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Deat h borders upon our birth, and our cradle stands in the grave.
-- Joseph Hall
How nuch?"

The girl was barely eighteen, long, straight red hair alnost to her waist, a
pretty face made hard by too nuch nmakeup and by wary, friendliness eyes. She
shifted a little in her seat, too-short skirt hitching up to reveal a flash of
thigh, in a naive attenpt, perhaps, to sonehow influence the young attorney
who

sat opposite her. Marguerite, watching froma comer of the office, smled to
herself. Not very bright, but then, that really didn't matter, did it?

Ziegler slid the contract across the top of the big teak desk. "Ten thousand
dollars,"” he said, showi ng no signs of being overwhel ned by teen sexuality.

"Plus a per dienf -- she |ooked blank at that -- "a daily living expense
during

the nine nonths you carry the child. Fifty dollars a day for two hundred and
seventy days-- less, of course, if you deliver prematurely-- for an aggregate

total of twenty-three thousand, five hundred dollars."

The girl-- what was her name agai n? Sondra? -- seenmed to contenplate that a

| ong

nmonent. She gl anced casual |y around the expansive office with its hardwod
floors and Paul Klee prints, floor-to-ceiling wi ndows overl ooking the brightly
it fountains of Century City at night, as though assessing Marguerite's worth
by the conpany she kept (or enployed). Then, with a frown, she shook her head.
"Make it an even twenty-five," she said enphatically.

Ziegler |looked to Marguerite, who kept her anusenent to herself such a shrewd
bargainer: a paltry fifteen hundred extra! -- then nodded, silently.

"Agreed," said the attorney. "Now, in |ooking over the adoption agreenent,
you'll see there are sonme standard provisions to which you nust adhere: No
dr ug,

al cohol, or tobacco use during the pregnancy; regul ar obstetrica

exam nati ons,

which we will of course provide --"

Sondra frowned as she scanned the docunment. "Wat's this?" she interrupted.
IIIIf

ci rcumst ances warrant, surrogate agrees to domcile --""

"At Ms. LeCourt's hone, yes. That is, should there be any conplications in the
pregnancy-- unlikely, but you never know -- Ms. LeCourt would feel nore secure
havi ng you nearby, with access to proper help. At which point, of course, we'd
engage the services of a full-time nurse, and Dr. Chernow' he nodded toward

t he

portly, balding man seated next to Marguerite -"would make daily visits." For
the first time Sondra seenmed hesitant.

Marguerite softly cleared her throat, and all eyes in the roomwere, just |ike



that, suddenly on her. She | ooked at the young wonan and sniled. "I don't

t hi nk

you'll find it that hard to take, Sondra,"” she said warmy. "I've been told
have a very confortable hone."

Sondra smiled uncertainly, though she seenmed nore puzzl ed, now, than
reluctant.

"Listen," she said, finally, "this is none of ny business, | know, and you can
tell me to go to hell if you want, but --
"Because you're infertile, it's my eggs that'll be fertilized; right? And M.

Ziegler tells ne the spermdonor is anonynous. You've never even net him
ri ght?"

Mar guerite nodded.

"So it's a kid nade by two strangers. No connection to you at all. Wy go to
al l

this troubl e? Way not a normal adoption? You' re got the noney to get any kid
you

want . What do you get out of this?"

Marguerite was inpressed, she hadn't expected the thought woul d even occur to
Sondra, much less matter to her. Still, just to be safe, Marguerite had
practiced her response. Tine had taken the innocence fromher still-youthful
face, but she knew that very youthful ness could work for her here, adding

poi gnancy to her words. She |eaned forward, voice purposely soft.

"I want," she said, "the chance to watch ny child grow. Froma thought, to an
enbryo; fromenbryo to fetus; fromfetus to child. | want to hear its
hear t beat ,

faint inside you; I want to be able to put ny hand on your stonmach and feel ny
son, or daughter, nove. | want to be able to feel . . . if only for a nonment

that it's inside ne. By being there, with you, as it grows . . . naybe it
will
seemnore like it's really mne."

