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Prologue

The shattering of glass and metdl, as some unseen intruder
broke the window, did not wake him.

A voicein his head whispered, ' 'Y our soul.”

The boy shivered. Therain outside, and the wind that

blew across the near-desol ate room, acrossthe old

woman's face as she too lay back in some dream, he knew
thisbut none of it could draw him up from deep; the

crunch and squed of adoor opening, of glass being

stepped upon, dl of this played at the edge of his consciousness,
but he could not tug away from the dream that

had grabbed him.

The voice whispered, ™Y our heart.”
Hiseydidsfluttered open for amoment, and then the
boy closed them again, asif the real world werethe

dream, and hisinner world, the truth.

Even the mindpain was only ashredded curtain,
blowing againgt awindow of the dream.

The boy dreamed on. Hisinner eyes opened onto the
other world, the one of insane geometries, of orange light9



ning, of firethat rained from treeslike leavesfdling, of
the birdsrising from the water, their impossbly pure
white wings spreading across the burning sky. Asthe sky
filled with bloody swans, he saw the dark ram withits
golden eyes shining asit galoped towards him acrossthe
surface of the unbroken weter. Then the edswriggling
across the glassy surface, turning the brown water red
with their wakes. The ram rode across their backs, its
hooves beeting like knives on stones. The Azriel Light
came up fromitsbreath, forming crygdlineinthe mist

of air, and then burned across the world. What was unspeskable
found voice and its bleating froze the air for a

moment, hacked from the fabric of time as the secret of
all stabbed at hisears.

Someonetried to wake him from it. The mindpain came
back like abalt of lightning, burning dong his neura
pathways. The boy's eyes opened, his dream torn apart.

The man shook him awake and held ahand over his
mouth. The room came back with its shadows of curtains
and haf-opened cupboards. Thetrill of amockingbird
outside the window. The shroud of dawn. The room that
aways seemed too small for al of them. The others dept
onaround him.

The man wore adark leather jacket and jeans, his dark
hair in need of acut, and the smdl from him was dmost
sweet--like sage on the desert after arain.

"Y ou Satan?"' the boy asked in a hushed tone of reverence.

Fear was not there. He didn't senseit. He didn't

fed it from the man, and it wasn't within him. He knew,
somehow, the man would be there. He knew just ashe
knew that his dream had foretold something.

"l could be," the man whispered, his breath al cigarettes.
"If you keep quiet, youll live. Understand?’

The boy nodded. The mindpain blossomed againgt his
amall skull. When it cameon, asit usudly did after one

of the Great Metings, it would blast within hishead like
theworst headache. Sometimes his nose would bleed from



it. Sometimes held go into convulsions. He never knew
how hard it would hit, he just knew it was PAIN. He knew
it HURT. The mindpain didn't let go until it was good

and ready to.
The boy felt something pressed againgt hisside.

Cold metd.

"That'sright," the man whispered. "It'sagun. | will
kill you if you make anoiseor try to fight me. Or if you
try to do what | know you can do."

The boy began shivering, and wasn't sureif he could
will himsdf to stop. He wanted to be back in his dream.

It felt like antswere crawling al over hisarmsand legs.

Antsgtinging him al over, and thentickling dong his
neck. He wanted to swat and scratch, but he was afraid
the man might use the gun. The boy had seen ajackrabbit
get shot clean in haf once. Hedidn't need to imagineit

happening to himsdif.

But the markings on him, the drawings...
He knew they were moving, the pictures on his shoulders.

He wished he could scrape them from hisflesh. He
wanted to tell the stranger with the gun about them, about
how they meant bad things when they began moving, but
the boy knew thiswould do no good.

The man grinned as helifted the boy up, wrapping a
shabby blanket around him. The boy'slast view of what
he had come to call home was the old woman lying there
garing a him. Blood duiced from between her lips, and
tears bled down in rivulets from her eyes. The mattress
beneath her was soaked red. Her fingerswere il curled
around asmal amulet she kept with her, nothing more
than alocket, agood luck charm.

The boy wastoo tired to fight, and weakened, too, by
the previous day's performance. Mindpain aways came
after the show. Mindpain was like what the Great Father
had called ahangover. It was the morning after. That was
aproblem for him, it sgpped him of strength, and even



when he had tried to kick out a the man, he could barely
movehislegs.

The man would probably kill him. The boy knew this
iswhat kidnappers usudly did. He had watched late-night
TV showslike America's Most Wanted and knew that
kidnappersrarely kept akid dive.

The boy tried not to think of the gun.

Tried to remember the Great Father holding hisarms
out, his hands open to him. "1 will be your comfort in
the valey of the shadow," the Great Father had said.

Thiswasthe valey of the shadow of death. This kidnapper
and hisgun and his blanket and the red stain on
the mattress with the old woman's mouth wide open.

Thinking about it, the boy winced. The hammeringin
his head grew stronger. Everything hurt.

The pounding of the rain on the roof seemed unbearable.

It was aterriblerain, it had come at first asice and

then tiny pebbles hitting the corrugated tin roof, until findly,
it was just water. God is pissin' on us on accounta

our sins, that'swhat the old woman who took care of him
would say, her Texas twang increasing with her years. She was dead now. She wasin whatever Great
Beyond

existed, the boy knew. She wasin the pictures that covered
him now, aswere dl things that were no more. If

the mindpain hadn't descended that night, weakening him
further, he might've been able to struggle againgt thisevil
man who'd taken him. Even though the blanket covered

the boy'sears, it was asif the hoofbeats of wild horses
were besting down upon him from heaven.

The kidnapper threw him into the backseet of acar.

Sammed the door. Asthey drove off, the boy glanced
back at the place he'd called home and knew in his heart
he would never seeit again. Dawn was just bursting from
the far horizon. Rain accompanied it, the first fresh drops
hitting the car windows, dirt rinsing down. Thepainin

the boy's head grew, and he could fed thetingling begin
along hisback and shoulders. He knew that whatever was



supposed to start, al the thingsthat he'd been warned
about by the Great Father, would come to pass now.

Through him, the radiance would come, like eectricity
through theidiot wires of the gods.

Hisskin fet molten.



PART ONE
THE STORM KING

"'Down came the golden ship, plowing into the fallow
earth asif plantinganew cropinadry fidd..."

from The Storm King: Intergalactic Knight, VVol. 12



The Damnation Highway
"It was drizzling and mysterious a the beginning of our
journey.”

--Jack Kerouac, On the Road



Chapter One
The Kidnapper

Y ou can't ever take this back.
The kidnapper heard the voicein his head.

Y ou can't ever undo this. Y ou must now follow it
through, what you've started.

Y ou must now takeit toitslogica conclusion.

Try not to picture what you're going to haveto do to
thekid.

The only emotion the man felt was an indefinable revulsion,
not even fear, for an adrendine rush overcame

his cowardice. His swesat had dried up, his body no longer
trembled with the knowledge of what he had to do. It was
no longer aplan, or aplot, it wasan action in fact. Yet

he had to have control over himself, or hewould loseit.

He might just go over the edge, and then all that hed
worked so hard to keep in place for so many years--the
lurker benesth his own skin--al would run wild.

If aplace could have an aura, thisone did, and it was



the aurathat caused hisrevulsion. An auraof darkness,
and it wasdmogt like aphysica heavinessto the place.

A hdo of nightmare, dl around the periphery. HEd do

right by theworld if he poured kerosene &t its edges and
torched the whole place, and the dozen or so people deeping
there. The Rapturigts, they called themsalves, but for

people of God they had quite an arsend stored out in New
Mexico. The Feds were aready surrounding their Quonset
huts just outside of Las Graces, out in the dusty hills,

ready for a Branch Davidian-style showdown, at least according
to the media. But the Rapturists had pocketsdl

over the United States and parts of Central America. They
were abig family of loonswhose rdigious zed tended
towards forming militias and announcing messiahswith

every change of the weether.

Thisenclave, smdl asit was, and apparently as harmless,
contained the only messah that the man wanted:

The boy who they called Shilo, or Prophet.

Funny that no one's standing guard. Funny that they
don't feel the need to protect their little messiah from men
like mewho might want to do something terribleto him.

He had onefina protection with him in case they did
catch him, onelittle parachute of sorts.

Don't think about it.
All you want isthe boy.

Funny though that no one iswaking up, and funny

about that woman lying on the mattress. Too dark to redly
get alook, but why didn't she wake up? Why didn't
shetry to stop him?

Don't think about that either.

Don't think about what might have been done last

night, perhaps as some kind of God ritua among them,
somekind of Kool-Aid laced with People's Temple cyanide,
or some other nagty little "let's go to Heaven together,

shdl we?' party.

These Rapturigts are that crazy. Their whole sense of



religion is built around death anyway. No big surpriseif
by sunriseal of them will be found deed.

All but the boy.
What had Fairdlough called it?

Ohyegh, the Azrid Light, which was sitably biblica
snce Azriedl wasthe Angd of Death. The Azrid Light was
amply aphenomenon of idiot humans going crazy and
killing themsalves when in the presence of the light of
Holiness. Leaveit to Fairclough and the Rapturiststo
describetheir lack of surviva skillswith some bogusrdigious
phrase. "The Azrid Light," the blonde on the

Chrigtian show had said, "isthe warm glow of God's

love, but it isnot of the flesh, but of spirit. Thefleshisa
covering, likethis blouse and skirt I'm wearing, and we
must shed it to moveinto the eternd light."

Ah, gimmethat old-timerdigion!

Thiswas a place of darkness. No dawn, and no damn
Azrid Light was going to makeit any brighter.

/ know another namefor the Azrie Light, he thought. Moonftre.

All hewanted was to get the boy hi the car and get the

hell out of thisenclave of rundown homes out inthe middle
of a Texas nowhere. The stink was everywhere-- Stony Crawford could smdll it like the scent of old
blood,

the way you knew that something or someone was dead,
had been dead along time and had just lain therein the
excrement of deeth asif waiting for resurrection. He
couldn't wait to get out from among the shacks and mobile
homes, and back into his car. And those cages, full

of rattlesnakes, dl till and eerie beneath the trailer that

sat up on cinder blocks. Christ, that was creepy. People
who would keep fifty rattlesnakesfor their church socid
weren't people you wanted to mess with.

The kid stayed put, which was good for both of them.
Stony had to make sure that no one followed.

Damn Degth Cult. Damn supertitious backwoods New
Ager Gospel spouters believing in snake oil and storm



clouds and little boys who make rain come down over
parched land.

Hetrembled as he did into the front seat. Thought he
saw aman standing off behind one of the shacks, just
watching the spectacle.

The Kidnapping of a Twelve-Y ear-Old Boy; The Miracle
Worker Kid of the Southwest; The Boy Who Predicted
the Assassination; The Boy Who Heded the Sick;

The Boy Who Raised the Dead; The Boy Who Made the
Blind See and the Lame Walk; The New Messiah of Texas
and the World, Shilo Incarnate.

Stony had read dl the cheagp magazines and lurid newspaper
reports, seen the television show that dragged the

kid before the cameras while some platinum blonde with
mascarafor brainstried to suck money out of the viewers.

"The Rapture is coming, and Prophet isour savior!" she
cried. "Send ten dollars, twenty, five hundred, whatever
you can, be part of this great convergence of heaven and
earth!"

They sold the kid's spit at fifty bucksaloogie.
/ guess| must be the Devil, for stedling the Messiah.

| must be worse than the Devil, because I'm gonnatake
thiskidand ...
Don't pictureit. Y ou weaken when you think about it.

Y ou start thinking stupid-ass warm fuzzy thoughts about
the innocence of childhood and about love and about care
and about how thisisjust after al alittle boy, and for

al you know you didn't even get theright little boy, you
did what you did last time, you grabbed the wrong kid.

The voice within him whispered, Y ou got thewrong kid
last time, remember? Y ou were a dumbass twenty-year
old then and you grabbed the tot and ran, and when you
got out to the place where you were gonna blow himto
kingdom come, turns out you had just grabbed some kid
who was nothing but akid. Ordinary. Sweet. Goofy.

Scared. And you had to shut him up somehow, but you
knew only killing himwould doiit.



So ingtead you just showed him something horrible. Y ou
showed him that place insde you that no one wantsto

see and stay sane. You let that kid seeit, knowing it would
fry hislittle four-year-old brain and then hed spend half
his childhood hoping that Hell wasn't going to open up
right under hisfest.

Some wonderful as shit world you gave that kid, the
wrong kid.

And you're so damn sure this one hereisthe right one?
Who's da monster, Stony?
"l am," hewhispered doud.

They traveled by car, an old beat-up Mustang he'd bought
for ahundred and fifty-seven bucksin atown farther south
caled Causaway Center. The old man sdlling the car had
told him hewas afool to buy it even at that price, and it
wouldn't teke him dl theway up the coast, but it might

get him asfar asNorth Carolina, and from there, "Y ou're
on your own. Only God or Fateis gonnatake care of this
beat-up old piece of scrap meta from thereon.” Theold
man reminded him--too much--of hisown father, not in
the eyes, but in the mouth, that jug-chinned hangdog kind
of mouth. He hadn't redlly trusted the old man. He never
redly trusted anyone. But he double-checked his various
maps, and he knew the Mustang was as good as any car
he could find after he/d smashed up his other one. He
didn't havealot of cash left, and now he had thismission.

That'swhat it was. A pure mission.

Stony Crawford glanced at the glove compartment.
Don't think about it.

Even thinking about it might make him know it'sthere.

Heignored theimage of it that his mind conjured. Keep
your mind on the road.

In the rearview mirror, the boy dept. The backseat was
outfitted with pillows and blankets. He didn't want the



boy to be uncomfortable. He didn't want the kid to get
too scared of him, not yet. The boy had dark hair, dmost
too long. His skin was adeep tan on hisface, from the
Texas sun. His pupils, when Stony had seen hiseyesgo
wide, were large and dilated asif someone had been putting
some sort of eyedropsin them to increase the boy's
sengtivity to light. But otherwise, Stony had recognized
the boy dmost immediately. The shock of it dmost threw
him backwards. He'd been searching for thiskid for just
under twelve years, and finding him, he knew. He knew
why the other kid had been the wrong one, because he'd
been looking for al the wrong qudities. But seeing this
boy waslike thrusting his hand into a bucket of ectric
eds.

He had arrived at the small one-room schoolhouse on
the edge of a shit-dust town, and seen the boy from the
back of the room. That death stink was al around, and
theidiots there had brought in three corpses, asif the boy
would actualy be ableto raise them back to life. But oh,
those fundamentalist believers wanted to know that either
Chrigt or the Antichrist had returned, Hallelujah, it didn't
matter which. They just wanted the fulfillment of abook
written along time ago, they didn't want the truth of what
the boy was. They didn't want histotdity.

Halldujah, he makesthe wine taste like water! Haldlujah,
he maketh thelion to lie down with the lamb! Haldlujah,
he knows the fires of hell, and the fate of the

world iswritten upon him! Praise the Almighty, we found
our 1'il savior and now let's praise him before we put him
up on some cross and kick theliving soul right outtahim!

But Stony had seen him clearly. Known him, known
what he had to do with the boy.

Thisparticular child.
Hisfingerstensed around the steering whedl. Hetried
an old relaxation exercise, but the fear of what he had to

do came back to him.

He blinked, and in that split-second blindness,



He saw the red birds burst out of the skin, spreading
acrossthe sky, swirling in the wind and then coming together
agan, awall of fire, itsheat so intenseit melted

glass.

"It waslong ago, my friend,” the comforting voice
within him told him. The voice of an old friend, someone
he had interndized over the years.

Nora.

"A long time ago, and what's past is past. All you can
doislook down theroad and decideif it curvesand if
you'll take the curve.”

It rained like the devil from Texasto Arkansas. The

land turned from plainsto hills, with great pine forests
springing up. Even the rain seemed unnaturd for northeast
Texas, pouring down like the heavens had opened up. The
trucks ahead of him splashed water up onto hiswindshield.

The wash of color turning to gray-brown mud,
gplattering across hisvision asthe day grew darker with
the overhanging clouds. The wipers swiped &t it, but the
road did not clear from the blur of water and gray.

Therain stopped just outside Little Rock. Traffic was
light, and there were several motels dong the roadside.

Their bright red flashing vacancy signs beckoned to him,
but he could not deep. He could not deep, and would not
let himself rest. Because he knew if he did, then he might
let the boy go. He might just stop, out of fear. Or out of
asense that maybe he waswrong, maybe dl of it wasa
bad case of insanity, that his ever-present memory that
swirled around insgde him was, in fact, fantasy.

Hemight kill himsdlf, in whatever way it was possible
to do so.

To deep for athousand years, avoice in his head whispered. To be part of the nothing, the emptiness,
and the

everything. The enormity of existence, sporead acrossit

likefire. To not have to be trapped inside this prison of

flesh and bone.

Nora, in her inimitible way, scoffed &t this voice of



dissent. "Oh Lord, there you go, ready to jump in apond

with atwo-hundred-pound weight tied around your neck when al you haveto do istakeit off. Y ou have
mede

cosmic suffering an art, and you're just too talented in

that direction. Stony boy, when are you gonna just take

responsi bility for yourself and turn these demons

around?'

By then, his hands were tense on the steering whed!.

He hadn't dept in forty-eight hours, and he wasn't sure

how much longer he could go. He tasted what he thought
might be blood in his mouth. It wasn't just thefear or

gress, it was the knowing. The knowing of it. Not of what
had been, but of what must be done. He glanced in the
rearview mirror constantly. He half expected to seeapolice
car following him. Or maybe the people from that

awful place back inasmal Texasroadsdetown, amiddie
of nowhere, ablind spot on the map. The kind of place
where thingslike this might take hold.

Those people.

The people who worshiped the boy.

"These an't rea demons, they're made up by you. If

you |looked at them the way they redlly are, you'd see
they're just wake-up cdlsfrom the universe.” Nora

seemed to be there, within him.

He knew that it was hisimagination. Always hisimagination.

Héed let the voices come out, especidly inthis
kind of Stuation.

/ am kidnapping akid from Texas, and dragging his
ass hafway acrossthe country, | haveagun, | have a-

(Don't think it and it won't realy be happening--don't
look at the glove compartment.)

"Why do you livein me?"' he asked the Nora-voice
once. Knew he was crazy for even asking one of the
voicesin hishead about itslf.

"Because," came her reply. "You won't let me go.”

Hetried not to listen to the chaos of voicesingde him.



"I'm not crazy,” he said, and then redized hed said it
aoud.

Glanced back at the boy in the rearview mirror.
7 am akidnapper. Felony.
/ may be amurderer. Felony.

Oh, but worse. There'salaw beyond the law, and a
justice beyond human justice.

Damnationismy only highway.

At some point in driving, he began seeing things on the

road, like movies sprayed across hiswindshield. Just images
from the past, people's faces, the big summer house

out on Juniper Point. He had to force his concentration to
see the highway through them, to see what was up ahead.

Moonfire burst across hisvison--

The yellow-white moon, coronaof red around it like
sunbursts-—-

A flashback as sure asif he'd dropped acid back when
he was ateenager.

Moonfire, searing, dmost blinding him--
Thevison of her.

Her face encased in aliquid white sac, the blue veins,
like aspiderweb, through it. The pulsing of thelifefluid.

Then, it was gone as quickly asit had arrived. The road
ahead was dark and straight.

The sky lightened as storm clouds became asinsubstantial
asadream across the redlity of midday.

Thesmel of geamy autumnin theair, the humid moss

of awarm October, caught in histhroat. After the storm,
the moisture evaporated in the brilliant sun. He wiped his
sunglasses off, looking up at the open sky. A vast big
blue emptinessthat siretched for miles. Therewasno end
to it as he glanced across the horizon. No clouds ahead.

Nothing in the beyond but clear skies, no gpparent darkness.

It was ardlief, for the rain had been like the pound27






ing in hishead since hed found what he'd been searching
for.

When the rain stopped, the memories quieted.

Therain had been like nails hitting onesin his head.

Or the soft thud of nailsin hands.

Sometimes, it wasjust rain.

"I'm hungry,” the kid in the backseat said.

"Later on."

"Therédsawar going' on," thekid said.

"Yeah, right.”

"Thereis. Between Good and Evil, Heaven and Hell,"
the boy said asif this had been drilled into him since the
ageof three. "All of usispart of it, and my partislike
afire acrossthe seas”

"'And he bound the serpent for athousand years and--"
"Y ou know Scripture?’ the boy asked, shocked.

"You ain't themessah, kid, so just shut up about those
chuckleheads we just |eft behind," Stony clucked. Then,
"Sorry, kid. | guessyou could say I'mjust in abad

The dlencein the car became overbearing. Stony
switched on the radio. The choiceswere country or
preachers. Country won, hands down. Stony tuned into
the end of an old Charlie Pride tune, "Kissan Angel
Good Morning." The kid began Snging dong softly to it
from the backseat.

"How about over there?' Stony pointed to the Waffle
Hut off the highway.

"l guess," theboy said. "Y ou till in abad mood?”
"Kid, I'm dwaysin abad mood. Waffle Hut?'
"Mcdonad'swould be okay."

"Y ou want to wait for the next Mcdonad's? It might
beahdf hour."






"Okay, whatever you say, you're daboss,” the boy
sad dmos chearfully.

"Y ou don't mind that I'm taking you," Stony said after
he'd parked in front of the Waffle Hut. ™Y ou don't mind
that astranger put you in his car and is driving someplace
you have noidea of "

The boy shrugged. "Y ou're the one with the gun, not
r.rell

Inside, the Formicatable coated with athin layer of
grease, the boy glanced at the spattered-plastic menu.

"My eyes must be bigger'n my belly. | want everything | can get.”

"Easy, kid," Stony said. "Keep it under five bucks,
okay?'

When the waitress came over, she wiped down the table,
took the orders, and the boy said, "Grits, two sausages,
three eggs, two pancakes. Big glassof milk."

Stony checked hiswallet. Depressngly few billsremained
init. A smdl photo from the past: thefifteen
year-old girl with the dark skin and dark hair. Pretty eyes.

Sweet smile. Around her neck, asmall gold cross. "Nothing
for me, thanks. Wait, maybe sometoast. Y eah, just
some toast. Toast and coffee.”

Theboy glared at him. "I got to eat." Hetook asip
from the glass of water. "Y our car isashitkicker, mister.”

He could fix the car every timeit died--whichit did, and
often. Once, at atruck stop outside Memphis, held burned
his right hand getting the digtributor cap off. Acrid smoke
filled the air, but he managed to toggle some switchesand
buy anew temperature gauge, and it ran dl right for the



night. The boy had to pissfive timesin the space of Six
hours, and gtill he refused to give up histwo-liter plagtic
bottle of Coke, which he clung to asif for dear life.

On theroad, no oneredlly looked at the boy, who

mainly kept to himsdf in the backsest, flipping through

the stack of Time and Life magazinesthat had comewith
the car, pulling the blanket over his head when daylight
came--and Stony assumed he dept. At the rest stops
sometimes a nice big-haired Southern woman patted the
boy on the head as he ran by her on hisway to the snack
machines. "Y our sonisarea popgun,” one woman told
him, smiling asmilefull of Georgiapeachesand
Southern-fried warmth. If only she knew. Every few hours,
the boy complained of hunger. He devoured two Big Macs
at one gitting that night, and then downed alargefries, a
Coke, and achocolate milk shake. The kid was an addict
for Coke, with a secondary addiction to Snickersbars. The
candy wrappers Uttered the backsesat, and when Stony
stopped for cigarettes or gas or adecent cup of coffee,

the kid aways had to get him to buy some more Snickers.

A hedthy appetite for junk food for atwelve-year-old. At
truck stops, the kid did his business, washed his hands,
stayed near him. Asif the boy were afraid of the rest of
the world more than hewas afraid of him. That was good.

He knew the boy would stay with him. He knew the boy
would gtick to him like glue.

That frightened him when he thought about it too much.

Hetried not to think of it at al. He was not a man used
to showing hisfear to anyone, let done akid.

They didn't say much, back and forth, front seat to
back. It unnerved him to think of thekid in the back,
wondering what it would al come to when they reached
their destination.

They passed the Virginiagate line at four a m. Stony
wastired, but he wanted to wait until the sun waswell
up beforefinding a place to deep. The kid had no problem
deeping, and seemed to be content with watching the stars



and other cars and the blur of trees and houses and the
great white blank spaces of the highway north.

Findly, asthe sun was coming up, and he was too tired
to keep going, the boy asked, "Where you taking me

anyway?"

He dmost cracked asmile, glancing in the rearview
mirror. The boy's accent was Southern cracker. He would
grow up redneck maybe, he would grow up and drivea
truck and own agun and maybe have a L abrador retriever
in the back with some beer cansrolling around. He
grinned--God, he wastired. Tired and restless at the same
time

"Hey," he said. They'd barely said two wordsto each
other in nine hours. "I'm thinking of pulling off the road
and degping. Y ou mind?'

The boy shrugged. "Whatever. Long as| don't haveto
keep smdlin' your nasty cigarettes.”

"Motel 8 or maybe an Econolodge," Stony said, keeping

his eyes on the road and then glancing up at the boy
intherearview mirror.

For ahalf second, the boy's face changed, but it
might've been the shadows of early dawn.

Might've been deep deprivation, too, for al he knew.
Something shifted on the boy's face.

Could he have redly smiled like that, that kid? Could

he have smiled so it looked like dl histeeth were sharp
likelittle knives?

"Watch out, mister,” the boy said.

He had swerved the car onto the shoulder. It skidded
aong the gravel. He took hisfoot off the accelerator, regaining
control, and pressed down on the brake. "Hang

on," he said. But the car dowed easily, and cameto rest
at theroadside.

The boy whispered something, and it sounded to him
like aprayer of some sort.

"What?" he asked.

"The Madonna of the Highways," the boy repested.






"Out there." The boy tapped on the windowglass.

Stony glanced out in the direction the boy had been
looking. There was a closed-down roadside stand, gas
pumps as ancient asthe pyramids, with an enormoussign
that read, see the eighth wonder of the world! the

MADONNA OF THE HIGHWAY S WHO IS SHE? WHERE DID
SHE COME FROM?WHAT ISHER MY STERY ?

"Canwego in?' the boy asked.
"It'sclosed," he said. "See? Sign says closed at five”
"Later on | mean,” the boy said.

Stony said nothing. He glanced at the small shack,

painted abrilliant sky blue with itstar paper roof coming
off. The gas pumps, sad asthey were, seemed more artistic
than anything near diem. Out in front, severa Satues

of Greek youths, dl cheesy imitations, flamingos, and
plastic geese. On awide, flat plywood board, apainting
of the Virgin Mary holding the Baby Jesus. Sheworea
blue robe, and a diadem of stars across her forehead. The
Baby Jesusheld ared jewd in histiny hand. The morning
sunlight, coming up in the Eas, flashed across the chrome
of old hubcaps that surrounded this painted plank, like
round mirrors of distortion. Flashes of sunlight burned like
fire on the round shiny metdl.

A sign by the highway, food-lodging, 3 mi.

"Y ou ever gonnatell mewho you are?' me boy said,
sounding only mildly interested.

He glanced at the boy in the rearview mirror. Hewas
aready bundling under the thin blanket, getting ready to
fdl adeep.

"Sure" hesaid. "Surel will. Later on."

Hewasn't sureif hewould tell the boy anything.

Hewasn't sureif he himsdf knew why he was doing
this

Why he was going home again with aboy he had taken
from ashack in Texas.



The motel was a mom-and-pop outfit, twenty rooms. The
middle-aged woman at the front desk glanced at the car
parked in the shade off to the side of the parking lot.

"How many arethere?’
"Jugt ong" hesaid. "I'm exhausted."

"Traveling al night?" she asked, dowly reaching for
thekey.

He nodded. " Going to Batimoreto see my sgter.”

"I've never been there, but | heard it's some place. |

heard that the traffic'sterrible," the woman said. She held
the key up, its huge orange tag hanging down, jingling in
her hand. ' 'Room fifteen. Firgt floor. If you open it without
pushing, you won't get in. Y ou haveto push and turn
thekey. If you don't, you'll end up jamming the lock.

Then| haveto cal alockamith and it'll cost me twenty
dollarsfor aroom that only goesfor twenty-two dollars.”

"Yes" he nodded, holding his hand out. Thanks for
the Southern hospitality.

"Fifteen,” she repeated, "to the left and down. Put out
your do not disturb sign for themaid.”

Feding dightly punchy, hesaid, "Couldn't you just tell
the maid not to go there?"

"I'mthemaid,” shesad. "But I'll forget, Mr ..."

she glanced at the card held just filled out, "Rogers. |
have athousand and one things to keep track of thismom
ing and | have yet to drink my coffee. Y ou just put out
the do not disturb sign.”

"Sure" hesaid. Mr. Rogers. It'sawonderful day in
the neighborhood, he thought. That's me.

"Fifteen," she repested, as he took the key from her.



He kept the blanket wrapped around the boy, carrying him
into Room 15. Onceinside, with the boy snoring lightly,
Stony locked the handcuffs around one of the table legs
near the televison set. Some inner compulsion led him to
do this. He didn't think the boy would run, and the boy

had acted so far asif they were old friends or family. But
something within him told him that he needed to tiethe

boy down. It's not that he was afraid of the kid running
away; it waswhat the kid might do to him, or at least
attempt The kid knew about the gun. He didn't know
about the other things, like what wasin the glove compartment.

He set up aseries of pillows around the boy's head.

Then he sat on the double bed. In seconds, he lay back,
garing a the calling. Hewould haveto fal adeep, but
something within him didn't want to.

He watched three or four houseflies gather inthe air
just ove him. He smelled the musty yet clean smdll of
the motdl, hearing the buzzing of the large black flies.

Somewhere nearby, he heard car doors dam open, the
click of high hedls out on the Sdewalk as guests|eft their
rooms. His eyesfluttered closed, but behind their darkness,
hewas dill staring at the flies gathering in the fill

air above hishead.

When he awoke, hewas in a swesat

The boy sat at the edge of the bed watching him. He
held the handcuffsin his hands, free. "It'san old trick |
learned from this book on magic tricks," the boy said.

"You just raise your hands so the blood drains out of
them. If you got smdl wristsand handslike | do, after
about an hour, you get loose."

Hefdt the old fear, asif it had always been caged up
ingdehim.

The boy reached into hislap, bringing up awalet. 'l



went through your things, too," he said matter-of factly.
"Youreacop."

"Yeah," hesaid. "Sort of. I've been acop, anong
other things™"

"Your nameis Stony Crawford. Y ou're twenty-eight,
amog. You livein sometownin Arizona"

"Outsde Window, yeah." A dight nervousness crept
into hisvoice.

"Don't worry," the boy said, looking dightly best, as

if what he'd learned from the contents of the wallet was

not what he wanted to find out. "If I'd wanted to do
anything | dready wouldadoneit. | held your gun. | don't
like gunsdl that much. So, amn | under arrest or something?'

"No," hesaid.

"l don't get it. Y ou bring me here, you're actudly
kindanice and okay if alittle squirrdly."

"Itsalong Sory,” hesad.

"Y ou killed the old woman who took care of me,

Sony?"

Stony Crawford shook his head. "No. But | know who
did."

The boy glared at him. He started making goofy faces.

Then he glanced at the clock on the bedside table. The
boy shook his head. "I guess we got time, you and me.

Y ou one of those men who does nasty thingsto kids?'
He shook his head. "Jesus, no."

"Then why?Why me?' The boy, who must've been
nearly twelve, looked whoally innocent for the momen.

Stony wondered, How could he not know?

It seemed s0 obvious, from the moment he'd heard the
goriesin the mountains, the miracles, the boy wonder, the
little boy they cdled Prophet. Then, a afair inthevalley,
nearly nine months before, they'd taken him down there
to show him off, to show off that power that they knew



radiated from him. He recognized the boy without ever
having seen him before. Otherswould recognize him,



too. Thewrong kind of others, like thefamily who lived
among the rocky crags at the Mentirosa Pass. The way
the boy walked, the smile, the hair, the eyes. Almost
everything about the kid. And then, those people who he
was with, the wild people who had somehow kept him to
themsalves, like atotem, like afetish. They knew too,
which waswhy they kept themselves secret.

They even kept the boy's own identity secret from him.

"If | told you, it might frighten you," hesaid findly,
gtting up. "Mindif | smoke?"

The boy shrugged. "Like | could stop you. That'sa

nasty habit. Mind if | teke aleak?' Then he got off the

bed and went into the bathroom. When the bathroom door
was shut, Stony heard the tap turn on. Helit up his Camd,
and breathed in the smoke. He was not a habitua smoker,
but took it up intimes of stress. Then he went and opened
one of the small suitcases. Underwear, some colored T
shirts, and a newspaper. The newspaper was folded over
onitsdf, asring tied around it. He pulled it loose, opening

the paper.

The New London Day.

On the front page, a photograph of three men examining
what looked like the foundation of a burnt-down

house. A cloudy day. They worerain dickers. Behind the
men, alighthouse. Nothing remarkable in that photograph.

Beneath the picture, an article.
THE VANISHING ON HIGH STREET
by George Crandall, Specia to The Day

In the aftermath of Hurricane Matilda, the mysteries at
Stonehaven are il unraveling. Thisisnot an ordinary

hit from a hurricane, and the firesalong Land's End were

not set by lightning. What remainsthe biggest mystery is

the disappearance of an entire town, not unlike the disappearance
of the Roanoke Colony in Virginiainthe



1600s. Could everyonein this place actually have been
swept out to sea?

10

He turned the newspaper over. An ad for men's shirts
adorned the back page. He didn't want to read the articles
after dl.

The hunting knife.
Souvenir from amemorable night.

A way to never forget what had happened. Or what he
had done.

Slipped it back in the newspaper, which he wrapped
over it. Tied the string around it. Dropped the newspaper
back in the suitcase, shutting it.

"Someworld," he said, as he squatted beside the suitcase.
When he stood up, he heard the water in the bathroom.

After two cigarettes, he called to the boy, but there was
no answer. Thisworried him. He went to the bathroom
door, turning it, but it was locked.

"Open up," he said. He felt sweat break out on his
neck, but he told himsdf to stay calm.

Was there awindow in the bathroom? He couldn't remember
seeing one, but maybe there was one behind the

shower curtain. Shit, he hadn't counted on this. Inthe
fourteen hours they'd been on the road, the kid hadn't
seemed interested in running.

Hetook apaper clip off hiswallet, twisted it, and thrust
itinto thelock. Turning it dightly, the door popped open.

The bathroom was empty, and as he pulled the shower
curtain back, the boy huddled, weeping, in acorner of the
tub, in his underwear, his jeans and T-shirt wadded up
behind him likeapillow.

"What isit?" he asked.

The boy wouldn't open hiseyes. "They used to do
some bad things to me, those people down there.”



"Likewhat?"

The boy lifted hisarm up, showing him the scarred
flesh,

"Isthat atattoo?" he asked.

The boy shook his head, working to keep histeeth from
chattering. "It'sthem. What they do. If | touch it sometimes,
they move. They know wherewe are. They're

gonnafind us.

"No," hesaid. "They can't."

"They can," the boy said. "They have the power."

The man shook his head, crouching down beside the
tub. "No," he sad, flinching dightly ashe looked at the
way they'd cut adesign down the boy's side. "It'syou.

Y ou have the power." He didn't want to explain this. Or
dwdl onit. Not till they reached their destination. "Let's
get out of here and get something to eat. Okay?"

The boy'svestigid eydids, like agossamer skin,
flicked down over hiseyesfor just a second.

The man blinked, too. Had he imagined it?
Or wasit there?

He watched the boy's face, but the boy seemed to betray
no knowledge of what the man had just witnessed.



Chapter Two

The Madonnaof the
Highways

"Y ou get hungry," Stony said, watching the boy ashe
seemingly swallowed the sandwich whole. Stony stubbed
thelast of hiscigarette out in his coffee cup. A thin ribbon
of smoke curled up from it. Thetar caught in histhroat.

Histongue tasted of ashes.

"And you get smoky." The boy tapped hisfingers next
to the ashtray. "That'sthreein arow in the last ten
minutes. Maybeit'stimeto kick the habit, huh?'

"Judt finish your sandwich, kid."

"I'm Steve. Them people, the Rapturigts, they cal me
Prophet, sometimesthey call me Shilo, but they ain't my
real names." The boy chomped another bite of bread and
turkey.

Hisnameis Steve. Can't even cdl him that. Can't think
of him asalittle Stevie. Not with what | haveto do.

"'l know," theman said. " 'I'm Stony. But my real name
is Stephen, too."



"Y eah, funny, huh? They wanted to call me something
else But | knew my name. | wouldn't let them.

They had dl these weirdo names and stuff. Hey, | got a
good joke. Y ou know 'Confucious say' jokes? | love
‘em. The old lady's brother used to tell me them. Here's
one: 'Confucious say, hewho fart in church mugt Sitin
own pew.'" He grinned. "Don'tchathink it's funny?

Y ou never been in church and wondered why they cdll

Stony dropped adollar bill on the tabletop, and did out
of the booth. The boy followed him. As he opened the
door to leave the Biscuit Heaven coffee shop, he asked
thekid, "Why'd you stay with them if you didn't like

it?"

Theair outsde was fresh and cool, with adight nipin
theair. The parkway beyond was il green, with full
treesthick with leaves. October hadn't hit the South yet.

That'swhat Stony had always liked about the desert. On
the desert, there was no October, there was only summer
and hell.

"Wherethe hdl e sewas| gonnago?' the boy asked.

"You tdl me. They took care of me, it wasthe placethe
Gresat Father told meto go to, and they treated me better
than you do."

They got in the car, the boy diding acrossthe pillows
and blanketsin the backseat. The car stank of cigarettes
and old junk food, and maybe alittle bit of body odor as
well. It had come with the requisite stink of old men and
whiskey when held bought it. Thelayersof itsinterior
amell were like excavationsin an ancient cave. Stony
rolled down dl the windows. "Comfortable back there?"

Stony asked.

"Mmm-hmm,” camethereply. In the rearview mirror,

al Stony saw were the kid's eyes shining like red marbles,
reflecting the late-afternoon sun.

Stony scratched the back of his neck. "Y ou're pretty



agreeable. | don't know who kidnapped who."

"Y ou ever hear that song, 'Y ou Can Steal Me When
Y ou Wannd?'

"Nope, can't say that | have." Stony had to keep telling
himsdf that thiswasjust akid. Thiswasalittlekid.

Thiswas not someterrible cresture. Thiswas not some
monster. Thiswas akid, and he was akid-napper. Likelihood
was, hewould do something terrible to this boy

before their trip together was over. Likelihood was, held

take the hunting knife and plungeit into thiskid's heart,

or diceit across histhroat. Likelihood was, the kid was

just akid who happened to be in the wrong place a the
wrong time.

Andwhat if it wasdl abig damn mistake?

Sdlf-doubt. The destroyer of al men, he chuckled to
himsdf.

"It'san old country song," the boy continued. "It goes
like--Y ou can steal me when yawanna, but'chacain't
take mewhere | ain't dready gonna." Thekid'svoice
was a pretty good dto, and he even managed to put in
the country twang and bresk hisvoice mournfully at the
high note. " 'Cuz | been down this highway many times.

And if runnin’ off'sacrime, then | better serve my time,
cuz yoo-hoo can steal me when yawanna."

Stony clapped his handstwice. "Y ou're the next Garth
Brooks. So, you trying to tell me you wanted meto take
you from that place?’

Then the boy glanced at the dashboard clock. "It's amost
four. That roadside place closes a five. Can we go? | want to see the Madonna of the Highways."

"Okay. Maybe for ten minutes. If it's chegp."

"Sure," the boy said, grinning for once like akid his
age without malice or darkness or enigma.



The grin didn't fade until they'd paid the eighty-cent admission,
and gonethrough theturndtile. "Y ou believein
the Madonna?"

Stony laughed. "Wel, | like some of her songs. 'Like
aVirgin'?'

"Ha, before my time, old man, before my time," the

kid said, moving ahead. For just amoment, Stony figured
the kid might escape through this maze of darkly lit
rooms. He had to walk fast to keep up with thekid. The
hallway was strung with the story of how the gas station
curio shop had gotten hold of the Madonna, where she
had been

"Ven-er-ate-ed by man-y" the boy read aloud

as hewent. "Venerated sounds like venered disesse,

which I only know about on accountal heard that VD'l

kill yafrom the Great Father, who had it from time to

time." They passed through severd small rooms, each

with variousreligious pargpherndia. "Lookit," the boy

said, pointing to a glass-encased rusty nail. Then heread

the placard below it. "Thisisfrom the Holy Land, Jerusaem.

From the Place of the Skull, thisis one of the nails
from thekind of cross that Jesus was crucified on. Wow."

"Noway," Stony said. "It'sjust anail. Trust me, this
place wouldn't have the red thing."

The boy shrugged. "'l guessyou ain't abdiever,” he
said, and went off to the next room.

Stony glanced at the iconography dong thewalls, of
saints and virgins and martyrs. In the next room, a poor
imitation of aBasch painting of hell, completewith little
devils poking red forks at a naked Adam and Eve.

"Eve hasarack," the boy said. He pointed to something
mounted on thewall. "What's that?"

A shamble of whitefeathers, abeak, dl crusted over
and dried up.



Stony walked over to stand behind him. "Lookslike a
dead dove."

"Gruesome,” the boy said, athrill inhisvoice.

A brass plate sat beneath the stuffed dove, its eyes perfect
small marbles, itswings spread outward.

"The Holy Spirit came to them as adove from

heaven," Stony read aloud. He scratched the back of his
head. "What kind of sick person put this display together?!
Then he noticed the bottle of water set on ahigh table.
The water looked as if someone had put yellow and red
dyeinit. It wasadmost like alavalamp. A banner benesth
it read: "From the Miracle Waters of Lourdes, France,
wherethe Sick crawl on their Kneesfor Milesto be
Hedled. Onedrink of thisWater will Hedl the Sinner.”

Stony looked at the bottle for amoment, the red and
ydlow swirling mixture.

Themiracle of Lourdes.

The miraculous water of France, right up therewith
Perrier and Vichy.

Thenit struck him hard, likeapunchinhisgut.

The miracle of Lourdes. The mother of God. The miracle
"Dead doves and holy water, weird, huh? | want to see
the Madonna." The boy ran to the dark room at the end

of the corridor.

Stony followed. He stepped into aroom lit entirely in
deep purple. The boy stood before a glass case.

No, Stony thought, it'sa coffin.

A smdl shrivedled mummy lay benegth thethick glass.

THE MADONNA OF THE HIGHWAY S-TOUCH HER FOR
good luck! read the placard set atop the coffin display.

Her skin had tightened like papier-mache around the

small skull. The only modesty alowed her wasalong

blue cloth that was |oosely draped across her bones, and
then rested like a pillow behind her head.



In her arms, what might have been amummified baby.



"Thisisghoulish,” Stony said. Then helaughed, clapping
his handstogether. "I can't bieve how sick thisis.

Thisissomelittle old lady and somelittle old monkey
they're trying to make look like the baby Jesus." He
shook his head. " Some people will do anything for eighty
cents a.customer.”

The boy tapped on the glass. "How can anybody touch
her for good luck when she'sin this glass coffin? Aint
thisagaing thelaw?'

"Youdthink."

"A dead woman al wrapped up like that," the boy
said. "And ababy. Cool."

Stony Crawford glanced at the Madonna of the Highways,

and tried to shake the image out of his mind--the

image forming from the jigsaw pieces of the past.

Norasvoicein his head whispered, "It'sjust something

you see. It'snot redl. They'rejust pictureslike movies

or TV. Don't start fearing the dark, Stony, not now,

now when you got so much light in you."

But behind his eyes, he saw the statue of another Madonna.

He saw the crushed flower in her hand.

