |ong talKk.

Then the coachman was sunmoned, and Larry | oaded hi mwith greenhouse clippings, then
acconpani ed them both out to the coach before he bade her a cordial good-bye.

| was torn between follow ng the coach and approaching Larry imediately. As the thing

runbled off, | realized that I could not contain nyself —foolishly perhaps, for | can only speak
wi th Jack between m dnight and one o' clock. | raced up to him

"Who was that |ady?" | asked.

He sm | ed.

"Hell o, Snuff. How are you?" he said.

| repeated ny question, hoping that his canine spirit granted conprehension around the cl ock

"A delightful lady," he replied. "Nane's Linda Enderby. Wdow of an India officer who'd
died in the Mutiny. She and her servant recently noved into an old manse she's restored near
here. The city's grown a bit dear for her, and far too busy. She was just paying a social call
wanting to neet some of the neighbors. And she shares ny passion for botany. W had a lively
di scussi on of dicotyl edons."

"Ch," | said, ordering ny thoughts. "I was watching the G psies when she arrived. | guess
assune everything involves the Game these days."

"Well, | guess they do, sonmehow,"” he said. "G psies and | go way back."

"“I've heard the Count is sonetinmes associated with them™"

"There's that, too," he said. "The whole matter will have to be explored, soon."

"I was concerned about your welfare," | said, truthfully.

"False alarm Snuff," he said. "She's an intelligent and very personable |ady. Wuld you
care to cone in? | have a beef stew you m ght "

"No, thanks,” | replied. "I've sonme errands | should be about. Thanks again for your help,
the other night."

He sm | ed.

"No trouble, really. W'Ill talk again," he said, turning back toward his house.

"Yes."

| wal ked back slowy, thinking. | had caught their scents as |I'd watched, and | knew Li nda

Enderby and her servant to be the Geat Detective and his conpanion
Leaves blew by, and | caught one in ny teeth, spat it out again. The pace was qui ckeni ng.
As | was approaching nmy hone, there cane a soft "Meow' fromthe field across the way.
"Gray?" | asked.
"Yes."
"Good. | wanted to talk to you."
"What a coincidence," she said.
| turned and entered the field. She was standing on the spot where the body had first been
| ocat ed.
"What about?" | asked her.
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"lI've decided not to play games with you. 'Ding, dong, dell,' as MacCab said."

"Ch., well. . . ."

"What | thought you should know is that when the vicar was out with the searchers, this was
the first place he brought them"

" Oh?"

"Yes. He had to know that the body was here. He wanted themto find it, wanted themto
focus their investigation on Jack."

"How i nteresting."

" And how el se woul d he know unless he'd left it here, or been party to it? Snuff, the
vicar's behind it."

"Thank you."

"You're wel cone. "

| told her where the G psies were. She'd already seen themgo by. So | told her, too, that
we' d a new nei ghbor named Li nda Enderby, who'd been by to visit Larry.

"Yes, |I've net her," she said. "She was also by to visit the mstress earlier. Charned her
conpletely. They share an interest in herbs and gournet cooking."

"Jill's a gournet cook?"

"Yes. Cone by later, and I'l|l see that you get sonme choice selections."

"I"'d like to do that. In fact, I'd like to collect you later, anyway. | want your help on
an investigation."

"Of what ?"

I had to tell her the truth if I wanted her help. So I told her of ny conclusions on the
hilltop, there in ny ring of pissed-on stones, and of the day's adventures with Quicklinme, of his
specul ati ons on the G psies, of the other things I'd | earned about the vicar, and of ny
concl usi ons concerning the manse. | told her everything, except that the Great Detective had conme
to town and had set up housekeeping in that place, and that | could talk to Larry Tal bot and get
an answer anytine.

"I found a broken basenent wi ndow when | was prowing the other night,” | continued, "big
enough for a cat to slip through easily."

" And you want nme to go inside and see whether there's a chapel ?"

"Yes."

"OfF course | will. | have to know, too.

"When should | come by?"

"Just after dark."

I wandered for a little while after that, organizing ny thoughts. M peregrinations took ne
past the church; a large al bino raven regarding nme, pink-eyed, fromits peak. Circling the place
once, for the sake of conpleteness, | saw the rotund coachrman feedi ng his horses out back. Linda
Enderby was paying a visit to the vicar.

Cct ober 20

| stopped by Graymal k's place | ast night, per her invitation, and the mistress actually set

down a plate of victuals for ne on the back step. | realized then that Jill was far younger than
I'd thought, now she wasn't wearing her Crazy clothes and had her hair down | oose rather than tied
back and hi dden under a bandana. And she was_ a good cook. | can't renenber when |'d eaten so
wel | .

Afterwards, Graymal k and | headed for the nanse. It was an exceptionally clear night, and
there were stars all over the sky.

"It just occurred to ne that you're a bird-watcher,” | said.

"OfF course.”

"Have you seen an al bino raven anywhere about ?"

"As a matter of fact, | have, here and there, for several weeks now. \Wy?"

"It's occurred to ne that it mght be the vicar's conmpanion. Just a matter of proximty and
a guess, really."

"I'"ll watch for it now, of course.”

Soneone with a crossbow passed us at a distance, noving in the other direction. W stood
still, et himgo by.

"Was that hinP" she asked
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"Just a menber of the midnight congregation," | said. "Not the man hinmself. Scent's wong.
I"1l remenber this one, though."

Streaks of high cirrus fluoresced above us fromthe stars they framed, and a gust of w nd
stirred nmy fur.

"I hunted rats and ate out of dustbins and saw ny kittens killed and was hung by ny tail and
abused by wi cked urchins," Gaymal k said suddenly, "before the m stress found me. She was an
orphan who'd lived on the streets. Her |life had been even worse."

"Sorry," | said. "l've seen sone bad tines myself."

"If the way i s opened, things should change."

"For the better?"

"Maybe. On the other paw, if it isn't opened, things may change, too.

"For the better?"

"Dammed if | know, Snuff. Does anybody really care about a hungry cat, except for a few
friends?"

"Maybe that's all anybody ever has, no natter how the big showis run."

“still. .o

"Yes?"

"Hard times do really bring out the revolutionary in a person, don't they?"

"Il give you that. Also, sonetinmes, the cynicism"

"Li ke you?"

"I suppose. The nore things change.

"So that's the nanse,” she said suddenly, pausing to regard the big structure which had just
cone into view, a fewlights visible within. "Il've never been over this way before."

"No really unusual external features," | said, "and no —uh —dogs about. Let's go down and
| ook around."

W did, making a circuit of the place, peering in wi ndows, placing the Great Detective —one
must give himcredit for dedication to a role, as he was still in skirts —in the front parlor
readi ng, below a portrait of the Queen. His only lapse, if one mght call it that, involved an
occasi onal puff on a great cal abash pipe which he rested between tinmes in a rack on a table to his
right. His conpanion |ingered about the kitchen, preparing sone small repast. There were nmany
dar kened roons about the place. Of of the kitchen, we noted the head of a stairway |eading
downwar d.

"That's where | should be coming up,"” she said. "Wen | reach the top I'll pass through the
kitchen, if he's gone by then, and explore the farther side of the house first. |If heisnt, I'll
go down the long hall on the near side and investigate all of its darkened chanmbers."

"Sounds |ike a good plan," | said.

W | et ourselves down to ground | evel and rounded the corner to the basenment w ndow.

"'Luck," | told her as she entered.

I went back to the wi ndow and watched the kitchen. The man was in no hurry to |eave,
ni bbling as he apparently waited for water to boil, taking out a willowpattern plate and bow

froma cupboard, nibbling sone nore, hunting out utensils froma drawer, turning up from anot her
cupboard one of those white cups with the gold rimand gold flower inside that everybody has,
taki ng another nibble. . . . Finally, | saw Gaymal k at the head of the stair. How |ong she had
been there —unnoving, watching —I was uncertain. Wen his back was turned she slipped into the
near hall. As | had no vantage on that area, | nmade a few circuits of the house to pass the tinme.

"Checki ng out our new nei ghbor, Snuff?" came a voice froma tree to the east.

"I't never hurts to be thorough,” | replied. "Wat about you, N ghtw nd?"

"The sane. But she's not a player. W're alnost sure of it."

"Ch? You've net?"

"Yes. She visited the masters yesterday. They feel she's harm ess.™

"dad to know that soneone is."

"Unli ke the vicar, eh?"

"You' ve been talking to Quickline."

"Yes."

"I thought you at odds. | heard you'd dropped himin the river."

"A m sunderstanding," he said. "W've snoothed it over since."

"What did you give himfor the vicar?"

"Needl e's nightly feeding route,” he said. "Maybe he plans to anmbush himand eat him"
Ni ghtwi nd made a chuckli ng sound, sonething hal fway between hoot and gasp. "That would be
anusi ng. "

"Not to Needle."
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He chuckl ed again

"That's true, isn't it? | can alnost hear himcrying, 'This is not funny!" Then _gulp_, and
we'd all have the |ast |augh.™

“I've never eaten a bat," | said.

"They're not bad. A little salty, though. Say, since |I've run into you naybe we can do a
little business — nothing najor, but we take whatever's there, eh?"

"Usual ly," | said. "Wwhat've you got?"

"After | heard about the vicar | went |ooking around his place. Mt his conmpanion —"

"A big white raven,” | said. "l've seen it."

"Hm \Well, | decided on the direct approach. | flew up and introduced nyself. Her nane's

Tekel a, and she seened behind on the Gane and trying to catch up. Didn't have nuch to trade, but
all she wanted was a list of the players and their conpanions. She'd get it from soneone else if
she didn't get it fromme, | figured, and | might as well get whatever she had for it. First,

t hough, she did know that you're one of us, and your bird-eating friend. She told me she'd seen
you a few nights back, with another big dog, dragging a body toward the river. That was the

m ssing officer, wasn't it?"

"I won't deny it."

"Did you or Jack kill hinP"

"No. But the body turned up too near hone for confort."

"And you were just getting rid of it?"

"Wuld you want the thing in your front yard?"

"Certainly not. But what |I'mcurious about is your friend. Tekela recognized you as she
swooped by, but not the other dog. So she followed it when you parted. She said that it went to
Larry Tal bot's place."

" So?"

"W' ve been puzzled whether or not he's a player. One argunent agai nst the assunption was
that he hadn't a conpanion. Now —"

"What was Tekela doing way in the hell out in that field that night?" | asked.

"Presumably, she was patrolling the area in general, as we all do."

"' Presumably'?" | said. "Her master was involved in that man's death, and she went | ooking
for the body after I'd noved it and found it. She was keeping an eye on it to see whether
whoever'd put it there would be back to do any nore with it."

He was silent, and he shrank a little within his feathers. Then, "That's what | was going to
trade you for the story on Larry's conpanion,” he said. "But do you know _how_he died? She did
tell ne that."

Just then | sawit. 1'd a vision of the officer, drugged, knocked out, or tied up upon the
altar as the vicar blessed an edged instrunent.

"Cerenonial killing," | said, "at one of his midnight services. It was early in the cycle
for one. But that's what happened. Then he left the remains at our place for a bit of
m sdi rection.”

"He needed it early for the extra power, because he'd gotten off to a late start. Al right.
I'"l1l give you sonething else for Tal bot."

" Concer ni ng what ?"

"The Good Doctor."

"Done. | haven't heard anything about himfor a while. The dog is a stray fromtown.
Nane's Lucky. | give himsone of ny food when he's around and he does favors for nme. He hangs
around Tal bot's place, too, because Tal bot saves scraps for him He's too big for anyone to want
to feed on a regular basis, though, which is why he hasn't a real hone. You m ght even spot him
in the woods or fields some night, hunting rabbits."

"Ch," Nightwind said, rotating his head ninety degrees to stare at the nanse. "That spoils
one of Morris's new theories. You're a calculator, aren't you?"

"My, Quicklime was chatty."

"It just cane out in passing," he said. "If Talbot were indeed a player, and with the vicar
nowin the Gane . . . well, things would be noved around interestingly, wouldn't they?"

"Yes," | adnmitted

"So we're both checking the place out."

"True," | said. "I don't _know_ that Talbot's not a player. But if he is, Lucky's not his
conpani on. "

"Interesting. Have you —or Lucky —seen any other candi dates about his place?"
"No. He seens to prefer plants to aninmals."
"Can a plant be a conpani on?"
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"l don't know. They're alive, but kind of limted in what they can do. | don't know.
Maybe. "

"Well, this will all shake down in a few days, |I"'msure. |In anple tine for the work to be
done and the world —Should | say 'redeened' or 'preserved ?"

"Let us say 'nessed with,' either way."

He closed his left eye and opened it again.

"And the Good Doctor?" | pronpted.

"Ah, yes," he replied. "He was the other one Tekela knew about. But | was intrigued when
she insisted that there are three people living out there, not two."
n G]?"

"So | flewout to investigate, during another of those nasty storns that always seemin
progress in the area. And she was right. There was a big fellow |urching about the place —drunk
perhaps. Biggest man |'ve ever seen. He was only about for a little while, during the height of
the storm Then he lay down on that fancy bed in the basenent, and the Good Doctor covered him
up, entirely, with a sheet. He didn't stir again."

"Strange. Bubo have anything to say about this?"

"Bah! You ought to send Graynal k after him if | don't get himfirst. Rats aren't as salty
as bats. Tougher, though. . . . He's worthless for information. Wn't trade for anything
Ei ther he's stupid, ignorant, or just closenmouthed."

"I don't think he's stupid."

"Then |I''mnot sure he knows where his best interests lie. Either way, he's not nmuch use to
the rest of us.”

“I'I'l have to corner himsonetine."

"Don't eat the tail. They're no good." He chuckled again. "If you find out nore about
Tal bot or this place, let's talk again. Plants . . . hn®?"
He spread his wi ngs and swooped away to the south. | watched himvanish into the night.

For nmi dabl e.

I circled the nanse again, checking at a few wi ndows. Then | heard the back door open. |
was near the front at the tine, and |I rushed around, concealing nyself behind a tree.

"CGood kitty," said the Great Detective, in a well-controlled fal setto, "come visit us again
sonetine. "

Graymal k was deposited on the back steps and the door was closed. | cleared my throat, but
she sat there for a time groonming herself before wandering off in the other direction. Suddenly,
she was besi de ne.

"Are you all right?" | asked her

"Fine," she said. "Let's walk."

| headed sout hward

"She has a good nenory, that old lady," Gay finally said.

"I'n what respect?"

"Her servant spotted ne, on a sudden return to the kitchen, and she heard nme call out. She
came back and called ne by nane. She was very nice. Even gave ne a saucer of mlk, which | felt
obliged to drink. Wo'd ve thought anyone would | ook at a cat well enough to recognize her |ater
—not to nention remenbering her nane?"

"Maybe she |ikes cats. Mist have, if she wanted to feed you."

"I'n that case, you'd think she'd have one of her own. But she doesn't. There were no

signs.”
"Just has a good eye and a good nenory then, | guess."
W crossed the road, kept going.
"I guess so," she said. "So, | got to |look around pretty well before they found ne."
"And . . . ?"
"There's a wi ndow ess roomwith a wide door and a niche inits far wall —which is of stone,

by the way. That old place has been through a | ot of changes. Anyway, the niche seened about
right to have held an altar at one tine. There were even a few snmall crosses chiseled into the
stone, and a bit of Latin — | think it was."

"Good," | said, "in one way."

"What's the other way?"

"N ghtwi nd knows about it. He came by while you were inside, and we tal ked. The white
raven, by the way, is named Tekela."

"Ch, he knows her?"

" And you were right about the vicar. It was a cerenonial killing —dues for getting
into the Gane late."
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"Sounds as if you had a long talk."

"We did. 1'd better fill you in."

"Any special reason we're heading this way?"

"Yes. That's part of it."

We continued to the south and a bit to the west as | told her the things I'd |l earned. The
air grew noist as we went and the sky dark as a blot in that particular area about which heaven's
artillery flickered and booned.

"So you want to peer in the Good Doctor's w ndows agai n?"

"In a word, yes."

"Cats aren't real fond of getting wet," she observed, after the soft weather got harder

"Dogs aren't crazy about it either," |I said. Then, "Woever wins, it'll still rain."

She made the cl osest sound |'d ever heard her nanage to a laugh —a little rhythmc, nusical
t hi ng.

"That's true," she said a little later, "I'"'msure. How many tines in a century does the Ful
Moon rise on Hall oween —three, four?"

"It varies," | responded. "It's nore interesting to ask, on how nany of those occasions do

the appropriate people assenble to try for an opening or hold for a cl osing?"

"I couldn't guess. This is your first, of course."

"No," | said, and | did not elaborate, knowi ng what | had just given away.

W wal ked on through the drizzle toward the place of brightnesses, keeping to the road as
there were fewer wet things to brush up against there.

As we drew nearer, | saw that the front door of the farmhouse stood open, |ight spilling out
through its rectangle. And someone was novi ng upon the roadway, headed toward us. Anot her
di scharge fromthe stormcl ouds gave the building a thorny corona of light, and outlined briefly
inits glare | sawthat a very big nan was noving toward us at an ungainly but extrenely rapid
pace. He was dressed in ill-fitting garnents, and ny single glinpse of his face showed it as
sonmehow m sshapen, |opsided. He halted before us, swaying, turning his head fromside to side.
Fascinated, | stared. The rain had washed all scents fromthe air, until we achieved this
proximty. Now, though, | could snmell himand he grew even stranger to ne, for it was the sick
sweet scent of death that inforned his person, reached outward fromit. Hi s novenents were not
aggressive, and he regarded us with something akin to a child's sinple curiosity.

A tall figure suddenly appeared at the farmhouse door, |ooking outward into the night,
| aboratory coat flapping in the w nd.

The giant figure before nme | eaned forward, staring into ny face. Slowy, unthreateningly, he
extended his right hand toward ne and touched me on the head.

"Good —dog," he said in a harsh, cracked voice, "good —dog," as he patted ne.

Then he turned his attention to Gaymal k, and nmoving with a speed that belied his earlier
gesture, he snatched her up fromthe ground and held her to his breast.

"Kit-ty," he said then. "Pret-ty kit-ty."

Clunsily, he noved to stroke her with his other hand, rain stream ng down his face now,
dri pping fromhis garnents.

"Pret-ty —"

"Snuff!" Graynmalk wailed. "He's hurting me! Too tight! Hs grip's too tight!"

| began barking i mediately, hoping to distract himinto relaxing his grip.

"Hello!" came a call fromthe man at the farmhouse. "Cone back! You nmust cone back now "

| kept barking, and the nan dashed outside, rushing in our direction

"He's let up alittle, but | still can't get free!" Gaymalk told ne.

Apparently confused, the huge nman turned to the approaching figure, and back again. It
appeared to be the Good Doctor headed our way. | kept up the barking, since it seenmed to have
wor ked.

When the Good Doctor cane up beside the giant he placed a hand upon his arm

"Rai ning cats and dogs, | see," he said.

| stopped barking as the giant turned his head and stared at him doubtless at a | oss for
words in the face of such a sallying of wt.

"The doggy wants you to put the kitty down," he told him "The kitty wants to get down, too.
Put her down and come back with me now. It's a bad night to be outside —with all this rain."

"Bad —night," the big man responded.

"Yes. So put the kitty down and cone with ne."

"Bad —rain," rejoined the other

"I ndeed. Cat. Down. Now. Cone. Now. Wth nme."

"Cat —Kkitty —down," said the big fellow, and he | eaned forward and deposited G aynal k
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gently on the road. His eyes nmet mine as he rose, and he added, "Good —dog."
"I"'msure," said the Good Doctor, taking hold of his armw th both hands now and turning him
back toward the farmnmhouse
"Let's get out of here,

Graymal k said, and we did

Cct ober 21
The things are getting restless, but their restraints still serve. | stopped by Larry's
pl ace this nmorning, to suggest he answer to the nanme "Lucky," if so addressed by any woodsy

deni zen in his wanderings. This necessitated ny giving hima little background concerning

specul ations as to his status. He's agreed to be even nore circunspect in his com ngs and goi ngs.
| filled himin on all the rest, too, since | considered us partners. Everything, that is, save
for Linda Enderby's true identity. | was loath to destroy his illusions concerning the genial old
| ady whose conpany had gi ven hi msuch pl easure. Watever had been | earned there had been | earned
—and | doubted it could have been nmuch in such a bizarre case as his, with him so guarded
concerning it —and letting himlive a little longer with his fond menory of the visit did not

seem much in the way of risk taking. | resolved to wait a few days before revealing the
deception.

"Hear anything nore about the police and their search?" | asked.

"They're still investigating, but they seemto have questioned everyone and now t hey've
started searching fields along the way. | think the latest theory is that the officer night have
been thrown fromhis horse — which did make it back to their stables.”

"I guess he didn't wash up. Mybe he nmade it out to sea.”

"Possibly. I'msure they'd be | ooking at any washups pretty closely."

"I wonder what this beating of the bushes mght nmean to the Count, if they go very far
afield?"

“I'"ll bet if you check today you'll find he's noved."

"So you think he has another place, too?"

"Of course. That's his style. And he has the right idea. Everyone should have a place to
run to. You can never be too careful.”

"Do you?"

He sm | ed.

"I hope you do, too," he said.

Wien | snile no one can tell

I went |ooking for Gaymal k then, to see whether | could persuade her to clinb down into the
crypt for nme again. But she wasn't anywhere about. Finally, | gave up and wandered over to
Rastov' s pl ace.

Quicklinme wasn't readily available either, and | began rearing up and peering in w ndows. |
spotted Rastov himself, slouched in a chair, vodka bottle in one hand, what might be his icon

clutched to his breast with the other. Something stirred on the windowsill and | realized it to
be my erstwhile partner. Quicklime raised his head, stared at ne, then gestured with his head
toward the adjacent room At that, he slid fromthe sill and was gone.

I nade ny way back to the near w ndow of that room which was opened slightly. Mnents
| ater, he energed

"Hi, Qick," | said. "How s it going?"

"Sonetines | wish | were back in the fields again,
long winter's sleep.”

"Bad ni ght ?"

"I got out just intine. He's at it again. Drinking and singing sad songs. He could get us
into a lot of trouble when he's had too nuch. He'd better be sober for the big night."

"I shoul d hope so."

W went of f toward the rear of the place.

"Busy?" he asked ne.

"Believe it."

"Listen, Snuff, the boss doesn't tell me everything, and Ni ghtwi nd said —just a day or two

he replied. "l1'd be getting ready for a

back —that there are divinatory ways for discovering whether soneone's an opener or a closer. |Is
that true?"
"He's right," | said. "But they're unreliable before the death of the nobon. You really have
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to have some juice to nake them work."

"How soon after?"

"Several days."

"So peopl e could be finding out everyone's status pretty soon?"

"Yes, they will. They always do. That's why it's inportant to finish any nmutual business
before then. Once the lines are drawn, your former partners may be your new enemes.”

"I don't like the idea of having you or Ni ghtwind for an eneny."

"It doesn't follow that we have to kill each other before the big event. 1In fact, |'ve
al ways | ooked on such undertakings as a sign of weakness."
"But there's always _sonme_ killing."

"So |I've heard. Seens a waste of energy, though, when such things will be taken care of at
the end, anyhow. "

“. . . And half of us will die in the backlash fromthe other half's w nning."

"It's seldoma fifty-fifty split of openers and closers. You never know what the disposition
will be, or who will finally show up. | heard there was once an attenpt where everyone w t hdrew
on the last day. Nobody showed. Which was wong, too. Think of it. Any one of themwth guts
enough could have had it his own way."

"How soon till the word gets out, Snuff?"

"Pretty soon. | suppose sonmeone could be working on it right now "

"Do _you_ know?"

"No. [I'll know soon enough. | don't like knowing till | have to."