Sondra |istened, touched despite herself. Then, after only a nonent's
hesitation, she flipped to the |ast page of the contract, |ooked at Ziegler

"Can | have a pen?" she asked.
Marguerite smled

The sl eek white chauffeured Mercedes ghosted down Sunset Boul evard, passengers
hi dden behind tinted wi ndows |ike riders on a phantom carri age. I|nside,

Cher now

said, "She's brighter than she | ooks, but not quite as bright as she thinks
she

is. She knew insem nation doesn't require renoval of the ova, but when | told
her we needed to do it to rule out genetic defects, she accepted it wthout a
further thought."

Marguerite lit a cigarette -- a poor substitute for blood, but at |east she
didn't have to worry about cancer. "And there's nothing about the procedure
itself that will cause her to suspect how -- experinental --it really is?"

Cher now shook his head. "W've already done the hard work. Considering the
ways



in which your DNA was altered, just before your death, it's remarkable it took
us only two years to reproduce the genetic code. Once we renove the
surrogate's

ova, she'll have no inkling her DNA's being wi ped fromthe eggs-- or that
yours
is being inprinted onto them All she'll actually see are the fertilized eggs

being inplanted in her uterus."

Marguerite exhal ed a stream of snoke. She would have to quit, of course,
before
t he baby arrived. "And then?"

"Then, with luck, a normal pregnancy, a normal birth. Though obvi ously, since
no
one's ever tried this before, we can't know for certain."

Marguerite nodded. The car turned up Queens Road, high above Sunset, toward
Lgitor's pied-a-terre in the hills; Marguerite glanced to her left and caught
glinpse of the golden lattice of lights -- gridwork constell ations extendi ng
:ﬂe hori zon-- that Los Angel es becane at night. She would have dearly loved to
see it, just once, by day: and not just on videotape.

"Mar guerite?"
She turned. "Yes, Stewart?"

Chernow hesitated. "I . . . have ny anxieties about this procedure."” "Wy? It
won't harmthe surrogate, will it?"

"Not the process itself, no. But your DNA was altered, irrevocably, by the
bite

that . . .transformed you. Some of your -- characteristics --will doubtless be
passed on, genetically. Alnpbst certainly your child will be, at |east partly,
a

vanpire."

Marguerite nodded. "I know that. | accepted that |ong ago." She studied him

"And that frightens you?"

"I . . . don't like the idea," he said in neasured tones, "that |'ve hel ped
create a new way for your-- kind -- to propagate thensel ves."

Marguerite | aughed. "Stewart, trust me, the old nethod of propagation is far
faster and nore efficient than this," she said, smling. Wen he didn't join

her, she put a hand on his. "Stewart . . . you've known ne for twenty years. |
don't hunt; not when | can buy as nuch blood as | want. | don't seek the
conpany

of others of my 'kind.' | have no lust for power, or conquest, at |east not
any

nore."

She took his hand in hers, and held it as gently as her great strength

al | oned.

"I was twenty-five when | died," she said, and this time the softness in her
tone was genuine. "I never had a chance to have a child. Two hundred years

| ater-- science offers me that chance. That's all | want." She let go of his
hand. "What does anyone want ?" she said quietly, |ooking away. "To be | oved



uncondi tionally. To be |oved, despite who | am all that |'ve done
She | ooked back at the lights. "That's all," she said, and it was the truth.

Chernow t ook her hand agai n; she | ooked up at him Centuries of reading nen's
faces as they gazed at her told her, clearly and sadly, what was in his. They
both knew he could not |love her in the way she needed; no nortal could.

"Then you won't mind," he said gently, "if | destroy ny notes afterward ?"
Marguerite smiled. "If that makes you feel better," she said, "by all neans."