THE MADONNA OF THE HIGHWAY S! SEE HER! TOUCH HER!
FEEL THE MIRACLE OF HER EXISTENCE! WHO IS SHE?
WHERE DID SHE COME FROM?HOW CAN SHE CURE THE
SICK?HOW CAN SHE MAKE THE BLIND SEE? HOW CAN SHE
MAKE LEPERS CLEAN?YOU MISSED THE TURNOFF--TAKE
THE AMHERST EXIT AND GO BACK ON THE SERVICE ROAD
9 MILES. FREE LITER OF COKEWITH EVERY FILL-UP.

Stony glanced away from the last sign advertising the

Madonna of the Highways. The road ahead was dl that

mattered. The road and the descending gloom.

"What'sin the glove compartment?' the boy asked.

"Nothing."

"Why do you lock it then?!



"Youtry to get into it?' Stony asked.
The boy was sillent for amomen.

The boy looked at Stony'sreflection in the glass. "Who
are you anyway? Besides your name and stuff.”

It wastime. The boy was not going to fight him. The
boy was not going to try to run back to the others.

Hetold the boy, "Look at my face."

"Seenit,” the boy said, but he turned around anyway.

A dight recognition seemed to come across the boy's
eyes, likethelight of adistant fire. The boy walked over
to him and touched his chin. The boy'sfingers were coal.

"Areyou my father?" the boy asked.

Stony Crawford's eyeswere dry, and histhroat seemed
to go parched at that moment.

"Where are you taking me?' the boy asked.

"North," Stony Crawford said.

"What's there?'

Stony said nothing. He felt better for having let the boy
find out these things for himsdlf, he fdt that somehow all
thiswasasign--asif the universe were not the malevolent

forcehed bdieved it to be.

Stony findly told him when they got onto the New
Jersey turnpike, and it was nearly dawn again.

"A town called Stonehaven, up on the coast dmost to
Rhode Idand.”

The boy cried out, briefly, asif something had shocked
him.

"Y ou okay?"

"It's the pictures on me. They're moving. It means

something bad is gonna happen.” But the boy said it as
if thiswere nothing out of the ordinary.

"'Why did they torture you?" Stony asked, keeping his
eyeson theroad.



"They said it wasfor my own good. That | needed to
let something out. It itcheswhen the pictureswriggle.

Like snekes or something.”

"It hurt bad?"



"NO."
"Y ou hate me?"
"No."

"I hate me," Stony said. "For what | did. For what |
had to do."

"Whatever," the boy said. "Tell me about this place
weregoing to."

"Not yet,” Stony said. "Well be there soon enough.”

"Tel me," the boy in the backseat said, and again

Stony felt that something was changing--the boy's voice
was degpening, and the turnpike ahead seemed less aroad
than ariver full of trawlers where there should've been
trucks.

"It'sdmost dawn,” Stony sad. "I'll tell you at
dawn."

"Now," the boy said.

"All right, dl right," Stony said. "1 wasn't much older
than you, back then, maybe sixteen--no, amost sixteen,
but just fifteen. It was probably the happiest time of my
life"

"Yes," the boy said from the backsest, hisvoice so
gartlingly adult that Stony felt adight shiver asif someone
had traced ice down hisback. "I'll tell you about

what you saw back then, Stony, I'll tel you everything
that happened in that place. Because | know the secret,
Stony, | know that secret. Sometimesit's good to take of f
the mask, Stony. Sometimestelling dl isthe right thing.

Want me to whisper it to you?"

Stony kept his eyes front--an eighteen-wheeler was

trying to cut him off from the fast lane, and the bright

headlights in the rearview mirror were blinding in the dark purple predawn dusk. He fdlt the boy's breath
on his neck.

"Here'sthe secret of your past, Stony," the boy said,

only it was not the boy, not hisvoice, not the Southern
cracker accent, not the uncertain pitch of atwelve-year
old, but the voice was much older, the voice of an October
day, sweet with late sap, the yellow jackets buzzing






around it, the smdll of burning leavesin theair, of timeitsalf, turned back yearsto that moment when he
went

from child to man. The voice seemed to be of awoman's

timbre, and he remembered, with ashock, asif he'd forgotten

the old woman, working at her loom, or sitting by

the potbelly stove, sewing up trousers--it was her voice.

It was Nora. Only her voice was no longer in his
head--

Atleast | don't think it'sinmy head. | think I'm not
going mad. | think I'm still sane, hanging on to that last
ghred of clarity before the wrecking bal insde me
smashesit al to hell. Watching the kid form the words
with hislips but with her voice--

Nora, isthat redly you? Insde him? Coming up from
histhroat like abird escaping its cage?

Then the boy whispered the secret of dl that had ever
happened to Stony Crawford.

And you want to know what he whispered?



He whispered®

Once upon atime, long ago,

therewas avillage by the

sea

"The mystery of our birth isthe mystery of those who

brought usinto theworld ..."

--Montague Thomas Jr., The Seven Sedls of Mankind,



Chapter Threel Am Born

... And in the village, something remarkable happened,

at least once that anyone knows of, but it may have happened
afew times. Maybe never--you can never tell from

legends whether there's much truth to them or whether
they'rejust liestold by storytellers of asuspicious nature.

There are many taesfrom the past, and many legends of

Stonehaven. The one that began years ago and ended with the hand of God destroying the town--so say
those who

lived at its periphery and saw the squdl, heard the wind,

felt the power--began even before the beginning of Stony

Crawford.

The village of Stonehaven was founded in 1649. Imagine
the coagtline then, with itsragged uninterrupted line

of primeva woods, rocky dopes, the touch of therich
seq, and the scattering of newly settled villages above and
benesath what was then known by an unpronouncesble Pe
quot word which meant, "Walk Alone." Thiswasthe



year that Charles| lost his head, and John Haynes was
gppointed governor of Connecticut. Silas Crowninshied
was an Indian interpreter and displaced member of the
gentry from Sussex, England, who was origindly given

the acreage that is now the village, asten acres of planting
fields off the bogsin what is now Wequetucket. Then, it
was considered Old Pequot territory, a haven for Indians
and rascals, but Crowninshield carved out alarge seaside
plantation by 1650. Othersfollowed, exiles from the
North, up around the bay in Massachusetts, afew families
with gold, servants, and the ambition to create a purer
puritan. There was fishing dong the coast of what would
later be called Connecticut, and the peculiarity of Stone
haven's geography--asif it were athumb thrust dightly
into asound between afew barrier idands-—-madeit an
idedlly inhabited place. Theloca Pequot Indians were, by
and large, friendly, and in fact, none of the natives quarreled
with the intruders taking the lands from Wequetucket
Woods al the way to the water. The Pequotswould

not settle that land, athough the new owners of it found

it quite asuccessful placeto live. In those days, the borough
conssted of seven houses surrounding a Common.

The various epidemicsthat broke out aong the coastline

on long hot summerswould decimate the small population
of the fledgling village, but children were born every season,
and with them, hope. Asthe years went on, and revolutions
were fought, the village grew to nearly two

hundred homes.

In the 1800s, Spanish and Portuguese fishermen came

in, and helped establish an even more thriving fishing

trade than had been known before, but most of these families
settled outside the borough in nearby Wequetucket,

for real estate was hard to come by in the borough even

then. An ordinance had been passed in the previous century,
onethat was never chalenged, which limited the

growth of the borough. Only the summer homes out at
Juniper Point were added, and this because the Point was
not in the borough proper.



The famous writer Arland Bishop, abest-sdlling noveist
of the early part of the twentieth century, wrote a
short articlefor Liberty Magazine on Stonehaven's charm.

Bishop owned a house just off the cove, and wanted to
attract hisNew Y ork friends up to the borough with tales
of itsquaint and peaceful existence. But the residents of
the village were none too pleased with his depiction, such
astheline about "theloca color hereis both of New
England and dmost totdly without color." Or hisdamning
praise of the village'slazy approach to house maintenance,
"The rooftops arein disrepair, the porches

crumble, the clapboard warps, yet the houses are like its
people. Sturdy, long-lasting, ill-tempered.”

Stony Crawford's great-greatgreatgreat-grandfather

ran the Custom House near the heart of town, and many
isthetime his grandfather, when dive, would tdl Stony
of the old piggery, or the greet fire out at Land's End, or
the blizzard of '32 that just about wiped Stonehaven out,
or the time the cove froze over with swans till stuck in

it, and how his grandfather and four other young men had
to go out with guns and put the birds out of their misery.

"How wewept," hisgrandfather would tell him, “for

their plumage was beautiful, and we hated destroying any
kind of beauty. But they were suffering and therewas
nought eseto do.”

"Did they haveto die?" Stony, age four, had asked,

stting on his grandfather'slap, looking up & the old man,
hunched over, thetwin smells of whiskey and cigars emanating
from hisyelowing skin and slver hair. Stony

liked to reach up and touch the silver hair, watching the

laughing eyes.

His grandfather touched the top of hisheed. "All of us
die, Stony. I'll die someday too."

"I'll never die," Stony said, and was determined to
meanit.

When his grandfather died, Stony Crawford's world
changed, but there were things that had changed the world



of Stonehaven before he had even been aglimmer in his
father'seye.

Y ears before Stony cameto be, in adistant country, a
man of forty-two stood outside what appeared to be a
cave, but on closer ingpection was something of acloister.

Many nuns had lived much of their adult liveswithin
these dark holes, and their paraphernalia had been abandoned
when they had left nearly ahundred years earlier.

The man stood outside for amoment, before entering

the cavern, with hisworkers and hisfeeble light and his
absolute knowledge that a great and forgotten treasure lay
within these rocks.

He had been sent to see what the workmen had found
benegath the rough-hewn chapd at the heart of the cavern.

The bones of some creature embedded in an amber-like
substance, a hardened resin from forgotten millennia. The
uperdtitious townspeople were cdling it "dragon.” Archaeologists
from distant places assumed it would be the

bones of some dinosaur. Word had just leaked out, and
the man had arrived from London on thefirst flight he
could book, and then had rented a car from Paris, driving
al night until he arrived at what seemed to bealost and
empty village. It had taken him three hours, beginning a
dawn, to assemble awork crew, for he knew that if he
did not get what he had come for, and quickly, then others
would soon descend.

Since held heard the reports from one of his search
agencies, he had barely dept or eaten anything. His energy
seemed stronger, even so. It had begun smply asa

report of boys playing insgde an old cloigter. Finding the
cave paintings. Finding therdlics

Hearing about the light of dawn coming from two hundred
feet benesth the ground.

The Azrid Light, that'swhat it was cdlled in one of



the old musty tomes he owned. Crowley? Fairclough was
postivethat Aleister Crowley had been the oneto cdl it
that, the Azrid Light, and the darkness that spread from
it. Azriel, Angd of Death. Azridl, Servant of God. Azrid,
symbol of the Radiance beyond understanding.

Azrid, demon.
Azrid, Angd of Degth and of the Magnificent.

Finding abit of what lay benesth the flooring that the
French sisters had laid down years earlier, perhapsthree
centuries back. Beneath this, dierock wall had caved in
a onetime.

He knew he would find something in thisdark stone
world. He hoped it would shed light on the studies that
had swept him up since he'd been ayoung man.

But when this man entered the flare-lit cavern, he did
not expect to find what he had spent hislife seeking. Only
its shadow.

His name was Alan Fakclough, and he had once upon

atime been amonk, and men an academic, and findly,

now retired, aman of some wedth, acquired through inheritance,
and much leisure.

He turned to one of the workmen. "I've had o little
to celebrate these past few years,”" he murmured, half to
himsdf. "And now thisfeds so close. So close™

"QOui, mongieur.” The workman nodded, only haf understanding
thelanguage.

In French, Alan Fairclough asked the worker if there

was anyplace aman could go in one of the locd villages
to satisfy certain gppetites. He attempted to make it sound
asif hewereinterested in religious matters.

The workman nodded, giving him an address.

That night, Alan Fairclough tied thewoman'swrists as

tight as the torn strips of her blouse would go, and leaned

over her, whispering, "Y ou cannot even guess, ma chere, how long this night will be for you. But do not
be afraid. I will not mate with you. | am saving you for something

finer."



The nun, whose mouth had been sealed shut with putty
and tape, closed her eyes and Fairclough was certain she

had begun to pray.

Thiswasin southern France, thousands of milesand
severd yearsfrom the smal town on the Connecticut
coast where aboy would be born one spring morning.

In the village on the Connecticut coadt, in a secret place,
there was aroom that was always dark, lit sometimes with
candles, but even they did not vanquish the inner night.

Severd rows of pews, Sde by sde, an aide running between
them. Two smal stleps up to an dtar made of primitively
cut sone. The smell wasthick, incense and musk.

Some wild anima was caged nearby. Some beast from
the nearby woods, snarling and snapping.

Upon the dtar, adaughtered lamb, its blood draining
into a chalice kept beneath the stone dab.

Thelittle girl, her eyeswide with terror, as her father

guided her hand into the place where the anima's heart

gtill beet. She brought her hand back swiftly, wiping it
across her mouth, her samdll face, flickering in the candldight,
painted dark with blood.

Shadowsflickered in the candlelight behind the dtar.

Thelittle girl looked abovethe dtar and prayed that it
would be over soon. When she opened her mouth to
speak, her tongue seemed to give off words other than
what she wanted to say, words that no three-year-old
could possibly speak, and the languages she used were

many.
On the dtar, the obscenity began.

Thiswaslong ago, before there was light, before there
was summer, before the day when Stony Crawford was
born.



Whenyou livein avillage with just afew hundred residents,
legends of births and deaths tend to take on mythic
proportions. When Old Man Randall died, hedidn't just
fall down the front steps and go, he keeled over and cried
out the name of the Savior threetimes, and ashelay
bleeding, hisnurse from over in Mystic saw aflight of
garlingstake off overhead and then vanish into fog.

"Starlings carry the soul to heaven, but if ahawk wasto
get even one of ‘em, then the soul remains earthbound,”
sheld tell folks outside the Stonehaven Baptist Church
after Sunday service. She fudged on the story, because
she had actualy seen ahawk take out one of the starlings,
and she suspected that Old Man Randall till tried to pull
up her skirt when she made the rounds of her patients
down at the nursng homein Ledyard.

When Tamara Curry'swidov/ed sster Jerushagave

birth to twins, they weren't just illborn, they were exhumed
from Jerusha's forty-six-year-old body and

breathed one gasp of Stonehaven air. Thenin their angdlic
wisdom, they got the hell out of this awful world as soon
asthey could. Jerushafollowed severa minuteslater.

Even a adistance, myth bloomed like an April crocus.
It was said that when Chad

"Mad-Dog" Madigan died

in Vietnam back in the '60s, he raised his handsto heaven
and called out to his girl Martha Wight at the distance of
al those thousands of miles. She sat up in her chair on

the front porch, clutched her heart, and heard hisdying
words, which were, "'I'm gonnamiss those tits of yours,

beby."

Even the Doane sisters Border collie's desth was an
event worth talking about. "He went out to the dock on
the cove lookin' for Alice's old boat, and then he gave
one last ki-yi and dropped down to the wood planks. He
was gone. That fine dog was gone. It isamystery to us



why he went so soon. But he called to us onelast time.
Asif to say, 'God take me!" "

Angds visted the dying; Jesus came to those who
wept; even FionaMcallister swore up and down on a
stack of Biblesthat sheld seen avison of Mary, the
Mother of God, when she came down with pneumonia
onewinter.

Legends and belief intermingled, and from them grew

asmdl villagesidentity within itsdf. The mythology of
Stonehaven was as thick with sgnificance as anything Homer
had ever sung about.

Stony Crawford's birth was no exception.

With dl the sories surrounding his birth, you would've
thought Stony Crawford was the Second Coming. That's
what mean old Tamara Curry said, her of the twenty cats
and the prodigious breasts who covered them so well they
looked like great pumpkins beneath her many scarves. She
swatted Stony whenever she saw him, and shed tell him,

as she wiped down the counter at her ice cream store, that
if hed been born a second sooner held have hit the pavement
and gotten brained and that would've been the end

of his stedling candy from beneath her nose. "I wasn't

there, mind you, but | heard plenty. | heard you were ugly
and looked like ademon out of hell and dl hairy. Disgusting
that good women like your mother would want to

bring you into thisworld, Stony Crawford.”

Hisrea name was Stephen, after hismaterna grandfather,
but even at birth, they caled him Stony because it

wasin the borough that hefirst cried with life, laid out

on the cobblestone walk. Being smal-town New Englanders,
and seafolk, and in aborough dl but isolated from

the rest of the Connecticut coast, they seldom mentioned
how they felt about anything other than wesather, work,

and scandal. They had ahistory of silence, since 1698,

when the borough was officidly founded by asmdl group
that included the Crowninshields, the Randdls, the Clements,
and the Glastonburys, back when all of Stonehaven



was literdly a stone haven, from the rocky point to the
granite of itsquarries. The village wasborn in sillence,

and only later would it tell its secrets. As he grew up, no

one ever mentioned that he was born on the same day that
Danid Madigan threw himsdf off the top of the Land's

End lighthouse because of his unreturned love for Jenny

Lee Baker, daughter of the owner of Baker's Dozen Bakery.

Or that the Crown family had come early that year

to their paatiad summer home out on the Point the night
before, and that their five-year-old daughter had bruises
al over her body that no one thought to question. The
summer people were different than thelocas. They had
different ways, different means. A bruised little girl from
the big summer house on the Point was just a phantom
as her family drove through town in the early evening.

No one mentioned that Book Ends Books & Cardswould
be st on firelater on in the day, after therain, when
Alexandra Shoa dropped her cigarette in the wastebasket,
and then her cocker spaniel knocked the basket over.

Some later might've mentioned thet thiswas Alexandras way of collecting insurance, others might've said
thet it

was her way of clearing her unsold stock of booksin one

fell swoop. And the cries of hundreds of birds, asif al

of the swans on the cove had flown at once up into the

ar and had been silenced a so at once--like amiraculous

ascension. All wasforgotten later. Even his own mother,

Angie Crawford, didn't tell him the other thing that happened

that day.

The only thing hisgrandfather would tell him about his

birth was, "It was special. | saw adozen shooting stars

the night before, and | knew you were going to be someone
I'd want to get to know."

They talked about the storm, and Johnny Miracle, and
the beer, and the priest--whenever they talked about the
day he was born.

Angie Crawford was on her way to the Package Store
down on Water Street to get the weekend's beers when



shefdt thejolt within her. "I had been watching The
Holy Brigade on Channd 9 just the night before, and
they'redl takin' about how the Antichrist was comin'
and methinkin', with my big belly, oh Lord why bring
another child into theworld if it'sgoing to hell so fast?

And then, not ten hourslater, | hear you knockin' to get

out. | waswearing my whites" hismother told him, "because | was till on call even though | was eight
monthsaong." She dropped her purse right at the doorstep to the

store, and clutched the edge of the doorframe. Shetried

to call out to someone for help, but the pain hit her fast.

Her young son, Van, looked up at her and asked,
"Mommy?What'swrong?' She managed to whack him
on the behind with her free hand and told him to shut up
because hislittle brother or sister was about to make an
entry into theworld. She looked out at the street, and saw
people sitting in the tea shop acrosstheway, dl lostin
their conversations. Therain was light even while the sky
darkened with clouds. "I thought maybe thered betime

if | just heddyouin,"” Angietold him more than once,
"because | know you were happy when you wereinsde
me. Y ou didn't kick the way your brother did. And oh, |
wasworried that we'd have those complicationslike | had
with Van--he was blue when he came out, and al kinds
of things had to be done. So | thought: I'd better get to
the hospita and fagt!"

Hisfather was ill out on the trawler working the lobster
cages by the Ides of Avalon, and his grandfather

knocked out from the previous night's medication, so his
mother was pretty much on her own. After taking another
sp from aBudweiser can, sheleft her little one, Van,

with Martha Wight at the Package Store. The only man
availableto drive her to the hospital down in New London
was Johnny Miracle. "He had been anidiot in search of
avillage, and hefound it in Stonehaven, of course," shed
laughed when sherecdled the day. Johnny waslessa
half-wit than a three-quarters-wit who could do two things



and two things done: drive, and quote scripture. Heaso
had a proclivity for setting trash cans on fire around town,
30 he was as much a nuisance as he was afixture. Since

no one ever trusted him with their car, nobody wasredly
sure about the firgt thing, but the scripture rang in their

ears when Johnny went on his shouting sprees. And at

least oncein everyoneslives, they'd had to put out one of hislittle fires. Other than that, he occasionally
swept

the streets, but was not much of asweeper. Johnny Miracle
was not true to his name, either. Usualy whenever

he touched things, they had a habit of never working

agan. "Heisthe Antimiracle” Stony's mother would

laugh. Angie Crawford should've known better than to
entrust the birth of her second son to Johnny'said.

As soon as Johnny got behind the whedl of her sation
wagon, the car refused to start. Angi€'s water broke right
therein the backsedat. ' 'It hurt, but | just forced my knees
together. Y ou wanted to come out, and | wanted to keep
youin, at least for another haf hour.” Between that and
the storm that began, seemingly out of nowhere (at least
that's how his mother dwaystold him the story), raining
down in buckets, Johnny didn't know what to do. So he
got out of the car and began shouting for help. Not ahell
of alot of help around Stonehaven Borough, midday in
spring when half the shops had not yet opened for the
summer trade, and most folk worked in neighboring
towns. Theidlewerethere, astheidle aways are, but
they did what theidle are best at and just watched asthe
woman in the backseat of the green station wagon began
screaming.

Still, one person cameto help. From across the town

square, Father Jm Laughlin had heard Johnny's bleating

cal and Angie Crawford's cries. Some said it was the only

time they'd ever seen a Catholic priest sprint acrossthe

Common with hiswhite collar coming undone and only one shoe on. "He was ahandsomefigure,”
MarthaWight

oncetold Stony, "he was only about twenty-three, afull



body from dl thet jogging

d to coach basketball at the
the. | once watched him take

md my oh my, Stony, if |
-he weren't agood Catholic

ave had anotion or two."

»<«o> Jmwas ableto cam Angie Crawford in the last
few moments as her newborn emerged, aready bloodied
and somewhat battered from the birth passage. Angie
downed a couple of beerswhile the pain subsided, and
later told her son that it had been one of the easiest of her
births. "Of course, both you and me was stone drunk by
thetimeit was over," she laughed. The young priest wept
when he held the baby in hisarms. Johnny Miracle, itis
said, looked up to the heavens and the downpour of rain
and cried out, "It's the bloodiest baby | ever saw in my
life! It'sthe goddamnedest bloodiest baby | ever saw! |
never seen so much goddamn blood!™

As Stony grew up in thevillage, he was often told

details of this story by various townfolk who clamed to

have been glancing out their windows, or tting in the

Blue Dog Tea Shop across the way. "Johnny Miracleis

good luck 'cause God watches over drunks, babies, and

idiots-and dl three of them were there." Stony also

grew up knowing that his mother was the one known as the drunk. He found out much later what no one,
induding

his mother, would tell him--that the nursgs uniform his

mother wore was soaked red before the morning was over.

That she stayed in the hospital for four months after his
birth.

That when he was just beginning to breethethe air of
the brave new world he had entered, his mother's body
was ragged and torn and his own father would not touch
him for thefirg year of hislifefrom blaming himfor it.

Hisfather would never touch hismother again, either.

But the crying newborn could not know this, nor would
anyonetd! him.



Someone e se wasthere, too, that day, at hisbirth.

A woman, who was not watching him, at least not

watching him in the traditiona sense. She sensed hisbirth

more than anything. She sensed something about the baby

that had just come into the world as she sat on thelittle

bench under the granite eaves of the Stonehaven Free Library,
the rain pouring hard. But her senses were sharp,

and above the storm, she heard the baby's fird cries asiit
entered the world. She turned to her older sister, and whispered,
"It hurtsto hear the way that baby cries, doesn't

it?1t just brings out the pain of living to hear it go on.

It's like he knows he's come from a better place and now
he's stuck here for the time being and can't do adamn
thing about it."

Her ggter, Stting next to her, took her hand. "Nora,"
her sster said. "L et's go on home now."

"No," the other woman said, reaching up to her face
to pull the dark glasses from her eyes. "I want to hear
him. | liketheway he's crying. It'slikeasong, isn't it?

Hée'stdling us about the journey he's been on. He's saying
that he knows where he's been and now he's moved
on to uswith the news."

Later, when they met, she would tell Stony about hearing
him cry at hisbirth.

Later, shewould make him fed asif just by being born
he had done something remarkable for the world.

Only when hewasfifteen, and fdll in lovefor thefirst
time, did he fed that the world had done something remarkable
for him.

But until fifteen, Stony'slife waslike ashadow room. His
first actual memory a home was when hewasthree. His
brother VVan grabbed hishand in the hal and drew him
into the bathroom. "Shh." Van put his hand over Stony's
mouth.



Then Stony felt the vibration in the door, asif some
great force were shaking the house.

The stomp of agiant'sfootsteps.

Then, the shouting, hisfather'svoice, inthe hal. "Damnit, Angie! I'm sck of al this, I'm sick of dl this. |
know the bastard's not mine!"

"Stop that, he's here." His mother's voice was
smoother. "Jugt stopit!”

"/ am so sick of working damn hard dl thetime and

coming hometo thismessand Van with hisbikein the

driveway and you getting' fat and doppy and that bastard

eating thefood | work hard for, wearing clothes | pay

for, itant what | dreamed of for us, Angie, it ain't what | dreamed when we met and started out, you
damn--"

Then hismother'svoice raised to apitch. "Walter
Crawford, you just shut your yap, you drunk old fool! |
work hard too, and heis your son as much as he's mine,
and just because he doesn't look like your trash family
doesn't mean heisn't from you, you ignorant son of a
bitch!"

Stony, at three, could not possibly know these words,
but he knew that his parents were angry, and he knew that
the bathroom door vibrated whenever hisfather shouted.

Helooked up at Van.
Van whispered, "I wish you'd never been born."

His next earliest memory was crawling under his parents
bed during yet another fight of theirs, thistime over paying
the mortgage. As he shivered, trying to crawl asfar

under the bed as he could, listening to their screams--

He came across asmall meta box. It opened easily,
and init he saw dl kinds of money. He was nearly four,
and knew well what money could buy (candy and toys).

As he sat therelooking a paper money, piles of it, rubber
bands wrapped around it, he wondered why his parents



were fighting about paying for the house when it looked
like alot of money wasright there in the room.

Hewasthinking of bringing it out from under the bed.

The box was his mother's-it had her name scrawled on
the top. She had probably forgotten where sheld put it.

He could stop their fighting right there.

But hisfather's voice, booming across the room, and
then the sound of the daps, and then his mother got so
quiet it scared Stony.

He stayed benegath the bed until long after hisfather
had stormed out of the house.

Thiswasnot dl of hislife. There were happy times,
and timeswhen hisfather was wonderful to al of them.

His grandfather, on hisgood days, would wak with Stony
out to the lighthouse and tell him old stories of the sea
and of thevillage. All the stories were sweet, and tinged
with a sadnessthat the world changed with time. "It's
not the same place | grew up in,” his grandfather would
say. "It was once--not innocent, Stony, not that--but it
was once undisturbed.” Then héd raise hisfist at the
summer homes. "Those summer people coming down
here with their money and city ways. | don't carewho
ownsthisvillage. | don't care. It'sruining itself. But
you--you, my boy--you will get out of here someday.

Do the one thing that my daughter--your mother--was
never smart enough to do. When you get older, get out,
go seetheworld, don't let thisvillage stunt your growth.”

"Daddy says-" Stony began.

"Dont ever ligento him," his grandfather interrupted

him. "Don't even pay attention. He's a bitter, unhappy

man, and he loves you, but heis not capable of showing

it. He and your mother crawled into a bottle along time
ago, and they don't seem to want to get eut. Just let them
be. Y ou keep your joy within you, Stony, keep your candle
burning even while, dl around you, they snuff theirs

Then his grandfather's tone turned grave. "Y ou're too



young to know about alot of things, Stony. But when you
get alittle older, when you become aman, you'll find out
things about your mother and father, and you wont like
those things. Y oul'l find out about what thisvillageisal
about. If | wasin better health, I'd get out of here, and
take you with me, something | should've done long ago
before your mother got rooted here. Wetie ourselves
down, Stony, but we don't have to. Someday, you'll know
why your father is so awful and why your mother isthe
way sheis. But for now, trust that it will al come out dl
right, will you do that?'

Stony nodded, never understanding him. The old man's
mind seemed to be erasing itsdlf, and within months his
grandfather didn't even recognize him anymore.

After his grandfather died, there were till good things.

Christimas was aways beautiful and magica. Summer was
usualy peaceful. Sometimes he thought it was perfectly
normd that his dad sometimes hit his mother. Only sometimes,
other times he thought he lived in acrazy house.

But hismother didn't ssemto mind al that much. Usudly
he didn't likeit, but did nothing about it. He knew his
parents loved each other, though, because of the way they
looked at each other over the dinner table, or because of
the flowers hisfather would bring home after anight of
shouting. Once, hed come home early from school in
third grade, and hisfather wasjust getting hi from the
trawlers. Dressed in the heavy fisherman's mackintosh
coat, hisrusty beard spattered with bits of hislunch, his
father gestured for Stony to come over to him. Hisfather
placed hisarm over his son's shoulder, his breath thick
with beer, and said, "Y ou're agood kid, you know that,
Stony? Y ou're adamned sight better'n | was at your age.”

These were the only kind words hisfather had ever said
to him, but they were enough to keep him warm during
the more difficult timesin the Crawford household. Other
times, held sit up with his mother to watch her favorite
TV show, TheHoly Brigade. The man with the glasses



reminded him of his grandfather, and he'd shout out about
scripture and gospd and raise hishand up and call to
Stony and his mother--it seemed like he reached right

out of the televison--to make them send in adonation.

When the man on The Holy Brigade looked right at Stony
and said, "We are raising ageneration of viperd It'struel

Look al around! We have fase messiahs, and you! What
will you do about it?'--Stony was sure the man could
see him as he picked hisnose.

Once, when Stony was walking down High Street, near

the bank, Johnny Miracle was sitting there on the revolutionary
war cannons that had been rolled out on the

cobblestones asardic of old Stonehaven. He shouted the
very same scripture at Stony, and it gave him the creeps.

"No!" Johnny had shouted, "Don't run, boy! | wanna
talk with you! God wantsto talk with you too!"

Such incidents made up his childhood memories.

And there was his favorite comic book, called The

Storm King. The Storm King had once been an ordinary
farm boy in Kansas, but by accident had discovered his
true abilities. He was a Rainmaker sent down by the inhabitants
who lived beneath the frozen seas of Yog Arren,

amoon of adigtant planet. They were water element people,
and the boy had been sent to earth since he was the

last living son of the greatest of the Aquamers. All of his
other sons had been daughtered in the wars with the people
of the Quillian Desert. But the boy who became Storm

King found his powers, and took storms and Lightning

with him wherever there wasinjustice, wherever awrong
had been committed, “"Wherever Evil Takes a Foothold,

the Storm King and His Powers of the Cosmos Shdl Find
and Destroy It!" So said the advertisement at the back of
each magazine. The Storm King had even goneto Hell

and made the Devil beg for mercy astherain came down
and put out Hellfire ... the Storm King had goneto the
ancient garden of Eden, which was now a desert, and held
brought rain to make it grow ... the Storm King had gone



to Missssppi and had called the greet flooding river up,
up, up into the sky so that it would cause no more damage
.. the Storm King had taken the tail of acycloneand
wrapped thewater up into it like it was a handkerchief,

No one on earth was more powerful than the Storm King,
but he had one weakness, what he called his Achilles

hed.

Hewasdien, and aloner. Therewas no placein the
world upon which held been set which would accept him,
for although he was a savior, he aso brought fear, and
his very touch might mean dezath ...

And one thing one could destroy him:

Moonfire, the Fire That Burnsin Water, in Air, in
Earth.

Itisan elementd fire, neither irit nor flame, it sears
and transforms those it touches.

Once the Storm King istouched with it, his powers
lessen, and he becomes like al mortal men.

Hewas an outcast from his own kind, and a cregture
who had to disguise hisinner dien nature with a hooded
cloak. The Evil Men and Women of Earth, when they
discovered hisAchilles hed, would sted Moonfire from
a Sacred Vault and useit againgt him. He would wesken,
and they would then capture him. But he usudly got away
eventualy and righted more wrongs. The Moonfire Effect,
asit was called, was only temporary.

Someday, the little boy knew, the Storm King would
come to Stonehaven, too, and right al the wrongs and
vanquish those who caused Evil to exist. The Storm King
could use thewindsto suck out evil like bad blood from
someone, or he could bring rain on adying land, or he
could chase evildoerswith lightning bolts.

Stony Crawford hed dl twelve of the Storm King comic
books, and knew each practically by heart. He took comfort
indl thiswhenever the bad seasons came on and his

father began drinking. Stony had favorite TV shows, and
moviesthat made himroll inthe aides of the theater in



Mystic, laughing his head off. He had theworld of his
books, which he read over an dover again, especidly The
Count of Monte Cristo, hisfavorite. He had his childhood
friends, al of whom lived in other parts of the county but
who attended the Copper Ferry school on the other side
of Weguetucket. He had his Special Places, like the rotted
out old tree in the woods that doubled as afortress, and
the dock down by the Cove where he could sit back and
watch the swanswhile he plotted hisfuture escape from
Stonehaven. He had his dreams of the future, and of rockets
and jet-packs and intergaactic missons--al the

thingsthat boys growing up in the last gasp of the twentieth
century cherished.

So even intheworst of hisyoung life, there were both
hope and comic books.

The boy grew, and when hefdl inlove, hislife ssemed
to open up with aradiance he had never before known.



Chapter Four
LoveHurts

Remember how it tastes? Thefirs timeyou redly fal in
love, and you don't know then, no matter what happens,
that it'sthat firgt taste of lovethat isawaysbest? Y ou
don't know that truth until you're older and you accept
what life offers, then you forget. Y ou forget that once,
when you were young, you burned with love.

Burned.

It'samost like that first cigarette you tried, aCamel
unfiltered, and it burned ingde your throat just likelove
burned insde your heart.

"Y ou know what's cool about being fifteen?" his buddy
Jack Ridley from Copper Ferry High said, Jack's breath
an eternal cheeseburger-with-onions, his face peppered
with zits, hisgood looks till shining through undefeated



by adolescent ravages. Jack had grown up down the block
from Stony, and only recently, when hisfolks divorced,
had he moved out of the village halfway down the road

to Mystic. Still, Jack was avillager, and sometimes Stony
felt asif they were more brothers than Stony's brother

Van would ever beto him. But they were hardly dike.

Jack was cool, unlike Stony. Jack had alway's been coal,
it wasahdo around him, ever since third grade. He even
smoked Kool cigarettes, and flashed the pack at Stony.

"What?' Stony said, but didn't give adamn because

he was wondering when he was going to see that pretty
girl again, the one who passed him the note in third period
that read, Y ou're cute. Y ou want to call me? That pretty
girl who just afew years ago had braces and no makeup
and hair pulled back and worn in a braid so she looked
dorky, only now she looked like the Babe of the Universe
asfar as he was concerned with her dightly crooked
smile, those red lips, the Spanish eyes. How could aguy
resg?

"Hereéswhat's 0 great about being fifteen: Absofuckin'lutely
nothin'," Jack said, laughing. "Jesus, | just

want to beaway from dl this... thisbullshit!" He withdrew
acigarette from the pack, asif hedidn't careif any

of the teachers caught him on the last day of classes. He
offered one to Stony, but Stony patted the pack of Camels

in hisbreast pocket. They'd both begun smoking just because
it was something they knew they weren't supposed

to be doing. "Hey, what you doin’ this summer? | have

to go work for my mom in her office. New London, here | come. Pisses me off."

"Just gonnado the boring stuff.”
"Y ou gonna get some?’
"Please" Stony laughed, punching himin the shoulder.

"l will dieavirgin. My dick'sgonnafal off before
I'm sixteen from lack of use”

"Sureit will, the way you beet it fivetimesaday, ya
wanker." Jack grabbed the last of hisbooks from his



locker. He held each one up asif weighing their sins.

Biology wasthe heaviest. Jack had drawn a picture of
Mickey Mouse on the back of it. "Man, | just want to
burn these. Burn fuckin' bio, fuckin' geometry, fuckin’
Spanish. Wannado a bonfirein my backyard? BY OLF.

Bring your own lighter fluid."

"Look at her,” Stony said, nodding asthe Girl of His
Every Thought passed by. "Huh?' he added, asif waking
from adream.

Jack nudged him. "1 saw the way that Spanish babe
winked at you. Lourdes Maria. She's sweet. Puerto Rican,
Mexican, Portuguese, or Cuban, | don't care. Sheisthe
Latinagoddess. She'sfine. Fine asfine can be. But watch
out--I hear she'sgot aton of brothersal of whom want
to make sure she doesn't datettill she'sforty. And you
know those Cathalic girls, it'sthe wedding ring or

it's..." Jack kept talking but his voice became indistinct,
and then Jack stepped off the edge of the world--at |east
asfar as Stony was concerned, because there she was
again. Looking a him. Moving in front of him so he could
get another glimpse. Asif from some greet distance, he
heard Jack's words, " Shelooks mighty fertile, Stony, she
looks like she wants you too, kiddo, those breasts, those
hips, those beautiful lips, her eyes-"

She was a goddess--
Like adream passing by.
Lourdes. La chicamas bonitaen todo da mundo.

Her soul wasin her eyes, her depths were there, her
mystery. Her body was small and perfect, her breasts
cupped gently within her thin swester, her hair sparkling
with black diamonds, her grin infectious, her warmth like
the sun.

She glanced back at him for asecond, her dark hair
falling across haf her face. Hejust wanted to touch her
hair and maybe talk to her. He wanted to be near her so
badly he could taste his own frustration.

Time stopped. He fdt it. His heartbeat was the only



sound, and al the other kids, they froze, even the air froze
with motes of dust hanging ...

All that moved were her eyes, looking into him, opening
him up, freeing him.

Then, time returned, noise returned, al the students
scrambled to clear out their lockers, and Lourdes was hafway
down the corridor.

Stony raced after her, practically knocking down Ariel
Seidman and Ellen Tripp ("Sorry, Arid, sorry, Ellen, |
didn't--"), then hetripped over his Nikesand hisbig

floppy blue shirt came haf untucked as he caught up to
Lourdes and asked her out, and then summer began, summer
and the end of al things of childhood for him.

The beginning of manhood.

When love hits aguy whose hormones are dready haywire,
it hitshard and fast, and love can be the most enthraling
of demons.

A flash from early June--

Sitting on the big rock by the pond in the woods, his
hand up her blouse, hislips on hers, the pounding of sweet
lovein his head as he whispers too soon, "God, | love you, baby, | love you more than--"

"Hush." She stops up his mouth with her kisses. Then,
laughing, she pulls away. Buttoning up her blouse, shrugging
his hands away. "Give up those damn cigarettes,

Stony, it'slikelicking an ashtray!"

He nods, and picks up the rest of the pack and its cellophane
wrapper and flings them out across the pond.

"That'slittering,” she sayssternly.

"I cantwin," hegrins, and for her (anything for her!)
hejogs aong the narrow path to the far sde of the pond
to pick up histrash. When heturnsto look at her again
she shouts, "Y ou are nutsl"

A flash from late June--



Laughing, both of them, him wearing his big goofy
swimming trunks, and her in her bikini that showstoo
much and al the other guys on the dim strip of beach out
a Land's End are saring at her. Running through the
water, the spray bursting around their calves. He splashes
water at her, and she shrieks, and then chases him deeper
into theicy water while somelittle girl floatsby ona
rubber raft shouting that there might be sharksin the sea.

A flash from late July--

Drinking ice cold beer stolen from hisfridge, just

enough to get abuzz, not enough to do damage, and
they're out on the Covein alittle boat dso stolen from a
neighbor's dock. He saysto her, "I never thought I'd fed
like this about someone." She repeetsit back to him. He
kisses her big toe and tells her that she has got to have
the most beautiful feet he has ever seen, with such perfect
toes. She callshim apervert, and helaughs, "Yesh, I'm
so perverted | think | loveyou.”

Andthenital begins.

Dear Stony,

| have heard that everyone hasone GREAT LOVEIn
their lives. ONE GREAT SECRET LOVE. | didn't know
till I met you that | would have one. | thought I'd dways
fed done and maybe get married and have kids someday
but never redly know REAL LOVE. | look a my
mother and | think, THAT'SGOING TOBE MEIN
TWENTY YEARS. Married with kids, cleaning, keeping
my mouth shut, wishing something better for my kids.

But when | saw you thefirgt time, last spring, | knew
just by looking in your eyes. | mean, I'd seen you before,
you know that. But | had never really SEEN you. Did
you know it too? It was like there was a chalk outline,

or maybe ahao around you. When | looked in your
gyesit waslike looking into an ocean that was there



just for thetwo of us. | knew that you were the one. |
knew that there would be no others. Y ou are my ONE
GREAT SECRET LOVE. | don't know if wewill aways
belikethis, but | know that | will never ever forget you.

NEVER. | want it lwaysto belikeit is between us

right now. ALWAY S. No matter what happens. And

things do happen. | know that. | know that sometimes

loveisnot enough of amiracleto cure everything. 1

just wanted you to know. What we did together iswhat | wanted. It was PERFECT AND RIGHT.

LOVE
LOURDES

p.s.

| don't love your smoking those nasty things. Kick that habit.
| meanit.

"Your hair," shesays.

"Your smile" hesays.

"Your muscles” shelaughs.

"Your legs" hegrins. "Whoababy, those legdl”

"Y our sweetness," she whispers.

"You," hemurmurs. "l love you best about you."

Fifteen! Andit'syour first time. Y ou know what that
means, you know how forbidden and naturd and mind
blowingitis, you remember the half can of beer that gave
you courage, and the way your first love looked &t you.

Beneath atree thick with summer green, sothick it's

milk, not leaves, milk in the tree, mother's milk sap running
down its humid bark. The hest of August on your

back, the crawling humidity of night, the heat of August
insde your own body asit moveslikeliquid. Fifteen! You
lie benesth the spreading tree with your girl, not just your
best girl, your only girl, and it's after midnight, and this
isthe experience that will blow your mind, the moment
that takes both of you and binds you to each other and



throws away convention and bursts your boy and girl consciousness
until your branches grow heavy with the green

of man and woman. Y ou want it, not just the sensation,
but to get out of your skins, to change, to be more than
what you were afew moments before. Y ou notice how
hairy you are, and how smooth and fresh her skin fedls,
and you let that part of you, that delicious animd part,
take over and you let nature command. Y ou close your
eyes because you want to be somewhere other than in the
sensation you fed, you want to be insgde and outsde at
the same time, you want to be cosmic and you want to

be smdl, and afterwards, asthe two of you lie wrapped

in each other'sarms, you shrink and the tree seemslarger
aboveyovy, itshungry leavesflowing al around you.

Through its branches, you see the world now, filtered
through the veins and sems and twigs. Y our hands fed
scored like the leaves, like the hands of an old man. It
has taken something from you, this summer night, thisact

of passion.

Then you begin to look at her differently. Sheisaready
not who you thought shewas. Maybeit'slove.

Maybe it's fear that theré's adream you've entered into
now, adream from which you will one day awaken.

But now, you'efifteen.

After awnhile, you say, brushing off the dirt, buttoning
your shirt while she discreetly dresses, "It'sadmost morning.

Wed better go home."
"Yeah," shesays.
You say, "Tomorrow, well meet at Noras. Okay?'

"Sure," she says, and you watch as she picks bits of
aleaf, crumbled up like ash, out of her trammeled hair.