He crawl ed up onto an old tree stunp. | sat down on the ground beside him

"For one thing," | said, "it would interfere in ny asking you to do sonething just now "

"What," he said, "is it?"

"I want you to come back with me to the crypt and check it out. | want to know whether the
Count's still there."

He was silent, turning in the sunlight, scales shinmering.

"No," he said then. "W don't have to go."

"Why not ?"

"I already know that he's not there."

"How do you know t hi s?"

"I was out last night," he said, "and | hung nyself in a plumtree |I'd | earned Needl e
frequents when he feeds. Wen he cane by | said, 'Good evening, Needle.'

"*Quickline, is that you?' he answered.

"'Indeed,' | replied, 'and how go your farings?

"*Well. Well,' he said. 'And your own twi sting ways?

"'COh, capital,' | answered. 'I take it you have cone to feed?

"'Yes. | always come here last, for these pluns are ny favorites and put a fine end to a
harvesting of bugs. | prefer saving the best for last.'

"*As it should be," | said, "with all endeavors. Tell ne' —for | was wise in these ways
now, having lived with Rastov —' have you ever sanpled the long-fallen pluns, those which | ook
wri nkl ed, ruined, and unappetizing?

"'No," he replied, '"that would be silly, when so nany good ones still hang upon the tree.'

"*Ah," | told him 'but |ooks may be deceptive, and "good" is certainly a relative term'

"'What do you nean?' he asked.

"1, too, enjoy the fruits," | said, '"and | have |learned their secret. Those over yonder on

the ground are far better than those which hang yet upon the |inbs.'

"' How can that be?' he said.

"'The secret is that as they lie there, cut off forever fromthe source of their existence,
they draw upon their remaining life to continue a new kind of growmh. True, the effects wither
them but they ferment fromtheir own beings a new and special elixir, superior to the sinple
juices of those upon the tree.’

" They taste a |lot better?

"'*No. They do not. This goes beyond nere taste. It is a thing of the spirit."'

"'l guess | ought to try it, then.'

"'"You will not be disappointed. | recomrend it highly.'

"So he descended to the earth, came upon one of those | had indicated, and bit into it.

"' Agh!" he exclained. 'These are no good! Overripe and —'

""Gve it a chance,' | said. 'Take nore, swallow it down, and then sone nore. Wit just a

bit.'
"And he sanpl ed agai n, and agai n.
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"Alittle later, he said, 'l feel slightly dizzy. But it is not unpleasant. In fact —'

"He tried another, suddenly nore enthusiastic. Then another

"*Quickline, you were right,' he said after a while. 'There is something very special about
them There is a warmfeeling —'

"'Yes,' | answered.

"'And the dizziness is not quite dizziness. It feels good.'

"' Take nore. Take lots nore,' | told him 'Go with it as far as it will take you.'

"Shortly, his words grew harder to understand, so that | had to slide down fromthe tree to
be sure | heard everything he said when | began, 'You were with the Count when he created his new
graves, were you not. . . ?

"And so | learned their locations, and that he was noving to one last night," he finished.
"Well done," | said. "Wl done."
"l hope he didn't awaken feeling the way | did the other nmorning. | did not linger, for

gather it is a bad thing to see snakes when you are in that condition. At |east, Rastov says it
is. Wth nme, it was humans that | saw last time —all those passing G psies. Then yourself, of
course."

"How many graves are there besides the crypt?”

"Two," he said. "One to the southwest, the other to the southeast."

"I want to see them"

"I"ll take you. The one to the southwest is nearer. Let's go there first."

We set out, crossing a stretch of countryside | had not visited before. Eventually, we cane
to a small graveyard, a rusted iron fence about it. The gate was not secured, and | shoul dered it
open.

"This way," Quicklime said, and |I followed him

He led me to a small nausol eum beside a bare willow tree.

"In there," he said. "The vault to the right is opened. There is a new casket within."

"I's the Count inside it?"

"He shouldn't be. Needle said he'd be sleeping at the other one."

| entered neverthel ess and pawed at the |lid for sone while before | found a way to open it.
When | did, it cane up quite easily. It was enpty, except for a handful or two of dirt at its
bott om

"It looks Iike the real thing," | said. "Take nme to the other one now. "

W set off on the longer trek, and as we went | asked, "Did Needle tell you when these graves
wer e established?”

"Several weeks ago," he answered.

"Before the dark of the noon?"

"Yes. He was very insistent on the point."

"This will ruin ny pattern," | said, "and everything seemed such a perfect fit."

"Sorry."

"You're sure that's what he said?"

"Positive."

"Damm. "

The sun shone brightly, though there were clouds about —and, of course, a goodly cluster off
toward the Good Doctor's place, farther south —and there cane a bit of chill with a northerly
breeze. W made our way cross-country through the colors of autum —browns, reds, yellows —and
the ground was danp, though not spongy. | inhaled the odors of forest and earth. Snhoke curled

froma single chimmey in the distance, and | thought about the El der Gods and wondered at how t hey
m ght change things if the way were opened for their return. The world could be a good place or a
nasty place wi thout supernatural intervention; we had worked out our own ways of doing things,
defined our own goods and evils. Sonme gods were great for individual ideals to be ainmed at,

rat her than actual ends to be sought, here and now As for the Elders, | could see no profit in
intercourse with those who transcend utterly. | like to keep all such things in abstract,

Pl atonic real ns and not have to concern nyself with physical presences. . . . | breathed the
snel |l s of woodsnoke, |oam and rotting windfall apples, still norning-rinmed, perhaps, in orchard's
shade, and saw a high, calling flock V-ing its way to the south. | heard a nole, burrow ng

beneat h ny feet. .
"Does Rastov drink like that every day?" | asked.
"No," Qicklinme replied. "He only started on Mon-death Eve."
"Has Linda Enderby visited hinP"
"Yes. They had a |ong tal k about poetry and soneone naned Pushkin."
"Do you know whet her she got a | ook at the Al hazred |Icon?"
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"So you know we have it. . . . No, drunk or sober, he wouldn't show it to anybody till the
time of its need.”
"When | was | ooking for you earlier, |I saw him hol ding what |ooked |ike an icon. 1Is it on

wood, about three inches high, nine inches |ong?"

"Yes, and he did have it out fromits hiding place today. Wenever he feels particularly
depressed he says that it cheers himup to 'go to the shores of Hali and consider the enactnents
of ruin' and then to contenplate the uses he has for it all."

"That coul d al nost be taken as a closer's statenent," | said.

"I sonetines think you're a closer, Snuff."

Qur eyes nmet, and | halted. At sonme point, you have to take a chance.

"I am" | said.

"Damm! We're not al one then!"

"Let's keep it quiet," | said. "In fact, let's not speak of it again."”
"But you can at least tell me whether you know if any of the others are.”
"I don't," | said.

| started forward again. A small plunge taken, a small victory grasped. W passed a pair of
cows, heads down, nunching. A small roll of thunder cane fromthe Good Doctor's direction

Looking left, | could nake out ny hill, which I'd naned Dog's Nest.

"I's this one farther south than the other?" | asked, as we turned onto a |ane which led in
that direction.

"Yes," he hissed.

| kept trying to visualize the pattern tugged in new directions by these new foci of
residence. It was irritating to keep finding and | osing candi dates for center. |t seened al npst

as if the forces were playing ganes with ne. And it was especially difficult to keep surrendering
ones that seened eminently appropriate.

At | ast our way took us to what seenmed |ike sonebody's family plot. Only, the famly it
bel onged to was | ong gone. A collapsed building lay upon a nearby hilltop. Barely a foundation
really, was what remained. And | saw that the remains of the fam |y had been adopted, when
Quickline led me into the overgrown graveyard, all but the eastern side of its fence fallen, and
that side atilt.

He led me anong tall grasses to a great stone slab. There were signs of recent diggi ng about
the perimeter it had covered, and the stone had been raised and offset to the side, leaving a
narr ow openi ng through which I knew | nust squeeze.

I stuck ny nose inside and sniffed. Dust.

"Want nme to check it out?" Quicklinme said.

"Let's both go down," | replied. "After this walk, | at |east want a | ook."
I went through and descended a series of uneven steps. There was a puddle at the bottom and
| stepped over it. There were others about, too, and | couldn't avoid themall. It was dark, but

eventual ly I made out an opened casket set up in a raised area. Another had been noved aside to
make roomfor it.

| approached to sniff about the thing. Wat odors | night have sought, I'mnot sure. The
Count had been scentless on the night we had net, a very disconcerting thing to one of ny
tenperanment and ol factory equi pnent. As | drew nearer and ny vision cleared, | wondered why he
had left the lid open. It seened nost inappropriate for one of his persuasion

Rearing up, | placed a forepaw on the casket's side and | ooked down into the interior

Qui cklinme, nearby, said, "What is it?" and | realized that | had nade a snall woofing sound

"The Gane has grown nore serious,"” | answered.

He clinbed up to the | edge, then nounted the end of the casket where he hovered, |ooking |Iike
Phar aoh' s headdr ess.

"Ch nmy!" he said then

A skeleton lay within, atop a long black cloak. It still had on a suit of dark garnents,
somewhat in disarray now, opened in front. Splitting the sternumwas a | arge wooden stake, angl ed
slightly, passing far down, mssing the backbone to the left. There was considerable dry dust
within and wthout.

"Looks like the new site wasn't as secret as he'd thought," | said.

"Winder whether he was an opener or a closer?" Quickline said.

"I"d' ve guessed 'opener,'" | said, "but | suppose we'll never know "

"Who do you think nailed hin®"

"I'"ve no idea, yet," | said, lowering nyself and turning away. | squinted into nooks and
fissures then. "See Needl e anywhere about?" | asked.

"No. You think they got him too?"
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"Could be. If he turns up, though, he'll certainly bear questioning."
| clinmbed the stair and energed into light. | started wal ki ng back.
"What happens now?" Quickline asked.

"I have to nmake ny rounds," | said.

"Do we just go on and wait for it to happen agai n?"
"No. We exercise caution."”
We slithered and trotted back to our own area.

Jack was out, and | took care of business about the house and went |ooking for Gaymalk to
fill her in on the latest. WAs surprised to encounter Jack engaged in conversation with Crazy
Jill on her back step. He had in his hand a cup of sugar which he had presumably just borrowed.
He ended the conversation and turned away as | approached. G aynmal k was nowhere about. Jack told
me as | wal ked himhone that we mght ride into town for supplies of a nundane nature sonetinme
soon.

Later, | was out front, still looking for Graynmal k, when the G eat Detective's coach passed,
himstill in his Linda Enderby guise. Qur eyes met and held for several |ong seconds. Then he
was gone

I went back inside and took a |l ong nap

| awoke near dusk and nmade the rounds again. The Things in the Mrror were still clustered,
and pulsing lightly. The flaw appeared slightly larger, though this could have been a trick of
menory and inmagination. | resolved to call it to Jack's attention soon, however.

Eati ng and drinking and passing outside then, | sought Gaynal k once nore. | found her in
her front yard doi ng catnappery on the steps.

"Hell o. Looked for you earlier," |I said. "Mssed you."

She yawned and stretched, cleaned her shoul ders.

"I was out," she responded, "checking around the church and the vicarage."

"Did you get inside?"

"No. Looked into every opening | could, though."

"Learn anything interesting?"

"The vicar keeps a skull on the desk in his study."

" _Menento nori_," | remarked. "Churchnmen are sonetimes big on that sort of thing. Mybe it
came with the place as a part of the furnishings.”

"It's resting in the bow ."

"The bow ?"

" The bow . The old pentacle bow they talk about."

"Ch." So |I'd been wong in assigning that tool to the Good Doctor. "That accounts for an
item" Then, disingenuously, "Now, if you can tell ne where the two wands are . . ." | said.

She gave ne a strange | ook and continued grooni ng herself.
". . . And | had to clinb the outside of the place," she said.

n Vv]y?ll
"I heard sonmeone crying upstairs. So | nade ny way up the siding and | ooked in what seened
the proper window | saw a girl on a bed. She had on a blue dress, and there was a | ong chain

around her ankle. The other end was attached to the bed frame."

"Who was it?"

"Well, | met Tekela a little later," she went on. "I don't think she was too eager to talk
toacat. Still, | persuaded her to tell ne that the girl is Lynette, the daughter of the vicar's
late wife Janet by a previous narriage."”

"Why was she chai ned up?"

"Tekel a said that she was being disciplined for attenpting to run away."

"Very suspicious. Howold is she?"

"Thirteen."

"Yes. Just right. Sacrifice, of course."

"Of course."

"What did you give her for the information?"

"I told her the story of our encounter with the big man the other night —and the possibility
that the G psies nay be associated with the Count."

"I"d better tell you sonething about the Count,” | said, and | detailed ny investigations
with Quicklinme.

"No matter whose side he was on, | can't say I'msorry to see himout of the picture," she
said. "He was extrenely frightening."

"You net hi nP"
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"l saw hi mone night, departing that first crypt. 1'd hidden nyself on a tree linb, to watch
it happen. He seened to ooze up out of there as if he weren't really nmoving any muscles, just
flow ng, the way Quickline can do. Then he stood there a nonent with his cloak flapping about him
in the wind, turning his head, |ooking at the world as if he owned it and was deci di ng what part
of it would anmuse himjust then. And then he |aughed. |[I'll never forget that sound. He just
threw his head back and barked —not the way you do, unless you' ve a special way of barking just
bef ore you eat sonething that nmight not want to be eaten, and that this pleases you, adds to the
flavor. Then he noved, and it played tricks with ny eyes. He was different things, different
shapes, flapping cloak all about —even in different places at the sanme tinme —and then he was

gone, like a piece of the cloak sailing away in the nmoonlight. | wasn't unhappy to see himgo."
"I never saw anything that dramatic," | said. "But | net himat even closer quarters, and
was i nmpressed." | paused, then, "Did Tekela give you anything besides the story on Lynette?"
asked.
"Everyone seens to be onto the idea of the old manse as the center now," she said. "The

vicar told her that it had served a nuch larger church, south of here, in the old days —one that
the last Henry had ruined, as an exanple to the others that he neant business."

"That nmakes it such a good candidate that I'mirritated at the Count's bad taste in throw ng
of f the calculations."

"Have you figured the new site yet?"

"No. | should be about that pretty soon, though."

"You'll let nme know?"

"I"l'l take you with me when | do it," | offered.

"When will that be?"

"Probably tonmorrow. | was just going to walk up the road to see the G psies now "

"\ 2"

"They're sonetines colorful. You can cone along if you like."

T owill."

We headed on up the road. It was another clear-skied night, with nultitudes of stars. |
could hear a distant nusic as we neared Larry's place. Beyond, | could nmake out the gl ow of
bonfires. As we continued, | could distinguish the sounds of violin, guitar, tanmbourine, and a
single drumwithin the nusic. W drew nearer, coming at last to a hiding place beneath a caravan
fromwhich we could watch. | snelled dogs, but we were downw nd and none bot hered us.

Several ol der G psy wonmen were dancing and there was suddenly a singer naking wailing sounds.
The nusic was stirring, the dancers' novenents stylized, like the steps of long-legged birds 1'd

seen in warner clines. There were many fires, and from sone of them cane the snmells of cooking.
The spectacle was as nuch a thing of the shadows as the |ight, however, and | rather liked the
wai | i ng, being sonething of a connoi sseur when it comes to barks and howls. W watched for some
time, taken by the bright colors of the dancers' and players' garments as rmuch as by the novenents
and the sounds.

They pl ayed several tunes, and then the fiddler gestured toward a knot of spectators, hol ding

out his instrunment and pointing to it. | heard a sound of protest, but he insisted, and finally a
wonan noved forward into the light. It was several nmonents before | realized it to be Linda
Enderby. (Qbviously, the Great Detective was maki ng yet another of his social calls. Back in the
shadows, | could now make out the short, husky formof his conpanion

Over several protests, he accepted the violin and bow, touched the strings, then cradled the
instrument as if he knewits kind well. He raised the bow, paused for a | ong nonment, and then
began to play.

He was good. It was not G psy nusic, but was sone old folk tune I'd heard sonewhere before

When it was done he noved i mediately into another on which he worked several variations. He
pl ayed and he played, and it grew wilder and wilder —

Abruptly, he halted and took a step, as if suddenly noving out of a dream He bowed then and
returned the instrunent to its owner, his novenments in that nmonment entirely masculine. | thought
of all the controlled thinking, the masterfully devel oped deducti ons, which had served to bring
himhere, and then this — this nonentary slipping into the wildness he nust keep carefully
restrained —and then seeing himcome out of it, smiling, beconing the wonan again. | sawin this
the action of an enormous will, and suddenly | knew hi mnuch better than as the pursuing figure of
many faces. Suddenly | knew that he had to be | earning, as we were | earning other aspects, of the
scope of our enterprise, that he could well be right behind us at the end, that he was al nbst, in

sone way, a player —nore a force, really —in the Gane, and | respected himas | have few bei ngs
of the nany | have known.
Later, as we wal ked back, Graynmalk said, "It was good to get away for a tine."
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"Yes," | said, "it was," and | regarded the sky, where the nmoon was grow ng.

Cct ober 22

"A chi huahua?" The thing in the circle suggested. "Just for |aughs?"

"Nope," | answered. "Language barrier."

"Cone on!" it said. "I'malnost strong enough to break out of here on ny own now. It won't
go well with you if you keep ne till | do."

""Alnost,'" | said, "isn't good enough."

It growmled. | grow ed back. It flinched. | was still in control.

The Thing in the Steamer Trunk had becone a lot nore active, too, glaring at me through its
aperture. And we had to install a sliding bar on the wardrobe in the attic, as the Thing there
succeeded in breaking the latch. But | drove it back again. | was still in control there, too.

I went outside then, checking for foci of interference. Finding nothing untoward, | wal ked
over to Larry's place, intending to bring himup to date on everything and to see what news he
m ght have. | halted as it cane into sight, though. The Enderby coach was parked out front, the
heavy man beside it. Had | let this go on too Iong? What might the Geat Detective find so
fascinating here that it warranted a return visit? Nothing | could do now, of course.

| turned and wal ked back

When | reached the nei ghborhood | found Graymalk waiting in nmy yard

"Snuff," she said, "have you been cal cul ati ng?"

"Only in ny head," | replied. "I think it night be easier to work this one out froma
vant age. "

"What vant age?"

"Dog's Nest," | said. "If you're interested, conme on."

She fell into step beside ne. The air was danp, the sky gray. A wind gusted out of the
nort heast .

W passed Onen's place and Cheeter chattered at us froma branch

"Odd couple! Odd couple!" he called. "Opener, closer! Opener, closer!"

W did not respond. Let the divinators have their day.

"It is an odd curse you are under,"” Gaymal k renarked after a long while

"Say rather that we are the keepers of a curse. Perhaps nore than one. |If you live |ong
enough, these things have a way of accumul ating. How do you know of it?"

"Jack said sonething of it to the mistress."

"How strange. It is not usually a thing we speak of."

"There nust be a reason.”

"OfF course.”

"So you have been present at nore than one. You have played the Gane —many ti nmes?"
"Yes."

"Do you think he might be trying to persuade her to change —orientation?"

n Yes. n

"I wonder what it would be Iike?"

We passed Rastov's place but did not stop. On the road, later, MacCab went by, a stick in
his hand. He raised it as we neared, and | snarled at him He lowered it and nuttered a curse.
| amused to curses, and no one can tell when | smle

We continued into the countryside, conming at length to ny hill. There we clinbed to the
pl ace of fallen and standing stones. Southward of us, the black clouds runmbled and gl ared above
the Good Doctor's house.

The wi nds were stronger at this height, and as | paced the circle a snmall rain began to
descend. Graynal k crouched on the dry side of a block of stone, watching me as | took ny
si ghti ngs.

Qut of the southwest, | took ny line fromthe distant graveyard, extending it to all of the
other points of residence in viewor in nmnd. Then, fromthe place where |lay the Count's renmains,
| didit again. In my mind, | beheld the new design. This pulled the center away fromthe manse,
downwar d, sout hward, passing us, comng to rest ahead, slightly to the left. | stood stock-still,
the rain forgotten, as | worked it out, repeating the process line by line, seeing that center
shift, positing where it had to fall

Again, the same area. But there was nothing there, no outstanding feature. Just a hillside,
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a few trees and rocks upon it. No structures at all nearby.

"Somet hing's wong," | nuttered.

"What is it?" Graymal k said.

"I don't know. It's just not right. 1In the past, they've always at |east been interesting,
acceptabl e candidates. But this is —nothing. Just a dull stretch of field to the south and a
little to the west."

"Al'l of the other candi dates have al so been wong," she said, comng over, "no natter how

interesting." She nounted a nearby stone. "Were is it?"

"Over there," | said, pointing with nmy head. "To the right of those five or six trees
clustered on that hillside."

She st ar ed.

"You're right," she said. "It doesn't |ook particularly pronising. You sure you calcul ated
correctly?"

"Doubl e-checked, " | answered.

She returned to her shelter again, as the rain suddenly grew nore forceful. | followed her.

"I suppose we nust visit it," she said alittle later. "After this lets up, of course."

She began |icking herself. She hesitated.
"I just thought of sonething," she said. "The Count's skeleton. Ws that big ring he wore

still upon his finger?"
"No," | said. "Woever did himin doubtless collected it."
"Then someone's probably doubly endowed."
"Probably."
"That woul d make him stronger, wouldn't it?"
"Only in technical prowess. It nmight make hi mnore vul nerable, too."
"Well, the technical end of things counts for something."
"It does."

"Do the Ganes al ways get confusing at sone point? Do they mess up the players' thinking,
i deas, val ues?"

"Always. Especially as events begin to cascade and accelerate near the end. W create a
kind of vortex about us just by being here and doing certain things. Your confusion nay trip you
up. Sonebody el se's confusion may save you."

"You're saying that it gets weird, but it all cancels out?"

"Pretty much, | think. Till the end, of course.”

There cane a flash of light fromnearby, followed by an instant crack of thunder. The Good
Doctor's stormwas spreading. Abruptly, the wind shifted, and we were drenched by the sudden
pel ting.

W bounded across the way i mediately, into the shelter of a nuch |arger stone.

Sitting there, mserable in the special way that wetness brings, ny gaze was suddenly fixed
upon the side of the stone. There, brought out perhaps by the noisture, a series of scratchings
and irregularities now appeared to be sonewhat nore than that.

"Well, | hope the whole gang of them appreciates all this trouble,” she said, "Nyarl athotep,
Chthulu, and all the rest of the unpronounceables. Mikes me wish | had a nice sinple job catching
nmice for sone farnmer's wife —"

Yes, they were characters in sonme al phabet | did not know, incised there, worn faint,
enphasi zed suddenly as the trickling water darkened the stone in sone places, bringing out
contrasts. Even as | watched, they seened to be grow ng clearer

Then | drew back, for they began to glowwith a faint red light. They continued to brighten

"Snuff," she said then, "why're you standing in the rain?" Then her gaze noved to follow ny
own, and she added, "Uh-oh! Think they heard me?"

Now t hey were abl aze, those letters, and they began to flow as if reading thensel ves. Excess
light formed itself into a high rectangul ar perinmeter about them

"I was only joking, you know," she said softly.

The interior of the rectangle took on a mlky light. A part of nme wanted to bolt and run,
but another part stood fascinated by the process. Unfortunately, it was the latter part that

seened to be in control. Graymalk stood |ike a shadowy statue, staring.

Deep within it then canme a roiling, and | suppose it must be called a prenonition, for
suddenly that other part of me was in control again. | sprang forward, seized Graymal k by the
nape of her neck with my teeth and sprang away to the right. Just as | did, a flare of Iightning
sprang fromthe rectangle and fell upon the area we had occupi ed but monments before. | stunbl ed,
feeling a small shock, feeling ny hair rise. Gaynalk wailed, and the air snelled of ozone.