The procedure did, in fact, proceed as planned; Sondra's "decoded" ova were

i mprinted, successfully, with Marguerite's exotic DNA, fertilized by the donor
sperm and inplanted once again in Sondra's wonb. Fourteen weeks |ater
ultrasound revealed a fetal skeleton, norrmal in all ways for that stage of
devel opnent, a week later, ammiocentesis confirned the fetus was male. In the

si xteenth week, the first fetal heartbeat could be heard, faint but thrilling
to

Marguerite, who had no heartbeat, no pul se of her own: her child was alive. It
woul d breathe [already the placental villi were enlarged, draw ng oxygen from

the maternal blood), its heart would punp blood [unlike hers, nerely a conduit
t hrough whi ch bl ood noved by preternatural neans: alnost a living fluid that
ani mated her, instead of itself being animted). Her son woul d be human.

Chernow was not so sure. Alive, yes; human, not necessarily. A hybrid,
per haps,
of the living and the undead . . . with certain characteristics of both.

Marguerite knew this, intellectually, but the first tine she placed her hand
on

Sondra's stonmach--the first time she felt the baby nove inside the wonb--al
such thoughts became renpte. Sonething lived inside there: for the first tinme
in

two hundred years, sonething of Marguerite lived. That was all she knew.

It was in the eighteenth week the first conplications appeared. Normally, a
pregnant woman's bl ood vol une increases by twenty-five per cent by the time of
delivery, while her red blood cell count actually decreases, as the fetus
absorbs maternal bl ood through the placenta. Sondra's bl ood vol unme increased
by

twenty-five percent within the first trinmester alone, and her red cell and
henogl obi n counts plunged to nearly half their normal |evels. She began
experienci ng acute anem a: attacks of vertigo, extrenme fatigue, drowsiness, a
constant ringing in her ears.

Tests showed Sondra's bone marrow produci ng staggeri ng nunbers of red cells in
response to a vastly increased appetite for blood protein and nitrogen on the
part of the fetus; it was literally sucking the blood fromits nother's body
at

a prodigious -- and alarnming -- rate. Her body was producing all the blood it
could, but it wasn't enough; Chernow began augnmenting this with weekly
transfusions of plasma, as well as mega-doses of calciumto fortify her bone
Mar r ow.

This worked, to a point, but in the niddl e of her seventh nmonth, when Sondra
col | apsed suddenly outside Beverly Center, an even |arger problem presented
itself.

Thank God she had remai ned conscious, and told the paranedics to bring her to



Chernow s office rather than nearby Cedars-Sinai; Lord only knew what the
obstetricians there woul d have nade of what they found. Even Chernow didn't
realize at first what had happened. It was another anem c episode, yes-- ut
severely acute, and one that seemed to reverse itself within mnutes of Sondra
coming into the office. He ran nore blood tests; it was all he could do.

That night, he reluctantly gave Marguerite the results.
"Sondra's red blood cells are perfectly normal,"
(his,

not hers) at Marguerite's Holnsby Hills mansion. "But as soon as they cross
t he

he expl ai ned over dinner

pl acental barrier into the fetus, they suddenly begin to . . . superheat. The
bl ood plasma literally begins to evaporate, and the fetus, starved for bl ood,
draws even nore of it fromthe nother's body . . . only to have that
evapor at e,

as well."

Marguerite, shaken, stared at her enpty plate. "This attack. It occurred
out si de ?"

Cher now nodded gravely. "A bright, sunny day. Once we got her inside, the
red-cell evaporation began to slow, then reverse itself. After the tests cane
in, I had Sondra sit under a W/ lanp for half an hour; the anem a returned in
force.”

Marguerite shut her eyes against the realization.
"I think the tine may have conme for her to . . .cone live with you," Chernow
said quietly. "The sunguards on your w ndows, the shutters, the heavy curtains

.they should protect the fetus, and, by extension, Sondra, as well."

Marguerite was silent a | ong moment. When she spoke, her voice was a whisper.
"l
dreant," she said, finally, "that ny child would play in the sun."

Chernow t ook a shallow breath. "That's not going to happen, Marguerite." A
nmonent, then: "lI'msorry."

And so Sondra cane to live with Marguerite, never suspecting, of course
anyt hi ng nore than what Chernow told her: that they needed to keep cl ose watch
on her from now on; that the shades were drawn because of the spots she

someti nes saw before her eyes, a result of the anemi a; that all other signs
wer e

positive, and they were confident she woul d have a healthy baby and a safe
delivery. \Wich was, by and large, true.