Y ou reach up and touch the edge of her face. Y ou both
have gone over into the land of secrets.

Fifteen, Stony, fifteen, and dready you wish you'd
waited because there's a closeness and a distance that
comes with the secrets. There's someone e living indgde



you now, and what isleft of you isonly the cocoon that
won't yet shed itsdlf.

Dear Lourdes,

| loveyou like no guy hasever loved agirl before. You
arethelight of my world. Y ou got my heart in your
hands and | want you to have everything realy good
thereis. | wish | had lots and lots of money to shower
you with lots of gifts-like a Corvette or something!

Or atrip somewhere just thetwo of us! It'sgoing to be
u+ metill theend of time. | never felt thisway before
either. Want to go see amovie thisweekend downin
Mystic? And aso | want you to meet my friend Nora.

She'san old lady but she'sredlly cool.
STONY, YOUR STORM KING!

Within this note, a crushed purpleiris blossom.
1

Y ou can't know Stony Crawford, at fifteen, without knowing
the old blind woman who lived in the tarpaper shack

in the woods. He met her when he was alittle boy, not

long after his grandfather had died. Certain times of the
year hisfather and mother fought more than usua, and at
those times Stony found it best just to meke himsdf invisble
by being wherever other people were not. Shed

been outside doing her wash, deep in the old woods. He
thought she might be an evil ogre, but she convinced him
with the smdll of ablackberry pie cooling on her windowsl|
that shewas actudly just ahuman being. When

they got acquainted, she told him how she'd been there

at hishirth. He had not believed her, but found that he
wanted to believe her despite the fact that people lied
thetime. He knew they did, even in grade school. His



father lied, too. He'd seen hisfather down at the Boat
wright Pub drinking when he was supposed to be out on
histrawler. Hed seen hismother lie, too, when she put
him to bed a night and told him hisfather hadn't caused
the bruise on her face.

But thiswoman in the woods, she told him what
sounded like the truth.

She was named Nora Chance. People said she had been
blinded when she was making soap with her mother, back
in the '30s, back when soap was made of lye and suet

and the lye had splashed up. She had rocked it, and it had
sprayed across her forehead. Before she could even
scream from the pain, it had gotten in her eyes. But she
never told this story hersalf. When asked, she would avoid
the question and instead go into one of her spins. It was
what she cdlled them--her spins, her stories. Sheld Sit
down at her loom, blind and yattering away as she tossed
the boat through the threads, making one of the blankets
or rugs that could be sold down a Mystic. She did nothing
the modern way. She would not have dectricity, she
would not have atel ephone, she would not have anything
but fresh running water and amodern toilet, which according
to her, were the only true conveniences of the

past one hundred years. She had a clothedine of candles,
made the old way, with rolls of beeswax, hanging beneath
the eaves of her low roof. ("Who the hell buysall these
candles?' held asked once when he was fourteen and
feeling bold, and she had scolded him for hislanguage

but had not answered his question. Then, once, shetold
him that she didn't careif the candles were bought or not,
she made them out of devotion. "Candles bring light to
darkness" shesaid.)

She was three-quarters Pequot Indian, a Mashantucket,
and one quarter African American, asmart and nimble
woman who had survived four husbands over sixty years.

She had spent forty of those years weaving and taking in
laundry, which she washed behind her homein agreat
black pot--thus she had been called the Bog Witch, for



she had spent many an afternoon gtirring the boiling-over
pot with agreet long stick, Singing her old church songs.

Spied by malicious children in the crackling woods, she

was awraith seen through the bog mi<t, caling to her
demons beside the crumbling cemetery of the town's outcasts
of yore. But Stony had known her since the days

sheld saved his pet cat from drowning in the bog, and had
brought the two of them in--boy and cat--to dry and

warm themselves by her sove while she took out her

knitting and wove thefirst story held ever heard another
human being weave. It waslike magic.

"There was awoman from upcountry,” Nora Chance

began, and upcountry was what the old-timers caled anyone
not from the sea. Stony was shocked, then, when he

noticed that her backwoods dialect dropped away when
shetold her stories. " She and her man didn't get along.

She had alittle boy, about your age, maybe alittle
younger. Maybe haf your age plustwo. And her man, he
was beating on the boy, too, so she had to run and get
away from him. It was winter, and fierce. Shetook the
train and wanted to go al the way to Boston, maybe, or
Springfield. But going through the hillsto the west, the
storm became a blizzard, and the train had to stop alittle
farther on. It wasin asmadl town, smdler'n Stonehaven.

The train was surrounded by ice and snow. She thought

to deep overnight in the depot with her boy, but thetrain
company had fixed it up S0 passengerscould go degp in
town in fanners homes. Thiswas back in the days when
that could be done, when you could deep in astranger's
house during an emergency.”

As she spoke, Stony lay down with his black cat, stroking

her still-damp fur, watching the embers between the

dats of the great potbelly stove. "The people she stayed

with were good country people. He, aretired farmer, and

she, awoman who had mourned al her lifefor the children

shed never had. They showed the lady, whose name | think was Ellen, and her son, to asmal bedroom.

Strange thing was'--and this was the point that Stony



would learn was the departure from redlity, the part that
Nora Chance strung across her stories the way she strung
abright red thread through the grayness of some bit of
sewing--"Strange thing was, Ellen noticed the green and
black fliesdl dong the lights on the walls and calling of
thelittle farmhouse. In the room, seven or eight of them
flew dong the ceiling. Shefdl adegp holding her sonin
her arms--her little boy that <till had bruises on hisface
and neck from what his awful daddy had done to him just
the night before."

"Isthis gonnabe a scary story?' young Stony had
asked.

"Dont interrupt me, child," Nora Chance chided him.

"l don't tell scary stories. All my stories arethe truth,
and they're about human love. Human love comesin dl
forms. Like thismother, Ellen, who loved her little boy
so much she ran from his daddy just to keep him safe.

Now, there's human love for you. So they dept dl night,
and she began to dream of flies. Fliesdl covering her and
her little boy, flitting around his nose and mouth. Frightened,
shewoke up. It was early. It was amost dawn, but

not yet. She glanced outside the window and saw the

snow shining like broken glass on the farm. She got up,
leaving her little boy wrapped up in the old quilt, and

went to the hall."

"Why'd she do that?" Stony piped up.

"| told you, don't interrupt when I'm weaving astory,”

NoraChance sad. "All will bereveded inthetdling. As| was saying, she went into the hal because she
was

thirsty. And as she went to get adrink of water in the

bathroom, she saw three smdl children standing haf naked

in the darkness of the hallway. One was agirl of about

eight or nine, and one aboy of five, and the littlest one,

barely more than ababy, alittle two-year-old. But they

al wore cloth digpers.

"And something even more shocking.

"She noticed that at the edges of their mouths, thread



had been sewn, and their eyes were closed, too, threads
aso, little black threads, and their ears and nogtrils, dl
sewn shut. Ellen's heart besat fast, and she clutched the
bathroom door for support. She was unable to scream, and
shewondered for asecond if she was dreaming.

"Then thelittle girl reached up and drew the thread out
from her mouth, humming sounds coming from her.

"And as she drew the thread, and as her lips parted
dightly ...
"A small green fly crawled to the edge of her lips.

Spread its shiny wings and flew, and then another
emerged from out her lips. And another. And another.”

Here, Nora Chance fdl slent.
"Isthat the whole story?* Stony asked, after aminute.

Nora chuckled to hersdlf. "No, but it's enough for you
now. Y our cat's dry now, and it's getting dark soon. Y ou
two get off on homefor your supper. I'll tell you the rest
another day."

And soit had gonefor Six years, snce Stony had been
nine years old, wandering with his cat out in the woods.

That cat, Liberty, had gotten hit by acar by the time Stony
was fifteen, but even she had become part of Nora
Chance's stories, woven into the tapestry of whatever tale
had been begun the time before hislast visit to her. He

had begun getting her groceries for her when hewas
twelve and had the New London Day paper route for
Stonehaven. He could ride his Schwinn around town, ddlivering
papers, and make hisfirst stop hislast: the Watchman
Goods and Package Store, where held pick up her
ordersof flour, sugar, ham, milk, and beans. Her diet
rarely varied from this, other than the whiskey she
drank--but she seemingly had a never-ending supply of
thisin her cdllar.

All thished told Lourdes by their third date, and had
taken her to meet Nora. "But how doesthe story end?”

was thefirgt thing Lourdes asked when she sat on the
threadbare rug by the potbelly stove.



Chapter Five
Legends oftonehaven

"Which oneyou, talkin' about?' Noraasked, her nimble
fingers <till working around aneedle and thread. "'l got a
million spins, some about Stonehaven, some about distant
lands and fascinating folk."

" About the children with the mouths sewn shut," she
said, for Stony had never finished the story for her.

"Oh, those children!" Nora said, and then quickly resumed
agtory which sheéd actudly left off tdling years

before. "Wéll, thiswoman named Ellen went back to her
room to get her child. Shewas going to leave. She knew
what kind of mongtrous farmer and wife they were. The
kind to torture little babies like that. Why, she was going
to the police, she was going to find someone to take those
poor children away from them. But the farmer told her

the truth about it. See, he didn't torture those children.

"They been at then- threads again,' the farmer said. 'Damn
it, they ain't supposed to tear at the threads.' And Ellen,



she'sfit to betied. She'sabal of fury. Thefarmer tells

her, They got the minds of fliesnow, he says, "They

need to let them out, Lord, but that means| got to put

them back.' And Ellen daps him one and says, 'How dare

you stand here sdf-righteous when you're such amongter.” And the farmer, helooks at her. He's crying.
'We

lovethem babies,' hetdls her. 'Only they ain't ours.

Mama, she cried for yearsfor not having children of our
own. | thought she'd liketo die. What was| to do? What
isaman to do? So | thought, other people have children.

They die. They get put in the ground. They just get left
there.’ So thisfarmer, see, he goes and digs up these three
dead children. And hethinks: How does anyone know if
someone's aive or no? What makes usaive? And he
figures, if you move, youre dive. That's the bottom line.

And for most folk, it'strue. So he sews up these dead
kids with maggots and such, and when the fliesare born,
they move. 'But," hetdls her, 'they got the minds of flies,
and sometimes they got to let them out. But Mama, she
lovesthem kids. It's love beyond choosing, lady, don't
you know that? "

"Oh, that'sterrible,” Lourdes sad, shivering dightly.

"| ain't done yet, you hush,” Nora Chance said, no

longer tolerant of interrupters. "' So thiswoman and her
little boy go to get on the train. The boy's daddy isthere,
and he's mad and he drags them back home. Months | ater,
she returnsto the farmhouse. She'sgot her little boy in

her arms. His daddy might have hurt him red bad. His
mother, she loves her little boy too much to let Degth take
him. Shetellsthe farmer, 'L ove beyond choosing, remember?”
and then the bundled-up little boy, he's so till he

might be dead, a spoal of thread falls out of hislittle
curled-up hand, unraveling asit rolls." And here, Nora
dropped the spoal of black thread she held in her hands,
and it rolled towards Stony.

"Oh my God," Lourdes gasped.



Stony clapped Ms. hands. " See? She's the best storyteller in the world.”

"That'sacool story," Lourdes agreed, leaning back on
her elbows, looking up at Norawith awe. " Creepy, but

"l got athousand and one," Nora Chance grinned, her
eyesnever lowering. "Just like of Shehairyzade." Then
she grinned, and nodded. "Y ou children get on home
now. It'samost twilight, | canamdl itintheair. Twilight
ain't good 'round the bogs."

And soit wasthat year, when Stony Crawford turned
fifteen, that love came to him and swept him away, and
Nora Chance, intdling the rest of her story from so long
ago, blessed the union of the teenagers.

That was the summer before.

Autumn came in with the lobgter trawlers, dumping its
catch on the streets, the smell of brine and barnacle and
seaweed across the cut-crystal day. Stonehaven was lovely
inthe summer, but like al New England coastd towns,

did not bloom until theleaves had begun turning.

Arethere placeslike this anymore? Where summer seems
to last nearly aslong asthe school year, where the houses
al have neat lawns, are made of brick or clapboard, dl
neat neat neat; where dl the neighbors children play together,
play tacklefootball on summer afternoons down

on the small beach by the cove, where there doesn't seem
to ever be an end to the days until the fireflies themsalves
gppear inthe nighttime vell of purple asit descends after
nine at night? Then the days shorten, until dark comes by
five, and the chill of fdl setsin, with the scent of rotting
blackberries and crisp leaf mold.

Stonehaven, asmdl gem of atown, but agem washed
over by seaand years until it was smooth at its edges but
sharp and prickly within, sat dong a promontory of land



that poked into the Avalon Idands Sound. Hurricanesin
‘38 and '60 swept the rooftops off the houses, and the
town clock off the old Meeting Hall, but by the time Stony
was fifteen, al had been replaced, dl looked asit had
when much of it wasfirg built in the 1700s. Officer Den
nehy joked mat the roads had not been improved since
then either. Hed sit out in his patrol car Spping coffee
from the Bess Eaton donut shop out in Pawcatuck and
watch the dow pace of the village, and then go back to
the station in Mystic and tell hisenvious colleagues,

"Well, again, the Village was quiet. | saw three pretty
girls, one black Mercedes, and | got afreelunch at the
Tea Shop just for checking the burglar darm to make sure
it wasworking." Hisreportsrarely deviated, except in the
odd suicide or petty theft and, at fifty, Ben Dennehy was
happy to lead such a peaceful existence as an officer of
the law. The best he could say about Stonehaven folk was
that they were good God-fearing people; thiswas dso the
worst he could say about them. Down at the Water Street
Barbershop, where most of the older men gathered of an afternoon, the stories of never-forgotten storms
and wars

passed around like influenza, and the tales coughed up got
larger and grander, until they'd have had you believe that
al Stonehaven was crushed by Hurricane Donnaway
back when, and that al the young men of Stonehaven
single-handedly won World War n.

The village had dways continued, through history,
through gossip, through neglect. Stonehaven was al white
clapboard, dark shutters, westhered boards of the old
abandoned houses out by therailroad tracks. It wasfilled
with newly remodeled houses of the summer people, now
ghost houses too; its skyline consisted of the steeples of
three churches, the rotunda of the two-room library, the
flagpoles above the U. S. Post Office and the treesaong
the Common--the square emerald lawn of grassthat occupied
the imperfect center of the borough. It was acommunity
just half an hour out of New Haven, but none of



the children living in the town knew much about the great
city an hour to the south, nor of Providence, an hour to
the north, nor even New London, and much less of Mystic
or Stonington, its nearest neighbors. Stonehaven was
hardly even suburban, for the houses, houses with names,
hed al been built before the oldest man in town was born.

The Josiah Bishop House, the Nathanial Greaves House,
the Sarah Mclendon house, the Randdll house with its
ancient dave quarters, the Portuguese Holy Ghost Society,
the Custom House, even thetiny Citizen's Bank building
(onetdler, no ATM, and open one day aweek, summers
only) on Ocean and Water Streets had been built just after
1814, after the town was under attack by the British
troops. Many houses were nameless, and some had not
been built until 1900, but they all were westhered and
lovely and the clapboard flaked with bad paint jobs by the
end of summer. The scraggling woods on its eastern edge,
full of bogs and ancient cemeteries, before the road led to
the highway which led to the interstate--it waslike the
wilderness had not quite been burned back far enough by the early settlers of theregion. It seemed so far
avay

sometimes, asif Stonehaven itsdf had not progressed
gncethe late 1600s, when it was founded. Thetown, as
summer turned to fall, stank of the overflowing lobster
boats that consumed the harbor asthey spilled their clawing
catches onto the long docks to the south side of town.

Thelobstersmdl |l was so thick you could cut it, you could
inhaeit and choke onit, it would open up your pores and
clog them with the red sea scum gtink. Stonehaven, surrounded
on three Sdes by water, afinger thrusting defiantly

at theldesof Avaon, al three, spotting the glass

of seawhereit beveled at the horizon. How many bare
feet were pricked by thorns, how many hands and e bows
stung by yellow jackets, how many faces eaten red by the
powerful sun before Labor Day came and destroyed all
devices of escgpe? And then, with fdl, al the summer
people left, and with them, the mansions out by the point



became shells, dark at night, the luxury boats sat on tilts
in the boatyard, the lunch and tea shops closed, and one
boy would havefdt buried aive, if it had not been for
the intense love he had. The burning love that only the
very young can understand.

It wasdl Stony Crawford wanted at fifteen, hispure
white T-shirt blotted with yesterday's sweet, his swimming
trunks waffling asheran in hisold torn-up sneskers,
down the placid streets of Water to Seascape Terraceto
Swan Drive, then across the bridge at the cove, to the
other side, to the other neighborhood beyond the cove.

Wequetucket it was caled, an old word that meant nothing

other than freedom from the village to Stony. Wequetucket

was beyond all the white people he had once

believed were the only peoplein existencein hisred

world. It was the other Sde, where the gpartments rose

up, where the people who worked the lobster trawlers

lived, where his heart seemed to best faster and faster as

he ran. Spanish and Portuguese and Indian and Black-- the colors and tongues and legends were
endless, just outside

the borough. It was aworld where things happened.

Where love happened. Where Lourdes lived with her
mother--the rows of garden gpartments, the highway, a
causaway between bays, that connected Stonehaven to the
outer world. To freedom. First down the streets of numbers,
three, Sx, four, down dleyswithout names, across

Barley Road and Myrtle Drive, to the Ninth Street Apartments.

See him run like he'sameatch trying desperately
to catchfire.

Seehimrun.

"Bueno," her mother said at the door, but Lourdes Maria
Cadtillo stood behind her, glancing over her shoulder. Her
mother glanced back, glaring. "Lourdes, it's your

amigo." Her mother shut the door and turned to her



daughter. Shewaggled afinger at her, keeping her voice
down. "Y ou must make them cdl you first. A boy should
never drop in likethis. It shows disrespect.”

"Oh, Mom," Lourdes said, exasperated, moving

swiftly past her mother to open the door. The door

creaked as she pulled it back and she fdt adight embarrassment
at the smdl of the hallway--the fish, dwaysthe

fish from the boatmen.

Stony Crawford stood there, swegting, out of bregth.

His brown hair too long over hisforeheed, the shine of
perspiration like glaze on hisface. "'l ran dl theway,"

he gasped. His grin was wide and goofy. He waved hello
to her mother, who had aready padded into the kitchen.

"Hello, Mrs. Cadtillo," he said, men he returned hislook
to Lourdes, who blushed at itsintengity. "Want to go for
awak?We can go to the confectionary. | got some

"You should cdll firgt." Lourdesdidnt smile. She

looked dightly cross. She did her best not to look him
directly in the eye--otherwise, shed have begun laughing
at the charade.

"Next time. | promise,” he said.

"Okay." She nodded, continually glancing back towards
the kitchen as her mother banged one pot against

the other. "'l have to do some choreslater.”

"I can help," Stony said, his voice degpening as he
caught up with hisbresthing. "Tdl your mom I'll wash
her car.”

"I heard that!" her mother called out from the kitchen.
"Tdl him | want it waxed, too!"

Lourdes grabbed hishand, giving it aconspiratorid
Squeeze. "L et's get out now while we can.”

"l want you two back here by three. Understand?' Her
mother's voice became shrill asit blended to Spanish,
"Maria Lourdes, entiendest’

"Si, Mommy," Lourdes said. "Promeso."

Then she went out the gpartment door, and when it was






shut behind them, he grabbed her and they kissed and she
felt something wonderful blossom insde her.

It was aways: to the lighthouse, to the lighthouse. Stony
might drag her thisway and that in the cool October night,
she might linger down by the harbor where the trawlers
cresked aong, abandoned till the following morning, but

it was ways to thelighthouse, finaly. The woods, too,

or the cemetery, or out on the docks late at night when
the seawas aflat gray glassand the few twinkling lights

of theldesof Avaon beckoned. But the lighthouse was
better, for you could go inside and huddle in the low
cellinged room, or climb up the tower and ook out over
the Sound. Or you could go out to the doping hill that

led to the rock wall before the sea, and lie camouflaged
by shadows and land. The lighthouse no longer functioned,
S0 it was the best possible place to make out and

speak softly, for it was dl dark there, at Land's End,
across the cracked pavement of Lighthouse Alley, to the
dead end marker. Leaping over this, to find one of the
grassy bunkersthat rose on the hillock over the wispy sea.

After Stony had told her of hislove, and she had told
him of her love, and they had done dl the things young
people are warned not to do,

And inhismind, hefdt Moonfire bursting yelow red
amost a sunset--

Almogt the paelight of amoon-- shetold him.
That night, he wept for joy.

Then, by dawn, he wept for fear, donein hisbed,
knowing that the sun would be up in minutes and he had
not dept awink. He could hear one of the wild dogs of
the docks barking as the trawlers pushed away, out to
check their lines and cages.



Words could kill, sometimes, he thought then. Words
could change everything.

Lourdes had whispered it sweetly, knowing that a boy
might not like hearing the words. Knowing that this might
destroy the wonderful thing they had together.

Knowing that this might destroy everything and take
from both of them all they had ever dreamed possible.

Hefdt his heartbeat accelerate, and something that

might have been adrenaine--or liquid fire--burst under
the surface of his skin when he remembered the two most
horrifying words any fifteen-year-old boy could ever hear.



Chapter Six
Consequences

"I'm pregnant.”

"You can't be," Stony said, more startled than
shocked, knowing that of course she could be pregnant.

It was nature. It wastheir bodies reaching fertility, it was
hormones and the terrible price that came with them.

Shedidn't say anything for the longest time, but he
heard her bregths, dow and careful.

"l loveyou," hesad.

In the morning, the full undergtanding of thishit him,
of what it would mean to him and to hisfuture.

Mid-afternoon, acouple of high school punks skip school,
and one of them hasabright idea. "Let's pillage my

folks room. | know they always got a couple of twenties
lying around,” he says, and hisnameisVan Crawford



and he'slanky and has earsthat nearly stick out, but he

has that aura of coolnesswith hisknit cap on and pockmarked
face and termindly hip sullen sneer. Heknows

these things about himsdif:

He hateslife.

Hates hislittle brother Stony. Tolerates him but hates
him.

Hates his mother.
Hates hisfather.

Hatesthefact that he hasto live a al among these
fish-peopleinthisfish-village.

hate istattooed on his ass, only he's never shown it

to anyonein hisfamily, but half the guysin gym have

seen it in the showers after soccer practice. Not that Van
isgood at soceer, but hate can even fud him through a
rough game. He got drunk one night down in New London,
and his buddies dared him to get atattoo, but he

decided that hate was the word he wanted emblazed on
hisleft buttock for al eternity, athough if he'd had his
druthers he would've had aflaming skull tattooed there

too, only hewastoo drunk and he couldn't afford it.

He ditson hate, he bregthes hate, he lives hate.
If he could get drunk on hate, he would.

Van says, "Always beer in the fridge and maybe once

we get some cash we can go on to Mystic and meet some
girlsor something." He hasthisway of speaking that's
half snarl and half cough, hisvoiceistoo deep, hiseyes
are et too close together. "l fucked Brendalast night.”

"Noway," hisbuddy says, hisbuddy named Del, who
livesin arundown old farmhouse with hislobster man
father, but way out on the highway, way out hi the middle
of nowhere. Dd livesfar enough out from the borough
and the docks that he doesn't have the fishstink on him.

"You didn't fuck Brenda" Hisvoice, drunken, giggling.

"Yeah | did. | rammed it in and got her to moan redl
bad. She smdlls, though. She smdllslike barnacles down



there. Fuckin' townie. | didn't care. Just needed to get a
nut off," Van says.

"Holy shit. Think | can do her?"

"Fuck yeah. Sheain't the kind of girl who's gonna

mind afew more," he laughs, and then they're rummaging
thefridge for beer, caling friends, lighting up the last

tiny bit of ajoint and wondering when the hell their other
friends are gonnacome over.

Van grinned stupidly, acan of beer in one hand, his other
clutched around hishunting knife. " our knifeisyour
dick," he said, laughing. He lay back on his parents
lumpy, messy bed, and looked up at the ceiling. " See?

And lifeisagreat big pussy that you just jab a and dam
it home--" He diced the air above him. The knife flashed
dlver inthe overhead light. It reminded him of fish benesth
water.

Hisfriend Del Winter opened and dammed a dresser
drawer shut. "I can't find ten bucksin your mom's
dresser," hesad, ignoring what Van said.

"You hear me?' Van sad. "l said your knifeisyour
dick!"

"Yeah yeah," Dd sad, pulling out astrand of pearls.

"Shit, your mom has nice pearls. We could maybe take
these to apawn shop. Y ou peoplein thisvillage, you got
nicethings”

Van downed some beer. "Naw, they're fake. She don't
have nothin' of value, trust me."

"Last week you found atwenty,” Del said, dropping
the pearls back in the drawer.

"Y eah and last week she got pissed off ‘cause she figured
out I'd been taking it." He took another gulp from

the beer. He hated Bud, but it wasthe only thing his father
ever bought. Soit wasal he could sted from the fridge.



He sat up, looking at himself in the mirror above his
mother's dressing table.

"Y our knifeisyour dick and your dick isyour knife,"
he said to hisreflection. "Who the hdll asked you?'

Giggling, 9pping, swinging the knife around.

Dd came over and picked up anew can of Bud from
thefloor. He popped it open. "Y ou're getting' shit-faced,
"Yeah| guess| am fuckin' very getting' shit-faced.”

He st the beer down at his side, heaving a bit. It overturned,
spilling the last of its golden contents on the white

comforter. Theroom spun dightly. Hisreflectionin the
mirror wavered. "Y our bals are God and your dick is

your knife, that iswisdom,” he said.

"Yeah yeah," Del sad, chugging his beer down.

"I would liketo kill that Spic bitch my brother's fucking,”
Van said dmogt solemnly.

"Yeah sure. Hell, I'd do morethan just kill her," Del
laughed, raising hisbeer in atoast. "I'd make her cream.”

Van held hisknife up. "Y our knifeisyour dick," he
sad.

4
Van Crawford lived by asingle code: Surviva of thefittest. It was fuckin' Darwinian.
"Throw out your line" Van said, nudging Stony'sarm.

They werein the dinghy, which rocked gently back and

forth on afairly placid current in the cove. The sunlight

was dmost blue across the pockmarked sky, and swans

rested like festhered bowls not far from their boat.

"Youll get something.”

"No thanks," Stony said. He leaned back against the



prow, and stared up at the sky. He watched the sun, wondering
if hewould go blind from garing.

"Something'sup,” Van said. Hereded in hisline, and
st his pole down in the bottom of the boat. "Tell me.”

"Noway," Stony said. Even when Van seemed warm
and kind, Stony had not grown up for fifteen yearsin that
house for nothing. He knew Van too well. Trugting his
older brother seemed impossble at times.

"It'syour girl," Van grinned. "Y ou get some pussy?'
"Shut up,” Stony said. "Shut the hell up.”

"Use rubbers, that's my advice." Van dapped a mosquito
on the back of his neck. "Damn skeetersain't dead

yet. It'sfuckin' October and they ain't dead.” Then, an
afterthought, "Don't trust agirl to takethe pill. They lie,

They dl lie about that. Dad told me even Mom lied to
him. All women do."

Stony couldn't help himsdlf. "Too late for that." Had
he said it doud, or muttered it? He glanced at his brother.

To seewhat hisface betrayed.

But Van was aways on the lookout for the nasty side
of things, and the deep dark secrets. "Shit," he said.

"You're shittin' me."

"Shut up,” Stony said. He reached down into the
cooler and brought out a Coke. Popped the top, Sipped it.

Two swans circled around the dinghy. Stony tossed the
birds bits of his sandwich, which they gobbled greedily.

Van shut hiseyes, shaking hishead. "All that you've
known about sex, and you got her knocked up?

"Shut up," Stony said. "We came out hereto fish."

"l came out hereto fish. Y ou came out here to confess,”
Van laughed, and then, "Holy shit. Holy shit.

Stony, your lifeisover."

Andthen Van sad, "That bitch. Shelet hersdf get
knocked up on purpose.” Something tugged &t hisline.



Bringing it up, it wasasmal bass. He unhooked it
quickly, holding it in hishands. "That fucking bitch. We
guetucket Spanish Portuguese bitch trying to get awhite



boy from the borough to take her and her bastard in. Just
like mom got knocked up and made Dad marry her. Just
likeit'saways been in this shithole. Jesus, these fucking
bitches. And you are such adumb shit for knockin' her

up.”

"Shut up!™ Stony shouted, his voice echoing acrossthe
water. Geese flew up from the surface of the cove, rippling
the sky asthey went.

In the shower, Stony Crawford steps beneath the hot water,
and turnsit up hotter. Heisn't sureif teersarefdling

or if it'sjust the spray of clean hot water that dmost feels
hot enough to clean off the dirty way hefeds. Don't

fuckin' cry, hewarns himsdf. Y ou cry and you might as
well be back in third grade. He grabs the bar of Dia soap
and scrubsit hard beneath his armpits, and along his
shoulders. The water and soap run acrossthe light hair on
his chest, and the smell isfresh and new.

All hewantsisto be clean.

If he could, he would scrub the soap across his mind

to erase hismemory. To erase the part of him that told
him he needed to somehow take care of this. To eradicate
the fear he had about the future.

The steam and heet are dmaost magical, taking him out
of himsdf for afew minutes.

The Storm King isdone. If he touches someone they
might bum to acrigp or drown ...
And the Moonfiregot him.

Then the water beginsto turn cold.
He stands benesath the cold water, shivering, wondering

what the hell he's going to do about the baby that he made
with Lourdes Maria Cadtillo.



In the pocket of Stony'sjeans, anote:
Things| love about you:
| loveyour amile.

| love when you get angry and slomp around like a

big baby.

| lovedl that hair on your chest and tummy. It'slike
you're a puppy.

| love when you kissme.

| love when you tell meyou love me and al the reasons
you do.

| love the way you mow alawn! Hubba hubbal

Y our soul.

Y our purity.
Your heart.

| love how sweet and kind and considerate and wonderful
you are Stony Crawford. Don't ever forget it. And
we're never going to be like your folks or my folks. |

think you're pretty specid.

Loveya,
Lourdes

8

Hewaksinto the living room where his mother, in darkness,
watches The Holy Brigade. The man with the glasses
isshouting that false messiahs abound, that "welivein

an age of miracles and nightmares, and God will send his
fury down upon sinner and saint alike, and there will be

war and rumors of war, and rumors of unnatural beasts
from the seas, and of fire from heaven!”

His mother glances up at him for less than a second.



"Y ou might want to pay heed to this™" shesaysina
monotone. "Y our father won't and your brother won't.

But you ought to."
Then she takes another drink from her small flask.
From the Diary of Alan Fairclough

... All my lifel had been searching for this, but 1 did

not think in my wildest dreamsthat | would find some evidence
of it. We are raised with such beliefsin devils as

children, but aswe grow older, our imaginations die. Our
beliefs transmutate like the consecrated wafer, but in reverse.

From flesh to bread, we believe that symbolstake

over from imagination, rather than the oppodite, that imagination
creates symbols from the genuine creetion. Ritua

comes from our ingtinct, the way that sdlmon return to the
riversof ther birth. Ritud isnot empty. Ritud isfull.

If this damn business with the banks had not taken over, | would have remained there at my retrest, but
itsaways

the prosaic that draws one back from the abyss, time and

again. | would not wish the hell of finances upon anyone.

L et the poor remain happy rather than deal with the responsibility
of money when onewishesto beahermitin

thewilderness, ascholar inthelibrary, or apilgrimat a

place of worship ... damn necessity ... damn properties

... damn worldly goods.

But without them, | could not have my home on theidand, | would not have met theseterrible yet
wonderful

people. | would never have seen the cregture, or watched

it open itsdlf, change its geometry, go from beast to demon

to beauty asif it could no longer keep to one shape. There

isno god but the god of the flesh, and dl sanctity runs

from profaneimages. All fleshisprofane. All fleshis sacred.

All men are gods. Ritud isthe key between the
worlds of the Old and the New.



Thetown isacrucible, aplace to observe the effects of

our grand experiment, our foray into playing God, our

need to move humankind forward, to stop the endless spiral

of death that is mortal necessity. When | first saw it, in

its cage, itsarms strong, its eyes golden and fierce, | knew
terror such as no man has ever fet. What must the ancients
have known who laid eyes upon these beingsl What

must the holy sisters have felt when they heard its cries benesth
thelr sanctuary?

And yet my terror turned to love and longing, for even
in the darkest of daimons, the fire of heaven kindlesand
threstensto rage.

When | touched itsface, it gavein, it put asdefury,
softened.

Can | describewnhat | felt when | parted itswarm flesh
and watched the transformation benesth my hands?

When thisbusinessisdone, | will returnto America, to
that crucible. The note | received from George Crown this
morning was full of urgency. Thereismore, hetold me,
thereisthe beginning of the future now.

His note read smply, "It has taken hold."



Chapter Seven

TheLifeand Timesof Alan
Fardough

Alan Fairclough raised his hand over the young man's

face. The face was handsome. Alan would not hire anyone
without a handsome face for this. He liked seeing the
bruises beneath the eyes, the gashes that opened up above
thelips. Heliked turning the very beautiful into the very
scarred.

When hisarousd heightened, he went deep into himsdlf,
losing the sense of the physical world, and entered
the domain of the gods.

From the Diary of Alan Fairclough

The story of my lifeisnot atragedy, but an adventure
from what we believeistrue to the extremity beyond truth
and minor digtinctions of Good and Evil. Thereisno Good
and Evil, thereisonly evil right now and good right now.

How life, asit got its hooksinto you, moved effortlesdy



from the sacred to the profane. All we can truly know of it
isthe Light, the ever-brilliant Light of Divine Essence. In
the deepest crudty, in the most saintly kindness, inthe
brutaity of human conflict, the Light sparks again and
againand again.

The purpose of my life, itsmission, isto find the stone
from which the spark can be struck and st &fire.

From his earliest years, Alan Fairclough had been destined
for greatness. Hisfather was Lord Early, whose ancestral
fortune included three great castlesin Scotland and North
umbria His mother was Lady Elaine Romney, adiamond
heiresswhose grandfather had been South African Dutch
and whose father had made a success of the Romney Ironworks
aswel asthe mining operationsin AfricaAlan

attended Harrow, made the cricket team eventually, and
then hisworld changed so swiftly that the shock of it had
never quite worn off. His parentsdied in asailing disaster
off Mgorca. Alan was pulled from school and sent to live
with the only living relaive who would take him. His aunt
owned land in aparticularly inhospitable part of northern
Scotland. While Alan had been protected from the worst
of lifeby his parents, his aunt was cheap and mean

spirited. To build character, she forced him to take freezing
baths, and when he disobeyed her, she had him

soundly whipped by atdl grim German named Ranullf.

Hiswork wasto keep on top of fifteen tenant fannersand
their rents. By the time he was seventeen, he had been

won over by what he then believed was the nobility of
poverty. He took to the sireets, eventudly joining a monastery
and foregoing any materia comfort.

But just before histwenty-first birthday, lying on his
hard bench of a bed, he began to experience erotic dreams
for thefirg timein hislife.



In them, he held the poor young street girlsin hisarms,
thrusting into them like ajackd. He tasted the first blood
of virgins, and whipped them until their screamsturned

to moans of ddlicious surrender. In these stimulating torture
dreams, he was Ranulf the German, not peach-faced
Alan Fairclough the Good. Even in the dreams he was not
awilling participant in the pleasure he fdt. Hefdt asif

he were being raped even as he dowly pressed arusty
spikeinto the nipple of an dtar boy; hetried to resst, but
was overcome by agreater force, which shoved him deep
into the body of abeggar girl from Calcutta...

When he woke from these dreams, he dso resisted

them. At first, he was disgusted with their vileness, then

he was merdly curiousat hisown nocturna imagination,
and findly, he grew to look forward to deep and hisnight
of dreaming.

Ashewasin the middle of an orgy of beating up a
young hoodlum before raping the boy's mother, Alan redized
with dread that the dream had the texture of redlity.

Asif hismemory had become ablack hole, sucking in
the materid world around it until he could not tell what
was substance and what was not. He felt hisfist connect
solidly with the boy's shoulder as a sexud €ectricity
surged through hisgroin ...

"It'snot adream!™ he cried out as the boy howled,
blood bursting from benegth hisleft eye asplit second
after being hit. "It'snot adream!" He screamed at the
boy asif it were hisfault. Beyond the boy, the mother,
her flowing dress torn down the middle, her handstied to
ameta pipe above her head.

Alanlet the boy go. The boy ran to St beside his
mother, shivering. The boy was no more than sixteen. The
boy held his mother, and both of them wept.

Alan, awake, stared at his bloodied hands. For thefirst
time that he could remember, he began to weep aswell.

Histears washed the gray walls of the room, wiped clean



the image of the woman and her son, until al he could
see was night. All he could say was, "My God, my God,
why hast thou forssken me?

Dawn arived, eventudly, without response. He untied
the woman, and dropped five hundred pounds into her
son'slap.

A smdl mirror, above ascummy sink, stood at one end

of the room. Alan Fairclough went and looked at himsdlf
and saw amonster. Neither Alan nor hisformer tormentor,
Ranulf, stared back.

Theface was S0 inhuman he could not place it as anything
other than a shadow.

Severd weekslater, he embraced thisimage, and began
hisvoyage to seek God in dark places. At twenty-one, he
inherited his parents vast fortune, and began discovering
the extent of flesh, suffering, and pleasure.

But even these had their limits.

One morning held awakened, naked, with two young
women and one young man deeping beside him, curled
beneath his arms on a stained and ragged mattress--their
bodies so beautiful and fresh the previous evening--with
the tastes of laudanum and marijuana soaking him. Then,
inthe noon sun dicing likeagted glint razor through the
dats of the cheap wooden shutters--now, these bodies
were great puddings of rot and disease, and smelled to
him of excrement. He noticed sores along the man's buttocks
from the whip, and one of the women had small

knife dashes on her left Sde aong her rib cage. Thedl
consuming flesh lay there, one great tangled body. He had
hacked hisway out of that den of melting skin. Rushed

to his shower, wiping himsdlf clean of the night'sresidue.

And the darkness enfolded him. Not the darkness of
depression or regret or longing, but the darkness of aman
who knowswhat istrue about himsalf and his appetites.

With that knowledge, al youth abandoned him. All
happinessfaded, al satisfaction dissipated. He was thirty,



then, and had aready heard about the creature held cap- |
tivein the caverns at Maupassane. There were stories of
its cries echoing through the small village beyond the

diffs

From the Diary of Alan Fairclough

After dl thistime, to be so closeto thelegend, toits

origin. I will find the creatureif it'sthelast thing | do. |

will experience the miracle of itsexigtence. | will touch its
essence and be transformed. The key has dways beenritud,
thisiswhat men have forgotten, what has been logt. It
istheritua that turnsthe lock and opensthe door.

My God isthe Savage God!

| glory in His Presencel

| will find His Radiance!

Azrid, come! Comewith your Light!

Since these particular holy sisters had died or moved on
two hundred years earlier, it had been difficult to track
down the precise cavern, but Alan Fairclough had a grest
ded of wedth and he spent much of it excavating the
area.

Then, at last, one of theloca workmen found thefirst
due

Theremainsin rock, crushed by some collapsein the
caves severa hundred years earlier.

"Beautiful," Alan had said, asthe flareswerelit
around the remains, casting yellow and orange shadow.

"Look at itsshoulders. Look at its ... magnificence.
It appeared to be afoss| to some extent, with the arms

and spina column of ahuman, but its skull, crushed and
with the jaw separated, had the incisors of alion, and what



appeared to be perforations along the forehead. Thewings
that had been crushed behind it seemed like a pterodactyl's,
but thiswas Alan'sfancy playing with him. He

could not tell for sure.

He knew that it was a daimon that the holy sisters had
kept within this darkness. Its secrets would never be
known.

In deven months of painstaking excavation, hed raised
the stones and carefully brought it forth from itsresting
place.

When hebeheld it inthelight of day, hishair went

from jet black to pure white. His eyes, from sparkling
jewelsto the dullness of cold stone. Thelight of the world,
he felt, had flickered and been worn down--both by the
magjesty of this discovery and by the knowledge that it
was no longer part of lifein the flesh.

It was on atrip back to histown house in Manhattan.

Hed heard aman say something quite remarkable. It had
been aregular afternoon at the private club, and the chap
mentioned something about acertain family. "The
Crowns," the man repeated when Fairclough asked.

"They'reindl kindsof industry. Arms, mostly. Very
charitable clan aswell. Sx million last year to the Save
the Children Fund.”

"I couldn't help but overhear--you said something
about ..." Alan Fairclough didn't even want to repest it.

Perhaps held heard wrong.

"The beast? My brother saw it himsdlf. Vigted them
one summer,” theman said. "They have apied-aterre
up the coast abit. My brother's placeison alittleidand,
right acrossthe water from their place. Hes sdling his.

While he was doing some renovating, they had him and
hiswife out to stay with them, briefly. He said for such
rich people they have fairly common tastes.”
"Thebeedt,” Fairclough reminded him.

"Y es, so my brother tells me that they own some cregture
thet lookslike the devil himsdlf."



Alan laughed. "Y our brother--does he drink?!

Theman went slent. After asp of whiskey himsdf,
he said, "Not these days. He died six weeks ago.”

Alan Fairclough was about to inquire further asto this

information, but suddenly it was asif the noise of the

club--the laughter at terrible jokes poorly told, the chatter

from the men at the bar, the tinkling sound of the piano

keys being molested by aless-than-adequate musician-- dl had been overwhemed by his thoughts.

The besst.

TheDevil.

Holiness

Fairclough had tracked down the Crowns penthousein
the Lonsdale, off Central Park. He had no problem bluffing
and bribing hisway up to it, but was sorely disappointed
when alone butler met him at the elevator. The

butler was extraordinarily handsome, with dark hair and
round blue eyes, Black Irish if there ever was one, atrace
of ascar running down benegath hisleft eye.

"I'm terribly sorry,” the butler said. "The Crowns are
in Bangkok thistime of year."

"Liverpool,” Alan grinned, recognizing the butler's accent.
"| thought you'd be Irish, but that tone."

The butler half smiled. "Y es, completdly. And
youre..."

"A man of theworld, home nowhere."

"I wouldve said Sloane Square with abit of Scotland
thrownin," the butler nearly laughed.

"WEell, you are close to the mark, you are. Alan Fairclough.”
Alan extended hishand.

"Pete Atking," the butler said. Then, asif remembering

his own job, added, "They won't be back for another
month. Not till this nasty winter isover."

"Bugness?'



"And pleasure, one would assume. Would you like to
leave amessage, Mr. Fairclough?'

After amoment's hesitation, Alan Fairclough said,
"Yes. Yesl would."

He scribbled down anote, folding it once, and passed
it to the butler. "How long have you been statesde?”

"Two years," Atkinssaid. "The Crowns are wonderful
employers. Not like people say at al.”

"They sy?"
"The usua maarky. Nasty rich people and dl that.

They been like second parentsto me dmogt.” Atkinsthen
held the note up. "Y ou don't know them at al, do you?"

Alan tried not to reved thelie. "Wereold friends. Tdl
me, they ill summer in New England?'

Atkins nodded. "Y esSr. Stonehaven. A lovely village
I'm told, right on the water. From the picturesit looks
like acastleto me. The property's been with them for
hundreds of years. Come on, then," he said. Then heled
Alan Fairclough into amodest parlor with three oversiuffed
chairs, along table, and ahaf dozen pictureson
thewall. "It'scalled The Shidds." Atkinstapped a
photo. The picture was an old one. It showed a Bearcat
inthe driveway, and awhite mansion behind it. A rich
dowager and her driver stood in the foreground. "That's
Miranda Crown. They called her the Queen. Shedied a
ways back. | heard from cook she wasfierce."