"I guess they're kind of touchy," | said, rising to my feet and falling again

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/Zelazny,%20Ro0g...A%20Night%20In%20The%20Lonesome%200ctober.txt (42 of 82) [1/19/03 10:21:36 PM]



file://IF|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/Z el azny,%20Roger%20-%20A %20Night%201 n%20The%20L onesome%6200ctober.txt

Then | felt the wind swirling about us, ten tinmes stronger than it had been earlier. | tried
again to get to nmy feet and was agai n knocked down. | glanced back at the stone, saw that the
roiling had subsided, that another |ightning bolt mght not be immnent. Instead, a faint outline
hung there, of a silver key. | crawl ed nearer to Graymal k. The wind increased in intensity.

Sonewhere, a voice cane chanting, "la! Shub-N ggurath! The Black Goat of the Wod with a
Thousand Young!"

"What ' s happeni ng?" she wail ed.

"Someone opened a gate to provide nmeans for expressing di sapproval of your remark,"

suggested. "That's done now, but the door hasn't swung shut yet. That's what | think."

She | eaned agai nst me, back arched, ears flat, fur risen. The wind, stronger still, was
pushi ng agai nst us now, near to the point of irresistibility. | began to slide across the ground
in the direction of the gate, dragging her with ne.

"I"'ve a feeling it'll close too late!" she cried. "W're going through!"

She turned then and | eaped upon ne, clinging with all four paws to ny neck. Her claws were
very sharp.

"W nustn't separate!" she said.

"Agreed!" | choked, as | began sliding faster

| was able to gather ny feet beneath me as we noved. Rather than being pushed through, wlly-
nilly, some nmeasure of grace m ght provide a survival edge.

It was easy to stop thinking of it as a rock wall that we were approaching, for there were
obvi ous depths to it, though no clear features presented, and the i mge of the key had al ready
faded. What lay beyond, 1'd no idea; that we were going to go through, I'd no doubt. Better a
little dignity then.

Strai ghtening ny legs, | leaped forward. Into the breach. Into the mist.

Into the silence. Imrediately, as we passed through, the sounds of w nd and rai nfal
ceased. We did not conme to rest upon a hard surface, or any other surface. W were suspended in
a place of pearl gray light —or, if we fell, there was no sensation of falling. M |legs were
still extended —forward and back, as if | were |leaping a fence —and while m sty eddies and
currents, faint as high clouds, played about us, nmy sense of notion was paradoxical; that is, by
turning ny head in any direction, | could create the feeling of pursuing a different vector

| did turn ny head to the rear in tine to see the rectangl e fade behind us, paling stones and
grass within it. Dotted about the place where it had been, as well as about ourselves, droplets
of rain and a few | eaves and strands of grass hung in the air. O perhaps we were all falling
together, or rising, depending on —

Graymal k gave a little wail, then | ooked about. | felt her relax after that, then she said,
"It is inmportant that we not be parted here."

"You know where we are?" | asked.

"Yes. I'msure | will land on nmy feet, but | don't know about you. Let ne nove around onto

your back. We'Il both be nore confortable that way."

She worked her way about ny neck then, finally settling into a position behind ny shoul ders.
She did retract her claws as she settl ed.

"Where," | said, "are we?"

"I see now that sonething tried to help ne as we were being swept forward," she said. "This
is not of a piece with the lightning stroke. But the way was opened and he seized it as a neans
of rescue. Possibly there is even nore to it than that."

"I"'mafraid | don't understand you," | told her

"We are between our place and the Dreamnorld now, " she said.

"You have been here before?"

"Yes, but not _right_here recently."

"It feels as if we could drift here forever."

"l suppose that we could."

"So how do we go ahead —or go back?"

"My nenories of this part are all scattered. |If we do not |like where we find ourselves, we
withdraw and try again. | will try it now Call to ne if anything too unnatural occurs."

Wth that, she grew silent, and while | waited for whatever sequel was to ensue | thought
back over the events which had brought us to this place. It struck ne as odd that her nere

di sparagi ng nention of the Elders had not only been heard, but that whichever had taken unbrage
thereby had been strong enough to do sonething about it. True, the power was rising in this, a
nost powerful tine, but | wondered at such profligacy with it when there nust have been nultitudes
of better uses to which it might be put — unless it were sinply another instance of that fanous
inscrutability which | sonetines think is to be better understood as chil di shness. Then a
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possibility struck sparks deep within ny nind, but | had to let it go, unexam ned, as alterations
began about ne.

There cane a brightening fromoverhead —nothing as patent as a single |light source, but an
increasing contrast to the darker area below ny feet. | said nothing about it to Gaymalk, for
had resolved not to address her —barring energencies —until she spoke. But | studied that
light. There was sonething fanmliar about it, fromdriftings off and awakeni ngs perhaps.

Then | realized it to be an outline, as on a nmap, of a continent or island —perhaps two or
more — hanging there, as in a skiey distance, overhead. This did peculiar things to ny
orientation, and | struggled to alter ny physical relationship toit. | noved ny |egs and
twisted, trying to turn ny body so as to | ook downward rather than up at it.

It was al nbost too easy, for there followed an inmediate turning. The view becane clearer
the I and nasses larger, as we seened to drift nearer, topographical features resolving thensel ves
against a field of blue, wispy swirls of cloud hung above proni nences, along coasts, a pair of
| arge islands surnmounted by great peaks between the two greater nmasses —to the west, if what
seened upward along the vertical axes were indeed north. No reason that it should be, of course,
nor, for that matter, that it shouldn't.

Graymal k began to nutter then, in a flat, affectless tone, To the west of the Southern
Sea lie the Basalt Pillars, beyond themthe city of Cathuria. East, the coast is green and hone
to fishers' towns. South, fromthe black towers of Dylath-Leen is the land of white fungi where
the houses are brown and have no wi ndows; beneath the waters there, on still days, one can see the
avenue of crippled sphinxes |leading to the done of the great sunken tenple. To the north again
one may behold the charnel gardens of Zura, place of unattained pleasures, the tenpled terraces of
Zak, the doubl e headl ands of crystal at the harbor of Sona-Nyl, the spires of Thal arion. "

As she spoke we canme even nearer, and ny attention was taken from spot to spot along the
coasts of that sea, those features sonehow magnified across the distances, so that | beheld things
with the vision of dreaning; though a part of me was baffled by this arcane phenonenon, yet
anot her accepted with a feeling nore of nenory than di scovery.

". . . Dylath-Leen," she nused, "where the w de-nouthed traders with the strange turbans cone
for their slaves and gold, anchoring black gall eys whose stench only the snoking of thagweed can
kill, paying with rubies, departing with the powerful oar strokes of invisible rowers. Southwest
then to Thran of the sloping alabaster walls, unjoined, and its cloud-catching towers all white
and gold, there by the River Shai, wharves all of marble.

"And there lies the granite-walled city of Hanith, on the shores of the Cerenerian Sea.
_Its_ wharves are of oak, its houses peaked and gabl ed.

"There, the perfunmed jungle of Kled," she went on, "where |lost, ivory pal aces sl eep
undi st urbed, once hone to nonarchs of a forgotten ki ngdom

". . . And up the Qukranos River fromthe Cerenerian Sea slope the jasper terraces of Kiran
where the king of I|lek-Vad comes once a year in a golden palanquin, to pray to the god of the
river in the seven-towered tenple whence nusic drifts whenever noonlight falls upon it."

We noved steadily closer as she spoke, drifting now over vast regions —brown, yellow, green

". . . Bahanmm is el even days sailing from Dyl at h-Leen, nopbst inportant port on the island of
Oriab, the great |ighthouses Thon and Thal at its harbor's gate, quays all of porphyry. There is

its canal to Lake Yath, of the ruined city. It flows through a tunnel with granite doors. The
hill-people ride zebras. . . . Westward lies the Valley of Pnoth, am d the peaks of Throk. There
the slimy _dhol es_ burrow anong the nountains of bones, cast refuse of ghouls fromcenturies of
their feasting. . . . That peak to the south is Ngranek, two days' ride on zebraback from Bahamg,
if one would brave the _night-gaunts_. Those who dare Ngranek's slopes will conme at last to a
vast face carved there, with | ong-lobed ears and pointed nose and chin. 1t does not appear to be
happy.

And back to the northern land, fine Uthar lies near the R ver Shai, beyond a great
stone bridge in whose arch a living man was seal ed when it was built, thirteen hundred years ago
It is acity of neat cottages and cobbl ed streets where wander cats w thout nunber, for the
enlightened | egislators of |ong ago laid down |aws for our protection. A good, kind village,
where travel ers take their ease and pet the cats, naking much of them which is as it should be.

“. . . And there is Ug of the | ow dones, a stop on the way to |Inquanok, frequented by onyx
m ners. .

". . . And Inquanok itself, terrible place near the waste of Leng, its houses |like pal aces
with pointed domes and nminarets, pyramds, gold walls black with scrolls and swirling with inlays
of gold, fluted, arched, capped with gold. |Its streets are of onyx, and when the great bel
sounds it is answered by the nusic of horns and viols and chanting voices. High up its centra
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hill Iies the massive tenple of the Elder Ones, surrounded by its seven-gated garden of pillars,
fount ai ns, pools wherein |uminous fish sport thenselves and reflections of tripods fromthe tenple
bal cony shi mrer and dance. The tenple itself bears a great belfry atop its flattened done, and
when the bell sounds masked and hooded priests energe, bearing steamng bows to | odges beneath
the ground. The Veiled King's palace rises on a nearby hill. He rides forth through bronze gates
in a yak-drawn chariot. Beware the father of Shantak-birds who dwells in the tenple's done.

Stare too | ong and he sends you nightmares. Avoid fair Inquanok. No cat nay dwell there, for
many of its shadows are poison to our kind.

“. . . And there is Sarkonand, beyond the Leng Plateau. One nounts salt-covered steps to its
basalt walls and docks, tenples and squares, colum-Ilined streets, to the place where the sphinx-
nmount ed gates open to its central plaza and two nmonunental wi nged |ions guard the top of the
stairwell leading to the G eat Abyss."

W drifted even lower now, and it was as if | could hear the wi nds that bl ow between the
wor| ds as she continued her litany of Dreammorl d geography.

". . . Onthe way to Kadath we cross the terrible wastel and of Leng, where, in the great
mnndomﬁess nmonast ery surrounded by nonoliths, dwells the H gh Priest of Dreamworld, his face
hi dden by a yellow silk nask. Hs building is older than history, bearing frescoes of the story
of Leng; barely hunan creatures dance amid gone cities, the war with the purple spiders, the
| andi ng of the black galleys fromthe noon.

" And we pass Kadath itself, enornous city of ice and nystery, capital of this |and.

". . . Conming at last to fair Celephais in the | and of Ooth-Nargai on the shores of the
Cerener|an Sea. "

Now we swooped very | ow, above a snowcapped peak

". . . Munt Aran," she intoned, and | saw ginkgo trees upon its |ower reaches; then, in the
di stance, marble walls, nminarets, bronze statues. "The Naraxa River joins the sea here. There in
the distance lie the Tanarian peaks. That turquoise tenple down the Street of Pillars is where
the high priest worships Nath-Horthoth. And so we find our way to the place where | have been
sumoned. "

We dropped steadily then, to touch the bright-cut onyx-stone of the street. |Immediately,
there were sounds about us once again other than the wind, breezes that | could feel. Gaymalk
| eaped from ny back, alighting beside ne, shook herself, and stared.

"You wander these |ands in dreans of catnappery?" | said.

"Sonetines,"” she replied, "and sonetines el sewhere. And yourself?"

"I think that sometinmes | m ght have."

She turned in a conplete circle, paused, then began wal king. | followed.

W wal ked for a |l ong while; none anong the nmerchants and canel drivers or orchid-w eathed
priests disturbed our passing.

"There is no tine here," she remarked.

"I believe you,"” | answered, and sailors passed us fromthe pink-vapored harbor and sunli ght
sparkl ed upon the streets, the mnarets. | saw no other dogs about, snelled none.

In the distance, a blinding spectacle cane into view and we made our way toward it.

"The rose-crystal Palace of the Seventy Delights," she said, "whence he has called."

And so we wal ked toward it, and it was as if a part of me nornally awake were sl eeping and
part of me normally asleep were awake, a reversal which led to easy acceptance of wonder, to easy
forgetting of dayl ong novenents and concerns these past several weeks.

The crystal palace grew before us, gleaming like a piece of pink ice, so that | |ooked past
it rather than directly at it. CQur way became nore qui et as we approached, and the sun was warm

Wien we cane into its precincts, | beheld a snmall, gray form—the only other living thing in
sight — sunning itself on the terrace before the pal ace, head upraised, regarding us. Gaynalk
led us that way. It proved to be an ancient cat, lying on a square of black onyx.

Drawi ng near and prostrating herself, she said, "Hail, H gh Purring One."

"Graymal k, daughter,” he answered. "Hello. Rise, please.”

She did, saying, "I believe that | felt your presence at the tinme of an Elder One's wrath.
Thank you."

"Yes. | have been watching for all of your nonth," he said. "You know why."

"l do."

He turned his head, antique yellow eyes nmeeting my owmn. | |lowered ny head out of respect for

his venerability, and because Graymal k obvi ously regarded himas soneone of great inportance
"You cone in the conpany of a dog."
"Snuff is ny friend," she said. "He pulled me out of a well, cast nme back fromthe El der
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One's lightning."

"Yes, | saw himnove you when it fell, right before | decided to call you here. He is
wel cone. Hello, Snuff."”
"Hello —sir," | answered.

Slowy, the old cat rose to his feet, arched his back, stretched |ow, righted hinself.

"Times," he said, "are conplicated just now You have entered an unusual design. Cone walk
with ne, daughter, that | may inpart a snmall w sdom concerning the final day. For some things
seemtoo small for the Geat Ones' regard, and a cat may know that which the El der Gods do not."

She gl anced at ne, and since few can tell when | amsniling, | nodded ny head.

They strolled along into the tenple itself, and I wondered whet her, sonewhere, an ancient
wol f in a high, craggy place were watching us, always alert, his only nessage, "Keep watching,

Snuff, always." | could al nost hear his tineless grow fromthe places beneath thought.

| sniffed about, waiting. It was hard to tell how |l ong they were gone in a place w thout
time. But it followed that it should not seemto take long. Nor did it.

When | saw them energe, | wondered again at the strangeness which had paired ne in friendship
with an opener. And a cat, at that.

Coming up to ne, | saw that Graynal k was al nbst disturbed, or at |east puzzled, by the way

she rai sed her right paw and regarded it.

"This way now," the old one stated, and he | ooked at nme as he said it, so | knew that | was
included in the invitation

He led us up an all eyway beside the Pal ace of Seventy Delights, where fluted dustbins of
unber, aquamarine, and russet, their sides inscribed with delicate traceries of black and silver,
handl es of mal achite, jade, porphyry, and chrysoberyl stood, holding forgotten nysteries of the
tenple. Purple rats fled our approach, and a single |id shivered, enmitting a bell-like tone which
echoed fromthe rose-crystal wall.

“I'n here," he told us, and we followed himinto a darkened recess which held a tenple
postern. Beside it, a |less substantial door quivered upon the crystal wall —a churning ml ki ness
beginning within its suddenly apparent rectangle there as we approached.

When we cane up before it, he turned to ne.

"As you have been a friend of one of ny own," he said, "I would give you a boon of know edge.
Ask me anything."

"What does tonorrow hold for ne?" | said.

He blinked once.

Then, "Blood," he said. "Seas and nesses of it all around you. And you will lose a friend.

Go now through the gate."

Graynmal k stepped into the rectangl e, was gone.

"Thanks, | guess," | said.

"_Carpe baculum _" he added as | followed, sonehow knowing that | recalled a bit of ny Latin,
and doubtl ess getting some obscure cat-laugh out of telling me to fetch a stick in a classica
| anguage. You get used to little digs fromcats about being a dog, though I'd thought their boss

m ght be above that sort of thing. Still, he is a cat, and he probably hadn't seen a dog in a
long tinme and just couldn't resist.

" _Et cumspiritu tuo_," | replied, nmoving forward and entering.

" _Benedicte_," | heard his distant response as | drifted again in that place between worlds.

"What was all that business at the end?" G aymal k called back to ne.
"He gave ne a quick quiz on ny Virgil."

"\ 2"
"Dammed if | know. He's inscrutable, renmenber?"
Suddenl y, she wavered w thin another rectangle. It was odd, watching her go two-di mensi onal
and ripple that way. Then she turned into a horizontal line, and its ends coll apsed upon its
m ddl e and she was gone. \When ny turn cane it didn't feel that conplicated, though. | joined her

atop Dog's Nest before the block of stone, which was again just a stone with sonme scratches on it.
The sun was far into the west, but the stormwas over

| turned in a circle. No one was sneaking up fromany direction

"There's still enough light to check out that spot you | ocated," she said.

"Let's save it for tonorrow. |I'mlate making ny rounds,” | told her.

"A'l right."

We headed honeward. | thought about the old cat's boon, but that wasn't till tonorrow.

"Dognappery's a lot less lush than Cel ephais,” | said, as we wal ked.

"What's it |ike?" she asked.

"I"'mback in a primal wood with an old wolf naned Gow er. He teaches ne things."
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"If there are any Zoogs about," she said, "we passed over your wood to the west of the River
Shai. |It's below the Gate of Deeper Slumber."”

"Maybe," | said, thinking of the small brown creatures who lived in the oaks and fed on the
fungi, except when there were people about. G ower |aughed at themas he did at nost things.

The clouds purpled in the west and our paws grew danp fromthe grasses. Blood and nmesses.

Perhaps | could use a review

Tonight Gower and | would ranble, till we fought and | was beat.

Oct ober 23

Up in the norning, out on the job. | hassled the Things, then checked around outside. A
bl ack feather lay near our front door. Could be one of Nightwind s. Could be openers on a nasty
spell. Could just be a stray feather. | carried it across the road to the field and pissed on

it.

Graymal k wasn't about, so | wal ked over to Larry's place. He let me in and | told him
everything that had happened since I1'd last seen him

"W ought to check that hillside," he said. "Could be there'd been a chapel there in the old
days. "
"True. Want to wal k over now?"
"Let's."
| studied his plants while he went for a jacket. There were certainly sone exotic ones.
hadn't told himyet about Linda Enderby, perhaps because he'd revealed in passing that all they'd
spoken of was botany. Perhaps the Geat Detective really was interested in plants.

He returned with his jacket and we went out. It was sonewhat blustery when we reached the
open fields. At one point we canme across a trail of huge m sshapen footprints | eading off in the
direction of the Good Doctor's farnmhouse of the perpetual storm | sniffed at them Death.

"The big man's been out again,"” | renarked.

"I haven't been over that way to say hello," Larry said. "I'mbeginning to wonder now

whet her he isn't a rather fanpbus man |'ve already net, seeking to further his work."

He did not el aborate, as we cane upon a crossbow bolt about then, stuck in the bole of a
tree.

"What about Vicar Roberts?" | said.

"Anbitious man. | wouldn't be surprised if his aimis to be the only one left standing at
the end, sole beneficiary of the opening."

"What about Lynette? This doesn't require a human sacrifice, you know. It just sort of
greases the wheels."

"1"ve been thinking about her,"” he said. "Perhaps, on the way back, we could go by the
vi carage and you could show ne which roomis hers."

"l don't know that nyself. But I'll get Gaymalk to show ne. Then I'll show you."

"Do that."

W wal ked on, conming at last to the slopes of the small hill | had determined to be the
center.

"So this is the place?" he renarked.

"More or less. Gve or take a little, every which way. | don't usually work with maps the

way nost do."

We wandered a bit then.

"Just your average hillside," he finally said. "Nothing special about it, unless those trees
are the remains of a sacred grove."

"But they're saplings. They |look |like new growh to ne."

"Yes. Me, too. |'ve a funny feeling you're still mssing sonething in the equation. I'min
this version?"

"Yes."

"We've discussed this before. |If you take ne out of it, where does that nove it to?"

"The other side of the hill and farther south and east. Roughly the sanme distance as from

your place to a point across the road from Onen's."
"Let's take a | ook."
We clinmbed the hill and clinbed back down the other side. Then we wal ked sout heastwar d.
Finally, we came to a marshy area, where | halted
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"Over that way," | said. "Mybe fifty or sixty paces. | don't see any point in nucking
around in it when we can see it fromhere. It all |ooks the sane."

"Yes. Unpromising." He scanned the area for a tinme. "Either way, then," he finally said,
"you nust still be |eaving sonething out."”

"A nystery player?" | asked. "Soneone who's been lying lowall this tinme?"

"It seens as if there nust be. Hasn't it ever happened before?"
| thought hard, recalling Ganes gone by.

"It's been tried," | said then. "But the others always found himout."

n W]y?ll

"Things like this," | said. "Pieces that don't fit any other way."

"Wl | ?"

"This is fairly late in the game. 1t's never gone this long. Everyone's always known

everyone else by this tine —with only about a week to go."
"I'n those situations where soneone was hiding out, how did you go about discovering hin®"
"We usually all know by the Death of the Moon. |f sonething seems wong afterward that can
only be accounted for by the presence of another player, the power is then present to do a
di vinatory operation to deternine the person's identity or |ocation."
"Don't you think it mght be worth giving it a try?"
"Yes. You're right. O course, it's not really ny specialty. Even though |I know sonethi ng

about all of the operations, |I'ma watcher and I'ma calculator. 1'Il get someone else to give it
a try, though."

“Who?"

"I don't know yet. |'Il have to find out who's good at it, and then suggest it fornmally, so
that | get to share the results. |'lIl share themw th you then, of course."

"What if it's someone you can't stand?"

"Doesn't matter. There are rules, even if you're trying to kill each other. [If you don't
follow them you don't last long. | may have sonmething that that person will want —Ilike the
ability to do an odd cal cul ati on, say, for something other than the center.™

"Such as?"

"Ch, the place where a body will be found. The place where a certain herb can be | ocated.
The store that carries a particular ingredient."

"Real | y? | never knew about those secondary cal cul ations. How hard are they to perforn®"

"Some are very hard. Sonme are easy."

We turned and began wal ki ng back

"How hard's the body-finding one?" he asked as we clinbed the hill.

"They're fairly easy, actually."

"What if you tried it for the police officer we put in the river?"

"Now _that_ could be tricky, since there are a lot of extra variables involved. |If you just
m spl aced a body, though —or knew that someone had died but didn't know where —that wouldn't be
too hard."

"That does sound |ike a kind of divination," he said.

"When you tal k about being an "anticipator,' of having a pretty good i dea of when sonething's

goi ng to happen —or how, or who will be there —isn't that a kind of divination?"

"No. | think it's nmore a kind of subconscious knack for dealing with statistics, against a
fairly well-known field of actions."”

"Well, sone of ny calculations would probably be a ot closer to doing overtly what you seem

to do subconsciously. You may well be an intuitive calculator.”

"That busi ness about finding the body, though. That snacks of divination."

"It only seens that way to an outsider. Besides, you' ve just seen what can happen to ny
calculations if I'mmssing some key factor. That's hardly divinatory."

"Supposing | told you that |1've had a strong feeling all norning that one of the players has
di ed?"

"That's a little beyond ne, I'mafraid. 1'd need to know who it was, and sone of the
circunstances. | really deal nore with facts and probabilities than things Iike that. Are you
serious about your feeling?"

"Yes, it's a real anticipation.”

"Did you feel it when the Count got staked?"

"No, | didn't. But then, | don't believe he'd technically have been considered living, to
begin with."

"Qui bble, quibble," | said, and he caught the snile and sniled back. It takes one to know
one, | guess.
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"You want to show ne Dog's Nest? You' ve gotten ne curious."

"Come on," | said, and we went and clinbed up to it.