Nurses attended her twenty-four hours a day, and the |luxuries of Marguerite's
hone-- maids to wait on her, to draw her bath; cooks to prepare el egant neals;
a

private screening roomw th hundreds of filnms available to her -- seened to
buoy

her spirits, at |east tenporarily.

She saw little of Marguerite, who "worked" during the day and never appeared
until after sunset; and, even then, lingered just |ong enough to listen to her
child' s heartbeat, feel himnove inside Sondra, make sone perfunctory snall
tal k, then di sappear once nore, |eaving Sondra alone, feeling little nore than
a



wormb for hire, a shell. But then (she told herself) that's all she'd wanted to
be, wasn't it?

One night well into the ninth nmonth, Marguerite awoke to find Sondra m ssing
havi ng m ssed di nner, and apparently given the household hel p the proverbi al
slip. Frantic, Marguerite searched the house in a panic, then raced onto the
grounds. There were a good fifteen acres of |and surroundi ng the house, a

| abyrinth of hedges and gardens, and it was here that Marguerite, with vast
relief, discovered her-- skipping flat stones across the surface of the ko
pond. Marguerite was brought up short: Sondra suddenly | ooked nothing Iike the
crass nynmphet selected for that very crassness land so less likely to contest
the baby's custody) but like a lonely little girl.

She heard Marguerite behind her; turned. "H ."

Marguerite took a step toward her. "You . . . had us worried. Maria said you
didn't show up for dinner."

Sondra shrugged. "Wasn't hungry." She turned back, skipped the |ast stone
acr oss

t he pond. "Had another anemi a spell this afternoon. Still feeling kind of
woozy. "
Marguerite noved a bit closer. "I'msorry. W never expected this to be so

pai nful for you."

Sondra smiled lopsidedly. "Yeah, well . . . you want to hear sonething really
wei rd?" She shook her head in benusement. "As shitty as this pregnancy has
been

. I"'mactually kind of . . . glad . . .I'"mpregnant. Is that certifiable
or

what ?"

Marguerite felt a little chill, and it wasn't the night air. WAs Sondra
bondi ng

with the unborn child, after all? "d ad? How so?"

Sondra shrugged. "I |ook around at your house . . . at these grounds . . . |
t hi nk about all the noney you nust have --"

Dam, Marguerite thought. A renegotiation ploy? Is that --

"And | think . . ." Sondra hesitated; Marguerite steeled herself. "I think
about

how lucky this kid is going to be," Sondra said quietly. "How much you'll be
able to do for him And it makes ne feel . . .proud, | guess . . . that |I'm
hel pi ng hi m have a better life than |I've had. You know what | nean?"

Marguerite stood there, surprised by Sondra's response, and nore than a little
ashamed at her own.

She put a hand, gently, on Sondra's arm

"Yes," she said, at length. "I know exactly what you nean."

Sondra's contractions began at two o' cl ock Wednesday afternoon, exactly two
hundred and seventy days after the in vitro fertilization. The first one

| ast ed

about forty seconds, though Sondra swore it felt nmore like a mnute and a



hal f;

the second canme twenty mnutes later. Wthin the hour Chernow had arrived to
whi sk Sondra, behind the Uv-tinted wi ndows of the Mercedes, to the private
clinic in Santa Monica, where the contractions began com ng fast and thick. It
was three-thirty in the afternoon

"Where's Marguerite?" Sondra gasped, a nurse sopping her forehead, and Chernow
fell back on the if-necessary, pre-arranged lie that she was in San D ego on
busi ness, but would be here just as soon as she could. He hoped that Sondra's

| abor would, like nbst first-tinme nothers, |last at |least thirteen or fourteen
hours -- placing the actual birth well after sundown.

Still, to be safe, the shades were drawn, the shutters closed -- as nuch for
t he

baby as for Marguerite.