"The Crowns must have quite ahistory." Fairclough
glanced at the other photos beside this one. One caught
hiseye. He stepped over to it for closer inspection. "This
one" hesad, dmog forgetting himsdf.

"1914," Atkinssaid. "I know because Master Crown
told me it was taken the morning hisfather was born.”

In the picture, four men, onein military garb, stood
outsde the mouth of asmdll cave. "That's Master
Crown's grandfather.” Atkins tapped the glass.
"Wherewasthis?'

"France. Outsde Paris| think."






"Thewar," Fairclough said. "Doesn't look much like
they're concerned with war, doesit?’

Atkinswas slent for amoment. Y ou say you're an
old friend?' Therewas suspicionin hisvoice.

"Wel, truthis, | lied," Fairclough admitted. "I know
old friends of theirsfrom the club. | wanted to contact
them."

"Good show," Atkins chuckled. ™Y ou had mefooled,
just about. But | knew if you were an old friend, you'd
know about them and war."

Fairclough didn't look away from the picture. "Y es?'

"Their girl, Diana, told methat they began dl wars. |
believe her."

Fairclough bardly caught thiscomment. "I've been
there" hesaid.

"France?'

"Yes" Alan whispered, dmost to himsdf. "That
cave."

Rupert Lewiswasthe name of the man at the club who
had first mentioned what Crown possessed. Fairclough got
hold of him through some easy connections--the Rafae!
Finches, with whom he dined occasiondly, and with
whom he often entered New Y ork's seedier S&M clubs
for aweekend of inspiration. On the phone, Fairclough
asked, "Did your brother ever sdll that summer place of
his?'

"Y ou have some memory," Lewis said on the phone,
obvioudy barely recdling their conversation. "No, and
now hiswidow can't seemto unload it either. It has some
gructurd faultsfrom atropica storm three years back.

It'squite grand, redlly, but his property is probably more
valuable than the house itsdlf. It takes up most of asmall
idand. Lessthan ahundred acres. Interested?!

"Very," Farclough sad. "Maketha extremely.”



The next afternoon, Alan Fairclough drove up from the

city, taking 95 the whole way, past the usua and better- known turnoffs where he had known others
summer

placesin Old Lyme or Saybrook, Stonington, Mystic-- until he found Route 3. Then another ten miles
downa

two-lane road full of potholes and bumps, shrouded from

sunlight by thick brambly trees shorn of leaves by winter.

He thought he'd made awrong turn--then the sun, a
small cove, woods everywhere. He drove past boatyards
into what he could only describe as the most quaint New England town, till fairly untouched by New
York and

Boston on either sde of it, both gradualy growing out
like parasitic routes. But here, an abandoned Customs
House that looked asif no one had yet thought to useit,
apublic library the sze of aone-room apartment, three
churches with perfect steeples, and the empty streets of a
fishing village a midwinter. It dmaost made him nostagic
for something held never had nor wanted.

At Land's End Point, he saw the smdl idands off the
coast, the three Avaons, and the smallest was no doubt
where Rupert Lewiss brother's summer home ate up half

its geography.

Then, losing himsdf againin the narrow Streets, the

clapboard and brick piles of houses along frosty lanes, he

turned towards Juniper Point, and the row of enormous

white houses that formed a horseshoe just the other side of the village. They were close enough to join
withthe

Borough of Stonehaven as aunified architecture, but far

enough away for luxurious privacy. These were Hamptons

mangonsin an antisocia geography.

A smadll brass plate attached to alow wrought-iron gate
proclaimed, the shidds, dl are welcome, none

shal beturned away. Stablesto the north of the

house, a caretaker's cottage beside the six-car garage, a
boatdip off the south end, and alawn that was smaller
than he had expected, with no garden to speak of. But the
house, a Georgian fake, its columnstoo short, itswindows



too large, itsflourishes barely regarded ... Yet it was
magnificent. The Crown place wasitsef more than afeast
for the eyes and soul.

It was aface of white carved from the very landscape
that surrounded it, holding in contempt dl that it held
within its gaze: the Avalon Sound, the woods, and even
Alan Fairclough in hissmall black Mercedes as he parked
itinthecircular drive.

8

Hisfirst impression of Diana Crown, who was then only
barely five or six, wasthat shewas rather homely and
unkempt. He mistook her for the caretaker's daughter, until
her hackles got up at this suggestion. Then she became
alittletyrant.

"l am Diana Crown, daughter of Darius and Honor
Crown, and right now, Sir, you are trespassing.” She il
hed that little girl lisp, but her vocabulary, and the authority
with which she used it, seemed beyond her years.

Her hair was blond, but matted impossibly with somekind
of gummy substance, asif sheldd beenrolling in clay.

"'Wadll, | am Alan Fairclough, and I'm buying the Lewis
place out on theidand. | wanted to meet your father if |

may.

"Mr. Spencer Lewis?' she asked, eyeing him suspicioudy.
"Yes, thevery same”

"Hewas avery tedious man,” the girl said. He chuckled
at her words. "And just what is so funny?* she asked
imperioudy.

"Not athing," Fairclough said. "Y ou're charming.”

She gave him adight pout, and then turned to call out
to her father. "Daddy, theresaMr. Faircough here--"

"Clough, Fair-clough,” Alan said, emphasizing the
sound.

Dianagrinned impishly. "Yes, | know. | was playing



withit. | prefer Faircough." As Alan Fairclough stood

there, listening for the sounds of Darius Crown's footsteps,
thelittle girl turned back to him, staring up a him

soulfully with her nearly transparent blue eyes. "Last

night | dreamed you'd come here, Mr. Faircough. |

dreamed that | was standing up in my bedroom and | saw
you driving up hereinyour black car. Only it wasanightmare.

Someone el se got out of the car.”

"Oh?" he asked, wondering if she had ever felt much
painin her lifeyet, or if the pleasure of it wasto come
as she reached adolescence. "And who wasit who was
drivingmy car?'

"The Devil," she said. "But helooked like you. His
eyeswerelikeyours.”

"I'll tell you," Fairclough chuckled. "He's adistant
relative, from my mother's sde. No wonder you saw a
resemblance.

That had been years ago, and Alan till felt the chill of
that first meeting with Crown and hisfamily. Thedow
beginnings of trust that grew between them. Alan bought
the Lewis place and fixed it up and found himsdlf living
more and more on theidand, spending time visiting the
Crownsin the summer and at their midwinter holiday.

He showed them the image that had been burned into
the stone in the French cave, and they in turn showed him
their secret, atreasure more valuable than al theriches

in Christendom.

And he taught them the words of bondage, and what
language their treasure understood.

Only Fairclough's gppetite aswdl as hismany financid
dedlings drew him back to cities, to London, Rome, New
Y ork, to the places of teeming masses where ahalf dozen
or more bruised youths or violated maidens would not
cause more than araised eyebrow ... where he could



practice hisform of spiritud growth in relaive anonymity ...
But the Shields, and the Crowns, dways cdled for him
inthislittle borough of darkness.

What he helped them do.

The atrocity, the glorious atrocity, the use and misuse

of power beyond the sphere of human endeavor--he was
part of something greater than anything any man had ever
been part of.

If it took and held, asit seemed to be doing, the world
would transform and dough off itsold tired skin.

Alan Fairclough would shepherd the new age into being.
10

From the Diary of Alan Fairclough
Seventeen Years Earlier

| felt only impatience as Crown led meinto his study. |
wanted to see. | wanted to experience. But he told me that
he had mattersto discusswith mefirst. Theusud talk, the
suspicious glances. My assumption isthat Crown believes
the bullshit hel's spouting, hisfaling back on Judeochritian
mythos, his reliance on words like Satan and Fiend, asif this could possibly describe what histreasure
held. He is perhgps amadman, and hisimmense wedlth
has separated him from hisfdlow men. He bdieveshis
own hogwash. He has even created a chapd for it. He
saysthat it remains trapped by the symbols of religion, but
he must be mistaken.

If it istrapped, it isfor some other purpose. For nothing
inthe world could hold this creatureif it needed to escape
thishouse.

Findly, after showing methe ancient drawings of Hell
and Heaven and the conjuring of demonsand al the ar112



cane foolishnessthat Crown in his megaomaniabelieves,
he took meinto the chapdl.

| can only describe the emotion that held meinitsthrall
as| entered that sanctuary. Fear? No.

Pureterror. 1 felt asif | wereachild again, alittle boy
walking into some great and mysterious cathedral .

Crown has the accoutrements of hisbdlief strung around
what once must have been aquaint family chapd.

But | barely noticed the perverse nature of the place.

Instead, there it was. Caged and held like some sideshow
fresk.

| spoke the ancient language known only to those most
Holy Sisters, and who knows who before them.

The cdestia language of demons and gods and dl those
who are thefire at the heart of the cave and are not the
shadows dancing abot it.

Its golden eyes opened and watched me as | stepped
nearer. My bowelsreleased involuntarily, and | felt a

shudder of electric energy shoot up my spine. My nose began
bleeding, but | didn't bother to wipe at it with ahandkerchief.

| felt suspended.

For amoment, | felt disembodied and could not be sure
that my feet touched the ground or that | was even
bregthing.

All sound ceased.

Should | write here of the great sorrow in those eyes?

Of the weariness, and yes, even fear, but most of dl, the
sorrow?

And in that sorrow something more terrifying than this
vison of acreature from ether nightmare or fantasy.

It began speaking with my dead father's voice.
What wasit, what did it show me, what did it say?

All thisit destroyed within my memory, and dl I'm left
with istheimage burned inddibly in my mind after this



firs encounter.



The picture that he could not remove from hisbrain,
through no matter how many deepless nights, nor during
those name ess hours before the first sunlight when dl the
world seemed in the same State of sublime panic that he
fet within, that picture conjured itsdlf in the blackness
whenever he shut hiseyes.

A man screaming from agreat oak tree, red sparrows
pecking at his palms, feet, and eyes. Upon hishead, a
crown of fire.

It was not until much later, replaying thisimagein his
head like a dreaded movie, that Alan Fairclough recognized
that the man on the tree was himsdlf.



Chapter Eight
In the Summer House

"Can't you stop it?" the young woman gasped, asthe
servants held her down on the bed. She was trembling,
her body spasming, swest pouring off of her. Her back
arched, and her blouse was shredded where she'd clawed
at herself before they got to her. "Can't you stop it?" she
began shouting, her voice soon going hoarse. " Somebody
dopit!"

Her father stood over her, wiping a sheen of perspiration
from his brow with ahandkerchief. "Please, Diana,
it will pass. You must let it pass”

"It'sburning me," she cried, her arms bresking free

of those who held her down. Tears streamed down her
cheeks. Her skin flashed with an ashen glow. "Daddy, it's
burning me! Get it out of me! Why can't you get it out

of me?'

Her father stepped forward with his handkerchief and
pressed it againgt her lips. Her eyes went wide with terror
as shelooked up at hiscam face.



"You must fight it. Keep it in. Y ou haveto.”
"It wants out!" she screamed.

Then he stuffed the handkerchief into her mouth, gagging
her.



Chapter Nine
Nightmare

Stony awoke in a sheet-soaked fever, the swesat so filmy
and thick it was like pond scum. Someone was whispering
aphrase over an dover, and he redlized with astart that

it camefrom hisown lips. Hefdt atickling around his
nose, and when hefdlt it, he aso felt the blood that
dripped from his nogtril to hislips. Grabbing a Kleenex
from the box on the windowsll, hewiped at it. Shit. He
sat up in bed, the end of the dream, just ahypnogogic
trace, left hanging over him like a spiderweb:

A memory of being four years old, and having cut himsdlf
accidentaly with his brother's hunting knife while he

was playing withit. But the blood didn't terrify him, what

terrified him was that he thought he saw asmdl fire burst
from his skin, from hisblood, amomentary flash. Then it

was gone.

He sat up the rest of the night, unable to deep. He
looked out over the shingled rooftops of the neighboring
houses, out beyond them to the seq, to its vast darkness.

Thelight of the moon cut acrossit, like yelow lightning,



and the word that he uttered seemed at first dien to him.

It was the word he'd heard when he was half in the dream,
the word that he'd said on waking. He said it threetimes
like anincantation, asif it would bring comfort to his
thoughts. "Moonfire" he whispered, "Moonfire, Moon
fire'"' Something in the word itsdf terrified him, asif it
were something more than a phrase from afavorite comic
book. Asif it insgnuated something to him, something
about theworld around him that lay just beneath its surface. Moonfire fuels the world. The thing that
destroysthe

Storm King isthe very thing thet flowsin the veins of al
cresation.

At fifteen, hefdt again like avery smdl boy, not like
the man he knew he was becoming. What was aman
anyway? A walking erection? A fur-covered caveman?

Hisfather? Sometimes Stony wondered what the hdll it
meant to grow up and be aman when he il felt likea
little kid on theinsde haf thetime.

He got out of bed, pulled on his briefs, and went to use
the bathroom. In the bathroom mirror, he looked at the
teenager in the mirror and wondered why the hdll thelittle
kid from long ago wasn't gone yet from hisfeatures. One
final wipe at the last of the blood benesth his nose.

Moonfire, hethought. Chrit, dl thisstressis getting

to you. Lourdesis pregnant, your school grades are dropping,
your parents are assholes, and you're having nightmares

like there's no tomorrow.

Thewords of his English teacher came back to him: "These are the best years of your life."

If these are the best years, Stony thought, shaking his
too long hair inthe mirror, looking at the last bits of
Kleenex gill stuck underneath his nose, what the hell is
therest of it gonnabelike?

It was asif athreat were contained within the word,
but he could not decode what that threat might be.

In the back of his closat, he found the old haf-empty
pack of Camelsthat he hadn't touched for over twelve



weeks. He had promised L ourdes he would never touch
them again, but this was different. He wasn't going to get
through this night without some nasty little crutch.

Helit one, and inhaled deep. It was good. It burned in
histhroat. The nicotine kicked in, and he coughed. Then
he put the damned thing out. Even a cigarette wouldn't
doit for him. Hishead pounded, and he felt ancient.

He watched the moon until thefirst light of day came
up.



PART TWO
MOONFIRE

"Asthe Outcast held up the metal sphere, acurious
light came from within. 'Weep, O Storm King! | hold
the mastery of the cosmos! Behold, THE
RADIANCE!"..."

from The Storm King: Champions of Darkness, Vol. 6



Chapter Ten
Initiation into the My<teries

All human tragedies are tragedies of innocence waking.

Stony spent most of September brooding, when he wasn't
delivering papers and groceries and going to school. He
fdt asif hewereliving underwater a the public school
over in Copper Ferry, agood five miles out of town. Hed
gtin class, nod his head during Geometry, doodle during
American History, watch hislab partner do dl the chemistry
assgnments and then just copy from his notes, and

pretty much deepwalk from one end of the long corridor
to the other. Half thetimein gym class, while he was
running cross-country, hismind was elsewhere, off ina
private zone of worries and musings about raisng akid,
or aborting akid, or just ignoring the whole damn thing.

When the bells rang between classes, he no longer saw
theindividud students, he saw the seg, the mdlting tide

of faces, intoxicated with secrets or half asegp and moving
zombie-like from English to Geometry to Spanish--



through the dingy, dirty hals, their giddy excitement at
some scandd of adolescence, their surliness, their many
faces making one face. Even hisold best friend Jack Rid
ley waslogt in the crowd, and he shunned talking too
much to anyone. And there, among dl of them, Lourdes
Maria Her face, thefirst time held seen her, the tan of
her Spanish and Portuguese forebears, the hair dark as
night, and her lips sweet. He was till wanting her. Her
yellow swester, and the small gold cross on the dender
chain around her neck ... But now, in the sea of others,
between classes, he turned away from her, from the one
he thought he had loved but now knew he had destroyed.

Stony felt caught between adream and aredlity too complicated
to handle.

Lourdesfindly grabbed hisarm one day, and he felt
like he might wake up.

"We need to talk," she said. He could barely look at

her. Heressted, and instead |ooked at her hand as she
grasped him. Her fingers, with their red nails, thetwo
rings on her finger--the other grandmother had given her,
the one that she had bought for twenty dollars at aflea
market in Mydtic ... the olive cast to her hand ...

Stony looked at her for only a second, but as soon as
he saw her eyes, those dark stones brilliant with an inner
sun, and the curve of her lips, bright red lipstick glossing
them, he could not look away again.

"Wedo?' hesad, feigning good humor. He il loved

her. Hefdt that in his heart. He knew he loved her. But
he aso knew that her having ababy meant that what he
wanted hislifeto be, the dream of what he wanted his
life to be, was not going to happen. What was going to
happen: He would work at the cannery or on the lobster
boats like hisdad, and held stink of fish and come home
to some cramped apartment or worse, atrailer out by
Route 63--thetrailer park nicknamed The Lightning Rod
of God because of theway it always got destroyed during
the frequent summer hurricanes--L ourdes would be pre124



meaturely old by twenty, thered be another baby, he'd be
inaprison of hisown making.

Still, he loved her, and he wanted to try to find a better
dream for the two of them. He followed her outside, and
they sat along the concrete steps overlooking the blacktop
where the ninth graders were doing calisthenics.

Lourdes pressed her hand in his. ' 'Y ou're afraid of al
this, aren't you?'

He shrugged. "'l know | love you. | know that."
Sheleaned againgt him, kissng him on the cheek.
"Good. | loveyou, too."

Silence. Shelet go of hishand.

"Y ou haven't come over much in the past few days,”
shesaid.

Another shrug. "I had alot to get done."

He could practicaly fed her trembling, even though
they were not touching.

"| found out something today," she said.
"What'sthat?" he asked.

"l waswrong."

"Huh?'

"l wasjudt late. That'sal."
"Youmean..."

"Y eah. It's not what we thought." Then she amended
this. "What / thought."

For thefirst timein aweek, helooked in her eyesagain.

Hefdt like he'd been ajerk. He was happy, but something
ingde tugged him downward. Hed shown histrue

colors. Ydlow. Cowardly. Chickenshit. She shaded her
eyeswith her hand--from the sun, not from hisstare. He
wished sheld smile. He wanted her to smile and throw

her armsaround him.



"l guessyourethrilled, huh?' she said.
"No," he shook his head, throwing hisarm around her.
"'l guess| wasjust scared. | mean ... | didn't know what | was going to do."

"Meneither," Lourdes said. "My father would've



killed me. Thank God, huh?* He thought her eyeswere
getting watery, and knew it had been aterrible experience
for both of them. Dumbass! Stupid! Two idiotic kids getting
introuble. Thank God she wasn't pregnant!

"Yeah," Stony said, and tossing his head back he
stared up at the cloudless blue sky. "Thank you, God!"

Then he kissed her. "Do you think | wasacting likea
jerk?"

Lourdes shrugged. "A little. | guess| would've too.

But it's different when you think it'singde you. It must
be hard to understand if it's not inside you."

At tha moment, Stony felt dive again. Engaged in life,
where he had disengaged two weeks earlier, when she'd
first told him. "I redlly do love you. | wasjust trying to
figure out how we were going to handle ... dl this
shit.."

"Let'snot talk about it again,” she whispered. "I need
to get back to English. See you on Friday?"

Stony nodded. As she got up, he grabbed her hand
again. Squeezing it. Something seemed cold when he
touched her.

He looked up at her face. "Areyou tdling the truth?"
Sheturned away and walked back into the building.

Van Crawford, hanging out on the steps of the Package Store on Water Street in Stonehaven, tossed
back a Pabst

Blue Ribbon, neatly wrapped in asmdl brown bag. His

buddies Ddl and Rich the Roach took turns watching for

Officer Dennehy, and then swiped the can of beer and

passed it back and forth.

"I need some pussy, bad,” Del said, wiping the sweat
off his neck, watching one of theloca girlsgo by in her
daddy's V olkswagen. "It's been two weeks."

"Bullshit,” Van laughed, making another grab for the
can of beer. It was empty, so hetossed it in the trash and



reached into the green backpack resting on the pavement.

"Likeyou ever get any." Then, as he popped up the tab

on the can, he saw her, walking out of the Stonehaven
Country Store, abasket in her arms, her dressal of summer
and sheer audacity--for he could seethrough it to

her creamy thighs, and her breasts, too, like twin scoops

of ice cream.

"Who the fuck isthat?' he heard Rich ask, but Van

was aready transported--his heart begt fast, histongue
shriveled, and hisdick seemed to ache with alonging he
didn't know abody part could have.

She had nearly blond hair, to her shoulders, and eyes
like blue stones, and aset of thick lips, juicy lips, and
confidence--a sexud confidence, he could tell just by the
way she walked, the way her head stayed high, the way
her posture was relaxed but perfect. Her lips made him
want to fuck her. There was no other reason for lipslike
thet.

She had legs that were near perfection, and where her
waist was narrow, her hips were wide. She looked like a
sexua thoroughbred. To him, shelooked like the whore
bitch of the universe, the onewho could tekein dl of
him, drink him in, and he would never betired of it.

"Jesus, look at her," Del gasped.

Van actually dropped to his knees, holding the beer can
in both hands like aholy rélic. "Oh sweet Mother of
God," he said. "Blessthefruit of your womb. Jesus. Jesus.”
He grabbed his ballswith one hand, looking up.

"Man, | want some of that."

She was a stranger to town, probably atourist. A day
tourist. Someone from New Y ork. A model, maybe. No,
better than amodd: awet dream with legs. "Who the
fuck isshe?' Van asked.

"She'saCrown | think," Del said. "l never saw her
much, but when | was akid, remember? Didn't you ever

see her and her weirdo family out on their boat?"

Van shrugged. "A rich bitch too. Cooal."



Hisbuddy Rich whispered, "Man, shestrouble. Leave
her done. She'lsa Crown. They're bad."

"Yeah, fuck you," Van muttered.
And then she stopped, watching the boys.
Van closed hiseyes, dmost embarrassed.

When he opened them, shesmiled at him. It wasa
blessng, dl right.

She smiled and nodded, asif she knew what he was
thinking.

Asif sheknew what hewasthinking, and it was dll
right with her.

He got up, dusting off hisjeans, passed the beer to his
buddies, and trotted off acrossthe Street.

Picturethis

Y ou're ahorny seventeen-year-old boy and you are

used to the dregs of teen girldom, of girlsthat lie degthlike
on soiled mattresses while you dobber and push into
them, of girlswho smell like the docks, of girlswhose
makeup smears and beneath it you see the chapped lips,
the smdl eyes, the skin not quite mottled, not quite
smooth ...

Girlslike BrendaWhitley with her uneven boobs, and

her barnacly taste, and her way of whining when you get
to third base ...

And then you see agirl who looks asif shejust stepped
out of aHollywood movie, with anearly perfect body,
with sexua confidence, with an auraabout her that'slike
fire from the moon. Hormoneis her perfume and what lies
at that goal there, that place you want to get into, is
nothing less than the garden of paradise.

Y ou think: Maybe shewill get me out of thismiserable
existence.



"What's your name?"
"Diana"

"Dianawha?'

"Crown."

"Yesh, | guessed that."
"Y ou know my people?’

Van dmost laughed. Theway shesad, "Y ou know my
people?’ It was asif she wastaking about atribe rather
than afamily. Rich people were so different. All the summer
people were. They weren't from the same world as

Van and hisfamily and the other familieswho lived in

town year-round. They occupied the same world, but they
weren't from it. Summer people were dways like that.

They werefrom New Y ork or Washington or even England
sometimes. They didn't have boats; they had doops.

They didn't have maids; they had servants. They didn't
have money; they had wedlth. And they didn't havea
home, but homes. Homes everywhere. One for work, one
for summer, onefor winter. The Crownswere like that-- the Crownswererich. A Crown had once
solen money

from arailroad in the north in the late 1800s, and then
another Crown had bootlegged liquor from Canada, and
another Crown had even funded part of the Nazi Party in
the '30s. There had once been a picture of Frederic Crown
in Life magazine, standing with Adolf and Eva, and the
caption read: "The Crown Prince spends Easter with the
Fuehrer.” This had been meant to discredit the Crowns,

but in fact, it barely touched their lives. They profited

from the war, they profited from the peace. The Crowns
even set up a Jewish Refugee Fund in 1945, and then in
1960, Michael Crown reopened the textile factories on the
Monangetowga River in Pennsylvania, and produced the
popular Crown Cotton Shirt in no time. They were different
from the rest--everyone in Stonehaven knew it.



They were afamily with power beyond the ordinary doings
of mankind. They owned property al over. Van

heard that they owned half the shops on Water Strest,
maybedl of them.

And here, Diana Crown, in dl her monied glory, her
hair swept by pearl and her breasts raised in cups of gold.

He could barely see anything that resembled ared girl to
him, since the girls he was used to didn't have the shine
to their faces, or the hips that begged to be squeezed in
hisfilthy hands. She looked not only like classand style,
shelooked like she knew why God had given her this
body, thesertits, these lips, thefire he saw in her eyes.

Van had had poor girls and middle-class girls before,
many of them--he was used to seducing dl thelocd girls.

He'd been unsuccessful more times than not, but there
were aways afew, the Brendas and Mary Lynns of the
world he knew. He had never gotten into the panties of
girlslike Diana Crown. Asfar as he knew, there were no
other girlsin hislimited knowledge of the world that were
anything likethis Diana. Thisearthy vison, with the purity
of good genes and someinner intelligence, dl bound

up in apackage of hormond vampirism. That'swhat she
was. avampire. He sensed it. She wanted what boys like
him could give agirl: not money, not prestige, but the
flesh heat that Van dreamed of giving her.

And here she was, presenting herself to him. So easy.

So available. So fuckable.

"l worked for your father one summer." Hisvoice
deepened, and he showed his appreciation for her beauty
by looking down to her feet and then back up to her face.

There were only two places he cared about, and they both
looked ddlicious.

"Youdid," shesad.
"| thought your family |eft after Labor Day.”

"Some of usdid. Some of us stayed. What's your
name?'

"Van Crawford."



"Van Crawfish?'
"Funny. Y oure funny, Miz Crown."

"Don't cdl methat," shesaid, sopping. "Diana. Cal
meDiana"

"Sure, Diana. Sure. How's the house?"

"Hne
"Y ou going to stay through the winter?"
"No," shesaid. "Jugt till November Firg."

"Sure" hesaid. "Just till it gets cold. Y ou summer
people.”

"Yes," shesad, with aformdity that irked him. He
wanted to throw her down right then and there and tear
her summer dress off, covering her face, and expose her
thighs, just holding them apart with his hands. He would
squeeze silver coinsfrom her loins.

"Y ou're thinking something, aren't you?' she asked. "1 like aboy who thinks. How old areyou, Van
Cranfish?'

"Seventeen. Almogt eighteen. Eighteen in two months.
December Third."

"That'samagic age," Diana Crown said. "How old
doyou think | am?'

"Maybe twenty?"

"I could be," shesaid. "Here, let'sgoto my car. I'll
need help with the groceries. Mind if | hireyou for an
hour or two?"

Van shrugged.

"I'll pay you twenty-five dollars,” she said. Later,

much later, after the trip to the grocery store, after aglass
or two of wine, when she had brought him on to the
screen porch of her family's summer house, and ashe
looked out over the water, she said

"No, makeit thirty
dallars, if you'll take your shirt off for me."



Hefdt cold when shesad it.
Hefdt October in his heart.

He began unbuttoning his shirt.



Later, when he began bucking into her, uncontrollably, as

if shewere milking him, asif he were acow that shewas
drawing some strength from--but he didn't want to think

this, not while his senses were frayed and spitting electric

juice from his pores--later, when the sweet stung aong

his chest as they bonded together, hefelt asif there were
something that she was taking away from him. Some indefinable
piece of him, the virginity of apart of Van

Crawford that he had never been ableto name. A hidden corner of his consciousness, asprig of life,
pressed into

her ice-glazed fingersthat aroused him gtill, even while

he lay againgt her, spent.

"l want you," she whispered.

"You got me," he said, drawing back to look at her
sweaty beauty, the curl of her hips, the gentle curves of
her smdl belly, the breaststhat dl but cried out for his
lips. "Y ou got me"



Chapter Eleven
VillageLLife, Autumn

Thethreat of winter so soon, not in great frozen breaths

of air, but in the fists of wind. It was October coming in,
the chill increased, the townsfolk moved alittle more
dowly, but not so much asto be perceptible to an outsider.

If it wasn't rain, it would bewind, and if not wind,

then snow, and if not snow, then an overhanging miser-ableness--once winter announced its coming,
there was no retreet. Other autumns might be mild clear through

Thanksgiving, but thiswas not to be one of those seasons.

Guff Hanlon, with his furniture business, shut the shop
down for the whiter; his sonswould take the rest of the
inventory down to shopsin Greenwich and Ryefor the
winter, sdlling them off a haf priceto the deders. Guff
then went to hiswinter job, asassgtant librarian at the
Stonehaven Free Library, which was al of two small
rooms beneath a dome at the edge of the town Common.

Guff was probably the tallest man in Stonehaven, a least



for the months after Labor Day and before Memoria Day.

Hewas six foot four, and strapping, even & forty-six, a
barrel chest and acongtitution like an ox, that's what Doc
Railshack dwayssad. "Youll livetill you're ahundred

and three, just like your grandfather,” Doc would say, and
Guff would wonder how that might be, since his grandfather
had been down at Y de-New Haven hospital on
machinesfor the last twenty years of hislife. Guff'sfather
had been lucky--cut down in his prime, hit by abusin

front of Grand Centrd Stationin New York in 1961, a
healthy man, gone at fifty. That was the way to go.

But Guff knew in his heart hed end up like his grandfather,

for hislife waswithout event. He worked in his

woodshed building furniture, he worked at the library because he loved books so much, he worked at
homewith

hiswife, kegping her cdm through dl the things sheworried

about, and he worked keeping his sons, both in their

twenties, employed and active so they didn't run off and

be lazy good-for-nothings the way Guff had for agood

ten years before he straightened himsdlf out.

"Well, good afternoon, Guff," FionaMcalister nodded
to him from behind the front desk at thelibrary, as

he dammed the screen door behind him, then shut the
thick oak door againgt the dight wind.

Guff nodded. "Fi, good to see you."

"How'sMarcy?'

"Just good. And Alec?'

"Just good, too," Fionasaid.

"l guess| need to go down and clean up the stacks,"
Guif said matter-of-factly, hisfolksy New England way
of gpeaking snesking out asif thiswere ahook for afish.

"Yes," Fionanodded. Then, she removed her wedding
ring, setting itingdeasmdl card catdog file.

She dways did thiswhen she followed him down to

that dark musty room below, where they made love as
passionately as they could before he had to clean up, and
she had to return to hel p someone check out a book.



James and Alice Evarest sat in front of the Evarest Bakery,
on the smdl green bench. She had asmdl rhinestone
studded calculator on her lap, and was totalling the week's
grosses, while James, hiswhite hair covering haf hisface,
smoked his pipe and noticed that the shingles on the barbershop
across the street were faling loose, and he noticed

that kidsjust didn't play footbal in the streetsthe

way they had |ast year. Their afternoons were ones of
boredom, and James often felt as white and unnaturd as
the flour that powdered his apron and shirt. The barber,
David Smith, known as Cuitter, busily sawed at the thick
tresses of Mike

"TheMul€' Mudler, getting him down

to amilitary buzz because Mike wanted to go to the Coast
Guard Academy down in New London in another yesr,
and he wanted to start looking the part.

The Railshack Butcher Shop, on the corner, was probably
theliveliest place, because before five, the business

was as fast and furious as at the Package Store down at
the other end of the street. Housewives and the unemployed
lined up on the sdewak--it was Friday, and

Butch Railsback, cousin to Doc Railsback, who was also
second cousin once removed to Stony Crawford's mother,
Angie, was dl decked out in his bright white T-shirt and
old ship's cook's white pants, but his huge apron that
covered him thigh-to-neck was dready bloodied in the
battle of mest.

His great arms were muscled like a stevedore in overdrive,
and he wielded the cleaver fredly across the chopping
board, turning aonce crimson steak into the thinnest

of dicesfor Mrs. Partridge's Steek Diane that shewas
meaking for Father Rimmer for Friday night dinner at her
house with the Prayer Meeting Group. Butch wasthirty
Sx and gorgeous to the town'swomen, as only amuscled
and cocky hunk can be, and perhaps it was the spraying



blood of the meet, or the gentle way he took their orders
--for hisvoice never rose higher than amasculine
whisper when he asked, "And what would yalike wit'
dat, Mrs. Partridge?' He had the good looks of his Polish
mother, who had been ablond and ravishing bealty,
trucked over from Albany by hisfather sometimein the
1950s, and Butch was a poster boy for meat and dairy
consumption--even hisonelazy eye, the left eye, withits
milky blueness, could melt the heart of most of the
women and some of the men who stood in the line. Chop!

Chop! The cleaver to the block, the meat laid out, or
pounded down with his mallet, making the chicken soft,
the meat tender, and the pork edible. Thiswas atown
thick with fish, so butchered mammal was prized like
gold. No wonder Butch was one of the wedlthiest young
men in town.

When Angie Crawford made it to the front of theline,
shesaid, "Isthere any good lamb thisweek?' She held

her pursein front of her, demurdy, and tried not to glance
at the pretty-boy face. Butch here was eterndly young,

for theimage of who hewas at this moment, this crossroads,
was burned deeply and painfully into all who beheld

him.

Butch leaned forward, tipping hiswhite cap, scratching
just beneath the shock of strawberry blond hair that fell
across hisforehead. ' Y ou want good lamb, huh? | maybe
might have alittle, yeah, sure," he said, his accent thick
and sharp. He sounded like athug from Boston. "How
much you want? | got agood sidein daback."

"Oh," Angiesaid, "Nothing that big, maybe ...
maybe a shoulder and agood leg."

"Sure" hesad, but it was dways

"Sho-ah," and it

never seemed aword with him, but an expression of an

ox pawing the ground. "Hold dat t'ought.” He held his

finger up, and went over and grabbed a clean blade from
hisrack. Turning his back to his audience, Butch opened

up thewalk-in refrigerator, and then walked down ahall 136



way. He opened another door, but thiswas asfar as Angle,
or any of the otherswaiting in line, could see. Butch
Railsback did not exist beyond the front counter.

When he returned to the front of his shop, he had a
shoulder al wrapped up. "Don't got no leg right now.

Might try back on Tuesday."

"A shoulder'sfine" Angie said, opening her purseto
root around for her cash. "Just fine"

"How're dem boys ayours?' Butch made small talk
as herung up the order on theregister.

"Vanisthinking of UConn next year," shesad, fully
believing thelie. "Stony's okay. He getsin sometrouble
ometimes.”

"Y ou can't be aboy wit' out getting' in trouble, Miz
Crawford, 'specidly when dey're young like dat. Dey're
like spring lambs, al hoppin' around.” Butch nodded,
passing the package across the curved counter to her.

"Y ou send him ‘round 'ere if he needs some toughenin'
up. Next!"

The Doane sigers, Aliceand Mary, were out in their
garden digging up bulbs and gathering up the broken clam
shellsthat the seagulls had dropped onto the paved wa kway.

Their backyard ended abruptly at the seawall, and
theinlet, fill calm and glassy, was packed with cormorants
and seagullsfloating lazily onits surface. Alice Doane

had alittle used-bookshop at the front of their shared
dwelling, but it was aways closed after Labor Day--ill,
the occasiona book fancier bothered them into opening it
up for afew minutes.

Down the other end of the shopswasthe Ye Olde

Shoppe, which was mainly for the summer tourists, but
stayed open through December, because it sold Christmas
decorations and spices and old-fashioned candles. Lorraine
Pagliaran it with her son, Giuliano, but most days

sheran it by hersdf while Giuliano sat in acorner of the
shop, brooding. One display case, over next to the potpourri
bags, dl neatly tied up with ribbons, held thirty137



Sx beautiful one-of-a-kind candles. The Kind, the smal
card beneath them announced, That the Early Colonists

of the AreaMade and Which Cannot Be Found Anywhere
North of Williamsburg, Virginia, or South of Stonehaven.

Thiswas an out-and-out lie on more than one count,

but Lorrainewasinit to sdl to the last of the touridts,
stragglerswho got lost off old Route One and came across
the village accidentally, charmed by its old houses and
shops.

The candleswere like long thin fingers, and the dappled
wax overdripped layer upon layer acrossitself asit formed
around the wick.

Nora Chance made these candles out at her little house

in the woods, and she'd been taught by her mother, who'd
been taught by her grandmother, and so forth, back into
unrecorded history.

It was Lorraine who, that day, wanted some more of
these, since her supply was running low, and shewas
worried that Noramight start to get better offerson the
candles from one of the shopsin nearby Mystic. And
snce Lorraine could sl them for ten dollars each when
they cost her twenty-five cents acandle, thiswas not a
profit shewished to lose.

As soon as she knew the school buses had gotten back
into town, she picked up her phone and caled up the
Crawford house, hoping to find Stony at home.

Which hewas, having just run inside, thrown his books
down, and heard the phone ringing. Stony raced to get it,
andsad, "Ydlo."

"Stony? It'sme," and Lorraine's voice was so distinct,
like asharp clatter of silverware, that Stony didn't need
to ask. "l need you to ride over to Nora's and seeif she
can get me twenty more candles by Monday. Also, tell
her the Christmas shawls are not in yet, and they need to



comein by November. Tell her I'll raisetherate. Okay?!
"Sure" Stony said.

"Good," Lorraine said, "and when you're back I'll
giveyou atip. All right?"

"Yeah," Stony said, dropping the phone back inits

cradle. He aways needed the money, from lawn mowing,
raking leaves, running errands for the shopkeepers, sometimes
even cleaning the sailboats for the rich summer folk

when he could get the work.

He glanced at hiswatch. Nearly four-thirty. Norawould
be having her afternoon tea.

These were the typica pursuits of atypica October day,
but aswith dl life, and dl towns, it was not al surfaces.

Cavin Stowe, who ran atourist boat in the summer,

spent most of his afternoon at the Fisherman's Catch,
down on Juniper Point, drinking himself under the table
before getting into his Toyota and checking out to seeif
any schoolchildren were available to come over to his
house to watch his specia movies. Sophia Randall, a descendant
of Jeptha Randall, who was amember of one of

four early Stonehaven families, waited desperately on the
front porch of her Captain's Wak home, ahome built
firstinthe early 1700s, then rebuilt after the town was
burned in the War of 1812, and further rebuilt in 1901
after the Great Hurricane came through--ahouse and a
two-acre lot with history. Here she waited, wringing her
small, perfectly formed hands, her face glowing with fever,
her norma beauty reduced to alabored moment of
intense anguish. Then aHarley-Davidson roared around
the Common, and itsrider parked it by the house. Rather
than run out to greet him, Sophiaretired within her home.

The young man with the golden goatee jogged up the
walk, leaped onto the porch, and only stopped once when



he dropped what appeared to be asyringe and asmall |
packet of white powder.

Down at the loading dock, where the lobsters were
dumped unceremonioudy from the overflowing cornucopias
of the trawlers, four men, al under thirty, decided

the fate of the summer girl who had stayed past the season
--the girl a the Crown place, out by Land's End, the

girl they'd watched from their trawlers, the girl who'd

stood naked at her back window at fivein the morning,
watching the sea, asif shewerejugt therefor themto

take.

Lyndi Potter, who lived on Cold Spring Road, dmost

out of the borough, in the small clapboard house at the
north edge of the cove, had aready begun kicking at her
five-year-old son, Rupert, when he didn't clean up the dog
pissin the front halway. She raised her foot and aimed

for hisgut, and her son, who was wisein ways that most
five-year-olds are not, remained sllent and felt no pain.

Out on the lobster trawler marked Angela's Bounty, Gerald Crawford, Stony's dad, nursed the last of his
whiskey,

and wished to hell he had never gotten trapped in

thelife he had, with kidsand awife and dl the weight

of theworld on hisbulky shoulders. All the weight of this

damned gone-to-hell world.

Stony Crawford rode his black Schwinn bike past dl this,
ignorant of what lay benesth the anthill of town, and then
veered off Cold Spring Road, onto the dirt path that led
into the scraggly woods.

The smdll of adead animd was nearby, a physica hedt,
asif the desth of the creature created alarger lifein odor.

The woods stank aso of the damp of the bog and marsh.
He rode beside the ancient and crumbling stone wall that

marked off the cemetery, and finally took the |eft fork of
the path. Asthe withering grass grew higher here, and the



leaves piled asif building new earth, he dropped his bike,
walking therest of theway.

Going to Nora's dways made him fed likeakid again,
no longer saddled with adolescence, but amore innocent
and wonder-laden time. He fdlt the tug of adulthood at
him most days, but he till enjoyed heading out into the
musky woods to find her at her loom, or out washing her
mountain of laundry.

Thetarpaper wasfalling in several placesfrom Noras
roof, and two dozen candles dangled from the roof's edge,
setting. Her great black pot boiled over with sogp and
laundry, and there she stood, stirring the pot with a great
thick staff. The smell of the sogp could burn, but the
breeze was going the other way, towards the bog.

"Nora" he cdled, waving hishand.
Nora Chanceturned dightly at the sound, nodding.

When hereached her side, she said, "'l knew you'd be
coming aong sometime soon. Y our voice--| can't get
over it. Last year you were still my little boy, and now
you sound like aman of theworld."

They sat hi the front room, Stony on the floor with his
legs crossed, his back to the warm potbelly stove, Nora
in her rocking chair. In her 1ap, the freshly made candles.

Sherolled each candle into several squares of tissue paper
while she spoke. "I got an October story for you, Stony.

Y ou know the story 'bout the resurrection?”
"Y ou mean Jesus?' Stony asked, amost sullenly.

"No, not that one. | mean the resurrection right herein
Stonehaven cemetery. Happened in 1746. My great
grandmother told me this story on her desthbed. She had
heard it from her grandmother, who worked the Randall
and Crowninshield places back then, and shewasjust a
little girl when it happened.” Noranodded to hersdlf as

if shewerejust being told the story for thefirst time.



"Y es, that's right. Something happened back then. Nobody's
liked to talk about it Since, although you can bet

some people in town like the Doanes and the Mainwarings
and the Randalls and even the Satterys know the story,
‘cause no one forgetsthis story onceit'sin their blood.

It'sawaysin October, like now. Y ou ever hear of the
Reaper?'

"Sure. The Grim Regper.”

"No, boy, | mean the Reaper who used to live out at
Juniper Point. He owned most of the land out there, and
he was called the Reaper because he looked like Mr.
Death most of thetime. Pasty white face, gaunt likea
skeleton dug out a hundred years after he was buried. He
married aga from up in Marblehead, brought her here
back before the Revolution. She was asickly thing, and
they thought when she was gonna have her baby that she
was gonnadie. They spent three nightstending her while
she gave birth, but that little baby near ripped that frail

gd up and down like a bayonet, and they had to use
knives--it was something awful. | heard that thefolk in
attendance fainted at the sight of what they did to that
little gal just to get the baby out. Story wasthat afarmhand
couldn't take her screams no more, and came up to

the bedroom like he was possessed and raised his scythe
over her belly, just ripping her open and pulling that baby
out. The baby wasdl twisted up and upside down, his
head turned, his legs misshapen. Hisgd survived that
night, stayed in bed from then after. And the baby--it
wasalittleimp of athing, and from itsfirst day would
only drink one thing from its mammas breast, and it
weren't milk, oh no. The storiesareterrible, Stony. Terrible.

Y ou want to hear more?"
Stony nodded. "Y eah.”

"Good. Go make us both a cup of cat's claw tea, and
I'll tell you the rest when it's steeping.”

Stony rose, and went to put on the tea. "How can
someone live who's been scythed open?”