At the top, we wal ked around a bit, and | showed himthe stone we had been sucked through
Its inscription had becone barely noticeabl e scratchings again. He couldn't nake them out either

"Nice view fromhere, though," he said, turning and studying the |and about us. "Ch, there's
the manse. | wonder whether M's. Enderby's cuttings are taking?"

There was ny opening. | could have seized it right then, | suppose, and told himthe whole
story, from Soho to here. But, at least, | realized then what was hol ding ne back. He remn nded
me of someone | once knew. Rocco. Rocco was a big, floppy-eared hound, always happy —bounci ng
about and slavering over life with such high spirits that some found it annoying — and he was
very single-ninded. | called to himone day on the street and he just dashed across, not even
payi ng puppy-attention to his surroundings. Got run over by a cart. | rushed to his side, and
dammed if he still didn't seemhappy to see me in those final mnutes. |If |I'd kept ny nuzzle shut
he coul d have stayed happy a lot longer. Now . . . Well, Larry wasn't stupid |ike Rocco, but he

had a simlar capacity for enthusiasm —Ilong frustrated by a big problem in his case. He seened
on the way to working out sonme neans for dealing with the problemnow, and the G eat Detective in
the gui se he had assuned was cheering himup a good deal. Since | didn't really see himas giving
much away, | thought of Rocco and said the hell with it. Later.

W clinbed down then and headed back, and | let himtell me about tropical plants and
tenperate plants and arctic plants and diurnal -nocturnal plant cycles and herbal nedicines from
many cultures. Wen we neared Rastov's place, | saw at first what appeared a piece of rope
hanging froma tree linmb, blowing in the wind. A nonment later | realized it to be Quickline,
signaling for nmy attention

| veered to the left hand side of the road, quickening ny pace.

"Snuff! | was |ooking for you!" he called. "He's done it! He's done it!"

"What ?" | asked him

"Did hinself in. | found himhanging when |I returned fromny foraging. | knew he was
depressed. | told you —"

"How | ong ago was this?"

"About an hour ago," he said. "Then | went to |look for you."
"When did you go out?"

"Bef ore dawn."

"He was all right then?"

"Yes. He was sleeping. He' d been drinking last night."

"Are you sure he did it to hinself?"

"There was a bottle on a table nearby."

"That doesn't nean anything, the way he'd been drinking."

Larry had halted when he'd seen | was engaged in a conversation. | excused nyself from
Quickline to bring himup to date.
"Sounds as if your anticipation was right," | said. "But | couldn't have calculated this

one.
Then a t hought occurred.
"The icon," | said. "lIs it still there?"
"It wasn't anywhere in sight," Quickline replied. "But it usually isn't, unless he takes it
out for sonme reason.”
"Did you check where he nornally keeps it?"
"I can't. That would take hands. There's a |oose board under his bed. It lies flush and
| ooks normal, but conmes up easily for sonmeone with fingers. There's a hollow space beneath it.
He keeps it there, wapped in a red silk bandana."

"“I'Il get Larry to lift the board," |I said. "Is there an unlocked door?"

"I don't know. You'll have to try them Usually, he keeps themlocked. |If they are, ny
wi ndow i s opened a crack, as usual. You can raise it up and get in that way."

We headed for the house. Quicklinme slithered down and foll owed us.

The front door was unl ocked. W entered and waited till Quicklinme was beside us.

"Whi ch way?" | asked him

"Strai ght ahead, through the door," he said.

W did that, entering a room| had viewed from outside on an earlier inspection. And Rastov
hung there, froma rope tied to a rafter, wild black hair and beard fram ng his pale face, dark
eyes bugged, a trickle of blood having run fromthe Ieft corner of his nmouth into his beard, dried
now into a dark, scarlike ridge. H's face was purple and swollen. A light chair lay on its side
near by.
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W studied his remains for only a nonent, and | found nyself recalling the old cat's remarks
fromyesterday. Was this the blood he had referred to?

"Were's the bedroon?" | asked.

"Through the door to the rear,"” Quicklinme replied.

"Cone on, Larry," | said. "W need you to raise a board."

The bedroom was a nmess, with heaps of enpty bottles all about. And the bed was dishevel ed,
its linen smelling of stale human sweat.

"There's a | oose board under the bed,"” | said to Larry. To Quicklime, then, "Which board is
it?"

Qui ckline slipped beneath and halted atop the third one in.

"This one," he said.

"The one Quicklime's showing us," | told Larry. "Raise it, please."

Larry knelt and reached, catching an edge with his fingernails. He found purchase al nost
i Mmediately and drew it gently upward

Quicklinme looked in. | looked in. Larry looked in. The red bandana was still there, but no
t hree- by-ni ne-i nch piece of wood with an eerie painting on it.

"Gone," Quickline coomented. "It nust be sonmewhere back in the room with him W nust have
mssed it."

Larry replaced the board and we returned to the room where Rastov hung. W searched
thoroughly, but it did not seemto be present.

"I don't think he killed hinmself,"” | said finally. "Somebody overpowered hi mwhile he was
drunk or hung over, then did that to him They wanted it to look as if he did it to hinself."

"He was pretty strong," Quicklime responded. "But if he'd started in drinking again this
nmor ni ng, he mght not have been able to defend hinself well."

| relayed our conjectures to Larry, who nodded.

"And the place is so nessy you can't really tell whether there was a struggle," he said.

"Though, for that matter, the killer could have straightened some furniture afterwards. |[|'Ill have
to go to the constable. 1'Il tell himl dropped by, found the door open and wal ked in. At |east,
I'd visited here before. It's not as if we'd never net. He won't know we weren't that well
acquai nted. "

"I guess that's best," | told him Returning ny gaze to the corpse, | said, "Can't tell from

his clothes either. Looks as if he'd slept in them nore than once."

W noved back to the front room

"What are you going to do now, Quicklime?" | asked. "You want to nove in with Jack and nme?
That m ght be sinplest, us closers sticking together."

"I think not," he hissed. "I think |I'mdone with the Gane. He was a good nman. He took good
care of me. He cared about people, about the whole world.

What's that human noti on —conpassion. He had a lot of that. It's one of the reasons he
drank a lot, | think. He felt everybody else's pain too nmuch. No. |'mdone with the Gane. |'I|
slip back to the woods now. | still know a few burrows, a few places where the m ce nmake their
runs. Leave ne alone here for a while now. [|'ll see you around, Snuff."

"What ever you think is best, Qucklime," | said. "And if the winter gets too rough, you know
where we live."

"I do. Good-bye."

"Good | uck."

Larry et me out and we wal ked back to the road.

"I'"ll be going this way, then," he said, turning right.

"And 1'll be going this way."

| turned left.

"See you soon for the followup on this," he said.

"Yes."

| headed horme. "And you will lose a friend" —the old cat had said that, too. It had
slipped my mnd till now.

Jack was not in, and | did the rounds quickly, |eaving everything in good order. Stepping
outside then, | located his spoor and tracked himto Crazy Jill's.

Graymal k wat ched ne fromatop the wall

"Hell o, Snuff," she said.

"Hell o, Gray. Jack is here?"

"Yes, he is in having a neal with the mstress. He ran |ow on supplies and she decided to
feed himbefore their trip."
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"Trip?" | asked. "What trip?"

"A shopping trip, into town."

"He did say something about being | ow on necessaries, and needing to visit the narket soon

"Yes. So he's sent for a coach. It should be here in an hour or so. It will be exciting to
see the town again."

"You' re going, too?"

"We're all going. The mistress also needs sone things."

"Shouldn't _we_stay behind to guard the places?"

"The m stress has a very good dayl ong wardi ng spell, which she will share. It will also
capture |likenesses of attenpted trespassers. | understand that a part of the reason we are going
this way is to see whether anyone tries such a thing. Everyone will see our coach go by. On our
return, we may |earn who are our nost inportant enemes."”

"This was decided recently, | take it?"

"Just this norning, while you were out."

"This may be a good tine for it," |I acknow edged, "with the big event only a week from
tonorrow — and in light of the way things have been going."

"Ch?" She rose, stretched, and junped down fromthe wall. "There are new devel opnent s?"

"Walk with nme," | said.

"\Wher e?"

"To the vicarage. You said we have an hour."

"All right."

We | eft the yard, headed south.

"Yes," | told her as we went, "we've |lost the nad nonk," and | recounted the norning's
events.

"And you think the vicar did it?" she asked.

"Probably. He seens our nost mlitant player. But that's not why | wanted to visit his
focus. | just wanted to learn the | ocation of the roomwhere he keeps Lynette a prisoner.”

"OfF course,"” she said. "If he has the Count's ring and the Al hazred Icon as well as the
pentacle bow, he could do sone pretty nasty things between now and next week. You said they
mai nly increased his technical prowess, and | thought you meant for the cerenony. But he could
hurt people with themright now | asked the m stress."

"Well, that's technical."

"But you acted as if it weren't inportant.”

"I still don't think it is. He'd be a fool to use the actual tools that way, when he should
be relying on his own abilities. The tools have a way of producing repercussive effects when
they're used extracurricularly. He could wind up hurting hinself badly unless he's a real master
and | don't think he is."

"How can you be sure?"

"l doubt a nmaster would run around with a crossbow, shooting at bats, or plan a human
sacrifice when it's not absolutely necessary —just to be safe. He's insecure in his power. A
master ains at econony of operations, not proliferation."

"That sounds right, Snuff. But if he's too insecure mightn't he be tenpted to try an
operation with the tools against the rest of us, anyway —just to narrow the field and make things
easier for hinmself |ater on?"

"If he's that foolish, the results are on his own head."

"And the person he directs the power against, don't forget that. It could be you."

"I understand you're safe if your heart is pure."

“I'I'l try to remenber that."

When we reached the vicarage she led ne around to the rear

"Up there," she said, |ooking at a wi ndow directly overhead. "That's her room"

"I'"ve never seen her about,"” | said.

"I gather from Tekel a that she's been | ocked up for several weeks."

"I wonder how securel y?"

"Well, she hasn't conme out, to nmy knowl edge. And | told you | saw a chain around her ankle."
"How t hi ck?"

"That's hard to say. You want me to clinb up and take another | ook?"

"Maybe. | wonder whether the vicar is in?"

"We could check the stable, see whether his horse is there."
"Let's do that."
So we headed to the snmall stable in the rear and entered there. There were two stalls, and
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both were enpty.

"Of on a call," she said.

"What do you want?" canme a voice fromthe rafters.

Looking up, | beheld the al bino raven

"Hell o, Tekela," Graynalk said. "W were just passing by, and wanted to see whether you'd
heard the news about Rastov."

There followed a nonment's silence, then, "What about Rastov?"

"He's dead," Graymal k said. "Hanged."

"And what of the snake?"

"Gone back to the woods."

"Good. | never |iked snakes. They raid nests, eat eggs."

"Have you any news?"

"Only that the big man has been about again. There was an argunment at the farmhouse and he
went out to the barn for a tinme and crouched in a corner. The Good Doctor went after himand
there was nore argunment. He ran off into the night then. Wnt back |later, though."

"That's interesting. | wonder what it was about."

"l don't know. "

"Well, we'll be going now. Good-bye."

"Yes."

W departed and returned to the vicarage. G aymalk | ooked back

"She can't see us fromthat rafter,” she said. "Do you want nme to clinmb up?"

"Wait," | said. "I want to try a trick |I learned fromlLarry."

| approached the back door and | checked the stable again. | could see no flash of white.

Rising onto ny hind legs, | put a paw against the door for balance, held it a noment, then
dropped it to join the other in pressing on the knob toward its center. | turned ny body as |
made the effort. | had to try three times, adjusting ny grip. The third tine it went far enough
to make a clicking sound and my wei ght caused the door to swing inward. | dropped into a norma
position and entered.

"That's quite a trick," she said, following ne. "Do you feel any wards?"

"“No. "

| pushed the door al nbst shut with my shoulder. It had to be paw openabl e, quickly, on our
return.

"Now what ?" she asked.

"Let's find the stairway. 1'd |like to see howthe girl is secured.”

We stopped in the study on the way and she showed ne the bow and its skull. The bow was
indeed the real thing. 1'd seen it many tines before. Neither the icon nor the ring lay in such

pl ain sight, however, and | hadn't the time to try ny skills on drawers. W returned to our
search for a stair.

It was |l ocated along the west wall. W mounted it, and G aymalk led ne to Lynette's room
The door was closed, but it did not seemnecessary that it be | ocked, with her chained up
| tried the door trick again and it worked the first tine. |[|'d have to see whether Larry had

any other good ones.

As we entered, Lynette's eyes wi dened, and she said, "Oh."

“I'"ll go rub up against her and let her pet nme," Gaymal k said. "That nmakes peopl e happy.
You can be | ooking at the chain while | do that."

It was actually the locks in which | was nost interested. But even as | advanced to do that
I heard the distant clopping of a horse's hoofs, approaching at a very rapid pace.

"Uh-oh," Graynal k said anid purrings, as the girl stroked her and told her how pretty she
was. "Tekela nust have seen us cone in, flew off and given alarm"

I went through with ny inspection. The chain was heavy enough to do its job, and the | ock
that secured it to the bed frame was inpressively heavy. The one which fastened it to Lynette's
ankle was snaller, but still hardly a thing to be dealt with in a nonment.

"I know enough," | said, as the hoofbeats cane up beside the house, turned the corner, and
heard a horse bl owi ng heavily.

"Race you hone!" Graynal k said, |eaping to the floor and running for the stair

The rider was disnounting as we bounded to the first floor. A second or two later | heard
t he back door open, then slam

"Bad," Graynal k said. Then, "I can occupy the vicar."

"The hell with him 1'mgoing to take out the study w ndow "

| reached the corner just as the nasty little nman came around the other corner, a riding crop
in his hand. | had to slowto turn into the roomand he brought it down across nmy back. Before
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he could strike a second tine, though, Graymal k had | eaped into his face, all of her claws
ext ended.

I bounded across the room a screamrising at ny back, and |eaped at the w ndow, closing ny
eyes as | hit. | took the thing with me, mullions and all. Turning then, | sought G aynal k

She was nowhere in sight but | heard her yowl fromw thin. Two bounds and a | eap brought ne
back into the room He was holding her high by her hind | egs and swinging the crop. Wen it
connected she screanmed and he let her fall, for he had not expected ne to return, |et alone be
coming at himlow off the floor with ny ears flat and a roar in ny throat straight fromny recent
refresher with Gow er.

He swung the crop but | canme in beneath it. |f Gaynmalk were dead, | was going to kill him
But | heard her call out, "I'mleaving!" as | struck against his chest, knocking himover
backwar d

My jaws were open and his throat had been nmy target. But | heard her going out the w ndow,
and | turned nmy head and bit hard, hearing cartilage crunch as | drew ny teeth along through his
right ear. Then | was off of him across the room and followi ng Graymal k outside to the sounds
of his screans.

"Want to ride on ny back?" | called to her.

"No! Just keep going!"

We ran all the way hone.

As we lay there in the front yard, me panting and her licking herself, | said, "Sorry | got
you into that, Gay."

"I knew what | was doing," she said. "Wuat did you do to himthere at the end?"

"I guess | mangled his ear."

"\ 2"

"He hurt you."

"I'"ve been hurt worse than that."

"That doesn't make it right."

"Now you have a first-class eneny."

"Fool s have no cl ass."

"A fool might try the tools against you. O sonething else.”

| interrupted ny panting to sigh. Just then a bird-shaped shadow slid across us. Looking
up, | was not surprised to see Tekel a go by.

After lunch and a quick running of nmy rounds the coach cane by, and we all entered and

enbarked for town. It had roomfor nme to sit beside a wi ndow while Gayrmal k curled up on the seat
across fromme. Master and nistress faced each other to ny right, chatting, beside a w ndow of
their omn. 1'd received only a few mnor cuts fromthe glass, but Gaymal k had a nasty welt al ong

her right side. M heart did not feel pure when |I thought of the vicar

| watched the sky. Before we'd gone a nile |I caught sight of Tekela again. She circled
above the coach, then swooped |low for a | ook inside. Then she was gone. | did not awaken
G aymalk to remark upon it.

The sky was cl oudy, and a wi nd occasionally buffeted the coach. Wen we passed the G psies

canp there was small activity within and no nmusic. | listened to the horses clop along, nuttering
about the ruts and the driver's propensity to lay on the lash at the end of a long day. | was
glad I wasn't a horse

After a long while we cane to the bridge and crossed over. | |ooked out across the dirty
wat ers and wondered where the officer had gotten to. | wondered whether he had a famly.

As we noved along Fleet Street to the Strand and then down Wiitehall, | caught occasiona

glinpses of an al bino raven, variously perched, watching. W nade several stops for purchases
along the way, and finally, when we disenbarked in Westnminster, site of many a m dnight stroll,
Jack said to me, "Let's meet back here in about an hour and a half. W' ve a few esoteric
purchases to nake." This was fine with ne, as | enjoy wandering city streets. Gaymalk took ne
to see the mews where she'd once hung out.

W spent the better part of an hour strolling, sorting through collected snmells, watching the
passer shy.

Then, in an alley we'd chosen for a shortcut, | had a distinct feeling hal fway down its
I ength, that sonething was wong. This came but nonents before the conpact figure of the vicar
energed froma recessed doorway, a bul gi ng bandage upon his ear, |esser dressings covering his
cheeks. Tekela rode upon his shoul der, her white nerging with that of the bandages, giving to his
head a grotesque, |opsided appearance. She must have been giving himdirections as to our
moverments. | showed them ny teeth and kept moving. Then | heard a footfall behind me. Two nen
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with clubs had sprung from anot her doorway and were already upon nme, swinging them | tried to
turn upon them but it was too late. | heard the vicar laugh right before one of the bludgeons
fell upon ny head. M last sight was of Graymal k, streaking back up the alley.

| awoke inside a dirty cage, a sickening snell in ny nose, ny throat, ny lungs. | realized
that | had been given chloroform M head hurt, ny back hurt. | drew and expelled several deep
breaths to clear ny breathing apparatus. | could hear whinpers, grows, a pathetic mew ng, and
faint, sharp barks of pain frommany directions. Wen ny sense of snell began to work again, al
manner of doggy and catty airs came to ne. | raised ny head and | ooked about and wi shed | hadn't.

Mutil ated ani mal s occupi ed cages both near and far —dogs and cats without tails or the
proper nunber of |egs, a blind puppy whose ears had been cut off, a cat mssing | arge patches of
her skin, raw fl esh showi ng at which she Iicked, newi ng constantly the while. What mad pl ace was
this? | checked nyself over quickly, to nmake certain | was intact.

At the rooms center was an operating table, a large tray of instruments beside it. On hooks
next to the door across the way hung a nunber of once-white | aboratory coats w th suspicious-
| ooki ng stains upon them

As ny head cleared ny nenory returned to ne, and | realized what had happened. The vicar had
delivered ne into the hands of a vivisectionist. At |least G aymal k had escaped. That was
sonet hi ng.

| inspected the door to ny cage. It was a sinple enough latch that held it shut, but the
mesh was too fine for me to reach through and manipulate it. And the nesh was too tough to be
readi |y breached by tooth or claw. Wat would Gow er counsel? Things were a lot sinpler in the
prineval wood.

The nost obvious plan was to fake | assitude when they cane for me, then to spring to attack
as soon as the cage door was opened. 1'd a feeling, though, that I wasn't the first ever to think
of such a ploy, and where were the others now? Still, | couldn't just lie there and contribute to
medi cal understanding. So unl ess sonmething better cane along | resolved to give this plan a try
when t hey came for ne.

When they did, of course, they were ready. They'd a |ot of expertise with fangs and knew
just how to go about it. There were three of them and two had on el bow | ength padded gl oves.
When | pulled the awake, lunge, and bite maneuver | got a padded forearm forced back between mny
jaws, and mny | egs were seized and held while soneone tw sted an ear painfully. They were very
efficient, and they had nme strapped to the table in less than a mnute. | wondered just how | ong
I had been unconsci ous.

| listened to their conversation as they began their preparations:

"Strange, 'impayin' us so well to do a job on this '"un," said the one who had tw sted ny
ear.

"Well, it is a strange job, and it does involve sonme extra work," said the one who was
arranging the instrunents into neat little rows. "Bring over sone clean parts buckets. He was

very specific that when we render himdown, a piece at a tine, for candles, there be no foreign
bl ood or other materials mxed in."

""Ons ‘e to know?"

"For what he's paying he can have it his way."

"I"ll "ave to scrub 'emout."

"Doit."

A brief reprieve, to the sound of running water, followed, drowning out sone of the whinpers
and cries which were beginning to get to ne.

"And where's the cask for his head?"

"I left it in t'other room"

"Get it. | want everything to hand. Nice doggy." He patted ny head as we waited. The
muzzl e they'd gotten onto nme prevented ny expressing nmy opinion

"He was a strange one," said the third man —a thin, blond fellow with very bad teeth —who

had been silent till then. "What's special about doggy candl es?"

"Don't know and don't care," said the one who had patted me —a large, beefy nan with very
bl ue eyes —and he returned his attention to his instrunents. "W give a custoner what he pays
for."

The other returned then — a short man with w de shoul ders, large hands, and a tic at the
corner of his nmouth. He bore what | ooked |ike an odd-sized lunch pail. "I have it now, " he said.

"Good. Then gather round for a |esson."

Then | heard it — _Dzzp!_— a high-pitched whine descending to a |low throb in about three
seconds each cycle. It is above the range of the human ear, and it acconpanies the main curse,
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circling at a range of about a hundred fifty yards initially. _Dzzp!_
"First, I will renove the left rear leg," began the beefy man as he reached for a scal pel
The others drew near, reaching after other instrunments and hol ding themready for him
_Dzzp! _ The circle mght well be snaller by now, of course.
There cane a | oud poundi ng upon an outer door

"The devil!" said the beefy man.
"Shall | see who 'tis?" asked the snaller man.
"No. We're operating. He can cone back if it's inmportant.”
_Dzzp! _
It came again, nore heavily; this tine it was obviously the sound of soneone kicking upon the
door.
"I nconsi derate |lout!"
"Ruffian!"
“Churl!"
Dzzp! _

The third time that the knocking occurred it seened as if each blow were perforned by a
strong nan striking his shoul der against the door, attenpting to break it down.

"What cheek!"
"Per'aps | should 'ave words with "im™"
"Yes, do."

The shorter nman took a single step toward the entrance when a splintering sound reached us
fromthe next room followed by a | oud crash

_Dzzp! _

Heavy footsteps crossed the outer room Then the door inmediately across fromme was flung
open. Jack stood upon the threshold, staring at the cages, the vivisectionists, nyself upon the
table. Gaymal k peered in from behind him

"Just who do you think you are, bursting into a private |aboratory?" said the beefy nman

" Interrupting a piece of scientific research?" said the tall nan.

And danmagi ng our door?" said the short man with the w de shoul ders and | arge hands.

| could see it now, like a black tornado, surrounding Jack, settling inward. |If it entered
hi m conpl etely he would no | onger be in control of his actions.

"I"ve come for ny dog," he said. "That's himon your table."

He noved forward

"No, you don't, laddie," said the beefy man. "This is a special job for a special client."”

"Il be taking himand | eaving now."

The beefy man rai sed his scal pel and noved around the table.

"This can do amazing things to a man's face, pretty boy," he said.

The ot hers picked up scal pel s, also.

"I"d guess you've never net a man as really knows how to cut,’
NOW.

_Dzzp! _

It was into him and that funny Iight cane into his eyes, and his hand came out of his pocket
and captured starlight traced the runes on the side of his blade.

"Well-met," Jack said then, through the teeth of his grin, and he continued to wal k straight
ahead.