Sondra's water broke about five o'clock that afternoon, and, with Chernow s
support, she began bearing down as best she could. Less than an hour later, as
dusk fell, Marguerite stirred in her bed, her naked body |ying, as always,

at op

a thin layer of soil fromher native Nantes. Her eyes snhapped open. Maria --
stooped, white-haired, fiercely loyal and protective -- stood above her. "The
hospital called," she said. "It's tine."

If Marguerite's heart had been capable of it, it would have been poundi ng. She
junped up, kissed Maria on the forehead, and stood by the wi ndow. "PIease

| eave

now, " she said, and Maria, as usual, obeyed wordlessly. Marguerite shut her
eyes, picturing her child, hoping-- she had no one to pray to-- that she would
not arrive too late to see himborn. A shudder convul sed her body as it fol ded
inon itself, becoming snaller, lighter --

And then she was soaring over the city-- sensed nore than seen, in this form
headi ng west to the ocean, hearing/feeling the | andscape bel ow her, picking

out

the sonarformof the clinic, then transform ng-- flesh expandi ng, bones

| engt hening -- as she dropped to earth. Inside, Chernow had |eft a change of
clothes for her; she dressed hurriedly and rushed into Sondra's room

She went inmmediately to her side, took her hand; Sondra's fingernails bit into
her palm and had Marguerite been nerely human, they m ght have drawn bl ood.
"It's all right," Marguerite said. "Everything's going to be fine." She

gl anced

up at Chernow, as though to ask: Isn't it?

Under st andi ng her | ook, he nodded. "Everything' s progressing normally," he
sai d.

Wthin two hours, the top of the baby's head could be seen. And as Sondra's
eries of pain filled the room Mrguerite found herself wishing it were she
who

was crying out -- |less enpathy than envy, because this particular pain was a
kind only a nortal woman coul d know .

"Push!" Chernow coached. "Push!"

Sondra pushed -- and the top of the baby's head popped out of the vagina
canal .

But as soon as she saw it -- sawits closed eyes and winkled skin--Marguerite
sensed sonething was wong terribly wong. She said nothing, but as the infant



qui ckly energed, Chernow and Sondra sensed sonething as well. A newborn
infant's

skin was always winkly, but this one's flesh was crepey; al nbst w zened.
There

was sonething horribly famliar about it . . . and there was no novenent.
Neck,

shoul ders, arnms, each in their turn appeared . . .but by the time the infant
was

pul l ed out, close to m dnight, everyone knew the truth:
The child was dead. Stillborn

Sondra was crying nourning the boy who mi ght have had so rmuch. Chernow was
stunned. "Everything was proceeding normally . " was all he could say.

Marguerite held out her arms. Chernow cut the unbilical cord, then silently
passed the tiny formto her; she paid no nmnd to the bl ood and waxy verni x
covering its body. Gently she touched the face. Its skin was so old; so very
old, before it ever was new. She stroked the baby's head, fingers caressing
its

ears, its neck, its tiny nouth.

She shoul d have known. Perhaps God, if He existed, had been offended at the

t hought of life plucked, arrogantly, fromthe darkest of cradles; or perhaps
that ther, with whom she had nade a gri m conpact centuries before, was
equal Iy

enraged, resentful that one of his subjects was trying to reclai msonething he
had honestly bargained for, and won. Perhaps it was the one thing that Heaven
and Hell could both agree upon

Gently she caressed the ol d-man's skin of her never-young son, having

recogni zed

it imediately; she had seen it once before, when an undead | over of hers had

been struck by a carriage and fallen, no tinme to change shape, into the River

Loire. And she knew that her child, her baby, her first born, had in fact been
dooned for hours -- since five o'clock that afternoon

"Runni ng water," was all she said, and no one except Chernow even heard, much

| ess understood. Marguerite held the small, still formto her chest, and
hoped,

at least, that his soul had flown -- that he had been graced with a soul to
fly

-- and that it would know t he peace his nother had renounced forever. "Adieu
nmon agneau sangl ant, " she whi spered: Farewell, ny bloodied |anb. And, with a

kiss to his forehead, said goodbye to her son