"It happens, boy," Norasaid, stretching her fingersin
theair above her head. "l get so tired sometimes, working
al day. Know how old I am?'

"Sixty?" heventured.

Noralet out abig bdly laugh. "No, not even close.

Older than these woods sometimes. That'swhat | fed like.

Y ou getting the jar of tea?"

Stony glanced up at the crude wooden shelf, packed
with jarsfull of jamsand herbs and roots. He grabbed the
cat'sclaw jar, and dumped some of it in the clay pot that
Nora used for tea.

"How'sthat gd of yours, anyway?' Nora asked.
"She's okay."

"That'sit? Okay?"

"Yep.

"You ill cotton to her?!

"Sure”

"Y ou know about nature and how to avoid it?' Nora
asked.

"Y ou mean like birth control 7

"l never said nothing of thekind," Norasaid, shaking
her head. "I mean nature. It dways getsyou into trouble.”

"Sure," he said. When the teawas stegping, he brought
her cup over to her. "Tell me about the baby."

"Oh, the Regper's baby? It was something fierce," she
sad, her voice sanking into her familiar sorytdling cadence.

"That baby wasn't satisfied with his mother's

milk, it had to suck her teet till blood run out of it. It was
an abomination more than it was a baby. Old Regperman,
he accused her of deeping with the Devil or some such
nonsense, and took her to the tribunal over in Copper
Ferry, which back then was called Copperfield, on account
of the farmland near the water. There shewas, thisgd

who was aways fainting and sick and practicaly no blood



in her, and there was that Regper, holding up his baby
Reaper with its snarls and sharp little paws and the way



it was suckled with blood. They drug that gd off and

hanged her up on Galows Hill near Hartford, and the old

Reaper went back to his house here in town and shot

himsdf through the head with alittleflintlock pistol. He

didn't die, but lived for afew more years. The hands, they

said that he had wanted to kill the baby too, but something

human in him hadn't. The hands, they raised the baby out

in these here backwoods, and nobody ever saw that baby

again asfar astownfolk knew. And then, one October-- years later, when the Old Reaper wasliving up
athe

house on High Street, with his brother--a man came into

Stonehaven. Well, it wasn't redly aman. It was athing-- not much taler than asix-year-old boy, and all
hunched

over, and it sank like the bog, and it half crawled and

half walked. It came up to that old mansion, and there

was Old Regper, Old Mr. Crowninshield, Stting in achair,

haf his own body frozen, hismind barely there. And he

knew. He knew it was his son, come back for him. Come

back to punish him for what he did to the boy's mother.

Come back for revenge. Reaper tried to cry out to his
nurse, who was in the kitchen preparing a sandwich for
him. Thiswasin broad daylight, in the afternoon. People
saw him, the young man. They say he had little hornson
his head, but you can't believe everything you hear. No,
he may have been deformed, but he was aman. And he
went up to hisfather. Hisfather was shivering like he was
seeing aghogt. And that young man, adl hunched over,”
Norasad, her eyeswidening despite their milky whiteness,
"that son of histhrew hisarms over hisfather's

shoulders and began weeping. And hisfather, that awful
Reaperman, grabbed the scythe, the very one he ways
kept by his side, the very one afarmhand had used to
open up this boy's mother--and that awful man brought

it againg hisboy's neck and dit histhroat while the
young man wept for finding hisfather." Nora paused. She
sighed, shaking her head. "Tea's good, Stony."

"Jesus, did thet redly happen?”



"As God ismy witness," Norasaid. "The boy gave

one cry to heaven and then died in hisfather'sarms. That
evil, evil man. My own people saw this, for some of them
worked in the house. They buried that poor boy just outside
the cemetery, which isawaysamistake.”

"Why'sthat?"

"Y ou don't know?' Noraclicked her tongue. "Thisis

al Pequot land, boy. Y ou white folks jump off your ships
afew hundred years ago, and you think you understand
theland? Thisain't ordinary land. Thisis sacred.”

"Y ou mean like an Indian buria mound?'

Noracackled. "No, nothing as stupid asthat. Our buria
mounds are sacred, and maybe a curse or two'll come out
of them. Why do you think we let you people settle this
land? Because of your guns? Becauise we were nice? No,
boy, thisland around Stonehaven wasn't just sacred to us,
Stony, it was magic. It was absolute magic. Y ou can plant
anything, and it will grow. Ever notice that? Y ou plant
corn here and it shoots up high. Now, we gave you white
folks the cemetery for your dead and the land to the water
for your borough, but we told you not to plant in thisone
area. We dl know about it, we know where to plant and
where not to. But you, you and your familiesal forgot
that. That Mr. Crowninshield, he should've known. Hell,
the entire borough back then should've known, but even
then it was thirty years after Stonehaven got settled. You
don't bury your dead where things grow. We never

have"

"Y ou mean like the deformed guy was buried in this
magic place and herose up alive again?" Stony asked,
haf in wonder and hdf in wondering if sheredly expected
himto fdl for thisbullshit.

"Nothing as asinine asthat,” Norasaid. Sherose up

from the rocking chair, the tissue-packed candles hi her
hands. Her full height was nearly six feet, and she towered
amost to the low roof. ' 'Don't you know about what you
white people brought to these shores?!



Stony shook hishead, haf smiling, hoping shed laugh
or grin or do something to show she wasn't getting angry.

"No, maam. What'd we bring?"
"The Devil," shesaid. "And hetook root here. He

grew herejust likethe cropsdid. And it ain't ever been
the same since.”



Chapter Twelve
Nords Story

Thisdidn't end with the Imp's burid--for that's what

they caled the young man that the daves and hands had
raised up. Imp. There was awoman in town named Mrs.
Randall--she was a coarse-minded woman who liked to
creete difficulties and intrigues. She made surethat Imp
was buried in the bog, just thrown in, without ceremony. | heard she stood there, her cape across her
shoulders, her

old biddy white cap covering her hair. They said she
didn't even let them weigh his body down with stones,

but just let it Snk and then rise, and float again. Eventudly,
it caught under the low-hanging branches of abirch,
covered with leeches sucking the last of the blood out of
poor little Imp.

And then it sank again into the muddy water and lay
inthesit.

Peoplein town didn't much want to talk about Imp, or
of what had happened. Y ou know how people are--once



ajudgment is made, and a sentence carried out, we tend
to find ways of agreeing with it, and we build up superstitious
ideas around it. The summer went by, aswift and
bountiful season. By the time the harvest moon came up,
from sharp crescent to full, the maize and barley crops
were doing good, and the sed's harvest was plentiful as
well. Back in those days, Stonehaven ill had the Harvest
Festival on the Common, with music and even alittle
dancing--'course nothing like the party the hands and the
daves and the servants had. Our people were back in the
woods here, dancing in the moonlight.

And something else came out that night to dance.

Something rose up from the bog, clothed inthedime

and covered head to toe with leeches. In his hand, the
rusty scythethat hisfather had used to kill him. Hisface
was no longer his own--it was a mask, bloated and pulled
by water and leeches and insect larvae--it was aface
without eyesin its sockets, and when he opened his
mouth, water and leaves poured forth. Y elow jackets
burst from the festering sore beneath his chin. Hewasno
longer just Imp, the son of that Old Reaper bastard.

He was the force of nature we knew about--we who

knew about the magic land. But not just that force, but
another, for he was born from the seed that the white man

had brought to our land: the Devil wasin him, the Devil

asonly my people could understand the Devil: an ancient

god That you white people hold close to your bosom, not

the opposite of your Heavenly Father, but along-ago banished
god, agod of the Harvest of Humans.

Thereisanamefor thisgod, but it islong forgotten.

Heiscaled by many names, Stony, but heisknown
by hisactions.

On All Hallow's Eve, four hundred years ago, hefirst
came from this bog.

He wasthe god resurrected by the magic of the land.

God aways has got to die and get reborn before he has
histrue powers. Everybody knowsthat.



Hewasthe god of vengeance and the devourer of light.

And heisdill hereintheland, hi the water, outside
the churchyards and beyond the reason of man.

Waiting for hischance.

After midnight, he came, crawling acrossthe land with
the scythe in hismouth.

Heisthe father of scarecrows, cometo reap the harvest
of flesh!

Stony laughed when she screamed thislast part.

"What, you don't believe me?' Her voice was dightly
teasing. Her eyeswere, as dways, milky white. Sometimes
he dreamed that they were the warm cinnamon she

aways said they'd once been. She grinned. "It's absolutely
true. My great-great-great heard it from her great
great-great and so on and so forth.”

"The father of scarecrows? That sounds goofy."

"It ain't goofy. Y ou know what scarecrows are, don't
you?'

"Sure. Dummies on sticks to scare off birds."

Norathrew her head back, laughing. "You ever seea
crow scared off by adummy on astick?!

Stony thought amoment. "Not really.”

"That's right. Scarecrows go way back. Old words, sa

cree croix. Means sacred crossin French. They were statues
of Jesusup inthe middle of the fields. They protected

the crops, a least in the Old World. But the scarecrow

ain't no Jesus. The scarecrow is older. He's thousands of
years old. He'sthe King that's been killed and his blood
makes things grow. He'sthe Magic One. HE's the Halloween
Man. Y ou got to understand that everything we

know now isas under alayer of dust. But one day, each

one of usseesclearly. | once saw--"

"You saw?' Stony said, and then regretted it.

"Yep, | usedto see. | ain't been blind al my life. |



once saw a scarecrow out at the bog, let loose from its
cross, looking for hismate."

Playing along, Stony asked, " So who's his mate?!

"The Corn Maiden," Norasaid, nodding her head as
if thiswere perfectly logical. "Y ou can't have aKing of
anything without abride for him. That'swhy | have that.”

Shetook up one of the candles, pointing it towards the
doorway. Stony glanced over a the little corn husk doll
on the threshold. "1t kegps him away from my place when
he comes searching. Hewon't cross over ahouse where
thecorndoll is"

"Y ou're making thisup,” Stony said.

"Maybe | am," Norachuckled, but something in her
tone did not fed humorousto him. "And maybe there's
just abite of truth init. But when the scarecrow seesthe
corn dall, he respects her. He must die to be reborn, but
shelivesand isreborn through her children. Sheisthe
giver and taker of life. Thisiswhy mdeand femdeare
separate: strength and recklessness together isaworld
beater. But they're like magnets--they both attract and
repd each other. So he won't ever cross my threshold.”

"Wait. Y ou said that this Halloween Man was the harvester
of flesh. So did hekill the Regperman?'

"Oh," Noras voice dropped to areverential whisper.

" Something much worse than that.”

The Rest of the Story

So after midnight, he comes crawling across the land,
the scythe in his mouth. Remember, thiswas both Imp
and the Halloween Man in one body--the Halloween
Man used his body to rise from the earth and the water.

Imp shoulda never been buried in that old bog, outside
the cemetery, with no blessing of any kind on his head.

So inthe night, that most dreadful night of the year, he



comes, and into the twenty families; he crawlsup the
garsondl fours, leaving atrail of damp and leavesand
leeches. What hedid in the night waslaid out for al to

be seen on the Common in the morning. Asthe sun rose,
people came from their houses, victims of terrible nightmares.

And since back then al the houses of the borough

were around the Common, even those who did not leave

their houses could see the terrible handiwork of the Halloween
Man:

Strung like pigs, by their legs, twelve of the men and
women from town, the most devout, those who in church
cried out in tongues to God, those who kissed the foot of
the cross daily, those who were most godly and worshipful,
their throats dit, their blood dripping down, strung

from the two great oak trees, the ground soaked with their
blood. And between the trees a great cross had been
erected, and on it, nailed with spikes, Old Regperman
Crowninshield--his eyes and mouth sewn horrible shut,

and his nightshirt torn open.

On his chest, carved the words:
/ cameto saveyou

In hisone hand, hisleft hand, tied asif ahook, was
the scythe that had butchered the villagers. This hand was
not nailed to the crossbeam.

Of course, the white people thought it was Regperman
who had done the killing. They dways thought he was
crazy, even though he wasrich and mighty in the village.

But we knew. We who had been here since Man had

first been on thisland. We who had avoided planting on
the Magic land, and instead planted near it, but away from
it. Wewho buried our dead not in bogs but in sacred,
protected earth--we knew it was the Old One, risen again
for hisnight in the flesh of Imp.

It was awicked time.

It was agreat stain of death on Stonehaven, that night
and morning.

And it took one of my own peopleto go find the body
of Imp the next morning and do the work that would segl



the Old Oneinto that flesh until it returned to the damp
earth and dept again.

It ain't hi the history books, but that don't mean it

didn't happen just like | said it did. Or maybe, Stony baby,
it hasn't happened yet, but will one day. That's how legends
are.

"Evenif youmadeit up, itsagreat sory," Stony said,
wiping his dusty hands off on hisjeans. "A great gory."

"I don't have to make these things up,” Norasaid, her
voice tinged with a serious tone that made Stony look at
her strangdly. "They cometo me. | heard them from my
grandmother who heard them from her grandmother."

"But | don't beievein aHaloween Man or inthe
devil," Stony stated, dightly embarrassed.

"You believein God?' she asked.

He shrugged. "'l guess s0."

"God aint aguess. Either Heisor Heant."

"Wadl, | don't know yet," Stony said.

Noragrinned. "Good enough.”

"Do you believein the Devil 7' he asked, trying to

tease her. "The horny-tailed red Devil with the pitchfork
inhishand?'

Nora stood dowly and went over to her front door,
opening it. Thelast of the sunlight was merely awhisper
through the tree branches along the bog beyond her property.
"The Devil an't just onething, Stony. HES an army.

"l am Legion," he says. He can be awoman, too. He can
be a country. He can even be asummer's day. But the
onething you can be sure of about the Devil: He'sthe
reflection of what we want.”

"I'm not sure | get that,” Stony said. He walked out

to stand beside her on the porch. A flock of dark birds
flew acrossthe sky, blocking dl light for afew seconds.



"Y ou ever want something so bad you forgot everything
ds=?'

Stony nodded. "Do you?"

"Ah," shesghed, and her sgh waslike an acheon

the breeze. "To have my sight back. To seeyou, the
young man you are, the boy you were, the man you'll
become. That | would want badly enough to embrace even
the Devil." Then she shivered dightly. "Next timeyou

want something that badly, look in the mirror and see
who's gonna be waiting there for you. Could be the Devil,
could mayhaps be the Halloween Man. Haloween's
comin' up, maybe someone here's gonnatake off his

mask and show himsdlf again, who knows?' Norawas
grinning, her eyes seeming to sparkle even with then- emptiness.

She reached out her hand. Stony took it in his. Her

hand was warm and strong. Her voice softened. "Tdl me
about your girl. Why didn't you bring her? Y ou never
bring her to see me no more.”

"Weve had some problems,” Stony said.
"Stony," Norasaid, pulling her hand from him.
"Yourehurting mealittlewith dl that squeezing.”

"Sorry. | didn't know | wasdoing it." He wanted not

to talk about Lourdes. He wanted not to think about what
he'd narrowly escaped. About what he had wanted more
than anything ese. "People think I'm nutsto like you so
much, you know that?"

"Ohyeah," Norasaid, her husky voice breaking like
awave on arock as shelaughed. "Theold blind lady in
the woods who won't get a phone or eectricity, she's half
black, haf-Indian, and al crazy. | bet they think you're
nuts. | bet they're gonna start calin' you by your Indian
name, Crazy-Likethe-Moon."

"Maybel am," Stony said. "Yeah, | an crazy likethe
moon." He stood there with her for several minutes until
shetold him it wastime for her to go say her prayers.



"Doyou liketo hunt?' Dianaasked, riding besde Van

on her steed, while he rode the mare. Van was having a
hard enough time staying on the horse. He wasn't much

of arider, but he was not about to show her any weakness.

Not her. She wore atan riding outfit, her dark boots as
shiny as a storm trooper's. Over her shoulder, aquiver
full of arrows, and asmall bow.

Are we gonna play Cowboys and Injuns? he wondered.

['ll be the big bad cowboy coming upon the hel pless
squaw. She will beg for mercy, and | will giveit to her.

Giveit to her. Over an dover. Givegivegive...

"Yeah!" he shouted. "I loveto hunt. Bagged lots of

deer over at Blue Point last year."

"What else?' she shouted.

"What do you mean?"'

"What other kinds of prey?' Dianadowed her horse

to atrot, and then finaly awalk. She kept perfect form
upon the saddle.

Rich bitch probably's been riding since she was three. VVan watched how her hips undulated as her thighs
pressed

into the saddle. Mmmmm.

"Well, shit, I'vefished. I've shot some rabbits," Van

said, but kept watching those thighs. Pressng down and
in. Clinging to the horsg's side.

"Little bunnies, how adorable," she said, her words
dripping with sarcasm. ' '‘Brave of you. | come from along
line of hunters”

"Girlsdon't hunt," hesaid.

"Of coursenat,” she laughed, riding ahead of him.
"Comeon, Crawfish!"

She was a bitch, but he had to follow. They had been
fucking so much, hefelt drained of any will to resst her.

He wanted to be with her, inside her, around her. He hated



most of theloca girls, but Diana Crown was different.
He wanted her to want him. Badly.

He pressed his hedsinto his horse'sflanks, and the
animal took off after its companion.

When they came to the edge of the cove, she held her
hand out to indicate that he should stop. "Stay inthe
shadows," she whispered, as his horse approached hers.

The cove wasfull of swans. It looked to Van likea
mirror with abunch of zit popsonit, or thelittle flecks
that hit the bathroom mirror when he flossed once a
month. It looked like his mother's round mirror in fact,
the one she kept in the bathroom, the one that made your
face large and when Van looked in it, he could see dl the
pores and zitsand invisble whiskers and uglinesson his
face.

"They'relikeangds" Dianasad. "Angdson thewater."
She reached back and drew the bow from her back. It
was cruddly made, and fairly small. She took an arrow
and st it, tightening the bow, her shoulders drawing back.
"Watch this" shesaid, letting an arrow fly.

Van thought she was magnificent.

Birdsflew up, their white wings spreading asif one
great white bird were bursting upwards to heaven.

AsVan watched the arrow go, he saw the girl out on
the dock.

It was that bitch who was going to ruin Stony'slife.

That fuckin' cunt girl from out of the borough who had
got herself knocked up. Probably not even by his brother,
but by someimmigrant boyfriend of hers.

He wished he could shoot an arrow &t her.

He closed his eyes. He wished Dianawould missthe
bird.

Héll, he prayed she would miss the god damned bird
and hit that bitch in the heart.

"Let'sget out of here," Diana said when she was done.



Her breathing accelerated, and she had the ruddy glow



that VVan had seen after he'd done her hard and good. "I
got one. Let'sride back, | want you now." Quickly, she
turned her horse around, and they raced back through the
woods, Van dlinging to his saddle horn, having lost the
reins. He kept his head low, and felt that at any second,
he would be thrown to the ground.

Somehow, he made it back to the Crown place.
Somehow, he ripped her riding pants open and pressed

hisfaceinto that salt-seamoist garden that grew wild at
the center of her womb.



Chapter Thirteen
The Swan

Lourdes stood at the edge of the dock, watching the cove
asif half expecting some secret of lifeto bereveded to
her. Stony crossed the bridge, and waved, trying to get

her atention. They often met here, for hisfamily didn't

like her caling, and hers often | eft the phone off. He
couldn't wait to hold her. It had been too long. He knew
that despite the fact that they'd had a scare about the baby,
they were lucky. Damn lucky. Look at her, he thought,
shidding hiseyesfrom thelast of the sun. The ky

sprayed pink and yelow light across the distant clouds.

The trees dong the opposite side of the cover seemed
deep blue. Seven swans glided across the dightly choppy
water, colored ablue-green like marble rippling. Lourdes
wore her blue jeans and an orange sweatshirt, but might
aswel have been wearing the most beautiful gown--or
nothing at dl asfar as Stony was concerned. He stepped
off the bridge, onto the flattened yellow grass. Moving



through the drying thickets that had, in the summer, been
blackberry tangles, now just dry twigs. In hishand, a

small flower held plucked from agarden on hisway to

see her. The closer he got to the small dock, the more he
sensed something not quite right. Something about the

way she stood, like a statue at the edge of the water, made
him think he shouldn't giveit to her. He pressed it into

his pocket, crushing it.

When he cadled to her, she turned and he saw, even at
some distance, the tears on her face. Later, he couldn't
remember how he'd moved from one end of the dock to
the other, but suddenly--it seemed--he wasthere, his
arm around her shoulder, asif time had skipped.

"What isit? What'swrong?" he asked. He felt a shuddering
from her. "What'swrong?'

Sheturned her faceinto hisneck. Her hair smelled
aways of spice and lavender--he would know her from
her smedll. Sometimes she smelled of cigarettes, too. He
didn't like this odor, except from her, on her lips. "What
isit?"

She whispered something so faintly he barely heard.

Had she said, "I'm dead?" What flashed through his
mind was the baby they'd thought had been within her.

"It'sdead?’ That was what she'd said. He kissed the top
of her head.

She pointed to the water that |apped at the pylons.

Something smdl and white floated there--like an old
towel, thrown into the sea by some bather.

Then he saw it more clearly. It was aswan, not aslarge asthe othersthat glided aong the water near
them. It was
dead. An arrow through its back.

"It'sdead," she repeated. Her tears became a current
from her eyesto histhroat as she pressed against him. "'l
was feeding it." She unclenched her fists and balled-up
Wonder Bread dropped onto the docks. " Someone shot
it." She pointed across the water to the thick woods.

"Over there"



Her voice trembled, but what trembled within Stony
was not the dead swan but hislovefor Lourdes. "It'sdl
right,” he said. "Probably some asshole over at the Par
kinson place. Someone should shoot an arrow at one of
thosejerks." It was dl he could think to say. When he
looked at the swan, its blood black in the water, itsfeathers
0 brilliant white and somehow untouched by blood

... dl he could see was that something that had seemed
S0 pure--something so innocent and wild--that had been
cupped in his hands, in his and Lourdess hands, now lay
dead with an arrow through its heart.

The sun began to dimmish againgt the sweeping clouds.

Like dust whisked across aroom, the light scattered. It

was asif the world had turned over, arestless deeper,

and woken momentarily as Stony woke at that moment-- amillisecond of time--a photograph of her
face. Lourdes.

Heknew. She didn't haveto say it. It was like asudden flash of telepathy between them, or perhaps
merdy intuition.

You knew al dong. Y ou knew even when shelied to
youl.

Lourdeswas il pregnant. Hewas sure.

"Why did you lie?" he asked, holding her closer. Now
her tears blotted at his cotton shirt, mingling with his
sweat. Theriver was between them--she cried, he
swesated--and the reservoir held the truth. "Why?"

She didn't speak. Shewasn't like him in that way. She
couldn't go on and on with words and phrases and well
articulated thoughts. All she had was atelepathy in her
dlence. All that needed to be said was in the warmth and
tears.

Findly, "Because | wasthinking of getting rid of it."
Slence

Thewind wasicy and bitter, asit came down suddenly,
and thentheair calmed.

"But | can't do that. | just can't.”

Slence



"Chrig," he said. "What are we gonna do?'

"l don't know," shesaid. "'l don't know." The crying
stopped. He fdt their two hearts pounding together--and
then he remembered the third one--the baby. Would the
heart be pounding there, somewhere between them? It had
been four months. The baby was four months old now.

"Other people do this. All thetime," he said. He
reached up to stroke her thick dark hair.

"Yeah. | guessthey do."
Then shesaid, "I don't want usto get married or anything."
"Why not?'

"That would be dumb. We'd be divorced in less than
ayea."

"Maybe," he shrugged. "Maybe not. People get married

dl thetime. If it lagts, it lasts. Y ou can't predict

anything with much accuracy.”" He felt something overcome
him, afeding of how good Life was, despite the

terrible parts. Despite the fact that at fifteen he knew his
life would change whether he wanted it to or not. A curious
cam came over him. He wanted her, he wanted their

child. He wanted what life was throwing at him. He loved
her smell, her warmth, and as he held her close, he
thought: / could wake up with her next to me, her face,

her sméll, her warmth, every singleday of my life. | could
dothis. | redly could.

"Shit, you can't even predict the weether," Stony
laughed, fedling the rain come down fast and furious.

"See? God ispissing on usl" The heavens opened up
with rain suddenly, acrackle of thunder, aflash of light
... pure rain began pouring down on them asthey stood
on the docks. He lifted hisface up to therain, laughing
at itschill, opening his mouth to take in the drops.

"Why areyou laughing?' she shouted, but began
laughing, too.

Feding completely insane, he began dancing around
her, nothing brilliant, no steps, no specia moves, just



dancing theway he felt children must dance when they're
happy. He was laughing, and she began dancing too.

The joy was absurd. He had gotten her pregnant, she

was going to have a baby, they were far too young, it

would never work. He'd probably work the lobster boats
now, no collegein hisfuture, maybe no high school graduation.

... They'd livein sometiny one-room apartment

and sheld get fat from boredom and he'd get sullen from
resentment, and they'd raise agoofy child. We can get
around that. | know we can, something within him whispered.

Norahad aways said, Everything can work out fine

if you just plant your feet on the ground and look straight
ahead. Nothing isatragedy unlessyou buy it asuit of
clothesand give it afree med. Something within him told
him it would be okay, and better than okay, it would
somehow makeitsalf work. It would fal into line. There
was a dead swan in the water, but other swans, together
two by two, far off in the cove, ignored the dead and
moved in tandem across the disturbed surface.

"Why are we s0 happy?" Lourdes shouted, clapping

her hands together. Her dark hair wasflying sdeto side,

her hipsmoved in circlesto an invisble HulaHoop, her

grin was enormous, infectious. The world can go to hdll! Stony thought. It can go to hell and we can be
here dancing

on thisdock.

"Because | loveyou!" Stony cried out, throwing his
amsupintheair, therain pdting them.

"You look stupid!" Lourdesyelled. Her voice echoed
round. She was laughing too, drawing her hands up to her
mouth asif to stop the laughter. "Y ou look like afool!"

"l lovelooking stupid! Let me be as dumb asthey
come! | darethe universeto strike me with lightning!

Comeon, lightning! Hit me now!" He dmost jumped into
the water, but when he got to the edge of the dock he
thought better of it. Heraised his hands up, looking at the
sky asthe pale blue clouds darkened above him. He
wanted to reach up and fed lightning in hishands. He



fdt it dl surge through him--the power of theworld, the
power of hisyouth, the power of love. It was insane what
hewasfedling, but he looked & the sky asif it held all

the mysteries of the cosmos. "1 know the secret of the
universe now! | know it, yahoo! | know it! Life can do
itsworst and it won't touch usl" He began to jump up
and down, rocking the dock. Thedinghiestied to it
bobbed up and down. Small fish came to the surface of
the water, attacking the raindrops.

Theraindropsfelt fresh on hisface. He closed his eyes,

face up to the sky, and opened his mouth dightly to taste

the freshness of the world. He imagined touching the

clouds, hishands clutching at their vanishing ... and beyond

them, the moisture of heaven. | am aRainmaker! he cried out within himsdf. / am the Storm King! Come
on, rain, hit mewith al you got! Throw the bolts down

on me and the buckets of tears and the drums of thunder! | am the Storm King, and I'm gonnabring the
heavens

down on us, down on me and Lourdes and we're gonna

have heaven on earth right here and right now! | amin

love and we are gonnahave achild and it will bethe

most wondrous child this stinkin' piece of hellhole earth

has ever known!

Swest dl over Van'sface, from riding the horse, from
excitement, from afever that grew within him at the
thought of her touch.

"What isit you want from me?"'

Dianawiped her hands across her skirt. Shelooked Van
Crawford directly in the eye. "What everyone wants."

"People want different things,” Van said.
Dianaglanced out the window, into the darkness. * 'All | can get. It'sall | ever wanted.” Then she smiled.
"Weant

to see something?'

"Depends” Van sad. "What isit?"



"Our own private chapd."

"Shit, | don't want to see a church. 'Specidly after
what wejust did.”

"It isn't achapd likeyou think."
"No crosses?!
"No Jesus, don't worry," shesaid. "Comeon."

Hefollowed her as she took him through the pool room,
with itswide Olympic-szed swvimming pool, the billowing
cover stretched acrossit. Past her father's orchid
greenhouse, and the smal gymnasium full of weights and
bicycles. Onewall of the house was made amost entirely
of glass. The glasswas warped in some way 0 that when
Van looked out across the dark water, it seemed to have
flecks of yellow and green light dancing on its surface.

"Comeon," Dianasad. "My, youredow."

"I'm coming,” hesad, dightly testily. Hedidn't like
somegirl tdling him things, negging him. Hisfather got
that too. He did not intend to end up in that kind of life.

Dianawasarich girl with ahot body, but that wasit. He
was sure that as soon as he could, he would move on to
some other locdl girl.

Findly, they cameto asmal door. It was curvedin an
arch, and looked positively medievd to Van. "What the
hell kind of chepd isit?'

Dianaturned, her mood solemn. "No teasing. What are
you, Catholic? Baptist?"

"None of the above. A god damned atheist,” Van
chuckled. He stepped forward, dipping hisarm around
her waist. He tugged her againgt him.

She pulled away. "Y ou're something. Everyoneis
something. Y ou agood Chrigtian boy, Van?'

"I don't believein nothing," he said. "How many timesdo | haveto tell you? All right," hefindly relented,
"l believeinthis." He pressed his hand down to the cleft

between her legs, feding that part of her that he most

desired. Shelet out asmall gasp. "And this," he said,

reaching up to press hisfingers around her |eft breast.



Then he covered her hand in his, and brought it down to
thebulgein hisjeans. "But mogdlly | believein this

Hefdt colder than hed ever fet in hislife, yet there

was some spark he wanted to ignite. Something had been
missing in hislifeup to this point. Thisshithed town,

this dead existence, the way he knew where hed beif he
just went dong with things: He would bein agod damned
lobster boat Iooking at his old friends getting older, smelling
the fucking lobster and crab on hisskinttill it got into
hisblood ...

Warmth emanated from her hand benesth his, and he
fdtdl of afever there.

"l amyour rdigion," Dianasaid, her voiceturning
throaty the way it had when they'd fucked before. "1 am
your church.”

Her mouth pressed againg hislips, svalowing his

mouth up in shimmering moisture, her greedy tongue
thrusting across histeeth asif trying to find the heat and
excitement within hisbody. Just as quickly, she drew back
from him. She reached her hand up and wiped her wet
lips. "Insde" shewhigpered.

Sheturned her back on him again, but his body would

not let her go. He wrapped himsalf around her back as
they stood there, hislipsfinding her delicate smooth neck.

She shrugged him off. "Insde," she repeated. She turned
the key in the door, and opened it. The door swung outward.

A musty scent assaulted him. A rush of warm air
from ingde the dark chapd. "Follow me," Dianasaid.

She stepped into the darkness. It wastoo dark to see. Too
dark, but still he followed her.

He stepped over the threshold.

Dianawas dready lighting athird candle by thetime

he wa ked down the center aide between the pews. "Holy
ghit,” Van said. "Oh my God. Oh my motherfucking
cocksucking God."

Dianakept her eyeson the dtar.

"It was agift to my great-grandfather at the end of the



First World War. A token of appreciation.”

"Jesus" Van sad, feding the pissrun down theinside
of hispantsleg. "Goddamn."

He closed his eyes. His mind was blank, he could not

escape the darkness that surrounded him. He began shivering
al over asif he'd been sprayed with ice water. But

within that growing pain, something € se pushed at the

back of hishead asif there were something in him, some
darkness, waiting to find its moment of freedom.

"Once a person looks upon it, he will never be the

same." Diand's voice faded even as she spoke, and then
it grew and he wondered how the hell she managed to be
taking insde his heed.

Then he remembered how much he wanted this, wanted
thiskind of experience. To bresk freefrom thisvillage
and itssmall minds and the horrible existence that
doomed him to aprison of family and dead ends. The
darkness within him seeped across hismind.

Opening hiseyes again, hefdt thefear, like athousand
lasers, graze hisskin.



Chapter Fourteen
Our Lady, Star of the Sea

It was asif something busted insde Stony Crawford. He
squeezed Lourdess hand, and pulled her dong. They ran
laughing across the bridge, towards the Borough. Rain
pelted them like endless tears, and they were soaked to
the skin by the time they made the Common. "Thelibrary!"

she shouted, but when they got there, it waswas

closed. (back inten, the signread.) "No, there!" he

cried, pointing to the church next to the post office. It was
Our Lady, Star of the Sea.

"Oh my God!" she said as he grabbed her hand and
pulled her. They dmost dipped on the muddy grass. "l
can't! It'ssacred ground!" She laughed nearly ashard as
hewas, and her hand was warm within his grasp.

Hedrew her into the church, itsinner whitenesslike

the bone of some desert anima. As soon asthey got inside,
they dowed, quieted by the satue of the Virgin

Mary. It stood sentinel next to the font of holy water. They



both stood there shivering beforeit, the chilly dampness
soaking them through.

"Oh Mary," Lourdes whispered, nodding her head

dightly, crossng hersdlf. ™Y ou who are the blessed

mother of God, blessthis child." She pressed her hand to

her somach. Stony noticed for the first time that her somach
was getting alittle bit of apaunch. The baby was

forming. The baby was growing.

He went to her, pressing his hand over hersto fed it.
"It'salump,” hesad.

Lourdes put ahand over his. "Look at Marig," she
sad.

Stony glanced up at the statue. It was pure white, like

ivory. The statue's face was dmost expressionless. Round
white eyes, Romanesgue nose, rose-petal lips. It bothered
him, all these statues that Catholics had. It seemed idolatrous.

"| don't worship statues,”" he said.
"| don't ether, you Protestant-atheist,” L ourdes whispered.

"It'snot astatue I'm looking at. It'sthe idea of
purity and holiness. It'sahuman face for that idea. Do
you believein that?'

Stony shrugged.

"I need to know if you do," Lourdes said, applying
more pressure on his hand againgt her belly. "It'simportant
tome"

Stony closed hiseyes. Theidea of God or Jesus or
anything like that had dways been abstract, like acosmic
tangle of nerve endings shooting out the birth of the universe
and then pretty much staying in the background. He

rarely attended church with his mother, and hisfather

never went. But for Lourdes's sake, for her sense of religion,
he concentrated. In his mind, he saw awoman who

might have been the Virgin Mary, but then al the color
drained from her face until she waswhite asbone. ' 'Do

you redly think shewasavirgin?'

"| think shewas pure," Lourdessaid. "To give birth
to God, she had to be pure. Do you bdlieve in purity?'



Findly, opening his eyes, he nodded. "Y eah, | do.

You'repure." Heleaned forward and kissed her lightly

on thelips. Drawing back from her, pulling his hand

away, he glanced at the statue. It dmost felt pagan, not
that he considered that so awful. He pulled the crushed
flower from his pocket. It was purple and red. He pressed
it into the Statue's open hand. " Sanctify our love," he

sad.

"Silly, she doesn't need it." Lourdes grabbed the
flower and set it up behind her ear.

Van fdt the power of the universe thrust through hisskin,
burning his blood, sending him wild-eyed into therainy
night.

"The horses!" Dianashouted. "We hunt!" Her hair
twigted in thewind, practically amaneitself. Her clothes
clung to her dender form, outlining the breasts he had so
recently sucked at, the belly held nuzzled, the legs, so
smooth and refined, that he'd spread like she wasthe
cheapest whore from New London ...

"That'sfuckin' crazy!" he laughed, but he raced her

to the stables. "Fuckin' nuts, it'sdamn insane!” He
shouted againgt the rain, feding the spirit of her life overtake
his, raise him up, make him fed asif therewasa
purpose to this damned existence.

Heno longer felt like stupid Van Crawfish, the lout

who could never understand why his mother didiked him
30 much, why hisfather disciplined him too harshly, why
the whole damn town wasn't on its knees to him--

Hefdt bigger than lifeitsdlf, and here hewas, with a
goddess from the summer houses, afucking beauty, and
they were mounting horsesin arich man's stable, they
wereriding out across the gravel road, through the mud

of rain, beneath the sheltering trees, great canopies of orange
and gold and yellow leaves above them, holding



back dl but atrickle of rain. Thelightning brought instant
daylight to thetrail ahead.

Vanfdt like agoddamn god himsdlf, hefelt beautiful

and strong and unstoppable. Within minutes, Diana had
spotted their prey, a deer that bolted at the sound of the
horses. But Diana had her bow out, and aimed an arrow--

Sheletit fly, and it was the most perfect arc--

Her fingers, the bow, the arrow asit moved, and the
deer asit legpt up to dive into the brush, with the arrow
that caught itsleft flank. And then another arrow, then
another, and the horses seemed to know thetrail of the
woods, and followed the wounded doe.

Findly, feding asif wingswereon hisanklesand a

tidal wave of pure energy carried him, Van legpt down
and grabbed the doe's throat, exposing it in the lightning
flash. His hair was wild and floated in static wind, his

eyes redder than he could've known, his grip on the deer's
throat asthe animal breathed its last--

"Theknife!" Dianaclapped, purejoy coming from
within. She was so fucking beautiful, and it was dl for
her. He was going to finish off this deer for her. She had
brought the animal down, and hewould glory inthekill.
He reached around to his belt, bringing out his hunting
knife. Unsheathing it, he raised the blade up. Lightning
whitened the woods around them--

The trees, for amoment, seemed to be men and women,
ghrouded in cloaks, the branches and leavestheir hah-,
their eyes on him asif in some solemn event--

The knife flashed asthe early dark of evening returned.

He brought the blade deep into the deer's heart, once,
twice, raising it and hacking at the creature--

Blood flowed across hisarm--

Diana, throwing her head back, laughing--
"More!" shecried. "More!"

Lightning flashed--

She held her hands near him to catch the spray of red.



It felt like he had struck oil deep in the creature's wound.



Thetorrent did not cease for severa moments asthe
woods went from white to black and white to black again.

His energy grew as he dropped the dead animal--his

dick got hard, he wanted her all over again. It burned

ingde him, this unquenchable fire she had kindled. Both

of them, covered with the anima's blood, like wine, her

skin, her breasts ... she crawled to him on her knees and

their tongues entwined, their lips, their hands, he felt her
buttocks moving rhythmicaly asthey coupled againg the
carcass in the leaf-shattered woods as night and rain descended.

Just as he was about to climax within her, she drew
away. "No, no," she whispered, "Later. One more creature
to hunt tonight.”

But hisarousa began to hurt, he wanted to beinside
her, not just hisdick, but dl of hisbody, hissoul ... he
wanted to stay within her wet heat and not be outsde
anymore. Ragefilled him, then exhaustion. He lay back
on the blood-dampened animd. "1'm too tired to hunt.

Too tired, baby."

He closed hiseyesfor what seemed like thefirst time

in days, and the darkness behind his eyes exploded--shattering
his mind--he saw demons legping from thefires of

Hell, smdled the tortures of men, the cries of women as

they were thrown into lava pits--

When he opened his eyesto aflash of lightning, she

was S0 close to him that her face was out of focus. ' 'One
more hunt tonight, and then you have meforever,” she
sad, licking blood from his cheek. "And | have you."

Stony Crawford followed Lourdes as she passed the statue
of Mary, and went into the main part of the church. The
stained glass windows depicting the Stations of the Cross
were dark with the pelting rain. It felt so clean, the way
therain hit the glass, the way the colorsin the glassmu



tated from light to dark. It was asif they were being
washed, yet kept dry by the church. A coldness settled
into the church, dispelled only by alingering scent of
incense. Above the dtar, agreat wooden cross, with a
nearly naked Jesus nailed upon it, agony across his gaunt
features. It made Stony think of Nora's story about sacred
crosses and scarecrows and the Halloween Man. Wasthe
carving of the man any different from Norastaes? Could
one man, being tortured to death, actualy be agod, and
not just any god, but the God? It was as hard to swallow
asthe Haloween Man story. It was anice legend, but
how could it be? How could aman be God? Men could
be monsters, men could be devils, but there was no way
in heaven or hell they could be better than other men.

Chrigtianity wasanicefary story. Hewould haveto play
adong with it if hewanted Lourdesto love him, but he
did not really believein any of it. It seemed ridiculous.

Virginsgiving birth. Gods being crucified and then rising
from the dead to point out their wounds. Drinking wine
and eating bread and pretending it was blood and flesh.

It madeno senseat all.

Stony and Lourdes sat down on a pew, and she knelt
to pray. Then she sat back.

"'Someday maybe we can get married in achurch,”
shesad. "If we decide that'swhat we want."

"l want it," Stony said. He glanced at the saintsand
the windows, and no longer felt tied to the town or his
family. The church was aworld where they could not
touch him. "Comeon," he said. He stood up, offering

his hand. She looked at him, questioning, but took it, and
rose. They went to therailing before the altar. Kneeling
down, he said, "I take you until the end of timeto be my
lawfully wedded wife."

She cracked agrin. Out of the corner of her mouth, she
whispered, "You're crazy."

"Tolove, honor, and cherish till the end of my days,"



he continued. "To protect and carefor in sicknessand in
hedth--"

"That's not the exact wording.”

"Tid death do us part. No, till God parts us, till you
don't love me anymore, till the universescollide," he
said, and looked up at the cross.

"Y ou don't believein God, heathen,” Lourdes said, shoving him dightly.
"If you do, | do," hesaid.

"l do," shesad.

"l do," he grinned, leaning over and kissing her, feding
his mouth open to her, and hers opening in return, not
devouring as when they'd made love, but swestly, asif
inhaling each other's breath.

Lightning lit the church, the blues and reds and yellows
of the stained glassflashing for an ingtant.

"| better go," she said after awhile. Therain had let
up, and they'd been knedling at the dtar for severa
minutes. He didn't want to let go of her hand.

"Il wak you," he said.

"No, | think maybe | need to be done. Just to think.

We both have alot to think about, Stony. If we get married

"If? Now it'sofficid. Before God," hesaid. "Y ou,
me, and the baby. A family."

"Ah, | see" Lourdes shook her head. "Y ou tricked
r],E.ll

"Theresno divorcein heaven," he said. He helped
her get up.

Tears played at the edge of her eyes. "It'snot ajoke.”
"No." Hekissed her eydids. "I meant every word."
"My father will kill me."

"Minewon't betoo happy either."



"I meanit. Hewill."



"Then let'srun away."
"Don't beridiculous.”
"I meanit," hesaid. "l can borrow my mom'scar.

We can get away and | can get work somewhere. I've
saved some money.”

"Fromwhat?"

"All thoserich peopl€slavns|'ve mowed," he
grinned. Thelie hurt. But he wanted to make her confident
now. Right now.

"Weéll tak about thislater on."
"When later? Y ou're beginning to show," he said.

"They'll guess soon. Y ou'll need to see adoctor and stuff
too."

"Please," she said, wiping her tearsback. "If werun
away, well end up back here. And it'll be worse."

"Tel youwhat," Stony said, and he dmost could not
believe the words spilling from his mouth, but hefdt an
urgency. "Meet me at Norastomorrow morning before
school. Maybe at seven. We can decide then, okay?'

She nodded. Shelooked at him curioudy. "Okay. But
I'm not promising anything, Stony."

"Okay," hesad. "Let mewak you home, though. We
cantak."

"No, | redly want to be done now, just to think about
al this" Lourdes said, and touched the edge of hisface
sweetly before she left.

Heremained behind, Stting at therailing, after shed

gone. What was he doing? What the hell was he doing? Fifteen, married, kid, wife, reponshilities....
Heimagined hisfather'sface, hismother'stears, his

brother'sdisgust ...

"Can | help you with anything?' aman asked.

Stony turned around. He hadn't heard the man come
in. Not just aman. A priest.



"Hi," Stony sad, fumblingin hismind. Wasit illega
to go into a church without permisson? "l wasjust ...
admiring your church.”