When we left | realized that the old cat had been right about the seas and nesses, too.
wonder ed what sort of |ight they would give.

t he beefy one said, advancing

Cct ober 24

When the wards were renpved yesterday evening they showed that N ghtw nd had been by at dusk
trying to peer in. Also, Cheeter. And a huge, |ean wolfish-1ooking creature. And the Things
were all still held by their restraints, though struggling enthusiastically. | was feeling a
little worse for my usage, but | forced a spring into ny step and went and strolled past the
church. Tekela was perched atop it and she stirred and studied nme as | went by, but we exchanged

no words. As soon as | was past, though, | glanced back and saw that she was gone. Good. | went
hone and sl ept.
This morning, | learned fromLarry that Ms. Enderby had run off to town as soon as word of
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Rastov's death became current. Later in the day, the Geat Detective had shown up to view the
remai ns and the prenmises. | brought Larry up to date on everything that had happened after |'d
left him and he assured ne that he had not been by the house last night. He told ne that he

i ntended to rescue Lynette, but that she was safe enough for now |If he freed her too early there
woul d be pursuit both physical and nonphysical, now the power was rising strongly; and nore
inmportantly, there would be tine for the vicar to make other plans, jeopardizing some unknown

i nnocent. The timing, he said, would be very inportant. Wakening the vicar this way, he

decided, could well be his main part in things. | told himthat 1'd help any way | coul d.
rested a lot afterwards and visited with G aymal k

It began to rain late that night, a steady drizzle. Jack was in his laboratory, distilling
essences or sonething like that. | had spoken with himlast night, of course, between nidnight
and one, keeping himcurrent on all particulars of ny adventures.

"Isn't your association with Jill alittle —awkward — this far along in the Gane?" 1'd

said, near to one o'clock
"Strictly professional,"’
and the cat?"

he had replied. "Besides, she's a good cook. And what about you

"W get along well,"” 1'd said. "Any chance of your getting Jill to change her nind about
openi ng?"

"I don't think so," he'd answered.

"She's not meking you think about switching, | hope?"

"OfF course not!"

"Well, if I may speak freely —"

The cl ock struck one and | couldn't.

| watched the darkened wi ndows flood for a while, nade ny rounds, and sl ept sone nore.

When all hell breaks loose in our vicinity, it does it with style. 1 was awakened by an
enor nous thunderclap, sounding as if it had occurred just overhead; and the brightness of the
Iightning stroke had been visible through nmy closed eyelids. Suddenly, | was on ny feet in the
front hall, not certain how |l had gotten there. Along with the echoes of the crash, however, ny
m nd held nenory of the sounds of breaking gl ass.

The mirror had shattered. The Things were slithering out.

| began barking i medi ately.

| heard an exclamation fromthe room where Jack worked, foll owed by the sound of sone
i nstrument or book being dropped. Then the door opened and he was hurrying toward me. Wen he
saw the slitherers he called to ne, "Snuff, find a container!" and he returned to the |aboratory,
where | heard a cabi net opened.

| looked about. | raced into the parlor, slitherers spreading like a slow tidal wave at ny
back. Upstairs, the Thing in the Steamer Trunk began beating upon its confines with frantic
exertion. | heard wood splinter as it struck. And there were rattles fromthe attic. Another

flash created a nonment of yell ow day beyond the wi ndows, and the thunderclap that cane with it
shook the house.

There was nothing in the parlor in the way of a nmirror, but on a side table near the door
stood a partly full (partly enpty?) bottle of port wine, of the ruby variety. Recalling that this
species casts a spell within the bottle, | reared and pushed it off of the table with ny paw, so
that it fell upon a rug rather than the floor's wood. It did not shatter, and its cork renmained
in place. There cane another flash and another crash. The Things Upstairs continued their noisy
activity, with indication that at |east the inhabitant of the steamer trunk had gotten free. A

gl ance hallward showed nme the steady, continuous exodus of the Things fromthe Mrror. | heard
Jack's footfalls. An uncanny glow began to fill the roomand the hall and it did not seem
entirely attributable to the internal incandescence of the slitherers.

Rolling the bottle hallward, | saw Jack standing at the hall's far end, a wand in his hand.

It was the no-nonsense wand he had used to transfer the slitherers fromnirror to mrror earlier
and not the powerful Gane artifact —the C osing Wand —whi ch was al so in his possession. Wile
he is master of the Knife (or vice-versa), the Knife is not, technically, a Gane tool, though it
may be used as a part of the Game. The Knife is the enbodiment of his curse as well as a speci al
source of power. He saw ne and he saw the bottle at the sane tinme that | saw him

Jack raised the wand and used it to part the flowi ng mass which separated us. Then he cane
forward and it slithered closed behind himas he advanced. Coning up beside ne, he picked up the
bottle then, held it in his left hand and uncorked it with his teeth. There came another thunder
roll and the eerie lighting assuned a definite greenish cast, giving Jack a corpselike appearance.

There was a scranbling sound overhead, and the yell oweyed Thing fromthe Steaner Trunk
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bounded down the stair, cracking the banister as it cane.

"Deal with it, Snuff!" Jack cried. "I can't!" and he turned his attention and his wand upon
the Things fromthe Mrror, conpelling the nearest to enter the bottle.

| gathered nyself and sprang across the flow of slitherers, nmoving to the foot of the stair
my lips curled back and hair bristling as the Thing cane down. Too bad its neck was so short. |
knew | was going to have to tear out its throat. The green |ight hung about it and the rain
sounded |ike thrown gravel against the roof and wi ndows. The Thing spread its arns —ending in
very nasty talons —very wide, and | knew that | had to nove i mediately, in and out, and
acconplish it in a nmatter of seconds if | were to energe relatively unscathed —which | woul d need
to be, to help deal with the sequel, which, even now, | could hear scranbling down the attic
stair. The lightning flashed again. | roared to the acconpani nent of thunder as | |aunched
nysel f at an awkward angl e.

| struck the wall on nmy way down, for the Thing's armstruck ne after ny jaws had cl osed |ike
atrap and 1'd applied torque with nmy entire body, crunching and tearing away at its gullet before
| let go to drop back. It was the armand not the talons that connected with ne, though. |
dropped, nonentarily senseless, to the floor, a terrible taste in ny mouth, as the Thing fromthe
Attic canme into sight at the head of the stair and conmenced its descent.

Seeing the Thing fromthe Steamer Trunk reeling and clutching at its throat, dripping
steam ng juices, the Thing fromthe Attic slowed for a nonment, regarding the carnage. Then it
rushed downwar d.

| pulled nyself to ny feet, preparing to face it as it thrust the reeling one aside and came

on. Instead, though, the dying one seened to take its descent as another attack, swung toward it,
and raked it with its talons. The Thing fromthe Attic seized it, snarling, and bit at its
twisted face. At ny back, | could hear Jack noving about, bottling slitherers. A nonent |ater

t he bani ster gave way, and the pair on the stair were in the air.

Li ghtni ng fl ashed agai n, and again, and again, thunder com ng and staying, beconming its
st eady acconpani ment; and yet nore flashes wal ked through the sky, entered at the w ndows,
fluoresced the ubiquitous green to an eye-piercing intensity. The sounds of the rain were
subrmerged. The house began to shudder and creak. Copies of _The Strand Magazine_ fluttered
floorward fromthe mantel. Pictures fell fromthe walls, sets of Dickens and Surtees fromtheir
shel ves; vases, candel abra, glasses, and trays slid fromtables; plaster descended |ike snow from
the ceiling. Prince Albert stared at the blizzard through cracked glass. Martin Farquhar Tupper
lay atop Elizabeth Barrett Browning, their covers torn

When the Thing fromthe Attic rose —shaking its head, rolling its eyes, casting wild glances
about —the other lay still upon the floor, steamstill rising fromits scaly throat, head twi sted
toits left.

| seenmed to hear G ower, pronpting ne to try for the throat again, and | slashed forward,
attenpting to repeat ny earlier nove.

| mssed ny target as it drew back, attenmpting, belatedly, to grapple nme to it. M inpact
staggered it, however, and | slashed its left shoulder as | fell

I mredi ately, as | secured ny footing, | seized its right |eg above the ankle and ground down
for a bone-cruncher of a bite. It recovered quickly and kicked ne with the other foot. | hung on
for another second's danage before releasing it and scranbling away, able to ride with the second
kick. One, | figured | could take in trade for something that would slowits novenents. But I
| ack the bulldog sensibility as well as the physique.

The lightning and thunder had continued steadily the entire while —the thunder now havi ng
achi eved the state of a continuous roaring, as of a tornado singing its deep-throated song about
the house —and the intensity of the Iight had us noving through a tableau of green and bl ack
where tiny sparks now danced upon the surfaces of everything nmetallic, and all of my hair was on

end for reasons other than the stimulus of conbat. It was obvious now that this was no norna
storm but a manifestation of nagical attack.

| tried for the Thing's other ankle and mi ssed. Turning, | slashed at the arm which swung at
me. | mssed that, too, but it mssed ne, also.

| darted away, growing, roared and feinted to its right. It put weight on the injured ankle
to reach after me and went off bal ance, struggled to recover. | was behind it imrediately,
passi ng on that side, and worrying the ankle again, fromthe rear

It bellowed then as it tried to reach me, but | hung on until, finally, it cast itself over
backwards in an attenpt to fall upon and crush ne. | relaxed ny hold and tried to nove away as it

did so, but a flailing armstruck ne on the head, knocking ne to the floor, doubling ny vision
Therefore, it was two Jacks that | saw, wielding two bl ades, piercing two nonsters' throats.
Even as | crawl ed out from beneath the Attic Thing's outflung arm the basenment door crashed
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open, and in several quick bounds the Thing fromthe Crcle was upon ne.
"Now, hound, | eat you!" it said.
I shook ny head, trying to clear it.
"Snuff! Get back!" Jack told ne, turning toward it.

_Dzzp! _
The starlight danced upon the blade in his hand, and | needed no further persuasion. |
crawl ed toward the farther end of the now slitherless hall, passing a corked bottle of port and

spirits as | went. Pieces of mirror gave back green dogs with jagged edges.

I watched as Jack finished his business, ready in case he required assistance, grateful that
he did not.

Pl aster continued to rain down. Everything |oose was on the floor. The thunder and the
Iight and the house's shuddering had al nost becone a part of the environment. | suppose that if
you lived with it long enough, there nmight cone a time when you stopped noticing. | didn't really
want to wait and see.

_Dzzp! _

As | watched the Thing fromthe Circle finally fall, following a nasterful upstroke, | turned
my stronger enotions toward the perpetrator of the onslaught which had caused their release. It
was nore than nerely annoying, having had to put up with themall these weeks and then to | ose
themthis way before they could fulfill their function. Under the proper constraints, they had
been intended as the bodyguard for our retreat, should one be necessary, follow ng the events of
the final night — after which they would have had their freedomin sone isolated |ocal e,

obtaining the opportunity to add to the world's folklore of a darker nature. Now, ruined, the
buffer plan. They weren't essential, but they m ght have proved useful should we have to exit
pursued by Furi es.

When the business was done, Jack traced pentagrans with his blade, calling upon the powers
that would cleanse the place. Wth the first one, the green glow faded; with the second, the
house stopped its shuddering; with the third, the thunder and |ightning went away; with the
fourth, the rain ceased.

"CGood show, Snuff," he said then.

There canme a knocking on the back door. W both headed in that direction, the bl ade
vani shing and Jack's hair and clothing getting rearranged al ong the way.

He opened the door. Jill and Graynal k stood before us.

"Are you all right?" Jill asked.

Jack smiled, nodded, and stepped aside.

"Wn't you cone in?" he said.

They did, though not before I'd noted that it seemed perfectly dry outside.

"I"l'l invite you into the parlor,” Jack said, "if you don't mnd stepping over a few
di smenbered ogres.”

"Never did before," the | ady answered, and he led her in that direction

The parlor floor was full of what had been on the shelves, the tables, the nantel pi ece, and
everything was powdered with plaster. Jack raised the sofa cushions one by one, punching each and
turning it upside-down before replacing it. She took the seat he offered her, which afforded a
vi ew of the broken mrror and sl ashed denonic carcasses sprawled in the hall.

The cl ock chinmed 11: 45

"I'"l'l have to offer you sherry," Jack said. "The port's gone bad."

"Sherry will be fine."

He repaired to the cabinet, fetching back two glasses and a bottle. After he had poured a
pai r and given her one he raised the other and | ooked at her over it.

"What pronpts your visit?" he asked.

"I hadn't seen you in over an hour,"

she replied, taking a small sip of sherry.

"That is true," he answered, sipping his own. "But it is often that way with us. Every day,
in fact. Sstill. . . ."

"I refer to your house as well as your person. | heard a small sound earlier —as of the
tinkling of a crystal bell —fromthis direction. Wen | |ooked this way | saw nothing but a well
of inpenetrabl e darkness."

"Ah, the old crystal bell effect,” he nused. "Haven't seen that one since Al exandria. So
you didn't hear any thunder, see any |ightning?"

"Not at all."

"Not badly done then, though | hate to adnmit it," he said, taking another sip
"Was it the vicar?"
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"I'd guess. Most likely still irritated with Snuff here.”

"Per haps you should have a few words with him"

"I don't believe in giving warnings. But | give anybody two attenpts on us, to discover
their folly. |If they do not, and they try a third tine, | kill them That's all."'

"He sent those creatures after you?" She gestured toward the hall

"No," he replied. "They were my own. They got |oose during the attack. It must have
i nvol ved a general manumnission spell. Pity. | had better use for the fellows than this."

She set down her glass, rose, visited the hall, and inspected them She returned a little
| ater.

"I npressive," she said. "What they are, and what got done to them" She seated herself
again. "What |'m wondering nost, though, is what you're going to do with them now. "

"Hm" he said, toying with his glass. "It's rather far to the river."

| nodded vi gorously.

"I suppose | could just stow themin the basenment, throw a piece of canvas over them or
sonmething like that."

"They might start to snell pretty bad."

"They already snell pretty bad."

"True. But it would be awkward if they were discovered on the prem ses, and when they start
to deconpose it might |ead sonmeone official this way."

"Conceded. | suppose | could just dig a big hole somewhere and bury them™

"You woul dn't want to do it around here, and they | ook too husky to lug far."

"You' ve a point there. Have _you_ any ideas?"

"No," she said, sipping her sherry.

| barked once and they | ooked at me. | glanced at the clock. It was approaching mnidnight.
"I think Snuff has a suggestion," she said.

| nodded.

"He'll have to wait a few mnutes.”

"I can't," Graynalk said to nme suddenly.

"Cats are that way," | replied

"What do you want to do with then?"

"I say we take themover to Oanen's place and stuff theminto sone of his w cker baskets.
Then we haul themup into the big oak tree, set fire to them and run like hell."

"Snuff, that's grotesque."

"dad you like it, too," | said. "And it makes for a great Hall oween gag, even if it is a
little early."

The cl ock struck twel ve.

The humans bought ny idea; and we went out to do it. And ah, ny foes, and oh, ny friends,
they gave a lovely Iight.

Hi ckory-di ckory-dock

Cct ober 25

Jill came back to our place afterwards, |last night, and hel ped to strai ghten things.
Gaymal k and | slipped out while they were drinking another sherry and hit it over to the
vicarage. The study was illum nated and Tekel a was perched on the roof beside the chi mey, head
beneat h her wing.

"Snuff, 1'mgoing after that damed bird," G aymal k sai d.

"I don't know that it's good form Gray, doing sonething |ike that right now. "

"I don't care," she said, and she di sappeared.

| waited and watched, for a long while. Suddenly, there was a flurry on the roof. There
cane a rattle of claws, a burst of feathers, and Tekel a took off across the night, caw ng
obsceniti es.

Graynmal k descended at the corner and returned.

"Nice try," | said

"No, it wasn't. | was clunmsy. She was fast. Damm."
W headed back.

"Maybe you'll give her a few ni ghtmares, anyway."

"That'd be nice," she said.
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G owi ng noon. Angry cat. Feather on the wind. Autumm cones. The grass dies.

The norning dealt us a hand in which last night's small irony was seen and raised. G aymalk
came scratching on the door and when | went out she said, "Better come with ne."
So | did.

"What's it about?" | asked.

"The constable and his assistants are at Oven's place, investigating |ast night's burnings."

"Thanks for getting me," | said. "Let's go and watch. It should be fun."

"Maybe, " she said.

When we got there | understood the intimation in her word. The constable and his nmen paced
and nmeasured and poked. The remains of the baskets and the renains which had been in the baskets
were now on the ground. There were, however, the remains of four baskets and their contents
rather than the three | renmenbered so well.

"Ch-oh," | said.

"I ndeed, " she replied.

| considered the i nhuman remains of the three and the very human remains of the fourth.

"Who?" | asked.

"Onen himself. Soneone stuffed himinto one of his baskets and torched it."

"Abrilliant idea," | said, "even if it was plagiarized."

"Go ahead and nock," said a voice fromoverhead. "He wasn't your master.”

"Sorry, Cheeter," | said. "But | can't come up with a lot of synmpathy for a man who tried to
poi son ne."

"He had his crochets," the squirrel adnitted, "but he also had the best oak tree in town. An
enor nous nunber of acorns were ruined |last night."
"Did you see who got hinP"

"No. | was across town, visiting N ghtw nd."

"What will you do now?"

"Bury nore nuts. It's going to be a long winter, and an outdoor one."

"You could join MacCab and Morris," Graymal k observed.

"No. | think I'I'l follow Quickline's exanple and call it quits. The Gane is getting very
danger ous. "

"Do you know whet her whoever did it took Omen's gol den sickle?" | asked.

"It's not around out here," he said. "It could still be inside, though."

"You have a way in and out, don't you?"

"Yes."

"Had he a special place he kept it?"

"Yes."

"Wul d you go inside and check and tell us whether it's still there?"

"Why should 1?"

"There m ght be sonething you'd |ike fromus one day —a few scraps, the chasing away of a
pr edat or . "

"I'd rather have something right now, " he said.

"What's that?" | asked.

He | eaped, but instead of falling he seemed to drift down to | and besi de us.

"I didn't know you were a flying squirrel," Gaymal k said

"I"'mnot," he replied. "That's a part of it, though."

"I don't understand," she told him

"I was a pretty dunb nut-chaser until Omen found me," he said. "Most squirrels are. W know
what we have to do to stay in business, but that's about it. Not |ike you guys. He made ne
smarter. He gave me special things | can do, too, like that glide. But |I lost something for it.

I want to trade all this in and go back to being what | was —a happy nut-chaser who doesn't care
about opening and cl osing."

"What all's involved?" | asked.
"l gave up sonmething for all this, and I want it back."
"\hat ?"

"Look down at the ground around nme. Wat do you see?"
"Not hi ng special,” Gaynal k said
"My shadow s gone. He took it. And he can't give it back now, because he's dead."

"It's a pretty cloudy day," Gaynalk said. "It's hard to tell. . . ."
"Believe me. | ought to know. "
"I do," | said. "It'd be a silly thing to go on about this way, otherwi se. But what's so
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i mportant about a shadow? Wo cares? What good is it to you up there, anyway, junping around in
trees where you can't even see it nost of the tinme?"

"There's nore to it than that,"” he "explained. "It's attached to other things that go away
with it. | can't feel things the way that | used to. | used to just know things —where the best
nuts were, what the weather was going to be like, where the | adies were when the tinme cane, how
t he seasons were changing. Now | think about it, and | can figure all these things out and can
make plans to take advantage of them —sonething | could never have done before. But |'ve |ost
all those little feelings that came with the kind of knowi ng that cones w thout thinking. And

|'"ve —thought —about it alot. | mss them 1'd rather go back to themthan think and soar the
way | do. You understand about nmagic. Not too many people do. |1'Il check on the sickle if
you'll break Owen's shadow spell for ne."

| glanced at G aynal k, who shook her head.

"I'"ve never heard of that spell," she said.

"Cheeter, there are all kinds of mmgical systens," | said. "They're just shapes into which
the power is poured. W can't know themall. 1've no idea what Onen did to your shadow or your —
intuition, | guess, and the feelings that go with it. Unless we had sone idea where it is and how
to go about returning it and restoring it to you, I'mafraid we can't be of help."

"I'f you can get into the house, | can showit to you," he said.

"Ch," | said. "Wat do you think, Gay?"

"I"mcurious," she told ne.

"How do we go about it?" | asked. "Any open wi ndows? Unlocked doors?"

"You couldn't fit in through ny opening. It's just a little hole, up in the attic. The back
door is usually unlocked, but it takes a hunan to open it."

"Maybe not," Graymal k sai d.

"W will have to wait till the constable and his men are gone," | said.

"Of course.”

W waited, hearing the puzzlenment over the unnatural remains of the three repeated nmany
times. A doctor came and | ooked and shook his head and took notes and departed, after deciding
that there was only one human body —Ownen's —and pronising to file a report in the norning. Ms.
Ender by and her conpani on stopped by and chatted with the constable for a tinme, glancing at
Gaymal k and ne al nost as nmuch as at the remains. She left before too |ong, and the renmains were
sacked and | abel ed and hauled away in a cart, along with what renmai ned of the baskets, which were
al so | abel ed.

As the cart creaked away, G aynal k, Cheeter, and | glanced at each other. Then Cheeter
flowed up the bole of a tree, drifted fromits top to that of another, then over to the roof of
t he house.

"It would be nice to be able to do that,

Graynmal k remar ked.

"It would," | agreed, and we headed for the back door
| rose as before, clasped the knob tightly and twisted. A npst. | tried again, alittle
harder, and it yielded. W entered. | shoul dered the door nearly closed, wthholding the fina

pressure that would have clicked it shut.

We found ourselves in the kitchen, and fromoverhead | could hear the hurrying of someone
smal | with cl aws.

Cheeter arrived shortly, glancing at the door.

"Hi s workshop is downstairs," he said. "I'll show you the way."

We followed himthrough a door off of the kitchen, and down a creaking stairway. Below, we
i Mmediately canme into a large roomthat snelled of the out-of-doors. Cut branches, baskets of
| eaves and roots, cartons of mstletoe were stacked haphazardly along the walls, on shelves, and
on benches. Aninmal skins occupi ed several tabletops and were strewn over the rooms three chairs.
Di agranms were chal ked in blue and green on both ceiling and floor, with one proninent red one

covering much of the far wall. A collection of epheneridae and of books in Gaelic and Latin
filled a small bookcase beside the door

"The sickle," | said.

Cheeter sprang atop a snall table, landing anmid herbs. Turning, he | eaned forward, hooked
his claws beneath the front edge of a snmall drawer. He jiggled it and drew upon it. |t began to
nove forward to this pronpting

"Unl ocked, " he observed. "Let's see now. "

He drew it farther open, so that, rising onto nmy hind legs, | could see into it. It was
lined with blue vel vet which bore a sickle-shaped inpression at its center

"As you can see," he stated, "it's gone."

"Anypl ace else it mght be?" | asked
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"No," he replied. "If it isn't here, it was with him Those are the alternatives."
"I didn't see it anywhere out back," Gaymal k said, "on the ground, or in that —ness."
"Then |I'd say that soneone took it," Cheeter said.

"Qdd," | said then. "It was a thing of power, but not really one of the Gane tools —Iike
the wands, the icon, the pentacle, and, usually, the ring."

"Then someone just wanted it for the power, | guess," Cheeter said. "Mstly, | think, they
wanted Oven out of the Gane."

"Probably. I'mtrying to link his death to Rastov's now. It would be strange to consider
the killer as one player, though, with Onen an opener and Rastov a cl oser."

"Hm" Cheeter said, junping down. "I don't know. Maybe. Maybe not. Rastov and Onen had
sonme long tal ks very recently. | got the inpression fromlistening that Oven was trying to talk
Rastov into switching — all his liberal synmpathies and his Russian sentinments could have been
pushing himin a revolutionary direction."

"Real | y?" Graymal k said. "Then if soneone is killing openers, Jill could be in danger. Who
el se nmi ght have known of their tal ks?"

"No one | can think of. | don't think Rastov even told Quicklime —and | didn't tell anyone,
till now "

"Where did they tal k?" she asked.

"Upstairs. Kitchen or parlor."

"Coul d anyone have been eavesdroppi ng?"

"Only someone small enough and nobil e enough to manage the squirrel hole upstairs,

suppose. "
| paced slowy.
"Are Morris and MacCab openers or closers?" | asked.
"I"'mpretty sure they're openers," Gaynmal k said.
"Yes," Cheeter agreed. "They are."

"\What about the Good Doctor?"

"Nobody knows. The divinations keep going askew for him"

"The secret player," | said, "whoever it is."

"You really think there is one?" G aynal k asked.

"It's the only reason | can think of for my calculations being regularly off."
"How do we discover who it is?" she said.

"I don't know. "

"And | don't care —not anynore,"” Cheeter said. "I just want the sinple |ife again. The
hell with all this plotting and figuring. | wasn't a volunteer. | got drafted. Get ne ny
shadow. "

"Where is it?"

"Over there."

He turned toward the big red design on the far wall.

I looked in that direction, but could not tell what it was that he was trying to indicate.

"Sorry," | said. "l don't see —"

"There," he said, "in the design —low, to the right."

Then | saw it, sonmething | had thought sinply an effect of the lighting. A squirrel-shaped
shadow overlay a part of the design. Several upright, shining pieces of netal were contained by
the shadow s perineter

"That's it?" | said.

"Yes," he replied. "It is held there by seven silver nails."

"How does one go about releasing it?" | asked.

"The nails nust be drawn."”

"I's there a danger to the person who woul d draw t henP"

"I don't know. He never said."

| reared up and extended a paw. | touched the topnost nail. It was sonmewhat | oose, and
not hi ng unusual happened to ne. So | |eaned forward, seized it with ny teeth and withdrewit,
dropping it then to the floor

Wth ny paw, | tested the remaining six. Two of themwere obviously |oose. These | seized,
one after the other, and pulled themout with nmy teeth. They gl eamed upon the floor, real silver,
and Graymal k i nspected them

"What did you feel," she asked, "as you drew t henf"

"Not hing special," | said. "Do you see anything about themthat | don't?"

"No. | think the power is mainly in that design. |If there is to be a reaction, look to the
wall for it."
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| tested the remaining four. These were tighter in place than the ones | had drawn. The
shadow out | i ne was now undul ati ng anmong t hem

"Have you felt anything special while | was about it, Cheeter?" | asked.

"Yes," he replied. "I felt a small tingling at each place in ny body that seened to
correspond to the place in the shadow from which the nail was renoved."

"Tell me if it changes," | said, and | |eaned forward, took hold of another nail, and worked

it back and forth with ny teeth.

It took about a half-nminute to | oosen, and then | dropped it to the floor and tried the other
three in succession. Two seened seated fairly tightly, and one about the sane as that which I had
just drawn. | took hold of the |ooser one and worried it till it, too, came free. By then, the
shadow was shrinking and expanding regularly, as if it were flapping in the third dinension of
thickness with parts of it beconming inperceptible to ne each tinme this occurred.

"The tingling is not going away," Cheeter remarked. "I'mbeginning to feel it all over now"

"Any pain invol ved?"

"No. "

| poked with my paw at the two remaining nails. Tight. Perhaps it would be better to fetch
Larry and a pair of pliers than to risk breaking ny teeth on them Still, it wouldn't hurt to try
a bit first. | worried one for the better part of a mnute, and it did seemto |oosen slightly
near the end. | stopped to rest nmy jaws then, promising nyself | would have a go at both nails

before |I considered quitting.

I gave the second one —which was | ocated about ten inches to the left of the first —well
over a mnute of the sane treatnent, and | found it hard to tell when I'd let up whether 1'd
affected it much.

| did not like the taste of the plaster and the pignment used in the design. | was not sure
what |ay beneath the plaster, holding the nails in place. Not enough of that covering had chi pped
away for me to distinguish the surface it covered —only enough for grit with a danp basenent
taste to cone into nmy nouth

| stepped back. The design | ooked sl obbered-upon, and I wondered how dog spit woul d affect
its subtle functions.

"Pl ease don't quit," Cheeter said. "Try again."

"I'"mjust catching nmy breath," | told him "I've been using ny front teeth so far, because
it was easier. I'mgoing to switch to the side now "

So | leaned again and took a grip with nmy back teeth, right side, upon the nail which seened
to have responded slightly to ny suasions. | had it noving, then | oosening, before too |ong.

Finally, | dropped it and listened. Silver nakes a pl easant sound when it's struck

"Six," | announced. "How does it feel now?"

"More tingling," Cheeter said. "Maybe sone sort of anticipation.”

"Last chance to quit while you' re ahead," | said, as | repositioned nyself to use the left

side of my jaws on the final one.

"Go ahead," he told ne.

So | caught hold and began to work it, slowy, with steady pressure rather than jerking
nmovenents, which | had | earned fromthe previous one to be nore effective. | feared for ny teeth,
but nothing cracked or chipped. As much as | |iked the sound of silver, | did not like its cold
metallic taste.

And all this while the shadow itself flowed over ny face intermttently, passing before ny
eyes like a quick cloud before the sun, wapping ne nonentarily, falling | oose again.

| felt the nail nove. M/ jaws were beginning to ache by then, though, and | swi tched sides.
|"ve cracked | arge bones with ny teeth, and | know the power that is there. But this required
nore than sinple biting ability. It was the novenment that was really inmportant, involving ny neck
muscl es as well as ny jaws. Forward, back

And then the nail began to |loosen. | paused to rest.

"What do we do when it's free?" | asked them "What's to prevent its sinply slipping away?
I's there any special neans of reattaching it?"

"I don't know," Cheeter said. "I never thought of that."

"How was it separated fromyou in the first place?" G aynmal k asked

"He made a light and cast it there upon the wall," Cheeter said. "He drove in the nails,
then passed his sickle close to nmy body, somehow severing it. When | noved away, it remmined. |
felt different imrediately."

"I't will respond to your life," Gaynmalk said, "if you position yourself correctly and it
flows over you. But your life nust be exposed at the seven points which held it —and it wll
respond to the nails which bound it."
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"What do you mean?" Cheeter asked.

"Bl ood," she said. "You nust scratch a wound on the back of each paw, one atop your head,
one at the mddle of your tail, one m dback —the seven places the shadow was pierced. Wen Snuff
renoves the final nail he nust take care not sinply to draw it straight out but to drag it
downwar d, snagging the shadow, pulling it to cover you. You will then be standing with a foot on

each of the four nails which held the paws, your tail resting upon that of the tail, your head
ext ended and down to touch the sixth —"
"I don't know which nail is which now," he said.
"I do," she replied. "I've been watching. Then Snuff will drag the shadow over you and drop

its nail upon your back at the place of the seventh wound. This should serve to bind it to you
again."

"Gray," | said, "how do you know all this?"

"I was recently given a small w sdom" she responded.

"By the high cat —"

"Hush!" she said. "This place is not that place. Leave it there."

"Sorry."

She noved to position the nails, and Cheeter scratched hinself —paws, head, and tail. |
could snell his bl ood.

"I can't reach ny back for the seventh," he said.

Her right paw slashed forward, opening a bright inch at the the mddle of his back. It cane
too fast for himeven to flinch

"There," she said. "Position yourself upon the nails now, as | have instructed."”

He nmoved and did so, sprawl ed notionless then

| returned to the final nail, taking hold and pulling slowy. As soon as | felt it cone
| oose | dragged it down the wall and across the floor toward Cheeter, never lifting it from
contact with a surface the entire while. | had no idea, though, whether the shadow was coni ng
along with it, and | was in no position to ask. Still, if it weren't, | guessed G aynal k woul d

have sai d sonet hi ng.
"Lead it over himand drop it upon his back," she said, "at the place of ny nmark."
| did that, stepping back i mediately afterwards.
"Do you know whether it's taken hol d?" | asked Cheeter
"I can't tell," he said.
"Do you feel any different?"
"I don't know. "

"What now, Gray?" | asked. "How long do we wait to see whether it's attached?"

"Let's give it a mnute or two," she replied.

"The design," Cheeter said then. "It's changing."

| turned and | ooked. There might have been a trace of novenment to it as | did so, but it was
gone by the time | faced it. It did |ook smaller, though, a bit |ess extended to the left, and
differently disposed to the right. And its colors seened brighter

"I think that nmeans it's in place now," he said. "I want to nove."

He sprang up and raced across the floor, scattering the nails. He bounded hal fway up the
stair, turned, and |ooked back at us. It was too dimto see whether he'd achieved the desired
result.

"Come on!" he said. "Let's go out!"

We followed him and | opened the kitchen door without difficulty. As soon as | did, he
rushed past us.
The sun had cone out, and as he flashed across the yard we coul d see the shadow whi ch

acconpanied him He leaped up onto the wall, hesitated, |ooked back
"Thanks!" he said.
"Where are you headed?" | asked.
"The woods," he answered. "Good-bye."

Then he was off the wall and away.

Cct ober 26

It was a slow day. No rounds to nake. Just an occasional glance at the bottle of port,
whi ch had begun glowing faintly. | took several walks and visited briefly with Gaynmal k. She had
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nothing new to report. Strolled around Rastov's place, but Quicklinme was nowhere in sight.
Sniffed about Morris and MacCab's, but N ghtwind had retired sonmewhere for the day. Walked up to
Larry's, to keep himcurrent on events, but he was out. WAandered over to the Good Doctor's storm
crowned quarters, but there was no activity there that was viewable fromw thout. WMude ny way to
the Great Detective's donmicile, but all was quiet at the manse. | couldn't really tell whether he
was there or not. Passed the church and the vicarage a couple of tinmes, and Tekela saw nme the
second tinme by and flew away. Went back hone and ate. Took a nap

| grew restless in the evening and went out again. Gaymalk wasn't out and Larry wasn't
back. | ran across a field and then decided to prowl the woods, to keep the old instincts in
shape. Frightened a few rabbits. Sniffed out a fox's trail and tracked it for a tine. dever
little lady, though. She picked up on ne, doubled back, and lost ne in a stream Good to be
rem nded of these matters.

Suddenly, | decided to take a hint and enter the streamnyself. Upstream was downw nd, so |
headed that way, which is what the fox had probably done, too, when she'd realized what | was just
then realizing, about being foll owed.

My tracker was pretty clunsy, though, and it was not difficult to nake ny way back, staying
downwi nd and keeping to cover, and to surprise himthere at the stream s edge.

He was big, bigger than ne, wolf-sized.

“"Larry?" | called. "I've been |ooking for you."
"Yes?" came the reply.

"You're not Larry," | said.

"No. "

"Way were you follow ng ne?"
"I just wandered by a few days ago, and | was thinking of spending the winter in this wood.
This is a very strange place, though. The people in the area do peculiar things —often to each

other. | followed you when | saw you, to ask how safe it m ght be for me."

"Some of themare getting ready for sonething that will be happening at the end of the
month,” | said. "Lielowtill it's past and you'll probably be all right for the winter, if you
exercise a little discretion when you take a sheep or a pig. Don't |eave carcasses in plain
sight, | nean."

"What's going on at the end of the nonth?"

"Weird stuff,"” I said. "Alittle specialized craziness. Stay away from any human gat herings
that night."

"\ 2"

About then, a little noonlight reached us through the branches.
"Because it mght get you killed —or worse."
"I don't understand."

"You don't have to," | said, and | turned and got out.

"Snuff! Wait! Conme back!" he called.

But | just kept going. He tried to follow ne, but Gower'd showmn ne stuff that even the fox
woul d have been proud of. | lost himeasily.

In the moonlight |I'd recognized himfromhis |ikeness in the ward-screen as one of the
prowl ers who'd been snooping around while we were in London. Maybe he'd just been checking things
out, as he'd said. But put that together with his knowi ng ny nane when | hadn't given it to him
and | didn't like it a bit.

Overhead, growing in strength, the ol der, w ser noon paced ne. |'d give her a run for her
silver.

Cct ober 27

I was awakened by a scratching on the back door. | went to it and pushed ny hatch open
G aymal k was sitting before it, waiting. It occurred to ne that | can't tell when she's smling
ei ther.

| checked the sky, which was cloudy with bl ue breaks.
"Good norning," | said then

"'Morning, Snuff. Did Il wake you?"

| stepped outside and stretched.

"Yes," | said. "But | was oversleeping. Thanks."
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"How are your aches and pai ns?"

"Much inproved. Your own?"

"Better."

"Yesterday was pretty quiet," | said, "for a change."

"But |ast night was a different natter," she said.

"Ch? What do you nean?"

"Then you haven't heard about the fire?"

"Fire? No. \Were? What happened?”

"The Good Doctor got burned out. It's still snoldering. | took a walk very early this
nmorning and | snelled it. Went over and watched for a long tinme. H's stormfinally stopped when
the place caved in."

"I's he all right? And the other fellows? D d they get out?"

"l don't know. |'mnot sure they did, though. | didn't see them"

"Maybe | ought to sniff around a bit," | said.

"M ght be a good idea."

We headed off in that direction

It was odd, coming on the place without a stormragi ng overhead. The house was bl ackened and
still snoky, its roof and three walls fallen, the ground dark with ashes, debris, and the singeing
effects of the heat, about it. Of to the west —to our right, as we approached —the barn stood
unscat hed. The ground everywhere near us was wet to the point of squishiness fromthe del uge that
had descended upon it in past weeks.

We circled the burnt place slowy, peering into it. Past charred beans and fragnented walls,
| could nake out banks of broken equi pnent far below. The snell fromthe fire and the danpness of

the earth nade it inpossible for me to detect any useful scents in the vicinity. | told Gaynalk
this, and she said, "Then you can't tell whether the Good Doctor and his assistants escaped or
peri shed?"

"Afraid not," | answered.

W went off to take a ook at the bam As we departed the ravaged area and neared that
structure,

| did pick up a fresh scent. Very fresh. Just ahead, in fact. | broke into a run

"What is it?" Graynmal k asked.

There was no tine to respond to her. 1'd glinpsed himrounding the corner of the building,
and | raced that way. He saw me coning, realized that | could nmove a |lot faster than he coul d,
and dashed inside one of a nunber of wooden crates strewn there. | approached the crate and stuck

my head inside, fangs bared.

Bubo crouched in its farthest recess.

"Remenber what they say about cornered rats," he said. "W can be nasty."

"I"'msure," | replied. "But what'd be the point? No one wants to hurt you."

"You were chasing ne."

"I wanted to talk to you."

"So you brought along a cat."

"I can let you talk to her if you don't want to talk to ne."

| started to withdraw

"No! Wait! 1'd rather talk to you!"

"AI'l right," | said. "I just wanted to know what happened here.

"There was a fire."

"I can see that. Howd it get started?"

"The experinent man got nad at the Good Doctor and started wecking the lab. Sparks from
sone of the equipnment set the place burning."

"' The experinent man'?"

"You know. The big fellow the Good Doctor put together fromall the parts his assistant dug
up for him"

| recalled the snell of death and | began to understand.

"What happened then?" | asked.

"The experinent man ran out and hid in the barn here, as he always did after an argument. |
got out, too. The place burned down."

"Did the Good Doctor and his assistant get out in time?"

"I don't know. When | went back and | ooked later there was no way | could tell."

"What about the experinment man? |Is he still in the barn?"
"No. He ran away later. | don't know where he is."
| backed up. "lI'msorry," | said, and | withdrew nmy head fromthe crate.
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Graymal k i nmedi atel y noved near and asked, "Was the Good Doctor an opener or a closer?"

"Please," he said, "let ne be. I'mjust a sinple pack rat. Snuff! Don't let her have me!"
"I'"ve already eaten,"” she said. "Besides, | owe you courtesy as a fellow player."
"No you don't," he said. "It's over. Over."

"Just because your master is dead doesn't nmean | should treat you as anything other than a
pl ayer."

"But you know. You nust know. You're toying with nme. Cats are that way. |'mnot a player.
I never was. Have you really eaten recently?"

"Yes. "

"That's worse then. You'll toy nore."

"Shut up a minute!" she said.
"See? There goes the courtesy."

"Be still. | _am starting to get angry. What do you nean you were never a player?"

"Just that. | saw a good thing and | decided to junp aboard."

"You' d better explain."

"I told you | was just a pack rat. | used to hear all you fol ks tal king —Ni ghtw nd,
Qui ckline, Cheeter, you and Snuff —as | lurked about ny business. | got the idea pretty quick
that there was sone sort of strange Gane going on, and you were all players. You all had it
pretty good and you all left each other alone, even hel ped each other sonmetinmes. So | decided to

| earn as much about your Gane as | could and figure out how | could pass for one of you. |
realized pretty quickly that you all had pretty weird nmasters and mistresses. Then | knew that

could do it. After all, 1'd been hanging around the Good Doctor's place already, for the
leftovers fromhis work. So | let on that he was in the Gane and that | worked for him Sure
enough, | got respect and decent treatnent fromthe rest of you. It made life a |ot easier. What
a tragedy —the fire. [It'll be rough spending winter in the barn. But rats are adaptable. W —
"Be still," she said again, and he obeyed. "Snuff, do you realize what this means?"
"Yes," | said. "There was no secret player. What it was, was that | had one player too nany

in my calculations. The Good Doctor nust just have cone here seeking a little privacy for his
wor k. "

" And that explains why the divinations concerning himwere al ways anbi guous. "

"OfF course. 1'll have to do some new figuring, soon. Thank you, Bubo. You've just hel ped
me quite a bit."

Graymal k noved away fromthe crate and Bubo peered out.

"You mean | can go?" he said.

| was feeling generous, happy even, at the final piece for nmy puzzle. And he | ooked kind of
pat heti c.

"Or you can conme with us, if you like," | said. "You don't have to live in the barn. You
can stay at ny place. It's warmand there's plenty to eat."”

"You really mean that?"

"Sure. You've been a help."

"Of course you do |ive near a cat.

G aymal kK made her | aughi ng sound.

"You gave us professional help," she said. "I'Il |eave you on ny professional courtesy
list."

"All right, I'Il doit,” he told ne.

He emerged and we headed back

COct ober 28

| knew, but of course | had to check it out by laying it on the terrain. | strolled by nost
of the places | had visited yesterday, wondering who else mght have figured it out yet. | saw

the vicar and he saw nme, froma distance, after Tekela'd brought her notice of me to his
attention, in passing. He was just carrying a carton into the vicarage froma wagon, and he
stopped to glare. He was still wearing the bandage on his ear. The G eat Detective Ms. Enderby
happened to be in a tree in her yard with a pair of binoculars when | passed, and called out to
ne.

"Snuff, please conme here!"
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| kept going.
The sun was shining intermttently through masses of clouds. Yet nore | eaves, fallen and
falling, were scudding in the breezes. | headed south.

Bubo had set up housekeeping in our basenent, though he wandered the house with our |eave and
ate with me in the kitchen.

"What becanme of the Things in the Mrror? O to the nmirror, for that matter?" he'd asked.

So | told himthe story of the attack, following our trip to town. Wich led into the story
of our trip to town.

"Wuldn't put it past the vicar," he said. "He's taken many a shot at ne with that crossbow
of his, and |I never did anything to him except hunt through his dustbin on occasion. Is that
cause to put an arrow in a fellow? | hope he fudges the final business and you fellows blow him
to oblivion."

"Just how nmuch do you know about the Game, anyway?" | asked.

"I"'ve heard a lot. |'ve seen a lot. Everybody talked freely because they assuned | was a
part of it. After atine, | alnpst got to feeling | was,"” he reflected. "I know so nuch about

it."

And he proceeded to tell me the story of how a nunber of the proper people are attracted to
the proper place in the proper year on a night in the | onesone Cctober when the noon shines ful
on Hall oween and the way may be opened for the return of the Elder Gods to Earth, and of how some
of these people would assist in the opening of the way for themwhile others would strive to keep
the way closed. For ages, the closers have won —often just barely —and there were stories of a
shadowy man, half-mad, a killer, a wanderer, and his dog, who always showed up to attenpt the
closing. Sone said that he was Cain hinsel f, doonmed to walk the Earth, nmarked; others said he'd a
pact with one of the El ders who secretly wished to thwart the others; none really knew. And the
peopl e woul d acquire certain tools and other objects of power, neet together at the designated
spot and attenpt to work their wills. The wi nners wal ked away, the | osers suffered for their
presunption by a reaction fromthe cosnic principles involved in the attenpt. Then he naned the
pl ayers and their tools, adding an awareness of the cal cul ation, of divinations, of magica
attacks and def enses.

"Bubo," | said, "you have inpressed ne as few have inpressed ne —learning all that without
gi ving yourself away."

"Rats have strong survival instincts,” he said. "l needed to know it to stay safe in this
area."

"No, you didn't,"” | said. "You could have renained out of it and gone about your business.
The deception itself was a | ot nore dangerous."

"Al'l right. | got curious about all these cryptic comments | kept hearing. Probably too
curious for nmy own good. What it was, | think, is that | enjoyed pretending | was playing, too.
I'd never done anything inmportant before, and it felt good."

"Come on," | told him "Get up on ny back, and I'Il take you to see the G psies. Good nusic
and all."

W stayed late at the canp. | don't have that nany friends, and it was a good eveni ng.

As | nmade my way to Dog's Nest | canme across anot her set of the huge, m sshapen footprints at
the hill's base. There were sone up on top, too. | wondered where the experinent man woul d go,
now hi s hone was destroyed.

| made a circuit of the hilltop, drawing ny |lines again, laying themout upon the |and,
excluding the ruined farmhouse to the sout hwest now, which noved things considerably northward,
taking into account the two satellite graves, trying it both with and without Larry's place in the
fornmulation. Wth it, it cane to another nothing wlderness spot. Wthout it, however, cane a

pl ace al ready touched by the High Powers. | was standing upon it. It was here, Dog's Nest, amd
its broken circle of stone, where the final act would take place. Larry was just a friend of the
court. | threw back ny head and howl ed. The design was conplete

On the rock where our earlier adventure had begun the inscription flared briefly, as if in
endor senent .
| departed quickly, skipping upon the hill

M dni ght .

"I"ve found it, Jack!" | said, and | told himBubo's story.

". . . And subtracting the Good Doctor |eaves us atop ny hill," | concl uded.

"Of course the others will divine it within the next few days."

". . . And the word will be passed. True. | can only recall one tine when no one figured it
properly."
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"My, that was | ong ago. "

"Yes, and we all sat down to dinner together, nmade a joke of it, and went our ways."

"Such things are rare.”

"I ndeed. "

“I think this will be a close one, Snuff."

"So dol. Andit's been a strange one fromthe start. This quality may carry through."

" Oh?"

"Just a feeling."

"I trust your instincts. W nust be ready for anything. Too bad about Jill and Gaynal k. "
"I"'ve decided | will stay friends with themto the end," | said.

He squeezed ny shoul der
"As you woul d."

"I't's not_like Dijon, is it?" | asked.

"No. Many odd things have happened this tine around,” he said. "Stiff upper lip, friend."

"That's how | smile," | said.

Cct ober 29

Foll owi ng lunch at Jill's place —to which Bubo was al so invited, having finally acknow edged
G aymalk to be a cat of a different category — | took a wal k back to the ruin of the Good
Doctor's place. The nmeal had had an al nbst elegiac quality to it, Jack having asked outri ght
whet her she'd consider switching, Jill having adnitted to a conflict in her synpathies now but

being deternmined to play the Game through as she'd started. It felt odd to be dining with the
eneny and to care that nuch about them So | took a walk afterwards, nore for sonething to do

whil e being alone than for any pressing purpose. | took my tine in going. The charred ruin stil
snell ed strongly; and though |I circled it many times, | could see no bones or other signs of dead
humans within. | wandered over to the barn then, wondering whet her the experinment man nmi ght have

returned to it to hide.