"It'sanice one. Wevelost alot of the congregation

over the yearsto the churches down the road, but thisis
one of the mogt beautiful ones, in my opinion.” The priest
wasin hisforties, and alight frost of gray had settled
aong hislight brown hair. Hewalked up to the dltar,
extending hishand. "I'm Father IJm."

"Stony Crawford." Stony shook the man's hand. A
very cold hand.

"I know," the priest said. "'l was there when you were
born."

Sony fdt adight chill. He had lived hiswhalelifein

the Borough and had never run into this priest before. He
stood up. "Y eah? I've heard every story in the book about
that day. How Mom was in the station wagon, and Johnny
Miraclewasydling."

"Rain coming down." Father Jm nodded. "I heard
Johnny from across the Common, and came over to help
out. But you'd already comeinto the world."

Stony grinned. "Wl ..."

"Youfeding dl right, Sony?*

"Sure”

"Youlook alittlepdeisdl.”

"Maybealittle bit cold.”

"Good," Father im said, touching him on the shoulder.
"Well, if you ever need any counsd, be sureto come
seeme. All right? Catholic, Protestant, even if you don't
fed very Chrigian, werredl onefdlowshipinthedivine
light. Do you understand?'

"Sure," Stony said. He could not wait to get out of

that church. He had never liked churches al that much,
and priests bothered him. Father Jm in particular, now
that they'd met. Father Jm had something in his eyesthat

seemed less than priestly, and Stony was not sure what
that was. He just didn't want to seeit again.






"Stony," Father JIm said when Stony was hafway out
of the church.

Stony turned. "Y eah, Father?

"Y ou look so much like your mother in someways. It
amazesme."

On hisway back home, Stony thought that wasthe
strangest comment of al, since he and his mother looked
nothing dike asfar ashe could tell.

"'What are we hunting?' Van whigpered, histongue lapping
at the back of her neck.

Dianaremained silent, crouching down beside her
horse. The rain was letting up, and the moon, nearly full,
shone across their domain of tangled vines and branches.

/ have my knife, he thought, clutching it, unsheathing it

the way sheld unsheathed his manhood just minutes earlier
and wiped it across her womb--it wasn't a pussy or
avaginaor acunt with her--it wasawomb, it wasa
sanctuary there between her legs. And my knifeisready,
wewill hunt! I am ahunter of al | see! he wanted to cry
out, but remained Slent.

A lonefigure waked dong adight ridge near the opening
of the woods.

"Our prey," Dianawhispered, risng up on her
haunches, bow and arrow in her hand.

Then she did something that confused him. Her voice
was somehow insde his head. Like amosquito wriggling
into hisear, and moving to hisbrain, it tickled and buzzed
a firgt, and then he heard her clearly--

Who do you want to kill more than anyonein the
world?

No one.

Ohyesyou do, Van Crawfish, you want someone to
vanish from the face of the earth.

No.



Yes. Don't hidefrom meVan, tel mewhoitis, te//| me--
Thebitch.

Who?

The bitch trying to sop Stony from having his freedom.”*
Her name?

Lourdes Maria. She's a Spanish bitch from Weque®
tucket, she wantsto get her clawsinto him and bring him]
down.

Y ou want to kill her, don't you?

Yes Yes| want to kill that damn bitch before she does
to him what my mother did to my father!

Y ou want to take your knife and open her up.

Yes | want to open up that bitch with my knife and\

make her blood spurt out like juice! | want to tear thatn

baby out of her! | want to make her taste her own skin!™"', | want her to suffer as much asabitch like her
can!

Stony sat out on the back steps to his house before going
in to supper. He was wishing he'd just grabbed Lourdes,
and brought her with him, that they had run off tonight,
just to get it over with before either had achanceto
change hisor her mind.

He glanced up at the emerging Sars.
Closed hiseyes.

Lifewas beautiful. It was. He loved her, sheloved him. 1
In spirit, they were dready married.

Its starting now, he thought. My life. My red life. The
future of dl I will be beginstonight.

I've been bad before, I've done terrible things, but from >

here on, if you're up there listening, God, from here on,

because you have given me such abeautiful wife and such\

ahappy beginning to afamily, | will never do bad thingsl

again. | wontlie, | won't sneak beers, | won't evenlook | at another girl aslong asl live. | won't beall
thethings



that my dad and brother and mom are. I'll be the best
damn Stony Crawford there ever was.

If ...
And therésawaysan if, but you'd know that if you're
redlly God and you'reredly lisening.

If only you'll promise methét I'll never have to come
back here again, not to these people, not to this place.

Promise mewell get far from here, just me and my baby
and my baby's baby.

Then, Stony felt it. Asif God had answered. Asif whatever
ran the universe was in accord with hiswish. He fet
something ingde him give, and an overriding calm came
over him.

Hefdt asrength ingde him, and al anxiety vanished

for afew momentsasacool sdty breeze blew in off the
water.

"Thanks" he said, knowing that it was dl hisimagination.
But hedidn't care. Hefdt confirmed in his conviction

and he knew that marrying Lourdes was going to

be theright thing, and that he would be agood father and
everything would turn out better than just okay.
Sometimes, shit happens.

But from here on, miracles are gonna happen.



Chapter Fifteen

Lourdes stepped cautioudy over alow tangle of dried

vines, her feet smashing down in the mud. Shefdt stupid

for not having thought to bring aflashlight. She usudly

did. But then, you could walk through these woods blindfolded
and you wouldn't trip over much. She had been

waking thesetrailsher entirelife. She had faleninlove

with londiness a an early age. Her family was smothering.

Her four brothers hovering around, either teasing their

only sster or trying to protect her. Her father, with his

old ways, bdieving that she should never leave the house
unchaperoned until the day she married. Maybe not even
then. Her mother distrusted Stonehaven Borough aswell

as the gpartments and gas station areas out where they lived. By the time L ourdes was seven, she had
managed

to sneak away on summer afternoons and just roam. She
would spend hours gathering berries, or hiding from yelow
jackets, or watching the shadows for fireflies. She

created make-believe creatures among the trees, and every
bog and pond contained a mermaid or two. She spoke



with theinvisible spirits of Indians, too, who she il believed,
at fifteen, wandered between the thick bundles of

birch and oak. Nothing scared her here. Nothing ever

could.

These were her woods.

Within them, she fdlt protected, and knew every tree,
every moss-covered rock, every pond and bog, every
blackberry bush. She even knew the ancient stone wall
that was full now of hibernating snakes, and she knew
where the mosguitoes attacked the most aggressively in
the summer and how to avoid them.

Now, following the thinnest of trails, the fdlen wet

leaves dippery like edskin, the mud sucking at her sneskers,
the only thought that frightened her was the idea that

she and Stony would be running away from dl this.

Every childhood hasto end. It was something her
grandmother used to tell her when Lourdes was eight or
nine and asking about when she would grow up. Every

girl becomes awoman, and there is often sorrow on that
day. Do not rush ahead to meet the woman you will become.

And now, thiswill beit, she thought. Tomorrow mom
ing. He wants me to meet him a Noras and run away
with him. Like prisoners escaping. | just can't. But | love
him. Were going to have ababy. We're going to bring
lifeinto theworld.

After their moment together in Our Lady, Star of the

Sea, something felt even more sacred to her than it had
previoudy. The baby growing ingde her had afamily
around him, afather and amother. The Virgin Mary had
blessed the baby, and she and Stony were bound together
a the dtar, before the eyes of God.

It was stupid, she knew. As she crossed athin trickle

of stream, Lourdes felt what seemed to be a spark leap
within her. We are one. Stony and | are one. No one will
Separate us. Not my parents, not his, not anyone.

She pressed her hands upon her dight paunch.



(The baby!)
(Hala, hijito, your mamaisin love with your daddy!)

What would he be like? Or she? Would he have Stony's
eyes, or hers? Her hair, she hoped. Hissmile. Then, a
terrible thought occurred to her as she dowed to a stop.

What if the baby looks like my father?
Or hismother?

(It'sokay, hijito, you will be the most beautiful baby
who was ever brought into the world. Don't worry!)

Carefully avoiding the low-hanging brancheswhich
shivered as she touched them, Lourdes giggled doud. She
imagined achild with dl thewors physicad and mentd
attributes of both their families. Moles on the neck. Large
ears. Crooked nose. Wolfman hairline (her Tio Ruly).

Lazy eye. Nonexistent lips. Short and fat. Boxy ...
She had to remember to make ajoke about it with
Stony inthemorning.

(Don't worry, hijito, you're gonna be as gorgeous as
your mamal!)

All her life, shed known she would one day marry and
have children. Her mother had been only seventeen when
shed married, pregnant with Lourdess older brother, Mi
gud. Mom was two years older than me. Not that much
different.

Please, blessed Virgin Mary, bless usthree, protect us
with your love and purity. Don't dlow temptation or the
shadowsto fdl upon us.

Praying likethis, in her woods, seemed as naturd to
her as breathing.

Lourdessfather had warned her not to ever think of
marrying a huero. Thiswas the word for the blue-eyed,
blond-haired Anglos, but it encompassed al non-Latinos.

Lourdes had an Aunt Elenawho had married ahuero, and
they divorced within four years. "They never work out,
ever," her father had warned. Her father considered Stony
ahuero too, and had told her so. Thishad led to thefirst
actud fight shed ever had with him. He cdled her every






name imaginable and she had thrown those wordsright
back at him. In the end, she'd cried and her father had
gone off angry. Only her mother had comforted her, telling
her that her father would eventually come around to

liking the

"Anglo boy."

And now ...
Marriage.

A baby.
God, what will Dad do now?

The moonlight turned asmall ova pond into liquid
gold. Lourdeslooked up for the source of itslight.

The moon was huge and round, filling dl the sky that

could be seen beyond the greedy treetops. It wasturning

an orange hue, amost like a sunset. She closed her eyes. Harvest moon. God, please make surethisis
theright

thing. Please hdp me and Stony.

Without redlizing it at first, Lourdes found she was saying
the prayer doud now in the cathedra of wood.

"Please make sure our baby is hedthy and help uslearn

to handle my family and al the problems we're gonna

have. Mother of God, who looks out for babies and mothers,
keep your hand upon me, let us have agood life

together asyou will."

Opening her eyes again to the expansive moon, she

shivered. The temperature was dropping. She could fed a
difference between afew seconds before and now. The
smdlsof the bogs and wet leaves were dmost humid

despite the cold. She glanced down at her own dark reflection
inthe moonlit water. "Two in one," she whispered,

touching her somach. "Be safe, hijo."

She turned about, thinking (Hijito, you had better not
make me sick tomorrow morning like you did yesterday), when aflashlight beam blinded her.

She put ahand up to shield her face from the light.
"Whoisit? Stony?"

All she could see was a silhouette and the round white
beam.






"Victor? Migud?' But her brotherswould not do this.

Not at thishour. Maybe later a night, but not when it
could not be much later than six o'clock. It wasn't even

uppertimeyet.

Then the flashlight moved up beneeth the chin of the
boy who held it.

A ghostly light distorted the features, but Lourdes recognized
him."Oh, Van, it'sjust you," shesghed. "You
scared mefor asec.”

Van grinned. His smile, wide and gap-toothed, reminded
her of ajack-o0'-lantern.

"S0," he said, hisvoice low and amost agrowl,
"herésthe bitch who'strying to fucking ruin my baby
brother'slife. I've been looking for you dl day. | got a
game we can play. Y ou and me."

Then theflashlight shut off.

"Let'splay 'Skin the Bitch,' " he said.



Interlude:
Dawn, Severa YearsLater



Chapter Sixteen

A Man, aBoy, and the Road
Home

It seemed like yesterday. Tears streamed from his eyes,
and hefdt like an old man. Hefdt that awful thinginsde,
too, that thing that he'd managed to keep down within
him, that terrible feding that meant only bad thingswere

going to happen.

He could not stop the tears, and when they had all
poured from his soul, he wiped at hisface.

The boy had told him al and more than he could himsdlf

remember. Noras voice from the boy's mouth ... Every detail of hispast lifewaslaid bare for him. How
could this child know? Had he been there? It was asif he

had raked hissmal fingersthrough the hair of Stony's

memory. Stony, now twenty-seven, driving acar up 95,

nearly there, nearly to the town of hisbirth. Time had

held and stopped as the tale had spun out, and he glanced

in the rearview mirror a the boy. He was sound adeep.

He had not been telling Stony the tale of Stony's padt, of



things Stony could not have seen, but somehow did see,
and did know. He had known it dl asif from adistance,
watching--part of him that did not even know he was
then watching the world unfold.

The sign up ahead indicated that the turnoff to what

had once been Stonehaven was coming up. It didn't read
stonehaven borough, which once upon atimeit had.

The sgn merdy read land's end lighthouse.

Stony took the exit. Dawn clung to the trees along the
potholed road, the ghostly light of fivea m. filtered
through trees and thin fog. When he hit one of the many
bumpsin theroad, the boy called Prophet groaned in the
backsest.

"Y ou okay?' Stony asked.

"Yeah," theboy said groggily. "Wethere yet?'

"Almost. About saven miles™

"Good," the boy said. "I'm hungry."

"Still have some doughnuts back there. Water'sin the
thermos." Stony reached over and grasped the thermos,
handing it back to the kid.

"l haveto pee" Prophet said. He took the thermos and
amoment later Stony heard him gulping down water.

"Okay, I'll pull over." Stony dowed the car to astop.
"Youtrust me?'

"To pee? Sure."

"No, | mean to not run away."

"You haven't runyet."

The boy got out and stepped into the woods. Stony
opened the glove compartment and checked to make sure
the timing device was till there. He hadn't checked it
snce Texas, mainly out of an abnormal fear that he would
take the smal sphere and throw it out and forget his plans.
Forget why he was bringing this boy back to this place.

Why he intended to protect the world from what had begun



when he wasfifteen yearsold.

It was not much of abomb, actually, something held



learned about by accident when the Feds from Phoenix

had comeinto asmall Arizonaburg to handle someold

fart building abomb in his outhouse. Stony had been
cdledinto help, onalocd leve. Theold fart was named
Jaspar Swink, and had spent half hismiddle age building
small bombs and then sending them in gift-wrapped packages
to little old ladiesin Tucson and Phoenix from the

Heavenly Fudge Factory. Thelittle old ladies, delicately
pulling off the ribbon, then unwrapping the gold paper,
could not have been more surprised when thefirst thing
they saw was atiny clock and some C-6 al bound together.

Swink had timed his devices perfectly. He was an amateur mathematician and logigtician, and had
determined

at precisdy what time the ladieswould get their

packages, and approximately what time they would open

them. "They first haveto look for acard,” he had told

Stony, ditting in the backseat of his patrol car. "They look

for acard because they want to know who to thank. They hope it'stheir son or daughter or an old beau
they'd forgotten

about. Then they take one minute and look at the

gold wrapping paper asif it tells something about the

sender. Then they are two minutes unwrapping, to save

the paper and ribbon. When they see the timer, elther they

will know what it isand throw it, or they will ook at it

curioudy for the sixty-second margin of error | give mysdf.

And then, my friend, kaboom. Kaboom. Little-old
lady confetti in every direction.”

Kaboom.

Stony had salvaged one of the smal bombs. He knew
as soon as he saw it what he would do with it. He knew,
in the months ahead, when he findly found the boy, what
he would need to do.

It hadn't made him nervous having the devicein the

glove compartment. Swink had told him that he kept six

of them regularly in the back of his Chevy truck. "Y ou

can have these C-6 devices for twenty years. Y ou can toss



‘emin theair, you can smash ‘em with hammers. Nothing.
Not until you attach adetonator. A spark isthe only thing.

Y ou can even get it hotter than hell, but until it sparks,
you got just alump of shitinyour hand.”

Stony had asked him, "How big isthe exploson?’
Swink winked a him. ' 'How big do you want it to be?"

The boy opened the front door. "Can | get in up here
with you?'

Stony shut the glove compartment. " Sure."

"Coadl," the boy said. He did into the sest, reaching
back for the seat belt. "Y our seat belt's broken."

"It'salousy car. | bought it for practicdly nothing."

"Yeah, | noticed it'sapiece of shit but | wastoo polite
tosay it."

"Actudly you sad it afew times™

"Oh, | guess| did." Theboy grinned. "l fed | can

tell you anything. Y our car'sapiece of shit and you are

onetwisted bastard." The boy chuckled. "It'sjust ajoke. | don't meanit." The tattoos on the boy'sarms
looked

likeedswriggling. It wasjust the morning'sdim light

playing tricks. Stony glanced back to the road ahead.

Stony felt atrickle of swest a the back of hisneck. He
darted the car up again, putting it in drive. They drovein
slencefor afew minutes. Then the boy said, "Why are
we coming here anyway?"

Stony, trying not to think of the bomb in the glove
compartment, said, "To end something that shouldve
ended along time ago.”

"Oh," thekid said. "All that stuff you told me last
night"

"| told you?" Stony felt histhroat clutch.

"Yeah, | mean, this stuff about town and your girl and
al that."



"Funny," Stony began, but stopped. Funny, | thought
you werethe onetelling me.

"Y ou know that man,” the boy said.
"Which?'

"The one who took meto Texasin thefirst place. We

had to cal him the Great Father, but that was acrock. |
mean, | remember him alittle. When | waslikethree, and
four maybe," the boy continued. They passed farmhouses,
indisrepair, off thewild fields beyond the trees, like sentinds
at the outer edge of town. Thevillage. It was coming

up. It was coming. He hadn't been there since hewas
fifteen. He hadn't been physicadly inthistown in dl those
years. The memories should've been wiped clean, but they
were fresh wounds. The sign to Wequetucket at the crossroads
--where Lourdes had lived. The sign for the opposite
direction to the community college. A smdl truck

passed in front of him, narrowly missing him.

""Your lights are off," the boy said.

"Oh damn." Stony reached forward and popped the
headlights on.

"He should've seen you, but it'salittle dark ill.”
"A little. Sun'11 be up in ten minutes completely.”

"Y ou think?' The boy glanced out the window to his
right. They passed an old gray barn beside apond, alight
geamrigng fromit. "Thisisnothing like Texas"

"Why do you think he took you to Texas?"

"Wdl, wewerein Mexico first. He had a place down
there. It was nice. A big old house. | don't remember a
lot of it, just that this one maid wasredlly niceto me. We
used to even play marbles sometimes. Sheliked kids. She
had two kids, too, she told me, further south.”

Out of nowhere, Stony flashed on amemory he had
never hed:

A short Mexican woman, her face nearly serene, her
hair tied back and up, her thick body covered in ablue
dress.



Someone had taken a needle and thread and sewn her
lipstogether.

When she opened her eyes, he saw that one of them
had been replaced with a cat's-eye marble.

The world flashed back to him, the road ahead. He

dowed down asthey drove beside the cove. "Thisis

where | grew up,” Stony said, ignoring the damning vison
held had just amoment before. The cove was placid. The thickets had grown up and wild and died down
with

the death of summer. It was adead place. No swans glided
upon its surface. No seagulls circled overhead.

The boy gave a cursory glance to the cove, but hismind
was on other things. "1 remember when we went to El

Paso because it was so hot that day. We had to wait forever
a customs. It was so hot | could barely breathe.”

"It gets hot down there, huh,” Stony said. He searched
the cove for swans, but there were none.

"Y eah, epecidly inthe trunk.”
Stony laughed. ™Y ou weren't in the trunk.”

"Yeah. They put mein there. He told me that no one
was supposed to know | was dive. | don't know why.

But he tied me up and put mein the trunk. It was hot as
hell. It fdt like| wasin there for nine hours."

"Y eah. And even then they opened the trunk.”

"y egh”

Another vison:

A maninatan uniform lifting the trunk lid, and his
face beginning to turn waxy, and then hislips beginning
to melt down like aburning candle.

Then, hiseyes bubbling with hest.

Then, the screaming begins.

"Why Texas?



"Search me," the boy shrugged. "He had thisthing
about the Wild West or something. When | wassix he
told me that there were people out there who were be190



lievers. That'sabout al | remember. Sometime around

then, he took off. Down to Mexico, | think. The people

who got me, the Rapturists, | heard them talk about how

the old guy was a pervert and he did drugs and shit. They

said he was usdless and old. Some of them told me that

maybethe Azrid Light got him, but between you and me | always thought it was abunch of bullshit. He's
probably

just livin' down in Chihuahua It wasn't like | wasredl

attached to him."

"Alan Farrclough.”

Theface of Alan Fairclough, its pockmarked skin, its
shiny pdlor, itseyeslike mirrors.

Alan Fardoughwasanit.

"Maybe," theboy said. "Could be. | just dwayscdled
him the Greet Father. Ever since | can remember.” Then,

IIHW!II

Stony dammed hisfoot on the brake. "What?"

"You amog hitit." The boy pointed to thethin dice

of road. A stag legpt from the woods, darting acrossthe

road. In the headlights and fog, it was ashadow of antlers
and ablue-gray blur.

"Chrigt," Stony gasped.

"Whew. Hey, can you read?"

A sign on the old bridge that |ed to the borough: private
PROPERTY. NO TRESPASSING. VIOLATORSWILL BE
PROSECUTED. NO HUNTING. NO FISHING.
Someone had spray-painted at the bottom of this:

No nothing

"Pretty funny,” the boy said. "Hey, | got ajoke.”

"Not up for jokes right now," Stony said. His unease
grew as he drove across the bridge. The vibration felt bad
here. It felt like no one had come here, no one would ever
trespass here, if he could help it.

You'reafool to do this.

Worse than afool.



Y ou are the most despicable being who has ever existed.

Y ou are the bogeyman and this boy is an innocent



despite himself. Y ou are an abomination on the face of
the earth and you can't keep hiding behind who you make
other peoplethink you are.

Y ou arethe Devil and Hdll doesn't even want to let
you back in.

Y ou will do something terribleto this boy.

"Herésmy joke. Okay? It goes, thisguy islikea

punker freak and he'son thistrain. And hishair isal
orange and spikey and he hastattoos and he has noserings
and nailsthrough his hands and feet and eyebrows and
suff. Thisold manisstaring a him. Redl rude. And the
punk guy goes, why the hell are you staring a me, old
man? Didn't you ever do anything wild when you wasa
kid? And the old man goeslike, Yeah, | did, when | was
inthearmy | got stationed in Singapore and | got drunk
and screwed aparrot. | thought maybe you was my kid."

The boy howled with laughter.
Stony smiled. "That'sanasty joke."
The boy kept laughing. "Only if you think about it.

Think about it." Hislaughter wasinfectious. "'l bet if
someone screwed a parrot for real they'd kill the parrot.

Or get their pecker bit off!" He roared louder, dapping
his ssomach when he laughed. "Oh man that was a good
onel”

"I guesskids are different now. When | wasakid |
would never have talked like that to agrownup.”

"Kidsaredifferent now," hesad. "Wdl, I'm different.”

Then the boy'slaughter died. Quickly, herolled

down the window. Inhaled deeply. "Oh man, | redly
smell the ocean! 1t's so clean! Oh man!™ he shouted,
holding his hand out the window asif trying to catch the
wind."Smdl it?'

Stony nodded. "Smells good.”
"Smdlslike everything” the boy said. "1 can amdll
crabsand fish and all that clean cleanness." He laughed

at hiswords. " Cleanness of sea-ness.”

"Look," Stony said in ahushed tone.






Stonehaven Borough came up with the sunlight over
the sea.

What was |€ft of it.

Again, he stopped the car.

"Lookslike God smashed it," the boy said.

"You believein God?'

The boy shrugged, looking at the ruins of the buildings.
"No. | just said it because you werethinking it." Then
the boy began shifting uncomfortably. "I don't want to
go here. Please. Not this place.”

"Don't do thisto me," the boy said.

"Don't do what?"

"Don't takemein here."

"Why?

"l canfed it

"Fed what?'

"Y ou son of abitch. Y ou brought me here because you
want meto die here. Y ou want meto know everything
about what you did. All the evil things. All the nasty
things. Y ou brought me here to kill me.”

"What isit you fed?'

"Torture."

"Isit the pictures on your skin?"

The boy nodded. His face was threatening to crumple,

asif he had tears or nightmares or painsin his mind that
rippled across his scalp and down his nose and eyes and

lips
"Take off your shirt. | want to see.”
"Leavemedone.”

"Just cdm down. Take off your shirt. | want to seethe
pictures. I'm not going to hurt you."



The boy pulled the T-shirt off over his head. He looked
sullen. No longer that happy kid of five minutes past. He
looked up at Stony with sunken eyes. He seemed younger



with the shirt off, more like aboy of nine or ten than his
twelveyears.

"On my back," the boy said. He turned around in the
car sedt.

His back was scrawny, hisribs stuck out, his shoulder
blades jutted asif not quitein place.

Stony had not fully understood the extent of the tattoos.

They were swirls of color al across his skin, interconnecting
stained glass windows, faces, houses, the seg, and
the heavens.

"Who the hell did thisto you?"

"I don't know. Maybe he did. Hedways said | was
born likethis"

"Holy--" Stony gasped.

From the swirl of earth tones on the boy's shoulders, a
face began to emerge asif from apool of oil-dicked water.

It was aface Stony had not seen in twelve years.

"Lourdes," hewhigpered. Hiseyesfdt heavy. A fog

hi hismind blurred hisvison. Hefdt the tears asthey
coated hisface, tears as he watched her dowly open her
mouthinaslent cry.

Then the boy's back seemed to grow, his skin stretching,
the picture of her face degpening, enlarging, until it

was asif the skin was a canvas of theworld, and Stony
was watching her. No, it was asif he wasin someone
elsgsskin, raising aknife on anight of an orange-yellow
moon, aknifethat glinted and flashed and made anoise
likeafigt going into mud asthe knife went into her breast.

At firg, it was the orange-yellow moon.

The Moonfire grew pae from thisand stretched and
burst.

Until the world of al he could seewaslit by Moonfire,

The Moonfire.



And at its cold blue heart:

The past.
Alan Fairclough stood before him, his hand out.

"Comeon, Stony. Let'sgo. It'sal over here. It'stime
now. You'll understand. Y ou need to know what thisis
redlly about."

Then the other pictures swirled around this one, Our
Lady of the Sea, as he held Lourdes's hand, the stained
glasswindows dissolving in arainbow of colorsand then
reforming as Nora Chance's old shack, the tarpaper roof
peding back in astrong wind. Stonehaven itself was
there, with the lighthouse a Land's End, and the summer
homes on Juniper Point, al mixing and then reforming
into other shapes, other colors, other remembrances of a
place of years ago--

And then he saw his brother, Van, who was till seventeen,
his body soaked in blood, his hands held up, a
hunting knife gleaming in the moonlight.



What the Boy's Skin Shows



Chapter Seventeen
Skinning the Bitch

Timewasariver of blood and fire. Van Crawford waded
through it, the jagged pebbles cutting hisfeet, hisarms
raised above his head. It was only clear, clean water, and
hewasup to hiswais init now.

He looked about. For amoment he thought he'd been
in the woods near Stonehaven at night, but now hewas
in aplacethat was like a summer's day, with the heavy
sun beating down on him. He leaned over and grabbed
something that flashed and shimmered in the clear water.

It duded him.

Dianagtood on the far bank, her blond hair hanging

past her shoulders, her skin pale, her breastsfull. She
looked perfectly natura there, asif thiswaswhere she
should be, naked a ariver's edge waiting for him. "Catch
it!" she said, when he glanced up at her. "We need it!"

Helooked at her for along moment, not wanting this
dream to disappear.



(He knew it was adream, it had the feeling of dream,

and he knew that ariver of blood and fire could not suddenly
transform itsdlf into aclear beautiful summer river

full of dlvery fish.)

Then he reached again into the rushing sparkling water,
and grabbed it, wriggling, bringing it up to the sunlight.

A knife
It'snot aknife, but aslver fish wriggling in hisgrasp.

Its small mouth opened and closed upon air, itseyes
garing at the spherical world as he squeezedit. It felt dick
and dimy, and asit paddled itssmdl finsat him, hefelt
aseriesof smal stingsrun dong hispams.

(I don't believeit.)

Bdieveit, shesad, but she said it without being near
him. All it takesisyour belief, your faith. Let yoursdf go,
let it take over, let it move you.

(Move me? Where?)
Tothe other side.
(Heaven?)

Comeover and find out.

To Diana, crouched down on the far bank, looking

down into the water. Flowers seemed to blossom from her
slky hair. The sunlight created ahao behind her. "Come
to thisside, Van, come on!" she shouted gaily.

He glanced down into the rushing waters, and saw another
face there, beneath the surface.

A facethat might have been ayoung Latinagirl of

sxteen whose dark hair streamed behind her in the distorting
current. The water turned red asit passed over her,

and her |eft eye wasred, aswere her lips, red asarose,

red asblood. All wasred.

"Lourdes?' he asked, holding the wriggling Slver fish
high. "Lourdes? That you? Y ou okay?"

She opened her mouth in a scream, and severa small
flat worms spirded out of her mouth, dispersing in the

bloody water.



He glanced over at Diana, but something waswrong



with her. Her skin moved across her features like hest.

Emeralds seemed to shine along her arms and shoulders
in the intense sun, which felt warmer by the second. An
unfelt wind whipped her hair back, until it looked asif
Dianawere going to be blown away, yet the air wascam
where Van stood in the water.

Lourdes came up from theriver, likeamermaid, like
adream, and wrapped her wet arms over his shoulders,
closed her eyes, pressed her lipsto his. His mouth opened
at her tongue'sinsstence, and he tasted the warm water,
and their tongues flicked over and under each other. Her
flesh was sweet and firm, and her breasts pressed against
him, making his manhood swell.

Manhood.

For that's what he was now, aman, it was his manhood
growing, and Lourdesthe Bitch was bringing it al out for
him, the dut was making him do thisto her--

Heknows he'sin some kind of fabric of unredity, of
dream without the comfort of deep, even asheraisesthe
knife up. Night, October, the woods, Diana, hunting,
Lourdes, BITCH--

It dl comesto him.

The summer day rips apart like a paper screen, and the
dark woods return, the freezing night, and the knifein his
hand. Moonlight and blood splash against each other,
acrossthe fragrant skin of her, of Lourdes, of the girl who
has flowers of crimson through her hair and down her
neck.

"'And up," Van gasps, and down! The blade goesin-- ooh, with a sucking sound--am | the only one
who hears



it? The sucking sound of knifein breast and out it comes,
up and down and al around--

The night, the moon, he no longer fedslike Van Crawfish,
loser of the cosmoas, the chill isunder hisskin, others

look out from hiseyes ... heismore than just the son of
alobster man and anurse with fat ankles. Thelook on her
facein the moonglow. Thelook. Eyes4till so lovely and
dark. / can see why my baby brother fucksyou, | can see
why now, | couldn't before. Y ou're something, you'rea
piece of work and a piece of assand you haveredly
pretty lipsthat curl around your white white white teeth when you scream, only I'm a-gonna cut that
scream outta

you through your lungs, Lourdes, Lourdes Maria Cadtillo
bitch. You'rerealy Russan, right? Lourdes Cadtillobitch.

Ho hahaha. Mmm, listen to that knifey go cutting--lovely
lovely music of squish and squash and gush and spurt--

Shefightslike agirl, hee hee ho--she raises her hands
because she doesn't understand what he's doing or even
why he'sdoing it, but the knife knows.

Theknife dways knows.

Rule of thumb: The knife hasamind of itsown and s

infact pulling theleversin hishands. Officer, | didn't

mean to plungeit into her fourteen times but shegot in

the way of my knife. She pushed against it over an dover. | tried to pull back, but she kept coming at me
with her

sin.

Up and down and all around, the knife dices and dices
and flays and makes the mushy stuff come out.

Can't scream no more, Lourdes Maria Cadtillobitch,

can't scream, and | bet right now your eyes are going

pink with blood and you're not even fedin' nothin' because
you can only get cut So many times beforeit'sjust

like asummer day in the park and nothin' can touch your

pretty pretty skin--

Helooks back in the dark as he holds the wet body of
the girl againg himsdlf and wonderswhy Dianaisn't joining
in.



What he sees behind him makes his hair turn white,

and he knowsit's turning white because he can fed it, he
canfed thegirl'sblood dl over him and how hisskinis
wrinkling and how hishair turnsthin and whitein just a
moment, in the moonlight, in October.

Holy Mother of Jesus! What the hell am | doing? Why am | doing this? Why ismy hand doing this,
bringing this
knife under her skin, making her bleed, making her hurt?

The other voice, that bored like aworm through the
rotting fruit of hisbrain, told him,
Y ou're making loveto her.

She fed's so damn good! She feds so haot, writhing with
your touch, with your thing going into her, in and out and
inand out! Her whole body is pussy/ It'sal pussy/

Again, thelightning flash of asummer's day with the
crushing sunlight, al around theriver, as Van's manhood
rose up to mest her, to dip insgde of her river, to fathom
what mystery Lourdes held, inside her, degp within her,
S0 degp it was dmost like crawling up inside her womb.

The river water splashed across hisface, chilly, and it
gave him goosebumps. He looked up at the sun ashe
droveinto her, and thought he saw greet birdsflying there,
s0 huge and massive they could not possibly be what he
thought they were, their wingspans so enormous and
broad--

Then the fabric tore, the hymen of the dream, and behind
it, the woods, the blood, the knife, the girl.

Van fdt his pecker grow huge, amastadon pecker, so big
and thick, but not even that--it was his skin moving outward,
his flesh taking over hers as he pressed himself

againgt her body.



Lourdeswas beautiful in thered light, her eyeswere
glowing with lust, her hands swept over his back and buttocks
asshedrew himinto her ... into thered light ...

his flesh melding with hers, washed with the crimson
moigiure ...

Theknifewas no longer aknifein hishand, it wasa

tool of the ultimate love, and he brought it to her and she
accepted it like aflower in her hair. He gave her red
poppiesfor her hair, and then the poppies sprouted aong
her neck, and shoulders. Her breasts became agarden, her
belly awild row of poppies blossoming.

"l loveyou," he whispered, tasting the opium that

spilled from the prolapsing flowers, their petals curving

and turning and spilling. He lapped at her for the sweetness
of thedrug, and still more flowers bloomed rapidly

aong her body.

Her breathing became faint, and she made a series of little moans as he held her, hisface pressed to her
neck.

No wonder Stony loves you so much, you are so beautiful,
you are so desirable, he thought as he rubbed his
face along her shoulders, tasting the copper opium.



Chapter Eighteen
Inthe Night

At night, dong the diver of coadtlinethat is Stonehaven,
thefew lights of the village snuff out beforeten, leaving

the flash and spin of the lighthouse a Land's End to

sweep the gently tossing waters of the Sound. The mist

of October moves like fine motes of dust in an old room,
acrossthe moonlit waters, until findly even the amber
moon's sheen dulls. Acrossthe bay, on one of the three
sgter idands caled Avadon, arichly modest two-story
clapboard, an enclave made to look like awesthered Cape
Cod summer home, glowed with its many lightsflicking
into high beam againg the encroaching night. By midnight,
the temperature on the idand had dropped to forty

two degrees. The seagullsdl perched aong the rooftops
of the three houses, and down on the paved driveway, the
refuse of cracked clamshells and crabs dropped from great
heights by the ambitious birds.

Alan Fairclough, his expression taut, stepped out



among the lights of his courtyard. Raising asmall pistal,
hefired at the birds. The gunshot echoed, and the gulls
scattered into the darkness beyond the white lights. The
three houses, interconnected with breezeways between
them, had been his since his purchase of theidand and
al that waswithin it years ago from the widow of Spencer
Lewis. Lewis had been a curious sort, acollector of rare
religious artifacts, an obsession not unlike Fairclough's
own. He kept the Coptic crosses and iconography in the
smdler of the three houses, and lived completely donein
thelargest. Fairclough'sgod in life had dways been mgestic
isolation, dthough he hadn't truly fdlt it before. He

felt thiseven here, in these modest digs, compared to the
places and manor houses of hisyouth. It was not mere
aoneness, but afeding that he participated in something
grester, something more magnificent than any man had
ever touched ...

It was awarmth, a heat he couldn't explain. The grace
hefdt illuminated hisflesh, opened the pathways of his
mind ...

He was more than just aman now.

Hewas a creature of history.
He was the engager of the future.
Themidwife of achangein humanity, aripplein evolution.

He had enjoyed hislife on theidand, punctuated occasondly
by the arriva of awilling sacrificeto his plessures,

ayouth bought and paid for to take punchesto the

stomach and face; a young woman or two who could be

tied up and made to commit unspeakable acts. Alan Fair
clough had grown bored with it dl over the years, for the
firethat wasin hisblood often thirsted for darker and

more profound pains and eroticism. Hed gone from
punching and molesting to more transcendent practices,



the breaking of spiritsand wills, the numbnessthat set in
that was beyond pain. He winced sometimes, thinking of
what he had done to them, how he'd disfigured them, how
one of them had--

Had--

Made him do something terrible to him. Something terrible
that Alan Fairclough didn't even like to conjure up,
theimagethat pulsed in hisbrain.

The boy was arunaway who had lived on the streets

of New Y ork City for four years, living an existencein
darkness and squalor. Pete Atkins, the Crowns buitler, had
found him on one of hisdiligent searchesfor Fairclough's
subjects. Atkins had called Fairclough that morning. "1
caught one, sir. Young. Needy. Willing. Shal | send him
up?'

It had been like ordering groceries.

But Fairclough's divine depravity had grown and festered
like congtantly retorn scabs over juicy wounds.

"Yes," héd said to the butler. "Tonight, if that's possible.”

And then, severd hourslater, the Crowns boatman had
arrived on theidand with atal, lanky eighteen-year-old.

His hair waslong, hisface was gaunt.

"Y ou look like mewhen | wasyour age," Fairclough
hed said. "Jugt likeme. You aredl done. Youfed life
has nothing to offer. Y ou don't know whereto turn.”

The boy looked at him, hard jewelsin hiseyes. ' 'Fuck
off. Where'sthe money?'

After payment had been made, Alan took himinto the
Dark Room.

"Why the hell you call it adark room?"

A flicker of asmile across Alan Fairclough 'sface. ' 'It's
wherel develop.”

Sometimes, he could blank out his memory of what had
happened in the Dark Room since held set it up, but other
timestheimages came a him like flashes of astrobe light.

In the Dark Room, the other Alan Fairclough came out.






Not the man of God, or the man of the Devil.

What came out was the true Alan Fairclough, the one
beneath the skin.

Theonethat got high from thefeding arazor gavehim
as he brushed a young man's back withiit.

The one that waited until they begged to be killed, until
they looked through the streaming blood on their faces
and asked that he push the dender spike into their heart.

The one who never stisfied thisrequest.

Until the runaway boy who had just become aman,
and within Sx hourslay on the drainage floor of Alan
Fairclough's Dark Room.

Fairclough pressed hisface againg histhroat, feding

the lagt of the young man'slife pour fromhim. "It'sdl
right, it'sdl right," he cooed, "just deep, just deep.”
When he rose from this, he went to the bathroom to
shower off the blood. Hewas Hill in hisfever, caught
between an erotic dream of flesh torn by pincers, and fire
escagping from the dashes of epidermd armor. There, in
themirror, he saw it.

He saw thething of hisdreams, the creature of red fire,
itsskull consumed in the burning.

Me.
| amthe Devil.

Not just atrue believer in the Faith of the Almighty
Crestion.

| am the Arch-Fiend of that Cregtion.

| anthe Abyss.

| am the Betrayer.

Theritud of it dl rguvenated him. It wasdl inthe
ritua, that'swhat priests had aways known, that was
what dl great religious men had known. Even the Holy
Sigters of Maupassane, they had guarded it with ritud,
they had held it with ritud until they no longer existed.

But theritud exigted, dtill. Theritua would outlast dl.



Theritua waswhat brought the power to mankind. "Haleujah!"

he'd shouted, reaching up to wipe the blood



across hisface and smeer it likejelly until hisfeatures
were obliterated. "Praise God from whom al blessngs
flow! Praise Him, al creatures here below! Praise Him
above, ye heavenly host! Praise Father, Son, and Holy
Ghogt!" His cries echoed and carried out into the night,
and as the young man breathed hisfind bresth, Alan Fair
clough was certain that he had gone on to the true heaven.

Then the old words came to him, the words of magic
and truth, asthey dways did when theritua of blood
had begun, "pari nue sathath yog daai tekeli tekdi li
duana--"

When Dianacameto him the following morning, she
held him in her arms while he wept and she whispered,
"It's going to be soon, my love. Don't be afraid. Don't
be afraid. Well open the door together.”

Thelightsin the courtyard between his compound's
houses were as bright as day, which was how heliked it.

The night bothered him now. The night no longer held
warm dreams, but avague terror for him that there was
something Other out there ... another Alan Fairclough
perhaps, whom this one would not want to meet. Thelow
roofswere bathed in flat white light that even thefine

mist could not cloud.

Fairclough held up The Anubis Mydteries, atrandation
from the Coptic, reading the passagesto himsdlf again,
eager for what wasto come:

"Thefire from heaven is upon the earth once in agenertion.

It has been known by many names, and before

there were names, it was known by its radiance. When
the first man walked upon this earth, it burst forth from
themind of Raand traveled like aflaming arrow across



the body of the earth. It parched the Nile, and blackened
Isissbeauty. At the heart of its flame was the secret of
the gods powers, and man and woman both were struck
as by lightning with itstouch. It comes with the dying of
the crops and the season of the barrenland ..."

He compared thiswith the Gnostic Gospd of Judasthe
Betrayer.

"Aswe sat together, my beloved magter turned to me
and kissed melightly on the cheek. | said unto him, 'Why,
Lord, do you touch me so?*

"And Jeshua ben-Joseph saith, 'Jude, you are closer

than my brother to me. We were born of the same moment,
and made of the samefire. Y ahweh gives usthis

firefrom the touch of hisfinger, and it cutslike aburning
sword into your heart, and mine."

"l said unto him, ‘Lord, Lord, if we are brothers, why
do you gaze with such terror upon me?'

" "Thedivinefireistoo much inyou,' Jeshuasaid. 'In
the miracles and hedlings, what was within me awoke
something within you. Y ou have been too closeto me.

Y ou will betray me."

" 'What isthe nature of thisdivinefire? | asked of
him.

"It isthat which darkens the sun. When Adam walked

inthe Garden, it camelike aflaming sword from the archanged,
to separate man from paradise. The Angel of Degth
possessesitsradiance, and it is said that aman dying sees

it but once and then sees no more. But it iswithin us now.

Within you, within me. Itsnatureisto turn againg itsdf.”
"I wondered at hiswords, and when the medl wasdone | said thrice, 'Y ou are most wondrous in your
supreme

countenance, oh Lord."

"Jeshua turned to me and nodded. ‘It isin your nature
now. Do what you must do." "



Then Alan closed the two books. All hislife he had
searched for this, dl hislife had been drawing him towards
this place, thisvillage, these people.

Findly, he opened the manuscript he'd purchased at great expense at private auction three years earlier.

The Devil's Own, The Profane Higtory of the Archfiend
and All HisWorks, by Cagliostro, recopied in 1923 by
Aleigter Crowley.

... ltwasin Paristhat | first heard of the nuns of Maupassane.

These Holy Siters had lived in the catacombs

of thiscity from thetime of the Dauphin, but were expelled
by the church for harboring various perversons

among them. Severa of the Ssterswere bound together
and st &fire in the Chambre Argent, but most managed

to escape. Devout to the Holy Word of God and to Jesus,
they were hid by good folk in the countryside of Bretagne,
and then managed to resurrect their smal order in aseries
of caves once inhabited by the earliest people of Gaul.

They had been therefor at least one hundred years
when | traveled by coach through the rugged and backward
countryside with three very agreeable companions.

One was the young Loup Garou, the wild boy of the Pyreness,
so famous now that he had been educated at court.