The door was opened sufficiently for ne to enter, and | did. Wile his disconcerting odor
was present, it did not seema recent thing, as snells went. Still, | sought in each stall, even
stirring through the hay. 1 checked in every corner, cubby, and bin. 1 even nounted the | adder
to the loft and | ooked about there.

Then | noticed a peculiar shape to the rear —that of a bat hanging froma beam Wile al
bats ook pretty nmuch alike to nme, especially when you turn them upside-down, it reminded ne a | ot

of Needle. | approached and said |loudly, "Hey, Needle! Wat the hell are you doing here?"

It stirred slightly, but did not seeminclined to wake up. So |I reached out and prodded it
with my paw

"Conme on, Needle. | want to talk to you," | said.

It unfurled its wings and stared at ne. |t yawned, then, "Snuff, what are you doing here?"
it said.

"Checking out the aftermath of the fire. What about you?"

"Same thing, but daylight caught me and | decided to sleep here."

"Does the experinment nan still cone here?"

"I don't know. He hasn't today. And | don't know whether the Good Doctor got away either
How s the Gane progressing?"

"Now | 've |l earned that the Good Doctor was never in it, |I've found the point of manifestation
—the big hill with the fallen stones.”

"Really. Now that's interesting. What else is new?"

"Rastov and Onen are dead. Quickline and Cheeter went back to the woods."

“"Yes, I'd heard that."

"So it seens soneone's killing openers."

"Rastov was a cl oser."

"I think Onen talked himinto sw tching."

"No, he tried but he didn't succeed."

"How do you know t hat ?"

"I used to get into Onen's place through Cheeter's attic hole and listen to themtalk. | was
there the night before Rastov was killed. They were drinking and quoting everybody from Thomas
Paine to N etzsche at each other, but Rastov didn't switch."

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/Zelazny,%20Ro0g...A%20Night%20In%20The%20Lonesome%200ctober.txt (69 of 82) [1/19/03 10:21:36 PM]



file://IF|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/Z el azny,%20Roger%20-%20A %20Night%201 n%20The%20L onesome%6200ctober.txt

"Interesting. You sound as if you're still in the Gane."

There cane a faint sound frombelow, just as he said, "Ch, I am —Get down! Flat!"

I threw nyself onto ny right side. A crossbow bolt passed very near and enbedded itself into
the wall right above nme. | turned ny head and saw Vicar Roberts below, near to the door, just
| owering the weapon. His face held a nasty snile.

If I ran and junped |I'd be downstairs in a trice. | night also break a leg in the process,

t hough, and then he could finish me easily. The alternative was to clinb down the way |'d cone
up, backing down the | adder. For anatomi cal reasons, ny descent is always slower than ny ascent.
If | did not do this, however, he could crank the weapon back, seat a bolt, and cone up after ne.
In that case, the odds would be in his favor. At least, he didn't have any arned assistants with
hi m .

I thought back quickly, recalling howlong it usually took to get such a weapon cocked.
There was no choice, and there was no tine to wait if | were to have any chance at all

| rushed to the head of the | adder, turned, and began ny descent. The vicar had al ready

| onered the bow by then and commenced rearming it. | noved as fast as | was able, but as
searched with a hind | eg after each wooden crosspi ece ny back felt terribly exposed. Should
make it to the floor unpierced | knew that | would still be at high risk. | hurried. | saw
sonet hing bl ack flutter by.

| heard the final click. | heard the sounds of his fitting the quarrel into place. It was
still a good distance down. | descended another step. | inmagined himraising the weapon, taking
a leisurely sighting at an easy target. | hoped that | was right about the fluttering, about
Needl e. Another step. . . .

| knew that | was right when | heard the vicar utter an oath. | descended one nore step

Then | decided | could risk no nore. | pushed nyself backward, letting nyself fall the rest of

the way, recalling things Graymal k had said about always |anding on her feet, wishing I'd been
born with that ability, trying to achieve it this one time, anyway.

| tried to torque ny body in the proper direction — along the long axis, relaxing ny |egs
the while. The bolt passed well above nme, fromthe sound | heard of it striking wood. But the
man was al ready cranking the weapon again as | hit the ground. | did land on nmy feet, but they
went out fromunder ne imediately. As | struggled to rise, | saw himfinish cocking the thing,
now i gnoring the black formwhich darted before him M left hind leg hurt. | pushed nyself
upri ght, anyway, and turned. He had the quarrel in one hand and was moving to fit it into place
I had to rush him to try knocki ng himover before he succeeded and got off another shot. | knew

that it was going to be close

And then there was a shadow in the doorway at his back.

"Why, Vicar Roberts, whatever are you doing with that archaic weapon?" cane the wonderfully
controlled falsetto of the Great Detective in his Linda Enderby guise.

The vicar hesitated, then turned.

"Madam " he said, "I was about to performa conmunity service by dispatching a vicious brute
whi ch even now is preparing to attack us.™
| began wagging ny tail inmmediately and put on ny idiot slobbering hound expression, tongue

hangi ng out and all.

"That hardly seens a vicious beast to ne," the voice of the lady stated, as the Geat
Det ective nmoved in quickly, passing between the vicar and nyself to effectively block a shot.
"That's just old Snuff. Everybody knows Snuff. Not a mean bone in his body. Good Snuff! Good
dog!"

The ol d hand-on-head busi ness followed, patting. | responded as if it were the greatest
i nvention since free |unch

"What ever nade you think himantisocial?"

"Madam that was the creature that alnost tore ny ear off."

"I amcertain you nust be mstaken, sir. | cannot conceive of this aninml as behaving
aggressively — except possibly in self-defense.”

The vicar's face was quite red and his shoul ders | ooked very tense. For a norment | thought
he might actually try angling in a shot at nme, anyhow.

"I really feel," the Linda voice went on, "that if you have any conpl aints concerning the
ani mal you ought to take themup with his owner first before enbarking on a drastic action that
m ght well draw the attention of the Humane Society and not rest well with the parishioners."

"That man is a godl ess jackanapes . " he began, but then his shoul ders sl unped. "Perhaps
however, | acted hastily. As you say, the parishioners mght view it askance, not know ng the
full measure of my conplaints. Yes. Very well." He |owered the weapon and rel eased its tension
"This will be settled," he said then, "in another day or two. But for now | accept your counse
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and will do nothing rash." He put away the quarrel in a case slung over his shoul der, slinging
t he weapon, also, monents later. "And so, madam | thank you again for those cookies you brought
by, which | found quite tasty, and | bid you a good day."

"I trust your daughter enjoyed themas well?"

"I ndeed she did. W both thank you."

He turned then and passed out through the door. The Great Detective i mediately followed him
to it and peered out, doubtless to nmake certain that he was indeed departing. Before | could take
the sane route to the sanme end, however, he caught hold of the door and slid it the rest of the
way shut.

Turni ng, he studi ed ne.

"Snuff," he said, the falsetto vani shed, "you are fortunate that | have a good pair of
bi nocul ars and have been inclined to use them of |ate.

"You are a very unusual creature,” he continued. "I first encountered you in Soho when
assisting sone friends at the Yard in their investigation of a very unusual series of killings.
Subsequently, | have found you to be present in numerous situations both bizarre and intriguing.
Your presence seens to have becone al nbst a common denominator to all of the recent peculiar
occurrences in this area. It |long ago passed the point where | could safely deemit a natter of
coi nci dence. "

| sat down and scratched ny left ear with ny hind | eg.

"That is not going to work with ne, Snuff,"” he said. "I know that you are not just a dumb
dog, a subhuman intelligence. | have |learned a great deal concerning the affairs of this nonth,
this place, the people engaged in the enterprise which | believe you refer to as '"the Gane.'"

| paused in nmy scratching to study his face.

"I interviewed both the inebriated Russian and the equally distracted Wl shman on their ways

hone fromthe pub one night, in ny guise as a jovial traveler in commercial sales. | have spoken
with the G psies, with your neighbors, with all of the principals involved in this matter of
pur ported netaphysical conflict —yes, | knowit to be that —and | have observed nany things

which permtted ne to deduce the outlines of a dark picture.”

| yawned in the rude way dogs sonetines do. He sml ed.

"No good, Snuff," he said. "You can dispense with the mannerisns. | amcertain that you
understand every word | am saying, and you nust be curious as to the extent of ny know edge of the
cerenony to be conducted here on All Hallows' Eve and ny intentions concerning it."

He paused, and we studied each other. He wasn't giving anything away, even at the olfactory
| evel

"So |l think it is time for a sign of good faith,” he finally said. "Apart fromthe fact that
I may just have rescued you fromnortal distress, there are nore things that | wish to say and
sone that | need to know, and | believe these would benefit you as well as nyself. If you would
be so good as to acknow edge ny words, | will proceed."

| looked away. | had anticipated this as soon as he had begun addressing me in a rationa
fashion. | still had not decided what mny response should be when he finally got around to asking
for what had to be a token of faith. And that is what it came down to . . . faith in the man's
prof essional integrity, though | was certain he would not approve of the goings-on here, and |'d
no i dea where his significant loyalty lay —to law, or to justice; nor whether he really
under st ood what was at stake. Still, | did want to know what he had | earned and what he had
i ntended, and | knew there would be no way for himlater to prove his assunptions concerning
myself even if | did give himthe acknow edgnment he want ed.

So | | ooked back at him net his eyes for several |ong seconds, then nodded once.
"Very good," he responded. "To continue: A great nunber of crimes have apparently been
conmmitted by nearly everyone involved in this 'Ganme,' as you call it. Many of them would be

virtually inpossible to denonstrate in court —but | have neither a client who requires that |
find a way of doing so, nor inclination to pursue such matters for ny own anusement. Technically,
I amhere only as a friend of the Yard, for purposes of investigating the likely rmurder of a
police officer. And this matter will be dealt with in due tine. Since ny arrival in this place,

however, | have been nore and nore inpressed by the unusual goings-on, until, at length —largely
because of M. Talbot's strange condition and that of the one known as the Count —I| have becone
convinced that there is sonmething truly unnatural involved. Wile I dislike such a concl usion,
recent personal experiences have also led nme to accept its validity. Such being the case, | am

moved to interfere with your 'Gane' two days hence.”

| shook ny head slowy, fromside to side.

"Snuff, that rascal who just left is planning to nurder his stepdaughter on Al Hall ows'
Eve!"
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| nodded.

"You count enance this behavior?"

I shook ny head fromside to side, then turned and wal ked away fromhimto a place where dust
| ay heavy upon the floorboards. Wth ny paw | made four strokes in the dust: LT.

He foll owed nme and watched. Then he said slowy, "Law ence Tal bot?"

| nodded.

"He plans to prevent the killing?"

| nodded agai n.

"Snuff, | know nore about himthan he realizes, and | have experinented with nany sorts of
drugs nyself over the years. | knowthat his intent is to rescue Lynette on the night of the

cerenony, but | do not believe that he has sufficiently refined the dosage which he feels w |
carry him past the noon nadness of his affliction. And whatever the case, Vicar Roberts is aware
that there is one of his sort involved, and he has nelted down a piece of the rectory silverware

to cast a bullet for a pistol he will be carrying with himthat night."

He paused and studied ne. | believed him but | did not know what to do.

"The only part | can see for nyself in this entire affair would be to effect the girl's
rescue, should M. Talbot fail. To do this, | require sonething fromyou: | nust know where the
cerenony is to take place. Do you know?"

| nodded.

"WIl you show nme?"

I nodded again, and | |ooked toward the door

For a second his hand twitched toward nmy head, then he lowered it and smled. He noved to
the door and slid it open. W stepped outside, where | |ooked in the direction of Dog's Nest and
barked once. Then | began wal ki ng. He foll owed.

Oct ober 30

There was not a great deal to do today. And tonorrow will likely be the sane. Till night.
Those of us who remain will gather atop the hill at midnight. W will bring kindling, and we will
cooperate in the building of a big fire. It will serve as illumnation, and into it will be cast
all the bones, herbs, and other ingredients we have been preparing all nonth to give ourselves an
edge and to confound our enemies. It may stink. It may snell wonderful. Forces will westle

within it, play about it, giving to it a nulticolored ninbus, and occasionally causing it to
produce nusical sounds and wailings amid its crackling and popping. Then we will position
ourselves in an arc before the thing our divinations have shown us to be the Gateway —which we
have already determ ned to be the stone bearing the inscription. The openers and their friends
will stand at one end of the arc, the closers at the other. Al w Il have brought the tools they
intend to enploy. Sone of these are neutral, such as the ring, the pentacle, the icon, to take
their character — of opening, or closing —fromthe hands of those who wield them others —the
two wands, one for opening, one for closing —will naturally be held by those of these
persuasions. Jill holds the Opening Wand, ny naster the C osing Wand. The forces of the neutra
objects will support the efforts of that side for which they are enpl oyed, which nakes the outcome
sound like a sinple mathematical affair. But it isn't. The strength of the individual counts for
much; and these affairs seemto generate strange byplay as well, which contributes to overal

di spositions of power. And then there is the matter of experience. Theoretically, everything
shoul d be conducted at a netaphysical level, but this is seldomreally the case. Still, no natter
how physical it may get, the reputation attached to Jack and his knife generally grants us

consi derabl e protecti on agai nst nundane violence. W tend to maintain our positions in the arc
once the cerenony has begun, and sonetines things happen to players during its course. There is a
sort of psychic circuit established anbng us. |t need not be disastrous to break the arc, though
it may be a courting of m schance somewhere along the line. Prelimnary rites will begin, as a
matter of individual choice, often at odds with one another. The power will build and build. To
back it inits shifting, psychic attacks nmay be shot back and forth. Disasters may foll ow.

Players may fall, or go mad, catch fire, be transforned. The Gateway may begin to open at any
tinme, or it may await the invitation of the Cpening Wand. The resistance will begin inmediately.
The Closing Wand wil|l be enployed, and any ancillary forces that may feed it. Eventually, at the
end of our exercises —which nay take only a little while, though conceivably they could | ast

until dawn (and in such a stalenmated case, the closers would win by default) — the matter will be
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deci ded. Bad things happen to the | osers.

But one thing remai ned undone. | headed up the road. | had to find Larry. | had del ayed
too long in telling himthe truth about Linda Enderby. Now | also had to tell himwhat the vicar
had di vi ned, and about the silver bullet that awaited him This could call for a radical revision
of his plan.

| barked and scratched at his door several times. There was no answer. | circled the place,
peering in windows, scratching, barking repeatedly. No response. It seened deserted.

Rat her than depart, however, | circled again, sniffing, analyzing every scent. His was
strongest to the rear of the house, indication of his nost recent departure. Nose |ow then, |
followed the trail he had left. It led back to a small grove of trees at the rear of his
property. | could hear a faint sound of running water fromw thin the grove.

Making my way through it, | discovered that the small stream which traversed his property had
here been diverted to the extent of filling a little pool before it departed. Small, hunped

bri dges crossed the stream —both the entering flow and the departing one. The ground had been
cleared for sonme distance on both sides of it and covered with a | ayer of sand. A nunber of
fairly large, nossy rocks were artfully disposed, yet in an al nbst casual -seem ng fashion. The
sand was raked in swirling patterns. A few low plants grew here and there about the area.

Besi de the largest of the rocks, facing east, Larry sat in a neditative posture, his eyes
nore than hal f-closed, his breathing barely discernible.

| was loath to disturb his meditation or the peace of the place, and had I known how | ong he

m ght be about it, | would have been willing to wait, or even to go away and return later. But
there was no way for me to tell, and since the news | brought himinvolved the safety of his life,
| approached him

"Larry," | said. "It's ne, Snuff. Hate to bother you. . . ."

But | hadn't. He gave no sign of having heard ne.

| repeated what | had said, studying his face, his breathing. There were no changes in
ei ther.

I reached out and touched himwith my paw. No reaction

| barked loudly, several times. It was as if | hadn't. He had gone pretty far, wherever it
was that he had gone.

So | threw back ny head and howed. He didn't notice, and it didn't matter that he didn't

notice. It's a good thing to do when you're frustrated.
Oct ober 31
And so the day arrived, cloudy, and with a small wind out of the north. | told nyself that I

was not nervous, that as an old hand at this there were no jitters of anticipation, rushes of
anxi ety, waves of pure fear. But | had gone down to the basenent to begin ny rounds when |
realized that there were no rounds to nake, and | found nyself returning to check our assenbly of
i ngredi ents and tools over and over again.

Finally, | went out and visited Larry's place. He was gone fromhis grove and the house
seenmed enpty.

I went |ooking for Graymal k, and when we nmet we took a wal k together

We hiked for a long tine in silence before she said, "You and Jack will be the only closers
there."

"It 1 ooks that way," | said.

"I"msorry."

"That's okay."

"Jill and I will be going to a neeting at the vicarage this afternoon. Morris and MacCab

will be there, too."

"Ch? Strategy session?"

"l guess so."

We clinbed to Dog's Nest and | ooked around. An altarlike raised area of boul ders had been
built up before the big stone. Heavy boards lay across it. Sone kindling for the banefire was
al ready stacked, farther off.

"Right there," she said.

"Yes."

"W're going to protest the sacrifice part."
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" Cood. "

"You think Larry will be able to do what he pl ans?"

"I don't know. "

We clinbed down a different way than we'd gone up, discovering sone fresh m sshapen
footprints.

"l wonder what'll beconme of the big fellow now, " she said. "I feel sorry for him That
ni ght he picked ne up he didn't nmean to hurt me, | could tell."

"Anot her lost one," | said. "Yes, sad."

W wal ked again in silence, then, "I want to stand near you in the arc," she said. "I
believe the vicar will be at the left end, with Mirris and MacCab next to him Tekela and
Ni ghtwind with them then Jill. | will stand to her right. | wll assunme a position three paces
forward. That woul d put you and Jack beside us."

" Oh?"

"Yes, |'ve been working for this arrangenent. You nust be to ny right and slightly back —
that is, to Jack's left."

"\ 2"

"Because sonet hing bad may happen if you stand to his right."

"How do you know t hi s?"

"My small wi sdom"

| thought about it. The old cat in the Dreamworl d was obviously on her side, and she was an
opener. Therefore, he could be setting ne up for sonething. However, his remarks concerning the
El ders had al nost seened di sparagi ng, and he had seened kindly disposed toward nme. Reason stopped

here. | knew that | had to trust ny feelings.
"I'll doit."
When we neared our area, | said, "I'"'mgoing to walk over again to see whether Larry's back

Want to cone with?"
"No. That neeting. . . ."

"All right. WlIlIl —It's —been good."

"Yes. | never knew a dog this well before."

"Same with cats and ne. |'Il see you later, then."
"Yes."

She headed hone.

| searched all around Larry's place again, but there was no sign of his return

On ny way horme, | heard ny nane hissed froma clunp of weeds.

"Snuff, old boy. Good to see you. | was on ny way over. Saved ne a trip. . . ."

"Qui cklinme! What have you been up to?"

"Hangi ng out in that orchard, eating the hard stuff," he said. "Just stopped by for a quick
one, on the way over."

"Why were you comng to see me?"

"Learned sonething. Wanted you to know. "

"What ?" | asked.

"I picked up a bad habit from Rastov, | guess. Look at ne. | feel like I'm shedding ny
skin."

"You're not."

"I know. But | really liked him Wen |I left you, | headed for the orchard and just started
eating the old, fernented ones. It was —snug —with him | felt |ike sonebody needed ne. The
fruit's alnost gone now. |'ll conme around. 1'Il be all right. But I'll mss him He was a good
man. The vicar got him—that's what Nightwind told ne. Wnted to narrow the field. That's why
t he Count disposed of Owen —to send the vicar a nessage. You'll get the vicar, won't you?"

"Quick, | think you' ve had too nuch. Omen was killed after the Count was staked."

"Clever, isn't he? That's what | was comng to tell you about. He fooled us. He's stil
around. "

"What ?  How?"

"When | reached the peak of my indulgence the other night," he replied, "I suddenly felt
terribly lonely. | didn't want to be alone, so | went |ooking for soneone, sonething —Ilights,
nmovenent, sounds. | went over to the G psy canp, which was perfect. | curled up beneath a wagon
pl anning to spend the night there and sleep it off. But | overheard parts of a conversation from
the wagon which led ne to nake my way up between its floorboards. | had chosen _the_wagon, and a
pair of guards were in it. Sonetimes they'd speak in their own tongue, sonetines in English —the
younger one wanted the practice. | spent the night in there instead of below. But | |earned the
story. | even found an opening that gave ne a view of the casket.
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"He's with the G psies?”

"Yes. They guard him by day as he sleeps, guard the casket at night when he's away."

"So he'd faked it," | said. "Dressed the skeleton we'd found in his garnments, put the stake
into it hinself."

"Yes, the crunbly skeleton that was already there."

" And that's why the ring wasn't on it."

"Yes, and he was safe in that, too. Anybody finding the renmains would assune that the staker
had taken it."

| felt a chill.

"Quick, he did nake this arrangenent after the death of the noon, didn't he?"

"Yes. Your cal culations would be unaffected."

"Good. But this | don't understand —the Count killed Omen because the vicar killed Rastov.
Onen was an opener. Does that reflect a particular synpathy on the part of the Count? O was he
sinmply out to check the vicar and keep the viol ence from spreadi ng?"

"I don't know. Nothing was said on the matter."

| growl ed softly.

"This is a conplicated one," | said.

"Agreed. Now you know everything | do."

"Thanks. Want to cone with nme?"

"No. I'mreally out of the Game. Good |uck."

"' Luck, Quick."

I heard himslither off.

It rained a little that afternoon, and stopped shortly after sunset. | went outside to | ook
for the moon, and Bubo cane with me. The clouds still veiled her, however, and all we could see

was the big area of brightness she shed in the east. The wind blew chill.
"So this is it,"” Bubo said. "By nmorning it will all be decided."

"Yes."
"I wish | could have been playing all along."
"A wish on the noon," | said. "It nay be true. You have been playing, in a way. You've

traded i nformation, you've watched things devel op, sane as the rest of us."

"Yes, but | didn't really do_ inportant things |like the rest of you."

"It's mainly the little things —all added up —that give us the final picture, that make the
di fference."

"l suppose so," he said. "Yes, it was fun. Do you think —Could | possibly cone with? I'd
like to see it happen, however it goes."

"I"'msorry," | said. "W couldn't be responsible for a civilian, too. | think it's going to
be a rough one."

"I understand," he replied. "I'd guessed you'd say that, but |I had to ask."

| left himthere after a time, watching the sky. The noon was still hidden

And so.

W | eft before mdnight, of course, Jack and I, he in a warmcoat and carrying a satche
cont ai ni ng the equi pnent. Under his other arm he bore a few small logs for the fire. W left
wi t hout bothering to | ock the door.

The sky was begi nning to clear overhead, though the noon was still nasked. There was

sufficient light just fromits gl owthrough, however, to show our way clearly. There was a chill
danp breeze at our backs.

Soon, Dog's Nest was before us, and Jack deci ded we should circle it and nobunt its eastern
sl ope.

We did that, and as we cane in sight of the top a small gl ow was al ready apparent off in the
circle toward the stone with the inscription. Mving nearer, we saw that Vicar Roberts and Mrris
and MacCab were tending a small fire they had obviously just gotten going, nursing it to achieve
greater conpass. The vicar's ear was unbandaged now, and |ight showed through two high
perforations in it. The heap of kindling was much | arger than when Gaymal k and | had been by
earlier.