At seventeen, he was a strapping youth who, it was rumored,
could speak with animasand birds. It was aso

rumored that he had been sired by the Devil himsdlf, owing
to hiswolf-like demeanor and excessve hair. My

other two companions for thejourney were the ever

youthful dowager from that backward and savage country,
Countess Erzebet Bathory, dong with one of her lovely
young maid-servants, Minoru. The Countess had some



ugly rumorsfollowing her, one of which, to my greet
amusement, was the story that she was aready three hundred
years old, but through black magic had retained the

youth of agirl barely out of her teens. We laughed about

these tales, Snce Erzebet often commented thet if she
weretruly three hundred years old, she would not still be
depending upon her husband's money, for shewould have
soon run out of it, given hisgambling and generd licentiousness.

She was quite amiable, and her maidservant

not only pleasant to look upon, but with addightful

wicked stresk and an unusuad tolerance for her mistress's
congtant caresses and pinches. The wild boy and she exchanged
the longing glances of the very young, something

which the Countess very wisely discouraged.

It took us six daysto reach Maupassane, and not without
some hodtility were we four met by thelocas a the
tavern, owing to both the Countesssfinery and infamous
reputation, Minoru's childlike beauty, my own sorcerer's
demeanor, and of course Loup Garou's notoriety. These
country hicks believed that if someone were from Paris,
he might very well be the Devil's own. We were deemed
bad luck, and it seemed the only folk who would give us
shelter were the Holy Sistersthemselves.

It was among the Ssters, in that cave, that | first came

to learn how Good and Evil were twin aspects of the one
Source of All. The ssterswere of an order older than

much of the Roman church, and had a creed which included
the snake in the Garden of Eden, and believed that

Chrigt on his crosswasthe fulfillment of temptation into
redemption. The snake on the tree of Knowledge of Good
and Evil wasther emblem. "The snakeisthefruit of the
tree. Chrigt isthefruit of thetreg," so went their creed.

Thishereticd beief had divorced them from the true
Church, but their connection to Rome was never quite
severed. It seemsthe Holy Pontiff himself (or so went the
local legend) had visited the waters nearby and spoken
with the Mother Superior of the Sisters. He had not given



them his blessing, but had refused to dlow the usua investigation
of their heresy. Theloca priesthood did not

touch them either. They were apeculiar sect, and my traveling
companions and | were looking forward to meeting

them. I, of course, was there for something I'd heard, the

rumor of arumor, the spark of something I'd heard of in

the sdlons of Paris.

"Itissaid the Holy Sisters of Maupassane have ardlic
with them that is more powerful than Romeitsdf," a
charlatan of disputed reputation whispered in my ear.

"They are witches more than nuns, and their convent
reaches down to the very seat of Satan himself."

These words echoed through my head as we were escorted
into the famous caverns.

Firg, we stood in awe of the great and ancient paintings,
depicting ape men hunting great horses and beasts

aong arugged plain. Then, the pictures on the rock wall
showed beasts with the arms and legs of man, but with
the antlers of Satan, and the tail and buttocks of deer, and
the chest of abull. The Holy Sisterstold usthat these
frightened them at firgt, but that they were Brides of
Chrigt, and therefore Brides of Truth, they believed.

And findly, they showed uswhat they had captured
deep in the bowels of their cavern.

A glimpse of the eternd, there. | knew even when | st
eyesupon itsfirethat it was of the Devil, that its great
countenance, itsjaws, its monstrous eyes, could be none
other than tools of Helh'sh design to lure even these Holy
Sigersinto perdition.

One sgter told me that there had once been two, amate
for thisone, but it had burned like a sword of fire across
the earth, returning to its home.

"If it had amate,” | ventured, "then perhapsit had
progeny?"

Shetook meto afarther well, and there, evidence of a
mating between a human and thisterrible cregture. | cannot
begin to describe what | saw there. Were to do so,



| believe | would go mad, for madnessisits name, madness
isitsform.

We dept at the feet of the trapped creature for seven
nights before departing. As we |eft, the Countess Bathory
drew me aside and whispered something to mewhich |
shdl never forget.

Shesad, "These holy women will burnin hdl until
kingdom come for what they have done here. They are
mongters of theworst sort.” Then she offered up a curious
amile. "Perhapsyou and | shall seethem again oneday.”

| must say that her words could not seem more true to

this humble servant of the Arts of Spirit and Darkness...
Alan shut the book when he heard the phoneringing. Sipping
into hisloafers, he got up from the porch table. He

walked acrossthe dight landing, up ahdf dozen stepsto

the centra house. Opening the door, he flicked on the:

inner light. >,

Directly acrossfrom him, the huge gonewith itsfossl.

The bones crushed under some greet weight, the wings
splayed up and behind its hunched shoulders.

Hewent to the large oak tablein front of the stonework.

Picking up the phone, he pressed the speaker function,
and set the receiver back hi itscradle. Y es?'

Out of bregth, the woman on the phone gasped, "Oh,
it's... yes... it'shappening ... it'staking ... it's opening
..l canfedit.."
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A gull cried out above the sster idands, and flew out
across the water, joining ahdf adozen other birds asthey
soared up and then down, damming the choppy waters,
and then up again, now at the mainland, over the towering
lighthouse, over the shingled rooftops of Stonehaven.



Tamara Curry took her dingshot and aimed for one of
thegulls. "Y ou flying rats, get out of my trash!" she
shouted when the small stone sheld shot missed the bird.

Sheran out to the waterfront behind her house, and began
picking up the wadded-up papers the flying rats had scattered.

"l wish my guardian angel would tear those damn
gullsto bits" she muttered.

Asthebirdsflew up, againgt the mist-covered moonlight,
someone was crying out It was aboy, perhapsa
little boy lost in the woods, raisng hisvoiceto the skies.

No word could be distinguished in the sound, but folks
heard it Those who lived on the edge of the woods heard
thecry.

Nora Chance, making her last cup of teafor the night,
felt apain in the back of her skull asif someone had just
driven aneedle of iceinto her.

She reached for abottle of aspirin up on the shelf over
the stove, and tried to block out the memories that
throbbed in her head.

Stony tried caling Lourdes twice, but each time one of

her brothers picked up, and he hung up the phone. He
dared at theinferna machine for another hour, willing

her to call him. But it remained slent. Occasiondly, he
walked into the smal living room, and glanced out &t the
Street. Watching for her, or waiting for his mother to come
home from her workday at the hospitd, or hisfather from
the bars. Made himself two baloney sandwiches and drank
oneof hisdad's beersfrom thefridge. Thisgave him
courage. Or maybeit was just agoofy fegling, he couldn't
tell.

Haveto follow through on this.
It won't just get better or disappear if | do nothing.

He went up to his small room, and looked through the
closat What do you take with you when you're gonnarun



off with your girl and never come back? His jackets al
seemed inadequate. He glanced down at the jeans he was
wesaring. They werefilthy and threadbare in parts. He
drew out apair of khakisand aflannd shirt. Okay, good
dart: clean clothes. On an upper shelf was a stack of
Storm King comic books. He drew them down and
plopped them on his bedspread. Tossed them around,
opening one at random. The Storm King was fighting the
Ancient Enemy, aso known asthe Outcast. Stony
grinned. He hadn't looked at these since he was younger.

He remembered his own imaginary battlesin the backyard
a eight years old with the Outcast. The Outcast had nine
hundred eyes and seven arms, and each finger on his
seven hands was a curved talon. One of the pictures
showed the Storm King down on the ground, the Outcast
dicing histdonsthrough the air.

Stony tossed this comic aside, and opened another.
What he saw dmost made him weep.

A notein achildish scrawl had been thrust between the
pages.

Mommy lovesme | know
Mommy lovesme | know. | know Mommy loves me. | am scared of her.

A memory from years before flashed upon him.

Something he had forgotten, had burned out of his
memory ...
10

He was seven and his mother and father were having
another of their big fights. He and Van hid in the bathroom,
and Van covered his mouth to keep him from crying

out. Van had been doing thissince asfar back as Stony
could remember--they'd duck into the bathroom because



it was the only room in the house with alock on the door.
They'd lock themsdvesin, and VVan would cover hismouth
to shut him up. Thistime, Stony wastired of not being
ableto stop thefighting. So he bit down on Van's hand,
and Van released him.

Stony unlocked the door and went running out of the
bathroom to find his mother. Asheran into the center of
their bedroom, it took him aminuteto redlizewhat his
father was doing to hismother.

He was holding her down and punching her in the guit.

Stony stood there for amoment asif he could not understand
what was happening, and then he began screeching.

Heran into the middle of it and grabbed hisfather's
am.

"No! Daddy, don't!"
Hisfather looked at him, then at his mother.

Hisfather pulled away, shouted some obscenities, and
stomped off. A minute later, the front door dammed.

Stony looked up at his mother. ™Y ou okay, Mommy?"

And something was different about her. Shewasn't crying,
she wasn't the Mommy he knew.

Something had comeinto her.
Stony knew it was the Outcast.
Something evil had seeped into her.

She said, "Y ou fucking bastard, you ruined everything
for us Everything!"

Then, shelifted him up.

Stony Crawford, fifteen, picked up the note from the
comic book.

Closed hiseyes.
"Y ou want to know what happensto little boyswho

ruin thingsfor people?’ His mother was shouting and
crying, and Stony cried too, flailling hisarms and legs



around--

And shetook him into the kitchen, and dropped him
down, dill clinging to hishand--avisdike grip. Y ou
want to know what happens to bad boyswho fuck every217



thing up?' Her voice was like bombs blowing up around
him, and he couldn't see for the tears--

"Do you want to--" she began, and he saw the blue
hearted flame of the gas stove as she turned the front
burner on--

And shetook him up and brought the edge of hisface
down so close to the burner that the heat fdt asif it were
dl around him

He could see the blue-white flame turning to yellow and
then orange--

Moonfire, he thought. The Storm King could be destroyed
by onething, fire from the moon. It would take

his powers away on earth. It was the one thing that could
turn him to dugt, to nothing ...

He was numb and was perfectly quiet and still, expecting
that the Outcast in the guise of his mother would

now destroy him.

The heat on the side of hisface grew intense.

But then shelet out asmal yelp.

She brought him back up, hugging him, her tears soaking
his face and shoulders as she muzzled him, her bresth

al gin, her kisses smothering. "I could never hurt you, |
never could hurt you, oh you poor baby, you poor baby,
how could | hurt you?1'd go to hdll if | hurt you, | could
never--"

Stony set the old note back in the comic book. Closed
it.

Timeto go, he thought.
Timeto leavedl thisbehind.
| will never belike them.
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In his parents bedroom, he hunkered down. Benegath his
mother's side of the bed, her candy wrappers and magazines.

He pushed some of these aside, and felt around until
he located the smdll box.



Drawing it out, he opened it.
Themoney was Hill there.

Because he had only seen it once or twice before, when
he'd been too young to know how much wasthere, he
was shocked to see that the billswere dl hundreds. Why
did she have dl this here? Why hadn't she ever used any
of it? Or did she replace it? Did she hide some of her
income from his dad?

These were the questions held had ever since hed first
seen the little box beneath the bed. It wasn't even all that
well hidden, yet covered with so much dust it looked as
if no one had ever touched it.

"I'll pay you back someday,” he said uneasily to the
dlent bedroom.

He counted out two thousand dollars.
It would be enough for agtart.

He and Lourdes needed it

His mother would understand.
Shewould.
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Pulling on his heaviest swesatshirt, bringing the hood up,
Stony left hishome. He thought he might take his bike,

but then figured held be better off on foot. He and Lourdes
would catch the bus up the highway. In the morning. It

al gartstomorrow a dawn. They needed to travel light.

Thevillagewas silent that night, or so it seemed to

Stony. Perhaps he was feding guilty for stealing the
money, or perhaps his mind was too clouded with worries
about the near future, but as he walked out along the damp
lanes, the only sound he heard was adog barking in the
distance. The clapboard houses were dark, and only the
smoke from the chimneysindicated that anyone was

home. Thiswas part of what he was |looking forward to
leaving behind, the life that seemed to close up onitsalf
likeasnal initsshell when night came ... the way peo



piein Stonehaven never seemed to exist once the sun went
down ...

He looked at the neighbors houses. The Glastonburys

and their adult children took up three housesin arow.

Stony had spent much of his childhood running between
their houses during the summers, watching them sit on
their porches with cocktails and lemonade, raising their
glassesto him, nodding, but not ever redly talking to him.

And the Wakefields, with their German shepherd that got
hit by atruck years ago, still mourning the dog after all
those years asif they'd lost ason. The Railsbacks, who
owned the butcher shop, used to give Stony old National
Geographiesto root through for pictures for eementary
school projects. He had rock fights with their nephew
when held cometo visit for his summer vacations.

He had known al these people here, and now, he was

not going to see them ever again. Not that he was close

to them, but he could only imagine what the world beyond
Stonehaven would be like. He knew from TV, but he was
not stupid enough to think that television contained everything
about theworld. There was moreto life than Stone

haven, and more than even Connecticut, more than New
England. They could go down to New Y ork by bus,

maybe, and he'd get ajob and they'd somehow get aplace
and raisethelr kid.

Somehow it would work.
It had to work.

God, | hope | never have to come back here again with
my tail between my legs.

Hetook the route back to the Common, passing the
library, feding colder than the night air, fedling more
adone man he had ever fdt beforein hislife.

When he followed the roadside trail to the edge of the
woods, he saw the feeble candlelight of Nora's shack
glowing within the woods. Stepping over the ditch, and
through the moon-scraped trees, he went to the one place
he knew would take him in.



"Tired?' Noraasked, as she stood in the doorway.
"Yegh"

"I got alittle supper ill. Hungry?!

"No, thanks."

"Seepy?'

Stony nodded.

"What timeis Juliet coming?"

He amost grinned, but something felt heavy in hisface.
"Morning."

"Well, | got adeeping bag with your nameon it al
ready. Come onin, Romeo."
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Noraawoke in the middle of the night, clutching her heart.
"Stony!" she cried out.

Stony sat up quickly, tossing the deeping bag cover
away. "Yeah?You okay?'

Noragasped. "Stony, | can't tell you what it means,

but | had adream. Not agood one. It was adream like
one of my spins, and it was about Lourdes, baby. It was
about your girl." Noraleaned over the edge of her flat
bed, lighting a candle on the floor. Her eyes, white and
empty, full of tears. "She'sin aplace of ice, Stony. She
won't come tonight, or tomorrow. She's been taken.”

"It wasjust adream,” Stony said. Herose from the
floor, and went over to turn up the gas lamps. "It was
just adream.”

"True," Norawhispered. "But dreams aren't for nothing."
They were both silent for severd minutes.

"l can't redly degp much | guess” he said.

"After my dream, | don't think | can either. Y ou want



tojust St up?'



"Wish | had awatch. | wonder what timeitis."
"l got aninterna clock. | say it'sfour a m."
"I'm hungry. Y ou hungry?* Stony asked.

"Well, | see you recovered nicely from your Starvation
dit."

"Do you think they missmeyet?'
"Maybe"

"l know my mom'11 missme."

"Y our dad, too."

"He doesn't miss people dl that much.”
"Hell missyou. | guaranteeit.”

"Van| won't miss.”

"Y ou stole some money, remember? They'll at least
missthat.”

"Shell understand.”

"Will she?'

Stony snorted. "What's she ever gonna do with it, anyway?'
"Wall, it was hersto decide that, wasn't it?'

" think it would have just sat theretill kingdom come.
That'swhat | think. | think shewouldve squirreled it

away until shewas sixty or something, and then she
wouldn't have known what to do withit."

"Y ou think sixty's ancient, don't you?' Noragrinned.

Stony bowed hishead. "All | meanis, itisn't young."

"Y our mamawas once your age. | wonder if she ever
stole from anybody so she could be happy.”

"It'snot the same," Stony said. "I'll pay her back.

Somehow." Stony went over to the small pantry, and
glanced around at its contents. "Y ou don't have any good snacks here."



Noralaughed. "Y ourefeding guilty."
"If | told you | was, would it matter?"

"Yourejust going to wait heretill morning when
Lourdes shows up, feding guilty because you stole your
mamas secret savings account from right under her
noe."



"She'sadrunk.”

"And drunks should be robbed. Y ou got a peculiar kind
of mordity. She'sadrunk, you're athief."

"I didn't ask for this" Stony spat. "Will you just quit
with the nagging?' After he heard the echo of hisvoice,
hesad, "Sorry."

"For what?'

"For sounding like my dad.”

"Maybe now you understand him alittle better.”
"l don't want to be from them."

"Can't help how we're brought up or who by."

"Likeit never bothered you. Y ou wereraised by humble
angd sants”

Noralaughed even louder. "Oh Lord, Stony, you are
gonnahave me bustin' agut in aminute. Stop!" She
laughed, waving her hands about. When she quieted, she
sad, "My father was a decent man. He never laid ahand
on us and he worked hard. But he drank and caroused and
more than once my sister and me had to go into one of

the bars over in Somerville and pull him off somewoman
just to get him homein time for supper. And Mamawas
one of those long-suffering women. Lord save mefrom
anyone who islong-suffering. She prayed dl day long and
worked her fingersto the bone. But amartyr isits own
kind of hell, too. She turned suffering from ahaobby into
alifdong misson. Martyrs usudly take down afew people
they care about because they want some company to
suffer with. That was Mama. Family is putting up with

each other's shit sometimes, | guess.”

They were both slent.

Then Stony said, "How much shit are you supposed
put up with?"

"l guess whatever you'rewilling to," Norasaid.
"Why'd you come to metonight, Stony?"
"Y ou know why."

"To run away with your girl and have ababy in some



lonely place? To sted your mamas savings, just so you



can get out of town for a couple of weeks?"
"l guess.”
Norasighed. Shewiped her long fingers across her face.

Then she patted a space next to her on the bed. "Come
on, st up here, Stony."

"I'mfinewherel am."

"Of courseyou are. | forget sometimesthat you're
nearly a man. Remember when you were alittle boy and
you'd come out hereto hear al my spins? Weld sit on
the rug in front of the stove, or up herein my quilts, or
out on the porch ... Those swesty summer nights. I'd tell
you dl my stories. Seventy years worth."

Stony nodded. He walked over and sat down beside her
on the bed.

"Well, | missthosetimes. Can't turn back any clocks,
but | missthat little boy. But you can turn the clocks
forward if you want. | want you to think of yoursdlf in
fifteen years. You'rethirty. Y ou have agood job maybe.

Y ou and Lourdes are happy. Y our boy isyour age now.

And he'sgoing to ask, 'Dad, how did you and my mama
meset up? And what are you gonnatdll him? How you
fdl inlove with hismama? About the purity of that kind
of love? About how you never loved any woman except
his mama? About how men do the right thing, no matter
what?'

Stony looked down at his hands, curled upward in his
lap. Heremained silent.

"I'm not gonnatd| you theright thing. All I'm going
to tell you isyou're welcometo stay heretill morning.

When Lourdes comes, you two need to talk. Then you
need to think about that boy or girl of yoursin fifteen
years and what you're gonna say to that child.”

Stony got up and went to fix a peanut butter sandwich

at the table. He glanced out into the dark night. If theréd
been aphone, he'd have called Lourdes and told her that
he was going to come get her. He would've told her that

it wasdl right to stedl his mother's money because it was






worth alittletimein hel for their hgppiness. It wasworth
somequilt. It wasworth alittlelying and stedling and
pretending that they were doing theright thing. The universe
wanted them to. The universe was made for those

who took when the time was right, who jumped and
grabbed what it was they needed for happiness. Happiness
wasal.

He saw hisreflection in the window. It barely looked
like Stony Crawford anymore.
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The cdlsof night birdsin the woods punctuated the more
distant horn and warning bells of thetrain asit passed up
from Mystic on itsway north to Providence. The temperature
dropped to thirty-eight, ajagged wind grabbed the

last leaves on the trees dong High Street, rushing down

the narrow lanesthat grew perpendicular to it. The oaks

and maples held onto their colorsfor afuture fight with

the early winter wind off the sea. Clouds moved across

the face of the moon like abrida velil, to cover her beauty,

to protect her chadtity, to increase her mystery.

Johnny Miracle! The voice boomed from the gathering
clouds. Johnny Miracle! Again, likeaclap of thunder
through the treesthat scraped the hazy moonlight.

Johnny Miracle stood shivering on Water Street, just
outside the Blue Dog Tea Shop. The voice was both inside
and outside of him. It boomed louder than any surf held
ever heard.

"What?" he asked, looking up to the sky. "What?"'

The sky was swalowing every utterance from his mouth
until hewas sureit just sounded like the bleating of lambs.,

He glanced at the passersby with their baby in astroller,
and at the old lady watching him from behind the Harper
Redl Edtate Office sgn. Oh, but they were ghogts! It was
late--no one was watching him, no one was on the Strest,
but in flashes of lightning he saw them--people standing



there, mouths open ... He blinked, and they were gone,
these Watchers, these Spiesfor Them.

Them were the evil ones, Them were the people who
made him do it, who made him do it. Johnny often struck
matches againgt them, struck matches to the burned bits
of leaves, set fireto small trash cans, burned hisfingers

at times; too. Fire chased off Them, fire made Them
scared. He aways kept his pockets and busted-up old
shoesfull of packs of matches just so he could strike
Themin theface with thefireif it got to that point. Them
were S0 scared of fireit amazed him sometimes. God told
him fire purified things sometimes. God told him fire defested
the darkness and if anyone was darknessit was

Them.

Alone again, in the night, he raised his hands up to the
sky asthefirst drops of rain begantofal. Hetried to
strike some matches againgt the dark, but therain
wouldn't let him. "Lord God!" he bleated, "What have
you done here?

And the voice that came back to him was awhisper,
tickling hisear.

The voice was dwaysinsde his head.
Every night for the padt fifteen years.
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In his head the images roiled and spun like multicol ored
taffy, turning in upon itsdf:

The man with thered eyeslikerats, holding his hands
as he stood in front of the church, asthe peoplein the
church raised their hands up--

Ashe, aboy, looked up at the man with the red eyes,
who was dressed like a priest but not redlly a priest, the
boy knew, not apriest like the way he remembered
priests--

And how they'd pressed the blade to the lamb's
throat--



He -was seventeen, working in the butcher shop, a strapping
young man, ready to take on the world. The Crowns

had paid for hisupbringing and now helivedin their
caretaker's cottage. The world was aterrific place, and
Stonehaven, the home of hisancestors, wasthe only place
for him. And then they brought him, that night, that night

of Haloween, that night--

The flashes grew more intense--
That night--

"'It's something you must do,” Mr. Crown had told him
as he unbuttoned Johnny's shirt, a starched white shirt
that Johnny had bought for twenty dollars from the mailorder
cataog. Dianawasthere, such apretty little girl,

smiling up a him. Mr. Crown gave him the piece of paper
andtold himtolick it. "Likeit'sastamp,” Mr. Crown
said, and Johnny licked the paper, which had asugary
tagtetoit. Then he started to fed funny, the facesin front
of him became flowers and then it waslike everything
turned into abig cartoon. "Lick it more,” Mr. Crown

said, and then someone pressed Johnny's face into the
paper, and histongue swirled around oniit.

Someone said, "We should've just put it on asugar
cube”

"Or injected it," awoman chuckled.

"Oh," Johnny screamed inside hisskin, "1 wish | had
my matches I'd bum ‘em al to hell if | had my maiches
onme, | would™

"Shut up, he'slike my son,” Mr. Crown said, and this
made Johnny fed proud. "Hell takeit al.”

But Mr. Crown now looked like Mr. Magoo, and Diana
looked like Little Orphan Annie, with blank eyes, and
some of the people in the chapel looked like they were out
of The Hintstones and The Jetsons.

Johnny hadn't even struggled ashewastold to pull his
jeans down, too. The blue jeans melted off of him, they
went down like seawater around his feet--



Naked, he stood at the altar, and four of them held the
Struggling woman down--

Struggling?

Was she?

Was she struggling?

She shimmered, too, aripple on agolden pond--

Like slver fish darting beneath the surface of aglass
lake--

The screams began and he looked at her mouth.
But they didn't come from her.
(Shé'snot aher. She'sanIT.)

It was the cartoon characters that held her--their kin
blackening and crackling--

But Johnny was gone somewhere too, hewasin the
swirling pattern of the stained glass window, the window
with the picture of the angd holding the flaming sword

to shut off the Garden of Eden.

And then hefdt the rumbling within hisflesh, asif his
molecules were bubbling and transforming and getting all
twisted up and bouncing around until, for amoment, as
hefelt the intense heet al around him, he thought--and
thiswas one of hislast coherent thoughts--that his skin
was ripped off and he stood there at the dtar, afigure of
blood and bone and mest, looking out &t al of them, al
the cartoon characters as they sang praises and hefelt
his brain scramble--

And then, nathing.
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"Johnny," God said, or wasit Mr. Crown and Mr. Magoo
together telling him things? It may have been the man

with thered eyes, but it seemed like God. God had so

many faces, and Johnny could aways see through the normal
face to theinner one where God lived. Sometimes he

was S0 jumbled on theinsde he didn't know who was



who, but God dways came through. " Johnny, remember what time of year it is?'
He nodded.

"It'stime," God said. "What happened was wrong.

What wedl got caught up in. It was aterrible thing to

do. But it hasto play out. We can never go back, can

we?' God handed him a plate of food, which included a

Burger King Whopper and coledaw. "l got you some

things. | forgot about the pear. Maybe tomorrow."

"Am| asinner?' Johnny asked, hisvoicelike ableat.

"No, you're not. Y ou're agood man. Y ou've aways

been agood man,” God said. "We just reached too far,

that'sal. It's something we should've stopped years ago.

Maybe the moment it started. | wastoo caught up init.

I'm the evil one. But to experienceit--"

"No you're not," Johnny giggled, picking over the coledaw. ™Y ou're God, you can't be evil."
God gave him alook that he couldn't figure out. "I

just wanted you to know that | am sorry for what we dll

did." Then God pulled his hat on and got back in hiscar.

God drove a Thunderbird, and kept the windows down,
even ascold asit was.

Johnny watched the T-Bird dissolve adong the road, and
then thear shimmered with itsvanishing.



Chapter Nineteen

Hesh and Lugt in the
October Palace

"Diana Crown stood in the half light of the hallway, naked,
and put her hand on the back of Van's scalp. She grasped
hishair in her hand.

"Drink the blood, whichisholy," she whispered.

Forced him down on his knees before her. Brought his
head to her thighs.

Smeared the blood on hisface.
"Didyou loveit?' she asked.

"Yes. God yes, | lovedit." Van Crawford, hiseyes
wild and quivering in their sockets, hishair matted, his
face crimson. "Baptize me, baby, baptize mein the holy
blood!"

Dianasmiled. AlImost innocently, shesaid, 1 think you
may havekilled her, Van. That'svery very bad.”

Tears sprang from hiseyes. "No, | loved her, | promise. | loved her and | gave her red poppies to wear
dl
over her face and body."



"She'sdead, Van. Her heart stopped besating,” Diana
said, her voice firm and cold. "But | understand, baby, |
do, come here." Shelet go of hisscalp, and held her
hands out to him. "Come onto me, Van." And ashe
rose up, her arms enveloped him, pulling him to her.

"How | love you, my strong killer. Driving your knife
into her, the heat | felt, the thrust in every wound, the
taste of her life--"

"Oh, yeeh," Van said, histears drizzling down across
his bloodgtained face, pushing the rusty liquid into his
mouth, down histhroat. "Oh God, but | didn't mean to
hurt her--"

"Hurting is good sometimes,”" Dianawhispered, pressing
her lipsagaing his ear and biting down ever so
dightly. "Painisaritud wedl must endure.”

Van didn't know what had come over him, but he was

chasing her up the stairs, up to the master bedroom where

hed first entered her, first made her fed likeared

woman, shed told him, taking her on the bed she'd said

had been her mother's. That had excited him further, and

now, bounding up the airs, two at atime, after her bloodstained
flesh, watching the curves of her smdl, high

breasts bounce as she went, her ass like smooth melons,

he was going to have her again.

He was going to conquer what seemed just beyond his
grasp.

Shewasgiggling like aschoolgirl, her hair red, her skin
red, too, dick and shiny as he pressed himsdf to her. She
had surrendered, his Diana, his Diana of the Hunt who

had stood by and watched him press hisknifeinto the
garden of Lourdes, had--

Remember what you saw?
Remember when you turned in the dark?

Turned and saw something there--



Something other than the girl you know as Diana
Crown?

Thevoice waslike aworm in hismind, but he ignored
it ashetook her up in hisarms, and the room was spinning.

Her legs surrounded hiswaist, and his pants began
dropping to the floor most of their own accord. He felt
more powerful than any boy of seventeen had ever felt
before. Hefdt lightning indde him, musclesof sed as
he held her, as he pinned her--

Beneath her face, in the dark, in the moonlight, you
saw her.

Y ou saw the cracks along her eyes, ong her lips....
What wasit you saw, Van Crawfish?

Asyou push yoursdlf into her, into her depths, into that
woman who changed in the October moonlight asif she
were not awoman at al, but something made of red
bright lava--

It was the blood!

No, it wasn't blood, it was something else, something
that looked out at you from the skin you now hold--

Lava
It waslike afuckin' volcano burstin' out at you--

And mereit wasagain, asheheld Dianain hisarms,
awkwardly shoving himsdf into her flesh. Thereit wasin
her eyes, asif thethin layer of her iriswere pushing
outward and something that looked like the pink of inner
flesh showed through. Pink and then orange, then red, then
... And as she pushed him backwards, onto the bed, he
saw lying next to him the body of Lourdes Cadtillo, and

he screamed, "What the fuck have you doneto her?’



Chapter Twenty
The Taes of the Stones

When the sun came up, Stony began to regret hisdecision
to run off, but he still didn't think he could go back home.

He stood on thelittle wood porch that overlooked the bog,
amug of cat's claw teain his hand.

"Second thoughts?' Nora said. Nora had gone back to
deep for abit, and had only just awakened. She emerged
from behind a screen, where she took her sponge bath in
alarge duminum basin filled with cold water and hog-fat
soap. Shelooked refreshed in apae pink sweater and
dungarees, and poured herself some teabefore joining
Stony outside.

"Maybe," Stony said, when they'd started walking out
across the flagstone path in front of her shack. "1 just
wish Lourdes would show up.”

"Maybe she's having second thoughts too. Or maybe
she'sjust degping. She didn't steal money. She hasless
to fed guilty about." Noragrinned, reaching out to find



Stony's shoulder. When she did, she drew him closeto
her. She amedlled like lavender and vanilla. "Shell come.

Don't worry."

"Yeah, | guess," he said. He was uncomfortable with
her touch. He pulled away.

"Watch out that you don't step in that mud,” she said.

He glanced over at her. "Sometimes | wonder if you're
redly blind."

"Sometimes| do too," she said, her grin growing

broader. "L et metell you, you live seventy years at the
edge of these woods, you learn where the mud seeps and
where the prickerbushes are red fast. Listen, Stony, seeing
as how it's Sunday and the last day of October, why don't
you lead me over to the stone garden? | need to pay my

respects.”

"Y ou got a stone garden? | never saw it," he sad,
eyeing her suspicioudy. "What you got up your deeve?'

"Oh, nothing,” she said, dmost gravely. "Just something | think you should see before you run off with
your
girl. Follow me™"

Sheled him around grasping vines and fallen and rotting
trees, between laurel, and around undergrowth. "Mind
your feet,” Norasaid as she took him down anarrow
strip of muddy land between apond and sticker bushes.

Then hesaw it.

A rusty gate, barely noticeable for the tangle of dried
vinesthat clutched at it, sood in the middle of aclearing.

Fernsgrew up around it, and within: acircle of sones.
Some of the stoneswere large, some small, but al were

neatly arranged. When they went through the gate, Nora
stepped carefully over stonesthe precise location of which



she must have memorized. She kndt down inthe middle
of thecircle, and patted asmall place beside her for Stony
todo likewise.

"What isthis?" he asked, squatting down upon the
damp moss-covered ground.

"My family,” she said. Shefdt dong variousrocks,
and then lifted asmdl sone. "Thiswas my sSster, Angdina

She chose the stone hersalf when shedied. It'snot
like we could afford expensive grave markers, Stony. And
Mamanever wanted any of usto be buried in the village.

She said al my grand-daddies and grand-mamas were put
in the sacred place, not in those devil places.”

The stones around him dl had initials carved into them.

Then, as Stony glanced about the soft earth, he noticed
the dight mounds. The stonesformed asmdll circle, but
radiating out from them were the mounds. "It'sagraveyard.”

"Yesdgr, Mr. Crawford," Norasaid. "My grand-mama
told methat al of us Chances and Owldeers--that was
my grand-mamas side--were buried here clear back to
before the village even existed. Back when | could see, |
used to tend these graves and mow down al the new
growth from the woods, but as you can probably tell, the
woods have reclaimed much of it."

Stony nodded, noticing how even further away, where
the prickerbushes grew, the ground was raised or dropped
likeabrief trench. "Amazing."

"I come out here when I'm troubled, to pay my respects,
to put thingsin perspective, sometimes,” Nora

said. Then she picked up asmall stone, and held it out
for him. "Tekeit."

Stony hesitated.

"Fed it firs. Fed thisstone. They say stones can spesk
if weligen."

No initiaswere carved dong its edge. It was nearly
smooth.

"Let me spin astory for you, Stony. Onelast story.



One I've been saving for along long time, but now that
you amto beaman, | think you can hear thisone. | think
you'reready. Many years ago,” and Norabegan her fina
tde "You ligening, Stony?'

"Yeah," hesaid.

"Stony, now, you got to listen to thisone. And not just
listen but redlly hear it, you understand? Thisisthe last
spin you're ever gonnahear from my lips, becausethisis
thelast onel know. | told you al the others. But | been
holding back on thisone.

"A woman who drank too much gave birth to ababy.

The baby didn't have much of achance. The baby was
too small, came too soon, the baby was twisted around
and backward insde thiswoman. It wasn't the baby's
fault. It wasn't even the woman'sfault, even though her
drinking didn't help. Didn't help that she got kicked in
the somach that morning ether. But it wasjust life doing
itsworst to the most innocent of us, | guess. This baby,
he tried to get born, but he couldn't. He mighta had two
minutes of breething clean air and seeing daylight, but
then the Lord took him back. Maybeit wasthe Lord's
plan. Maybe it wasn't. But this baby did not breathe too
long or suffer more nor lessthan any of uswill suffer in
thislife

"Wasit yours?'

"No. Nor wasit one of my friends or relatives child,
but | comefrom along line of guardians of the innocent
lost." She pointed to another grave. Stony glanced &t it.

Theinitascarved in it were IMP.

Noraleaned back on her haunches. "Remember that
story about the misshapen Crowninshield boy?*



"The Halloween Man," Stony nodded. " Sure. He
daughtered abunch of people and crucified hisfather."

"That'sthe gory that's told. But there's a degper truth
toit. The degper truthis, Imp knew that something was
in the blood of thistown. Something that turned bad the
way milk turns sour, the way flies hover around a corpse.

He was amost killed by the people of thistown, and
something maybe from the Devil got into him and he went
on arampage. But we knew, we who were of the dave
families and natives, we knew ... it was the earth here
and it was the darkness within some of the people who
had founded Stonehaven in thefirst place. Both within
and without. That family called Crowninshield and the
Randdls, they weren't just nice Puritans coming here.

Y ou know ther history? They got expdled from the Massachusetts
Colony."

"Witches or something?'

Noraamiled gently. "We woulda been lucky if they'd
abeen witches. No, these folks were too good as Puritans.

They were too close to the source of divine evil."

"I never heard of divine evil." Stony wouldve laughed
at the term, only Noralooked too serious.

"It'sworse than any other kind. Y ou know how afire

can warm your bonesin ahearth? But that samefire, if

it jJumps, can burn your house down? That'swhat divine
evil is. It'sthe power from the source of dl, taken out of
itself. That's what those people did. That'swhat Imp came
from. That'swhat he tried to destroy. But it got him, too,
findly. But not before he fathered a child. Deformed and
twigted just like him, that child fathered achild and so

on. Imp had abloodline."

Stony looked at her curioudy. "Maybe we should get
back." He glanced beyond her, towards the trees beyond
which was her shack. "Why did you bring me here?’

Noraput her hands on Stony's shoulders. ™Y our mama
and daddy are not who you think they are.”

Stony, holding the smal stone from the grave, felt



something squeeze inside his head--a pressure he hadn't
felt before. Swiftly, it became athrobbing headache. Then
he felt warm, too warm, warm like he had afever.

Noraleaned closer, her breath againgt hisface, her
glassy white eyesdmost seeming to watch him. "The
stonein your hand, that iswho you were meant to be."

"What?| don't get it."

"A baby was born fifteen years ago and breathed for
only afew minutes. Then he died. Hismother wasina
station wagon down on Water Street. The rain began to
fal. | could not see, but | saw within my mind. | amthe
last of my family here, | am the last who knowsthetrue
history of thisplace. | wasafraid | might die beforetelling
you. But you and thisgirl are going to start afamily, and
you need to know."

Stony looked at the rock. It was asif something in his
brain were squeezing, like asponge, and it hurt so badly
he couldn't make sense out of what she was saying to
him. He looked from her to the stone, and back again. He

was not even sure if he could breathe. "What--I don't-- what is
[?'

Norawrapped her arms around him. He tugged away.
"Youreangry," shesad.
"| don't believeyou."

She drew him back to her, her arms around him, pulling
him s0 close, her hedt, her love, it was smothering, it was
something held never fdt ... Hismother had never even
held him likethét ... not likethat ... not where hefelt
both safe and afraid ...

Hefelt her breath near his ear as she whispered the
damning words.

"Y ou're from the bloodline of the Halloween Man."

Stony pushed her away, and Norafel| back dightly. He
stood up, brushing dirt from hisknees. " Shut up, just shut

... If thisismy mother's baby, who am



up. You and your stupid stories. Y our stupid stories all
these years| been listening to and buying into and making
believe, because | thought you made up--"

"You'reaman now," Norasaid. Her voice was deep
and firm. Nothing about her face betrayed any emotion.

"Y ou should know. They shouldve told you, but | know
they never would have. Not until it wastoo late. And
now--"

"Stupid bitch," Stony snapped. Then he said, “I'm
sorry." Then he was dmost afraid to ask the next question.

He stood over her, not knowing where to turn. Who
else could hetrust but Nora? Who el se would ever tell
him ...

And then dl the fights came back, the nasty knock
down-drag-outs of his childhood, of hisfather screaming,
"That bastard! Ever since he was born, thingsjust got
ruined for ud"

And hismother, holding him over the flame of the gas
gtove, hisface so closeto it. The Moonfire burning, weskening
him.

It was dmost asurge of rdlief that went through him
NOW.

"Sowhoismy father? My red father?
"Y our birth father is Johnny Miracle" Norasaid.
"And he, in turn, isthe descendant of Imp."

Stony caught his breath. He felt blood pounding
through his body like hammers. His heartbeat zoomed. He
fdt feverish, hishandstrembling. "I camefrom Aim?’

"Don't judge that man,” Noraspat, and for thefirst

time Stony felt venom in her tone. "Do not dare to judge

that man! Heisfrom asacred bloodline. Y ou too are from that bloodline and you should look at what it
means. Y ou

peoplein town with your cold ways and your white attitudes,

judging those you'd best not pass judgment upon!

Y our birth father isaman of divinity, and if you knew
yourself better you would understand ..." Then she knelt
down again. Her tone softened. "It'stoo much for you to



understand. Sometimes | don't even bdieve or understand
itlll

"Whao's my mother then?'
Norawas silent

"Something | know nothing about.”
"Isit someonein town?'

Nora closed her eyes. She brought her hands up to

cover her mouth, asif wanting to keep something in, to
keep it from escaping over the dam of her lips. A hissng
sound came from the depths of her throat. Tears pressed
from her eyeslike wine from grapes. She brought her
hands down to her |lgp, holding them together in afist of
prayer. "l wanted to never haveto tell you any of mis. |
wanted you to grow up and | wanted to hope that dl these
yearsit could be forgotten. Buried like the baby from your
mamas body, buried beneath that stone. But | can fed
them, | canfed them.”

"Fed who?'
"Them. Those people.”
"Who?'

"The oneswho own Stonehaven,”" she said. "The ones
who did this"

"Someone owns Stonehaven?"

"They've dways owned it. They own every piece of
property in the village. They've owned it sincethe village

Stony brought his hand up to Noras face. He cupped

it benesth her chin. "'l awayswished that you were my
mother. | mean, | sort of wished that my mother waslike
you."

"And | wish I'd had ason like you, Stony, asbadly as
I've wished for my sight to return, 1've wished for that,"
she whispered. "But I'm not your mother.”

"I know. But inalot of waysyou are."

When she calmed, shesaid, "'l told you dl those spins
about the children with fliesin them, and about the icehouse



of damnation and about the Halloween Man, be240



cause you needed to know. Y our mind needed to work
those stories out.”

"What were you trying to tell me?"

"It's not everyone in town that knows. Some are
strangers, and have only come herein the past thirty years.

Some commute in the summers from New Y ork. Some
just don't know. But others do."

"What's s0 secret?' He felt the chill of morning seep
into him, and the sun'slight felt cold on hisback asit
cut aswath through the trees.

"Y ou've always heard about how you were born,

Stony. And it'samost the truth, what you heard. Y ou've
aways heard stories about how things happened before
you were born and it'samost the truth ... but | havelied
to you. So have others. Oh, | have bed like the worst
snner on the face of the earth.”

Something went placid like the cam surface of apond,
only ingde him. "I don't care. | forgive you. | redly do.

What isit? Tdl me Tdl methetruth.”

She opened her white round eyesto him, and began.



Chapter Twenty-one
Noras Past

Thiswas back when | could seejust like you can. | had

pretty brown eyes flecked with cinnamon. They were my

best feature, my mamatold me. They say the eyesarethe

windows of the soul. My windows were dways sparkling, | cantell you.

Y ou know we got two lives, sometimes more. | don't
mean like reincarnation, | mean like we have our life of
innocence and then it ramsright into thered life, thelife
where innocenceisjust amirror--looks nice, reflectsa
lot, but it ain't thered thing.

| was not a God-fearing girl when | was growing up. |

ran wild, and had men right and | eft. | was dways down

in Weguetucket at one of the roadhouses. | never finished
grammar school, and never worked. My mamawas aways
chasing me with abroom, and telling me | was

going to hell. When | was seventeen, Mamathrew me out
of thehouse. | lived in the sireets most nights, searching ;



trash cansfor food, or going to the back doors of restaurants
for scraps, like adog. Thiswas over fifty years ago,

and | cantell you that in alittle village like Stonehaven,

black girlswith no jobs were not well-treated. | drank too
much, too, which aways got mein trouble, and then one

day this nice man told me that he needed someoneto help
with hissick wife. | refused at firgt, but hetold mel'd

have awarm bed to deep in, aroof over my head, and
threemedsaday. Plusal theliquor I could hold when | wasn't working. Something about his offer got to
me,

and he seemed not only kind but also enormoudy wesdlthy,
aleasttome. "l ain't no nurse,” | told him. Hetold me

that wasdl right, hiswife didn't need anurse, mainly a
companion to St with her, perhaps play cards. This

sounded like the easiest job in the world to me then.

| went to thisman'shouse. Did | just say house! Stony,

it wasacadtle. It wasthe biggest place | had ever seen
theinsde of. Marble and big fireplaces and views of the
water and martinis asbig aslobster traps. No fish-stinking
men pawed me, no cheap whiskey, no degping under a
gutter while the rain got under my bones. My room was
smadll to this man who took mein, but looked like aroom
at theRitz to me. | had my own big bed, and a private
bathroom with afull tub. | thought I'd madeit. My mama,
shethought | was hiswhore, but she didn't understand.