The banefire is a necessary part of our business. It goes all the way back into the msty
vastness of our practices. Both sides require it, soin this sense it is a neutral instrunent.
After mdnight, it comes to burn in nore than one world, and we may add to it those things which
enhance our personal strengths and serve our ends. It attracts otherworldly beings synpathetic to
both sides, as well as neutral spirits who may be swayed by the course of the action. Voices and
sights may pass through it, and it serves as a secondary, supportive point of manifestation to
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what ever the opening or closing object may be. Custonarily, we all bring sonmething to feed it,

and it interacts with all of us throughout the ritual. | had urinated on one of our sticks, for
exanpl e, several days earlier. There are tinmes when players have been attacked by its flanes; and
I can recall an instance when one was defended by a sudden wall of fire it issued. It is also
good for disposing of evidence. It conmes in handy on particularly cold nights, too.

"Good evening," Jack said as we approached, and he added his contribution to the woodpile.

"Good evening, Jack," the vicar said, and Mrris and MacCab nodded.

Lynette lay on her back upon the altar, head turned in our direction, eyes closed, breathing
slow. Well drugged, of course. She had on a long white garnent, and her dark hair hung | cose. |

| ooked away. obviously, the protest had been overridden. | sniffed the air. No sign of Jill or
G aymal k yet.
The fire bloonmed nore brightly. Jack set his bag down and noved to help with it. | decided

on a quick patrol of the area, and | nade a big circuit. There was nothing unusual to be found.
I went and stared at the huge stone. Just then the edge of the nobon appeared from behind the

clouds. Its light fell upon it. The markings had becone visible again —dark, upon the
illum nated surface. | went and sat by Jack's satchel

The vicar had on a dark cl oak whi ch made a swi shing sound as he noved. It did not concea
the fact that he was a short, slightly fat man, and it neither added to nor detracted fromhis
appearance of nmenace. That was all in his face, with its intense expression of controlled mani a

The moon was doubled in his glasses.
Under their joint mnistrations the banefire grewto a respectable size. The vicar was the

first to toss sonething into it, a small parcel which crackled and flared bluely. | took a sniff.
It involved herbs |I'd encountered before. Morris added two parcels, which | could tell involved
bones. Jack added a very snall one which produced a green flash. | tossed in one of nmy own,

along with the pissed-on stick. The noon slid conpletely free of the clouds.

The vicar went and stared at the inscription, not even glancing at his stepdaughter. Then he
backed away, turned to his left, took several paces, halted, turned back toward the stone. He
adj usted his position slightly, then scuffed at the ground with his boot heel

"I will position nyself here," he stated, glancing at Jack

"I have no objection," Jack said. "Your associates will be to your right, | presune?"

"That was what | had in nind. Mrris here, MacCab to his right, then Jill," he said
gesturing.

Jack nodded, just as a dark shape swept past the face of the nobon. Monents |ater, N ghtw nd
dropped out of the sky, coming to rest atop the woodpile.

"Hell o, Snuff," he observed. "Care to switch?"

"No, thanks. Yourself?"

He did one of those unusual rotations of his head.

"I think not, especially when we outnunber you in all respects.”

Shortly, Tekela swept in with a caw, |anding upon the vicar's |eft shoul der

"Greetings, Nightwind," she said

"A good Gane to you, sister."

She | ooked at me and | ooked away. She said nothing. Neither did I

Everyone added nore kindling and nore ingredients to the fire. Finally, a pair of fairly
| arge 1 ogs were set upon it. Many-colored flanmes played about them and soon the |ogs darkened
and the fires danced upon their surfaces. A mxture of odors reached ne as powders, bones, herbs,
fl eshy sanpl es of anatonmy —both human and other —were added. A few vials of liquid were also
dunped upon it, to snolder and produce heavy, crawing ropes of snoke, to flare brightly, briefly.
Wthin the crackling, | seened to hear a sublim nal whispering begin.

| heard Jill's footsteps nounting the northern slope |ong before she appeared. Wen she did
she was hard to distinguish against the night for several noments, as she had on a hooded bl ack
cl oak over a long black dress. She |ooked taller, nore slim and she carried G aymal k, though she
set her down i medi ately when she achieved the | evel area.

"Good evening," she said, in general. Al four nen responded.
"Hi, Snuff," Graynmal k said, comng up beside ne. "It's a good fire already."
"Yes."

"As you can see

"You were overridden."
"Did you find Larry?"
"No. "

IIO,] n,y. n

"There is a backup plan," | said, and Ni ghtwi nd canme by just then, to greet G aynal k.
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| felt a strong desire to howl at the moon. It was such a how abl e noon. But | restrained
nmysel f.

The smell of incense reached nme. Jill had just begun casting parcels into the banefire. The
nmoon noved nearer to m dheaven

"How wi | | we know when it is tinme to begin?" Gaynal k asked ne.

"When we can talk with the people.”

"Of course."

"How s your back?"

"It's all right now You look fit."

“I'mfine."

W watched the fire for a tine. Another |og was added, and nore packets. The snells becane
a sweetly seductive bouquet. The flanes | eaped higher now, changing colors regularly, flickering
in the wind. Sharp, tinkling nusical sounds cane sporadically fromtheir mdst, and the sounds of
voi ces rose into and out of audibility. Looking away fromit, nmy gaze was attracted by a new
light source. The inscription was beginning to glow. Overhead, the noon had reached mni dheaven.

"Jack, can you hear nme?" | called
"Loud and clear, Snuff. Well-met by noonlight. Wat's on your m nd?"
"Just checking the tine," | said.

Suddenly Ni ghtwi nd was talking to Mdrris and MacCab, Tekela to the vicar
"I guess it's time," Graymal k said, "to take our places.”
"It is," | replied.
She went off to collect Jill, who was tossing a final packet into the fire. The air was
di storted above its colored flames now, as if it were burning in nore than one pl ace
simul taneously, and in the shimering area just about it one could catch glinpses of sone of those

other places. From sonmewhere to the north, | heard the how of a wolf.

The vicar went and stood at the spot he had indicated. Mrris and MacCab noved to take up
their positions to his right; N ghtwi nd stood atop a rock between them Then Jill noved to stand
besi de MacCab, Gaymal k next to her but three cat-paces forward. | went and stood near her, Jack

to ny right. The Iine was bowed, out away fromthe big stone, with Jack and the vicar across from
each other. Lynette dozed on the altar about ten feet in front of ne.

From somewhere within his cloak, the vicar renoved the pentacle bow, which he placed on the
ground before him Then he withdrew the Al hazred |con, which he propped against a rock to his
left, facing the gl owi ng stone. N ghtwind noved to a new position, back behind the pentacle. The
openers always begin things, as the closers' work is purely reactive.

Jack's satchel, to his right, was already open, fromthe renoval of various ingredients for
the banefire, but he | eaned and spread its mouth fully, for easy access.

MacCab knelt and spread a piece of white cloth upon the ground before him As it was w ndy,
he weighted its corners with small stones. Then, froman ornate sheath which hung fromhis belt
beneath his jacket, he drew a long, thin blade which |ooked to ne Iike a sacrificial knife, and he
pl aced this upon the cloth, point toward the altar

Then the nobon went out. W all | ooked upward as a dark shape covered it, descending, rushing
toward us. Morris shrieked shrilly as it fell, changing shape as if dark veils swam about it.

And then the moon shone again, and the piece of midnight sky which had fallen cane to earth beside
Jack, and | saw that vision-twi sting transformati on of which Gaymal k had spoken —here, there, a
twist, a swirl, a dark bending — and the Count stood at Jack's side, smiling a totally evi
snmile. He laid his left hand —the dark ring visible upon it —upon Jack's right shoul der

"I stand with him" he said, "to close you out."

Vi car Roberts stared at himand licked his |ips.

"I would think one of your sort nore inclined to our viewin this matter,"'

t he vicar stated.

"I like the world just the way it is," said the Count. "Pray, |let us begin."
The vi car nodded.
"We shall,"” he said, "to its proper conclusion, with the Gate thrown wi de."

The Count tossed a twig and a snmall parcel into the flames. The fire noved in its colorfu
dance, crackling and chimng, burning a hole in the night, through which the voices —now chanting
—energed. Shadows constantly nmoved past us, over the altar, and across the face of the stone.
heard the how again, much nearer

| looked at the vicar and saw himflinch. But he straightened and performed an opening
gesture. He spoke a word of power, deeply, slowy. It hung in the air and resonated afterwards.

The inscription on the stone began to glowa little nore brightly, and now —very faintly —I
could discern the formation of the door-like rectangle come to franme it, that configuration which
earlier had sucked Graymal k and me through to our Dreamwr|ld adventure.
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The vicar repeated the word and the rectangle cane clear

Wthin the chanting, | could now hear faintly "la Shub-N ggurath!" being repeated, as if in
response. Ahead of me, Graynal k had risen to her feet and was standing very stiffly.

The vicar turned then, rather than proceeding to the next phase, and noved slowy to the

cloth on which the sacrificial blade rested. To his rear, | noted that the Al hazred Icon had al so
begun to glow. He knelt and raised the blade with both hands, bringing it to his lips and ki ssing
it. Then he rose and turned toward the altar, Tekela still upon his shoul der.

And there came a novenent fromny right, beyond Jack and the Count. Another dark shape was
nmoving to join us.

The vicar had taken but a single step ahead when a great, gray wolf noved into the firelight
and rushed past himtoward the altar. Larry Talbot had arrived, apparently in reasonable contro
of his faculties.

He seized hold of the girl's left shoulder with his teeth and dragged her down fromthe
altar. Wth that rapid backing notion | had seen himenpl oy before, he dragged her quickly before
us toward the north, whence he had cone, to ny right.

The report of a gunshot filled the air and Larry staggered, a dark bl ot appearing and
spreadi ng high upon his | eft shoulder. The vicar held a snoking revolver, pointed in his
direction. Larry continued noving al nost inmredi ately, however, and the vicar fired again.

This time there was bl ood on the top of Larry's head, and he uttered a noaning sound as his
jaws fell open and Lynette dropped to the ground. Larry slunped forward then, and the shiftings

of firelight and shadow swam over him The chanting continued —"1&!' Shub-Ni ggurath!" —agai nst
the strange nusic. The vicar pulled the trigger again. There followed a clicking sound fromthe
pistol, but no discharge. Imediately, he drew it near and worked the hamer. Suddenly, as he

released it, there was a sharp report and the round kicked up dirt near the south end of the
altar. The vicar hurled the weapon to the ground, perhaps having cast only three rounds.
Homermade bul |l et s.

"Cet her back onto the altar!" the vicar ordered. Mrris and MacCab i nmedi ately departed

their positions and noved toward the supine girl. Larry's sides were still heaving heavily, and
his eyes were closed. There was a |ot nore blood, on his head, neck, shoul der, now.

"Stop!" the Count said. "Players are forbidden to nove a sacrifice once the cerenony is in
progress!"™

The vicar stared at him Mrris and MacCab halted, |ooked back and forth fromthe vicar to
t he Count.

"I never heard of such a restriction,” the vicar said.

"It is a part of the tradition," Jack stated. "There nust always be a small —even if only
synbolic —exit open to a sacrifice in this. They nmay go as far as they can. They nmay be
stopped. The place where they fall becones the new altar. Do otherw se and you destroy the
pattern we have created. The results could be disastrous."

The vicar pondered for a nmoment, then said, "I don't believe you. You're outnunmbered. It's
a closer's bluff, to nake things nore awkward for nme. Morris! MucCab! Put her back!"

The Count stepped forward as they advanced.

"In a case such as this," he said, "the opposing parties are pernmitted to resist the
desecration."”

| heard heavy, clunping footsteps in the distance, but they seemed to be passing the hil
rat her than approaching it.

Morris and MacCab had hesitated but then they noved forward, reaching for Lynette.

The Count flowed forward. No single |inb seened to stir, but suddenly he was there beside
them Then he raised his arns, out to the sides, his cloak dependent therefrom and he noved them
forward, conpletely engulfing the nen within its folds. He stood thus for only an instant, arns
across his chest, before a succession of snapping sounds could be heard.

He opened his arns and they fell to the earth, to lie at odd angles, blood energing from
their ears, noses, and nmouths. Their eyes were wide. They did not breathe.

"You dare?" the vicar cried. "You dare to touch ny peopl e?"

The Count turned his head slowy, raising his arns again.

"You presune," he said, "to address nme so."

He flowed toward the vicar, but nuch nore slowy. The nusic cane clearer and clearer, the
chanting |l ouder, the inscription brighter. And as he noved, | beheld a silent formin the shadows
to nmy right, whose presence had first reached ne in the formof his scent, which | recognized from
an encounter in a wood by noonlight. He approached soundl essly, the stranger wolf.

The vicar's hand snaked out from beneath his cl oak, casting sonething toward the Count.

I medi ately, the flowing ceased and the Count stiffened. In the neantine, shielded fromthe
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vicar's view by the Count's body, the stranger wolf entered the firelight, took hold of Lynette's
shoul der and conti nued what Larry had begun, draggi ng her back into the darkness.

The Count was suddenly | ess than graceful. He swayed. He took an awkward step toward the
vi car, whose hand di pped beneath his own cloak to energe and repeat whatever he had done.
"What —is it?" the Count asked, reeling toward the vicar, who retreated before him

Then the Count fell.

"Dirt fromone of your own caskets," the vicar replied, "nixed with pieces of ny church's
altar stone relic, left over fromnore papish tines. Fingerbone of St. Hilarian, according to the
records. You require your consecrated soil, but overconsecration is |like the difference between a
therapeutic and a debilitating dose of strychnine. Do you not agree?"

The Count muttered a reply in a foreign | anguage, as the wolf di sappeared with Lynette; and |
realized that, fromall his talks with Larry, plus his know edge of drugs, and the sanples he had
obt ai ned, he had succeeded several days ago in devel oping his own ideal dosage, and | had just

wi t nessed the Great Detective's greatest disguise yet. | howed a "Well done!" into the night.
Later, a "CGood luck!" canme back to ne.

The inscription glowed brilliantly now \Wether the deaths of Murris and MacCab had
contributed to this was hard to tell. The vicar | ooked up and saw that Lynette was gone. He
glared at Jill.

"You should have told ne," he said.

"I didn't notice till now," she replied.

"Neither did |I," said N ghtw nd.

The vicar picked up the sacrificial knife which he had dropped, noved back to his position
and drove the blade into the ground at his feet.

He strai ghtened then, repeated the word of power, and said another. |Imediately, his face
becanme the snouted, tusked visage of a boar with a shredded ear. This lasted for perhaps a mnute
before Larry's eyes opened. He turned his head, saw that Lynette was gone, |ooked i mediately to

the altar, saw she was not there either. He tried to rise, failed. | wondered how serious his
condition was. True, there was a | ot of blood, but head wounds are often that way. Even a silver
bullet still has to hit sonmething major. Larry tried to crawl forward, succeeded in noving

perhaps half a foot, paused, and panted.
The vicar spoke another word. Graymal k was suddenly striped like a small tiger. This, too,

passed quickly. Tekela was starting to look like a vulture. Suddenly, Jill was an ancient hag,
bent far forward, hooked nose al nost touching her jutting chin, strands of white hair hangi ng
about her face. | glanced at Jack and saw t hat he suddenly wore the shaggy head of a great brown
bear, yellow eyes staring forward, saliva running fromthe corners of his nouth. Looking
downward, | saw that my fur was blood-red and noist; and | felt as if horns jutted fromny brow

I had no idea what | might resenble, but G aymal k drew back in alarm The boar spoke again, and
the word rang like a bell in the chill air. The Count was suddenly a skel eton wapped in bl ack

Sonet hi ng unseen passed hi gh overhead, |aughing like a denented child. Pale mushroons sprang up
all about us, and a shifting of breezes brought nme sulfurous scents fromthe fire. A green liquid
flowed outward fromthat blaze, spreading in bubbling streans. The chanting now seenmed to contain
all of our nanmes. MacCab had become a wonan whose painted face began to peel off in long strips.
Beside him Morris was now an ape, his long hairy arns reaching to the ground, and he | eaned to
rest upon his knuckles. H's mouth was opened wi de, showi ng an enor nous expanse of teeth and gumns.
Larry was now a bl eeding nan sprawl ed upon the ground. The air before us shimered and becane a
mrror, giving this entire prospect back to us. Then our reflected heads detached thensel ves and

drifted leftwards. It was a strange feeling, passing out of one and into another, for | seened
unnoved, though | felt the sudden wei ght of the bear-head, saw the hog's drift by to settle upon
Jack's shoul ders. Graynal k suddenly wore an overlarge one, horned, denonic; Jill, a snmall striped

cat's head —and so on along our crescent. Then the bodies shifted to the right, and | was a cat
with a bear's head, lying flat because of its weight, my heart thudding |ike a steam engine. Jack

had beconme a boar-headed denon. Again, the laughter rang fromoverhead. |If | were not ny body or
my head, what was | —sprawl ed there anid the nushroons and the stench, another wave of chanting
rolling in my ears? Illusion, it nmust all be illusion, nmustn't it? | never knew before and

still didn't know. The mushroons bl ackened, shriveled, and fell when the hot green fl ow reached

them Qur inmages in the mrror wavered, becane splashes of our domi nant colors, flowed together.
| |1 ooked downward agai n, but everything was hazy. Upward then, at sone hal f-noted change. The
moon had gone bl ood-red and was dri pping upon us. A shooting star cut past it. Another

Another. Soon nultitudes of themrained down the heavens. The mrror cracked, and Jack and
stood al one at our end, our fornms returned to us, as a great gust of wind out of the north bl ew
away the haze. The others cane clear, also, restored, in their piece of reflection. The starfal
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| essened. The nmoon grew pink, then turned back to butter and ivory. | sighed and held ny place,
felt Graymal k's gaze pass over ne. The green tendrils fromthe fire began to congeal, I|avalike.
For a nonent, | seened to hear a collection of animl sounds fromw thin the flanes —baas,

ni ckers, whinnies, whinpers, a sharp barking, several varieties of howing, the coughing of a
giant cat, a croaking, a mewing cry. There followed a stillness, save for the fire's own
cracki ng and snappi ng.

| felt a familiar tingling in the air. The time had cone for the opening. | glanced at Jack
and could tell that he felt it, too.

Larry dragged hi nsel f anot her foot forward.

I was |ooking at the vicar as he spoke the final word. | saw the Count's left hand twitch.
But apparently the vicar did, too, and he stooped and raised the pentacle. Something dark fled
forth fromthe Count's ring, but the vicar caught it in the pentacle bow and it was reflected off

into the night. It was probably too late for killing the man, anyway, for the openi ng was
definitely beginning. The vicar stooped again, raised the icon, and placed it upon the Count's
chest. The ring did not flare again. Al in all, as | regarded both Larry and the Count, | was

forced to a sort of grudging respect for the fellow He was nuch better at his business than I'd
have guessed.

"Jill," he called out, "use the wand now. "

Jill reached inside her cloak, produced the wand, raised it. Oddly, the grow ng brightness
of the stone halted for a noment. Jack had his wand out in an instant, raising it and training it
upon the same target. | heard the heavy footsteps again, this tine approaching us. The rectangle
began to brighten once nore, and a great depth occurred within it, swwmmng with colored |ights.
The cries fromthe banefire grew | ouder and | ouder: "la! Shub-Ni ggurath! Hail to the Bl ack
Goat!" The nusic also increased in intensity, and the noon bl azed |like a beacon overhead. Larry
began draggi ng hinself farther along. The experinent man cane into view off to the right, heading
toward us. | glanced at Jack. Beads of perspiration had forned upon his brow | could tell that
he was pouring his will and spirit into the wand, but the opening continued.

The experinent man | unbered up to us.

"Pret-ty kit-ty," he said, pausing in front of Jack, which m ght have kill ed anyone el se, but
he al ready snelled of death and seemed aware of nothing untoward.

Suddenl y, the opening was arrested, the Gateway | ost some of its depth. The experinment man
st ooped and quickly snatched up G aynal k.

"Pret-ty kit-ty," he repeated. Then he turned and wal ked away in the direction whence he had

cone.
"Put me down!" she cried. "I can't |eave now"
He sat down just beyond the firelight and conmenced petting her
Larry continued his craw, steady now. Depth returned to the Gateway. | thought | saw a
tentacle stir within it. Then something | arge and anor phous seened to be drifting our way.
"This isn't working well,” | heard a small voice say.

I sought its source

Bubo's head had energed fromthe left side pocket of Jack's coat.

"Bubo, what are you doi ng here?" | asked.

"I had to see it," he said, "to | earn whether what |'d done was right. |'mnot too sure

Now.
Yes, it was a tentacle, extended fromthe dark, approaching nmass, reaching for the Gateway.

"What do you nean?" | asked.

"I"'ma pack rat," he said. "I thought you were outnunbered and outgunned, and | wanted your
side towin. So |l did the only thing I know how —'

"What ?" | asked, already beginning to guess.

The dark nass was much nearer, and | snelled a deep reptilian nmusk. The experinment man had
put down Graynal k and risen. He was approaching us again. Larry had noved nmuch farther to ny
left. A tentacle energed fromthe Gateway, groped about, |ocated Mourris's right foot, wapped
about it, dragged himback inside. A nonent later, it returned for MacCab. Sl urping sounds
fol | oned.

"I fixed it so they'd defeat thenselves after they'd disposed of you," Bubo said.

" How?"

There were great masses of tentacles now, all of themwithing toward the Gateway.

"I sneaked about |ast night," Bubo said, "and | sw tched the wands."

| seened to hear the odd sounds of a cat's laughter. |It's so hard to tell when they're
smling. The old cat hadn't been telling ne to fetch a stick
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_Carpe baculum: Seize the wand

| sprang into the air, catching it in my teeth, twisting it out of Jack's grip. | could see
the astoni shed expression on his face as | did so.

A terrible wind began to blow past us. | heard the vicar cry "No!" Tekela sprang up from
hi s shoul ders, wi ngs beating.

Turning nmy head, | saw that the Gateway was cl osing.

There followed a roar G ow er woul d have been proud of as Larry |eaped at the vicar. They
roll ed upon the ground, passing right over the Count, knocking the icon fromhis breast. Then the
m ghty wi nd caught them and they were carried toward the closing Gateway and on through it. Jill
| ooked puzzl ed as she continued to wield the closing wand, hair and cl oak stream ng forward. Jack
had braced hinself. Then his arm noved, hand di pping into the satchel and out, emnerging quickly,
casting the wine bottle of slitherers into the Gateway, to gunk it up. He grinned at me. "Any
port in a storm" he observed. | felt the wind pushing me forward. N ghtwind was trying to get
behi nd a rock.

Then the experinment man cane up and halted before us and the pressure was suddenly eased.

"The —Count?" he asked. Had Graymal k sent himafter our ally?

"The man on the ground!" | replied. "Take him away!"
He continued past us, swaying but holding his own against the wind. He stooped and caught
hold of the supine figure, raised it in his arms. | glanced at the Gateway. It had al ready grown

somewhat darker. The fire, scattered, flaned at a dozen small points, glowed fromas nmany nore.
A few of these faded and wi nked out as | watched.

Jill stared at the wand that she held, and | could read the realization com ng into her
expressi on.

| heard Graymal k' s voice fromthe shadows:

"Come on!" she called. "Let's get the hell out of here!"

Bubo had al ready ducked back out of sight into Jack's pocket as we noved to take her advice

A single note, as of a crushed crystal goblet, filled the air. The stone was bl ank agai n.
Abruptly, the wind ceased. The voices had al ready died away.

We nade our way northward toward the slope. Overhead, the noon seenmed enornous.

"Let's go!" Graymal k urged, as we cane up beside her. And she was right. The hilltop would
remai n dangerous till dawn.

| turned and | ooked back in tine to see the experinent man start down the southern sl ope,
carrying the Count.

"H, cat,” I said. "I'll buy you that drink yet."
"Hi, dog," she said. "I think I'Il let you."
Jack and Jill went down the hill. Gay and | ran after
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