The man never touched me. | spent mornings and afternoons
gtting beside hiswife. She seemed to bein acoma

to me, but sometimes sheld flutter her eyes open and look

at meamog serendly. I'd Sit there and sometimestalk

about nothing but the weather and what was in the magazines.

Or I'd turn up the radio and wed listen to the

good shows, and I'd laugh when Jack Benny came on,

and shed flutter her eyes open. Easiest living | ever had. | was drunk haf thetime and | didn't have
nobody looking

over meredly. Sure, sometimes | had to spoon-feed

the old lady tapioca or wipe spit from her lips. But someone

else did the bedpans, and another nurse was there for



her at night. | never asked what was wrong with her, since | figured you don' kill the golden goose, right?
It was

their business anyway. | wasjust happy to have aspring

of comfort and good living.

Then, one morning, | had me some beer. It was a hot

summer day. Beginning of June. A cold beer with alittle
lemonadeinit. | came up to her room and drew back the

heavy curtains. "Rise and shing, my mamaadways said,” | told her.

When | turned around, the bed was empty.
It had been neatly made.

| stood there looking at the bedspread asif | didn't
understand what this meant.

| went downgtairs, looking for one of the other servants,
but couldn't find anyone. | had never looked around the
house dl that much. Never had much interest init. But |
had gotten alittle attached to the old lady, lying there
practically dead but ill there, fill aresident, if you know
what | mean. Shewasredly the only person | ever spent
timewith in that house. The servantsdidn't talk much to
me--they were too good for me, | guess. So | figured, oh
Lord, shedied, or they took her down to the hospital or
something. | wandered from room to room, trying to find
the man. But everyone was gone. | went into the kitchen,
made me acup of tea, and sat for abit. It wasjust too
slent. Too damn silent.

| wasfeding alittle bad, too. | mean, | had thisgravy
train in thishouse, | could have whatever | wanted there.

And now, if the old lady was dead, 1'd be out on the street
again. | didn't want that. | went over to the liquor cabinet
and pulled out abottle of gin. Uncapped it, took agood
swig. Then another. | started crying and crying.

Poor littleme! | thought. Poor little Nora Chance! Poor
little girl whose mamadidn't love her, whose men had
abandoned her, and now this old white lady went and died
and took away Norasonly shot at living the high life!

Poor poor girl!



| was wandering that house, in adaze aided by booze,
and then | seethisdoor that ooks like the door to heaven
or something. The place was spuming around from dl my
drinking. | seethisdoor with an arch, and it'sdl dark
wood. Around its edges are these cute little carved angels,
and inthe middle of the door isthisinlaid picture of the
Virgin Mary, Mother of God. | look at her along time.

She'sawhite woman, too. | think, damn white women
and therr fluttering eydids and their degping inbed dl
day listening to the radio and then dying in the middle of
the night.

| say to Mary, "L ook, you may be the mother of baby
Jesus, but you ain't got the right to take away the old lady
from me. Shewas my bread and butter.” | raised the last
of the gin up and just splashed it across the picture of

Mary.

Then I'm fedling repentant, drunk and sorrowful. | just
blasphemed the Virgin, | know my lifeisadamp hell,

and | need to get down on my knees and beg Jesus forgiveness
right then and there. Words from my childhood

come up, words of preachers, words of my mama, the

words | saw written above the little chapel door:

Blessthefruit of her womb.

And I'mthinkin', now what the hell doesthat have to

do with nothin? The fruit of her womb? What fruit? She's
made out of stone, this particular Virgin. | open that little
door, and wak into thisroom. Only it ain't just aroom,
itsalittle chapel with pews and bannersand little stained
glasswindows, and | walk down and then drop to my
knees. | look up at the cross, only there ain't no cross, or
it an't whereit's supposed to be.

The chapd getscold, red cold. I'm weeping and asking
Jesus forgiveness, and then | hear something moving behind
me

The door closes, and the room gets real dark. Some
kind of smoke comes at me--it'sincense, it stinks, and |
gart coughing. Whenit clears, aydlow mist seemsto



come off the dtar, and | go up. | know I'm drank, so|

know thisishalf me and haf amiracle, because| know

now Jesusistherewith me. | know how wrong I've been. | see the error of my ways. I'm begging Jesus!
Beggin'

him! "Help me, Lord! Help this poor sinner NoraAlice

Chance!"

My voice echoesin the room. I'm raising my hands.
The bottle goes crashing to the floor.

And | see something behind the dtar as| crawl upto

it. The dtar ain't ordinary ether. It's stone dab on stone
dab. And as| crawl uptoit, penitent Snner that | am, |

see metal behind it, somekind of metd box. A big one,
oneamost asbig and long asthe dtar itsdlf.

| pull myself up and | seethe mist coming off thetop

of thisbox. It's made of copper or something. Looks real
old, al hammered out, and it hasthis.... thisfigure sort

of dented out around the top ... thisthing sort of deeping
inthe picture, asif dead, and | think it lookslike one of
those Egyptian mummy cases, you know, and I'm won
derin’ what in hell these Crown people are up to.

Thisgetsmy curiogity going, and | look at it for a
minute, thinking it's strange.

And then | hear someone weeping from within the box.

Or maybeit'sjust achild outside the chapel. Or maybe
itssomeanimd init.

And then, | seeits hand reach out from the small square
window on the copper box. Barslike aprison there. The
hand.

Noratook along bresth, pausing in her story. Then she
continued.



| don't remember what | thought then, whether | wondered
if thiswasachild playingagameor if thiswas
someone trapped there--

But it didn't matter. The chapel door opened and light
flooded the place.

| turned around, and there, standing in the doorway,
was the man.

"Whét the hell are you doing in here? | told you never
to go wandering," he said.

| didn't know what to say.

"Look, half-breed girl," he said, as he swiftly walked
towardsthe atar. "Y ou comeinto my house and | clothe
and feed you and ask so little of you, and now you betray
rrell

Hewalked right up to me, grabbing me by the back of
the neck with one hand, and dapping me hard acrossthe
face with the other.

Then he looked from meto the box.

"You seeit?" he asked. "It'swhat you camein here
for, isn't it? Y ou want to see what has been forbidden
from mankind for centuriesto get near, don't you? You
want to gaze upon it, you drunken whore."

| pulled away from him, but he grabbed me around the

wais. | wastoo drunk, | felt like | had no strength at all. | started screaming and kicking out, but he lifted
me up

and then threw me down in front of the box.

"Y ou want to seeit! You want to!" he's shouting.

"Then look! Gaze upon its radiance!™

He opened the door to the cage, and for ten seconds |

saw what seemed to be the burst of athousand suns. Dazzling
ydlow and green light, and within it something e se.

A being.

A cregture.

Something that you only read about, but never see.



And then, the colors melted, the light dimmed, and a
pain shot through my eyes asif someone had taken their
thumbs and pressed them deep.

| was thrown back, and the wind got knocked out of
me

When | cameto, the light still ssemed dim, and | had
apaninmy eyes. | waslyingin bed in my room, and
two of the servants were holding my arms and feet down.

The man leaned over me, hiseyeswide and blank as
if hewere not looking at ahuman being but at athing.

In hishand, asmall blade that was bright orange with
hest.

"She'scoming to,” hesaid. "Quickly."

Someone pushed their hands down on my forehead and
theflat sde of the red-hot blade came down on my |eft
eye. As| screamed, | redlized that rags had been stuffed
inmy mouth. | fdt asif | were choking. Then heraised
the blade and brought it to my right eye.

4

"I wandered for daysin these woods, until my mama
found me. | had been deeping in the mud, eating grass

and weeds, talking to mysdlf. If someone had shot me
then, it would have been a kindness. But my mamawas
agood woman. Shetook mein, and she and my sister
never spoke of what happened, and neither did 1.1 learned
to make candles and bring in peoples wash, the old way,
the way ablind woman could. And my mamabuilt this
shack for me so that | would never again haveto go into
that village. She told methe old stories, and she gave me
the corn dal| for protection,” Norasaid. " She warned me
about the village, but | till went back sometimes, Stony. | <till wanted to know what that was, that
light--asif by

some miracle the old man could bring my eyes back to
me"

Stony remained sllent. "Who wasit?'



"It was Mr. Walter Crown. He got killed doing some

businessded in the Far East, years ago. But his son, who

isnow Mr. Crown, was eighteen by then, and took over

the duties of the family. But before they were Crowns,

they were Crowninshields. And it'sthey who own this

two hundred acres of land called Stonehaven. The lady |

had sat with, her name was Miranda, and she was Walter's

older sster, not hiswife. | don't know what became of

her that day, whether she died or whether--as | suspect-- she was destroyed by the demon in that cage.”

"It couldn't have been ademon. Nora, comeon,” he
sad, amog playfully. "Come on. Demons? Mongters?

That'sfor moviesand junk.”

Her face seemed to shine, asif there were ashesand

fire beneath her skin. "'l saw its hand, Stony. It was dmost
ahuman hand, but it had this... this ... smoke coming

off it. Andwhen | beheldit ..."

Then hesad, "Why are you making dl thisup?'

Norapushed hersdlf up from the ground, using one of
thelarge sonesto help baance hersdf. "Truth and lies

get mixed up with people, Stony. Y ou know that. But I've
been preparing you your whole life for who you are and
what you're part of. Y ou areaCrown. Y ou are the son

of Johnny Miracle and a Crown. And the Crowns are of
the Devil. It'sablessing that they gave you up to your
mamaand daddy rather than |etting you beraised by those
Devil worshipers”

Stony squinted at her asif trying to understand. "This
isridiculous. Thisistotdly ridiculous. If this happened
.. if thisredlly happened ..." He shook hishead violently.

"Not thet | believeit, it'stotdly nuts, but if this
did happen, why would they give me up?'

Norareached over and held hishands still in hers. Her
face, lined and dark, was nearly cdm. He knew she was
not aliar. She had never been oneto lie outright. She was
adtorytdler, but had always separated her spinsfrom the



truth of things. He wanted her to be lying to him. He
wanted it badly.

"When you were born, Mrs. Crown could not give you
life. She could not take care of you. They needed a
mother, and they needed a mother who would keep this
secret. And | suspect that the woman you call your mother
never told you that she worked as anursein the Crown
house the year you were born.”

"Why areyou telling methis?' Stony asked, feding
numb.

"Because you are going to be afather soon, and aman.

There are things you must know," Norasaid, her voice
gentle. She reached up to the sky, her hand balled into a
fist. "l vowed to God | would tell you everything when
you came of age. | vowed | would not let them do to you
what they intend.” Her voice grew in strength, and a cold
wind blew down through the trees, bringing with it damp
brown leaves. She turned her face upwards, swest shining
on her dark skin. "1 am not gonnalet thislielive any
longer. It has eaten at my soul assurely asif awolf had
crawled into my bed. | will not let them havethelittle
boy who I cameto love asmy own son!"



Chapter Twenty-two

TheVillage, @ the End
of October

So many things happened that morning in Stonehaven
Borough, so many threads that invisbly emanated from
Stony Crawford, that to know everything, one would have
had to spread like fire from house to house, to seethe
Indian corn on Alice Everest's front door, which she had
just finished nailing up, and the fat little jack-o'-lantern
shed put out, hoping that the teensin town didn't throw

it into the Street for just one Halloween night--

Y es, Halloween, Johnny Miracle laughed within himsdif,
hanging onto atree branch. All Halow'sEve! It's
glorious, it'sgloriousand it'scoming in thewind, dl has
been foretold, dl that has been until now will be--

From his mouth, words that were mangled, sporeading
like the red leaves of the nearby birch acrossthe drying
grass of the Common. He struck match after match asif
trying to set the air around him on fire,



Down at the Package Store-cum-Generd Store, Martha
Wight had the cheap plastic masks and flimsy costumes
of fairiesand goblins and superheroes from haf adozen
comic books dl hanging from awire above the dry goods.

Few children camein to buy them anymore, and even
fewer would be trick-or-treating. Times had changed, and
even though some of the adultswould have Halloween
partiesin the houses on High Street, the children more
often than not were warned of candy corn gone bad, or
Snickers bars stuck with heroin needles, of apples poisoned
and studded with razor blades by wicked witches

right out of Disney's Snow White. But the old way's of
Halloween still showed through the cracksin Stonehaven.

The multicolored corn strung across doorways like mistletoe,
the pumpkins and stacked sheaves of straw leaning

againgt the sdes of the clapboard houses, the pumpkin

head scarecrow that the Doane sisters set out on their

porch swing, dl of it bespoke aremembrance of the harvest.

The sons and daughters of Stonehaven had harvested

the seafor centuries, from the now near-extinct whaes

off theidands, to the lobsters, crabs, clams, mussels, herring, and cod that they were still supplying to
restaurants

aong the coagtline.

Harvest and bounty were two words that were strong
in the soul of New England, and Stonehaven for dl its
isolation was no exception. The seaand the earth had
provided al that the town had redly needed for centuries.

All outside influence was superfluous at best; a worg, a
curse. Theforests of the areahad provided the materia
for boats and housing, the granite quarries to the south
had laid the foundations and sidewalks, the bounty of sea
and woods and field had fed the origina founders of the
village, and athough now touristsin the summer tossed



coinsintheloca coffers, you'd never seethis acknowledged.

Tamara Curry wasthe only resident who did not love
the signs of Halloween asit approached. Shefelt it was
far too pagan, too far removed from Jesus and the Bible.

Shetold this often to FionaMcalister at the library when
she went to get her romance novels from the paperback
section. "It al comesfrom witcheraft,” Tamarasad,
pointing across the desk to the poster of abig orange
moon with awitch flying acrossit. Thetext of the poster
read, Halloween Isfor Scary Reading, which Fionatried
to point out to her, but Tamarawould have none of it.

"It'sworshiping the Devil, bottom line," Tamarasaid.

"And | only wish wewere living a couple hundred years
back. They knew what to do with Devil worshipers back
then."

"You know," Fionasaid, ady smile across her lips.

"It used to be assumed that awoman with alot of cats
was asarvant of Satan.”

"My catsare dl Chrigtian cats, you know that better

than mogt, F," Tamarahuffed. "All of them been baptized
good with the sign of the cross and no one can say
otherwise, and blessed. Y ou know how they're blessed.”

She grabbed her books and stomped out of the library.

Walking down the granite steps, and then acrossthe
Common, she saw what seemed to her to be one of the
sgnsof the Devil in Slonehaven itself.

Johnny Miracle, sitting up in the great old oak tree.

"That tree has been there for hundreds of years,

Johnny, you just quit polluting it." Sheraised her fist at

him. She wasin abad mood now, what with Fiona's smart

mouth making a blasphemous joke about her cats." 'Y ou-- you--spawn of the Devil!" She spat.

Johnny Miracle amiled, as he usualy did when someone
ydled a him, and waved from his perch anong the
thick autumn-gold tresses of the oak.



Stony heard Noracaling to him, but it wastoo late--

He had to ran, he had to ran and get the hell away from
her. Something was wrong with her, maybeliving inthe
woods had gotten to her findly, maybe it had been there
al dong--her insanity--but the stories she was now telling
could not be true, they had to be theimaginings of a
crazy old woman he had got too close to--

Heran across the mud and damp leaves, nearly dipping
at points, wondering why the hell Lourdes hadn't shown
up--if she had, if she had, he would never have heard
Norasravings--

Nora, whom he had trusted] Nora, who told him these

crazy stupid thingsthat could never bered! Nora, who
believed in demons and devils and old Indian cursesand

old dave ghost stories, and was not logica--and had no
eectricity, for Chrigt's sake, she didn't even own aphone
oraTV, how could she possibly know anything about anyone]

When he got to his house, heflung his bike acrossthe
yard, and ran up the steps. Throwing open the door, he
shouted, "Mom! Wherethe hdll areyou?”

Hetook the stairstwo at atime, and when he cameto
the landing, his mother stood there in the doorway. She
wore her bathrobe, and her hair was greasy and hung in
strands around her face.

"Stony? Something up?' she asked, dmost suspicioudy.

Hepulled therall of billsfrom his pocket. Taking off
the rubber band, he threw the hundreds down at her feet.

"Where the hdl did you get this money?"

She was slent. She looked from him to the floor. Her
lipstrembled. "What you been getting into?"

"I want to know where the hdll you got al thismoney.

Two thousand dollars. In abox under your bed. | saw it



when | wasfour, and it's been gitting there ever since.

Y ou can't pay your hillson time, but you have two thousand
dollarsin cash dtting in abox under your bed.”

"Y our father put you up to this?' she asked, her voice
awhisper.

"No one put me up to thisand | don't giveadamn

what you think, you just tell me about thismoney. And

tell me about when you worked at the Crown place. When
you worked as anurse there."

"Who told you that?" she asked. "What liar told you
thet filth?"

"Jugt you tell me. Never mind anything dse."

"Don't you comeinto my house acting like some nasty
little man," she spat. ™Y ou don't know nothing about
what my lifeis. And you going through my things and
taking money. Money | been saving for you and Van dl
theseyears.”

"For me and Van?Isthishow much it cost to keep

you quiet? Isthis how much it cost for you to raise me

up? | know who my father is, Mom. I know I'm not your
son! | know that'swhy Dad aways fought with you, because
he knew. And you knew too. Y ou knew and they

paid you off and now youre gonnatell mejust what it is
that's so damn secret that no onein thistown isgiving

me astraight answer!™

"You just shut up, you bastard,” his mother said, her
voice stranger than he'd ever heard. She pointed to the
money. "That isblood money, and you are lucky that
your head wasn't smashed against arock the minute you
were born. I'll tell you who you are, you bastard. I'll tell
you how you changed this family when you were born.

How my husband would never touch me again. How I've
had to pretend | cared about you when you didn't even
amdl like ababy, you smeled like nothing when you
were a baby, you wouldn't even cry. You just stared at
me like you knew everything, and | had to put your mouth
to my breasts and it would turn my stomach when you



suckled. It would make mewant to vomit." Her mouth

was asnarl. "My son had to die and you haveto live, and | had to take care of you because of this
money that | can't even touch because | know what | did. | know

what | was part of."

Stony dropped to hisknees. He covered his ears.

"Y ou want to know it? Did that bitch in the woodstell

you? Did she?| knew shewould one day. | knew she
couldn't be trusted. Did shetdl you that you would be

dead today if not for me? Did shetdl you that | lost my
little boy the minute he was born and then | had to decide
inoneminuteif | wasgoing to takeyou? And adl | wanted
was my little boy and something in me thought that you
could be him. Y ou could be him. And | spent the past
fifteen years of my life pretending to love you, to love

you, and hoping that it would somehow just work, but

even your brother Van knew early. Hetold mewhen he
was Six that you had something wrong with you. Hetold
me that you looked like other babies but you had something
that made him think you were evil. And | knew you

were, but | just pretended for so god damned long! And |
tried to kill mysdf but | couldn't! Even though | hated

you, | knew you were a baby, and | knew that God would
send meto Hell for eternity for killing mysdlf and abandoning
my children! Jesustells usto bear our burdens

gladly, but I couldnt! Not with you!"

Stony dropped hishandsto hisside. It fdt asif steam
were building insgde him, and he fdt aripple--amovement
within him that he could not identify, asif hisblood

were heating up, asif the sounds of distant waves crashed
aong his bones and muscles. He opened his mouth and
the words that came out did not fed like his. "Tdl me
who my mother isl | want to know!"

"Ligten, you little ungrateful bastard, the only reason |

took you is because a priest put you in my arms and gave
me that money, because | needed to know that | could get
away from hereif | ever had to. | took that money as



payment for you and your sorry sniveling little assand

now you throw it up in my face. Now get the hell out of
my house. Get the hell out of my house!" Tears streamed
down Angle Crawford's face, and she looked uglier than
he had ever seen her, uglier than he thought any human
being could look. Her eyeswere wild, her hair tossing up
and down as she shook her head, as she dammed her fists
againg her somach, screaming.

In the Cadtillo household, Lourdess mother turned to the
police officer from Mystic who had shown up early and
sad, "She hasn't come home dl night | told you people
something happened. | told you last night. She'sagood
girl. She doesn't stay out dl night. Something'swrong. |
bet it'sthat boy. That boy from the village. That village
has always been bad. He's been up to no good with her."

Thiswas the most compaosed she had been in nearly
nine hours, since sheld sent her sons out into the woods
and to town to try to find their little Sster.

Othersin town detected adight change, asif the coming
winter had just drawn a breath closer, for frost wasin the
air, frost and something about the light of this day that
seemed on the verge of going out completely.

Stonehaven Borough was arranged in a series of nest
and tiny paths, al crisscrossing asif part of alabyrinthine
design. At its heart, the Common with itsold library, and
at itsautumn-yellow edges, the Post Office and churches.

The old Customs House on High Street, the apartments
abovethe few storesin what might generoudy be caled
downtown Stonehaven, the old venerable captains and
their widows houses along Water Street ... dll intersecting,
al winding around each other until, smaler and



smaller, thevillage ended a Land's End. There, the glassy
water surrounded the stubby finger of rocky land. The
gullsand cormorants rose and fell with the water, and
Guff Hanlon wastaking his morning congtitutiona before
going back into the village to work hiswinter hoursin
the public library. A few boats were out upon the shining
waters, and the Ides of Avaon were just gentle dopes of
haze out in the Sound. Guff saw, as he rounded thetip of
Land's End, what looked to him to be astrange light
coming from over at Juniper Point, back by the summer
mansons. Thelight was yellow-green, and flashed for
only afew seconds. But it was enough to startle him. He
checked the position of the sunin the east, and thought it
might just belight glinting off one of the windows of the
Crown place. Something about the light seemed interesting
to him, so he went and sat at the edge of the water,
crossing hislegs on one of the large rocks that shored up
the point. He watched the summer homes from this great
distance for afew minutes, and then decided he had just
imagined it. For nothing could produce alight quitelike
the one held seen.

He was about to get up and continue hiswalk, when
he saw thelight again.

And something € s, too.

L ater, as he pushed the cart of books down the oriental
rug in the center of the Stonehaven Free Library, he gave
anod to FionaMcallister. She wore her low-cut peach
blouse, and the tan skirt he liked so much on her. She
followed him past afew early-morning patrons, into the
narrow hall of the book stacks. In the dark, dusty room,
he turned to her. Shetried to kisshim, but he kept his
distance. "Something'swrong,” he sad.

"Whdt isit?"
"It'snot you. It'sme. | saw something thismorning.

Something that bothered me. No, wait, it didn't bother
me. It ... terrified me.”



She put her asams around his shoulders. "Tell Mama,"
she whispered.

Guff shrugged her off. "Not now, Fi. Not now. |

thought the Crown place was on firethismorning. |
thought it was burning ..." Then tears poured from his
eyes, and he no longer looked like aman in hismid forties,
but like aboy of nine. "1 wanted it to burn. | wanted
itto..."

"Youimaginedit," Fionasad, trying to comfort him.
"Don't say thesethings, Guff."

"No," hesad. "l saw itintheclear light of day. It's
getting stronger ..."

"Oh, baby," she said swesetly, and thistime, hefdll

into her arms, and she kissed him al over, shekissed his
neck, hisclosed eyelids, hisnose, hislips, hischin. His
tears mingled with hers. "It wasalong time ago,” she
whispered. "A long time ago. Wewere dl so young then.

All so young and innocent. It'sdl right. It'sagood
thing."”

"l wasthere," he moaned, alittle too loud, not caring
if othersheard him. "1 wasthere. You ... dl of us..."

"Wherethe hell you been?' Del asked. He had just managed
to escape the school bus, and was down at the docks

by eight-thirty a m., drinking beer and skipping stones
acrossthe water. He had hiswool cap pulled down amost
over hiseyes, and his sweatshirt was covered with seagull
ghit.

Van stood over him, not exactly looking at him, not
exactly looking through him either.

Something was funny about the way Van looked, but
Dd couldn't quite figure out if hewasjust dirty or what,
on account of the way the sun was gleaming so damn
hard and striking the water too, so it made flecks of light
dance around Van'sface.



And then, as Del shaded his eyes, he knew.
It's blood.
It's god damned blood.

And Van--hisface, hishair, dl crinkled and wrinkled
and white asaworm--

Van was soaking, hisclothes, hisskin, and heleft a
trail of blood as he stepped closer to Del and took a beer
from the six-pack. Van hunkered down beside him.

"I'm fucked," Van said.

Thevillage had its own morning bustle, as Officer Den

nehy walked shop to shop with a picture of Lourdes Cadtillo
in one hand, and a Styrofoam cup full of coffeein

the other. He stopped first at the Package Store, and
walked among the rows of wine bottles to the cash register.

MarthaWight, her white hair flecked with pepper,

sat flipping through acopy of the Nationa Enquirer, cigarette
in one hand nearly singeing the pages. She glanced

up, aribbon of smoke curling around her craggy features.

"Ben?' shesaid.

"Good morning, Marti," he said. He set his coffee
down. Tossed the photo on her counter. " She's been
missing sncelast night. Parents are worried.”

MarthaWight gave him acurious |ook. "Never seen
her before. She from the village?!

He shook his head. "Wequetucket. But she was over
here yesterday. Y ou got any rock candy?"'

"Never seen her before," Martharepeated, giving a
light shrug of her bony shoulders. "Rock candy'sover in
thejar." She pointed to aseries of smal jarson thefar
counter. "Y ou eat enough of that stuff, your teeth're
gonnafdl out."

"Too late. HaAlf of 'em are dready gone," Dennehy
said. Hewaked over, lifting up the lid. The rock candy
was blue, and on strings. He lifted one strand up, popping



abit of it into Ms. mouth. He glanced around at the cos
turners and the liquor and magazines asif held never seen
the Package Store before. ™Y ou probably know every kid
intown, huh? Probably awaystrying to get some beer or
candy or something?'

Martha Wight shook her head. "I don't sall no beers

to minors, you know that, Ben. Thesekids. They'redl
the same. This one probably run off with some boy, or
just took off on her own. They runwild." Taking along
drag off her cigarette, she raised her eyebrows. Exhaling
apowerful lungful of smoke, she added, "If | see her, I'll
send her home."

The cop hit three more shops, but reached a dead end
onadl of them, until he came to the Rail shack Butcher
Shop.

Butch Railsback, hacking at aside of beef, his gpron
smudged with blood and entrails, glanced at the picture.

"Y eah, dat's Angie Crawford'sboy'sgirl. Lourdes. Like
that miracle place. Lourdes. She'sacutie. Hope she's
okay. She and Stony, dey're prob'ly off somewheresto
get'er.”

Then Officer Dennehy asked, "Y ou know, that's what the girl's mother said. But when | stopped by the
Craw- fords ahalf hour ago, Angie told me she had no idea
who thisgirl was."

Butch shook hishead. "It's her. | seen 'em together,
kissin' behind my shop. Maybe Angie never seen her before.

Could be. Could be Stony boy don't take hisgirl
home to meet Mama."

When Dennehy was out on the street again, he noticed
that more than afew shop owners seemed to be watching
him.

Asif waiting to see where he/d go next. He waved to

each of them and thought, Dear Chrigt, what abest | got.

Save mefrom old New England and the way they watch
and wait and then never redly step in with information
until it'stoo late.



The kitchen at the Crowns house was long and wide,

meant for entertaining company with dinner parties. Inthe
early part of the twentieth century, it had been used precisdy
for that. Dozens of the dmaogt-rich, the dmost

famouswould arrive in drovesin the summer. Coming

from Manhattan or down from Boston were the flappers
and their feckless beaus with dicked-back hair, the
charmed circle that the Crown family drew to them--

never men as powerful as Crown, never women as

wedlthy as Mrs. Crown--but those who needed something
from them, or got something just by being among the
Crowns. Nouveau-riche movie stars, oil tycoons, upscae
ganggters and their mink-glazed molls, al gathered for
frolicsand dalliances, and the kitchen was often the center

of the hive asillicit liquor was more often than not hidden

in one of its secret compartments beneeth the long sink
withitssx faucets. Y ou could almost hear the echo of
laughter and gaiety as couples ran around the cooks, dipping
their fingersto taste the sauce, or uncorked another
magnum of Dom.

But the wild times and parties had ended, and withina
few years, the summer home became areclusive place.

By thetime Dianawas born, so little entertaining was
done there that they no longer employed acook in the
ummer.

Alan Fairclough stood in the kitchen, and poured himself
aglass of aged Scotch. Sipped it, looking about the

place. Glanced at hiswatch. Eight-thirty A. M. He had dept
wdll, and was not surprised by her call two hours earlier.

"It'shgppening. | can't believeit, but it's happening,”
shed said, her voicethrilling, her excitement papable.

"All Soul's Day's coming,” he had told her. "Therituads
arethefine-tuning.”



"Yes" shewhispered. Then, after apause, "Theresa
lot of blood."

"That'sdl right. Don't et it worry you. Thisis part
of the plan, Diana. Theré's nothing to fear. Y ou know that
better than anyone.”

"I'm not afraid of it. I'm afraid of--"

"Of logng yoursdf toitstotdity. Don't be," Fair
clough said softly. "L ook, I'll have some breskfast and
then I'll bring the boat over."

Then Dianasad, "l did theritud. Just like you taught
me. | wasn't tainted with the sacrifice."

Alan smiled, glancing out the window of hishome,

across the Sound, to the thrusting finger of Stonehaven,
and the great white house & its edge. "Purity. Did he love
her when hedid it?'

"'l think s0. Yes. It ... it almost brought ... it out ...
inme," shewhispered.

"That'sdl right, Diana," Fairclough said soothingly.
"It'snatural for that to happen. It's nothing to fear.”

Now, two hours later, in the grand kitchen, Alan Fairclough
felt asthough everything he had ever searched for

was at hand. Everything hed ever believed in was coming
true.

In afew moments, Diana Crown appeared in the doorway
to thekitchen. "It's happening,” she said, swesat
aong her forehead. "Just like you said it would.”

Alan raised hisglass. " Sometimes one hasto prod
these things dong. For the sake of religion.”

Her face could not be more perfect, he thought What
shewas, what was within her--

The magnificenceof it.

All hislife héd been searching, and to find it here,
among thisfamily, tucked away ...

"I have something for you," she said.

"Him?'



Diananodded.

Alan tasted the bitter fire of whiskey at the back of his



throat. "Do you think he has much fight in him? Last
night must have been ... well, exhaugting to say the least.

Y ou had to push him over the edge, no?’
She shrugged. "Does it matter?”
Alan Fairdlough grinned like alittle boy on Chrigmas

morning. "Oh, infinitely so. | want to give him a sporting
chance"



Chapter Twenty-three
Van

"What'sdl that?' Del asked, but looking at the blood
on Van's shirt, he didn't need to betold. The smell was
enough. It was like sticking his face into an open wound.

"I fuckin'killed her," Van said, and then began giggling.
"Shit, does that sound goofy. | killed her."

Dd cocked hishead to the sde. Took another swig of
beer.

"It was not likekilling her, though, Ddl. Man, you got

to believe me," Van said, hiswords coming out rapid

fire. "It was more like making cosmic loveto her, it was

like fucking something that opened like aflower. It was

sweet. | know it waswrong to do, | know it was bad,

man, but it was not like killing her, it was like she whispered

to meto make holes al over her and then she

opened them al for me--for me, man, for fuckin' me-- and then she said, well, come onin, Van, baby, |
want

you ingdedl my flowers-shewaslikethisgarden ..."



Both of them were slent for amoment. Ddl heard the
cries of the gulls overhead, as they dropped crabsand
clam shellsdong the pavement behind them.

Van popped the tab on a beer can, his eyes squinting
as he glanced around at the sun-spotted water. "I'm
fucked, man."

"Isthisajoke?' Del asked, and then it struck him-- of course it was ajoke, man. Van was dways
playing

pranks and shit. One time he pissed on six different doorsteps

in one night, and another time he took adump on

Tamara Curry's back porch just so that when she went to

feed her catsin the morning, shed steprightinit. Van

was arucking genius at practical jokes and stuff. "I know,

you went down to Railsback's and got Butch to let you

wipe like adead pig or something al over you and that's

the blood and shit." Ddl raised his beer can, "Good Halloween

costume. Me, I'm going' as Dracula, but you-- Man, you are one sick mother, but my hat's off to you,
dude--"

Van'sexpression nickered like there was a trand ucent
mask of happiness over aface beneath it. A face that was
likeimploded flesh, like someone had stuck ahand grenade
down Van'skisser and pulled the pin, only it blew

up behind the skin.

"I mean, it's pretty freaky for you to do thisfor adamn
costume, but man, it's gonna scare the bejesus out of the®
bitches from Wequetucket if we haul ass down thereto;
night--" But even as Dd said these words, somethings
about them felt hollow, asif in saying them hewas hoping |
to cover up whatever black hole Van was sitting in.

"I killed that bitch who my baby brother knocked up,”
Vansad, hislipsquivering, asif dl the awfulness of the
previous night had just hit him. He squinched up hisface,
looking like awizened old man for asecond. He drank;
the rest of the beer.

The sunlight felt good. Dl looked out across the water4 to the south. He could see Stonington and
Mystic down|



that way, and some trawlers pushing out to the east. The
curve of land, and the yellow-gold of treesasthelr brilliant
colors swept the sky with achilly breeze, dl seemed

part of theworld of normal life that gave Del some comfort.

Hedidn't look back at Van. "Y ou're shittin' me,

"No, man, I'm not. | really killed her. Look, shewas
walking home through the woods. Like she dways does
when she and Stony get together. Remember when you
and me spied on them?”

"Yeah," Del said, wanting to chuckle a thismemory,
but something icy caught in histhroat. "Y eah, | remember.

Last summer.”

'Y eah, he was getting some off her, and whore that
shewas, she put out good. Well, it waslike that, only it
was me and Diana--"

"Something's wrong with that bitch," Del interjected.

"And then something got ingde me, man. It waslike | had swallowed some yelow jacket or something
andit
wasadl jiggly insde me and | heard these voices--"

"Y ou'relooney tunes, man."

"Shut up,”" Van sngpped. "And then, it waslike she
gave me permission, and | had thisknife, thisknife--"

Dd glanced over a Van. Van drew alarge hunting
knife from hisbelt.

Severd strands of dark hair were stuck to the blade.

"And it was like she gave me permission, like that

bitch Lourdes gave me permisson to jab her, only it

didn't seem like aknife, it seemed like my wang each
timel entered her and it didn't seem like | was stabbing
her, it was like--like--I was doing her--" VVan caught

his breath. Del wasn't sureif he was weeping or laughing,
but suddenly Van raised his hands over his head, the knife
held high. "I'm gonnakill mysdf right now, right now,

man, | need to take mysdf out!"

"Shit!" Del said, pivoting to the Sde to make sure that
he didn't get stabbed.






Van dropped the knife. It clattered to the dock. Then be bent down, wobbling as he went to retrieveit.

"Youredly kill her?' Del asked, and wondered if he |
could get up and run fast enough to get away from his;
friend, who looked like he was Charles Manson on a-<
bender. "Y ouredly redly kill her?'

"| stabbed her so many times, dude, that she squished
when | hugged her," Van whispered. Then, exhausted, he |
grabbed another beer, sinking back onto the dock. "What |
the fuck am | gonnado?'

Dd, consdering his options, shrugged. "Whatju do
with the body?'

Van, agulp of beer in hismouth, sprayed it. " Shit!"

Alan Fairclough took histimewalking up the sairs. Hig
morning glass of whiskey ill in hishand, he glanced ouit]
the windows towards the stables. It was good to be alivel
a the end of the two thousand years since God had de-j
scended, it was good to be alive when the Age of

Spirit was upon the world.

It was good to be the priest of the new age.

When he came to the bedroom on the second floor, facf)
felt the old excitement. The tumescencein hisgroin,
feding of youth within hismuscles. That surge of energyj
that always accompanied his blood sport. The Crov

had, over the years, supplied him with asteady stream |
youths and maidens, and it brought out the minotaur il
him. He loved sparring with an athletic young man,
young man who fdt that he could easly take out the oh
bastard who tried to punch him.

But Fairclough enjoyed the sport too much. Hed le

the boy have ahit or two at his expense, and then helc
begin the battering. The bewildered youth wouldn't eve
understand what was going on, what thiswould lead
Wouldn't even guess a the power that grew in Faircloug



the pleasure that burst from his brass-knuckled hands as
he punraided aface into pulp. Or the girls, how he could
torture them just by holding them down and doing nothing
but dicing agentle razor againgt their fine brows.

Killing was not hisgame.

The youths were paid and sent on their way, hustlers
and whores al to some degree, paid handsomely for the
privilege of Fairclough's bruta touch.

But this one, this boy, thisVVan Crawford, who had
done the sacred duty, who had shed the innocent blood
of the lamb--

Who had unwittingly begun the work of the Gods--
Hewould be ddlicious.
His pain would be like communion wine.

To know thelight of God, one had to know darkness
fird.

Alan Fairclough opened the bedroom door, and saw the
blood-soaked sheets, the indentation where Van had rested
his head in the night, and the bloody footprintsto the
window.

Out the window, he saw the red stains along the flagstone
walk.

"Damnit,”" Fairclough said, setting hisglassdown on
thewindowsl|.

"Hell be back," Dianasaid minutes later, when Fairclough
came sorming downgtairs, shouting curses. "He

needs me too much. He needs what we have. | know him
ingde and out now. Hell want me again.”

Within amatter of minutes, her words proved true.
Glancing up, Dianasaw what seemed at first the face
of aderanged clown, his hair matted, hisface pale with

redness around his eyes and nose. Van. He'd been crying.

Hewasincinerating himsdf from theingde out with his



need for her. His hunger. What he got from her waslike
an addiction, and he needed hisfix.

She leaned over the sink, reaching up to push the window
out dightly.

"Please," hesaid. "Weneed to talk. Let mein."

Van'shunger for her wasimmense. Away from Diana, he
felt weak and spent, but closeto her.. breathing the
sameair ...

Hisbrainfdt asif it were at war with itself. The blood
dripped from his scalp, blinding him as he went down thej
hal. Always, the house wasin shadow, asif the Crowng
did not want too much light in their sanctuary.

Van wiped at the blood on hisforehead. He tasted the;
fireof hisown fever.

Thefuckin' bitch! Look what she made me do! She senfi
meto Hel! She's such afuckin' cunt! Oh my God w/wrff she made me do!

Helooked down at his hands. The blood burst and su
purated like lavawounds, flowing across the palms, trick||
ling down hisfingers. Stigmatafountains—-and in each <
his hands, amirror. In the mirror, areflection, not of ;
face, but of amask. A mask ripping apart like paper,
showed the yellow fat of life beneath it. Something gil
bered and spat like a creature made entirely of nerveen

INgs
That'smel
That'sfitckin' mel

He screamed, damming his hads againgt thewa
"No! You can't do thisto me, you fuckin' bitch!"

Dianacameout into the hdl. Reaching over, sheflicl
on the hal lights so the morning shadows were wip
clean.

He had expected to see her in the light of day, ame
der.



But shewas not one. Shewas gtill beautiful, too beautiful,

too damn dluring, her hair fdling loose dong her

shoulders, her eyesfull of sunlight. She wore abeautiful

sheer white dress, showing off her paethighs. Didn't she know what she was doing to him? She
probably had not

even dept, yet shelooked sunning.

"Y ou didn't even say goodbye, Van Crawfish,” she
sad.

Couldn't she see the hdll he wasin? Couldn't she fedl
the pain that shot out around him like an aura?

"l dmogt called the police on you," she added.
"Hal" Helaughed, clapping his bloodstained hands together.
"That'sagood one!"

"Look at you," shesaid, her voicelow, "comingin
here, out of control, tracking blood, reeking of dead

She stepped forward and he saw what he had seeniin
her in the dark the previous night, the thing that had
zapped hisbrain somewhere, the thing that didn't seem
right, for when he looked at her, it wasn't like looking at
awoman at al, not awoman named Diana Crown, but it
was likelooking a adark creature with golden eyes that
shot fire--

He remembered then dl that he had seen, dl that had
been wiped clean from hisbrain in the past month, since
held met her, dl that had somehow hiddenin hismind,
asif it wastoo terrifying to contempl ate--

"You'reafuckin' devil worshipper!" he screamed.

"Y ou made me do thet last night! And that thing you got
in the chapd! That thing from Hell! Oh my god, I'm
gonnago to Hell! Y ou're makin' me go to Hell!™

Then Van thought he heard footsteps coming up swiftly
behind him, but when he turned to look, someone dugged
him hard in thejaw and he thought:

Damn, it'strue! You redly do see stars--

A tal, skinny old man stood over him, holding the oar



from aboat. "Y ou piddling little fuck. Timefor meto|
havealittlefun."

Van tried to push himsdlf up, but could not.

"Therésnothing | like better,” theman sadin ad

clipped British accent, "than aloca boy with ahigh tolerance
for pain. Ah, what | will do with you, Mr. Craw

ford, will open up vistas you now only imagine. When

the pain becomestoo intense, likefire, it numbs. Then

you don't fed anything. | would never want to get to that;
point. | want to amost get there, Mr. Crawford. Almost.

Just to the brink. Just enough so your nerve endings con- | tinue to scream for aslong as possible. But
don't worry.! | never kill aboy unlesshebegsmeto doit."

The man dropped the oar. It clattered on marble. The

man crouched down over him, holding hisface up. "Y ou)

know what | get from this? No, of course you don't. Let

metell you my little secret. | get closer to God, Mr. Craw- 5

ford. | get alittle closer to the secret of creation. It'sone

of therituadsthat's necessary for meto fed anything at]

al. | get what you might cdl a'charge fromit. Permit» me to introduce mysdlf. I'm Alan Fairclough, and
this|

my friend, isyour finest hour."

The man raised hisfist and brought it down, but that
was only the beginning.

Eventudly, it was over.

Eventudly, the man named Fairclough, whom Van hadl
begun to cal God, stopped dapping him, hitting him,;
whacking him, kicking him.

Eventudly, Van lay in aheap, and was not sure jusj
how long helay there, or even if hewas 4till dive.

The last words he heard from Fairclough were awormy |
whisper inhisear:

"Now, Van, you have proven satisfactory. Thank you. |
Should you live, I'd advise you to get out of this house]



soon, before my appetite returns. If you're too weary to
leave, I'm sorry, but asyou know, sometimes the blood
and the fight are enough of a charge, even without the
kick ingde, that little feding you must've gotten when
you stabbed her--what was it? One hundred and six
times, yes, that was the number, one hundred and six
times, but you know, that was part of theritua too, Van,
that was part of opening up something that God has sent
to us, and | thank you."

Perhaps an hour, perhaps two, passed before the will to
liveflickered within Van Crawford's soul. All that was

left within him longed to just make it right, to just somehow
makeit right again.



Chapter Twenty-four
God, Stony, and Johnny
Miracle

"You said | looked like my mother," Stony Crawford
sad, hisfaceflush, hiseyesamost wild, hishar faling
across hisface asif windblown.

The priest glanced up from hisdesk. "Stony," Father
Jm Laughlin said. He closed the magazine held been?

reading. Picked up therosary, fingering the first bead.

"You sad | looked like my mother," Stony repested,
"What did you mean?"

"|--" Father Jm began. Then, "Have aseat.”
"Jud tell me"
Father Jm nodded. Closed hiseyes. "All | meant--

"Not Angie Crawford. | dready know. | know Johnny*
Miracleismy father. Who is my mother?"

"When | was younger--" the priest began.

Stony interrupted. "Listen, | don't want to hear
private history, Father. | want to know who my mothi
is"
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"| can't tell you that."
"Well then who can?' Stony asked.

Johnny Miracle climbed down from the tree when he saw
God coming with the teenager. God dwayswore asmile
for him, and God awaystook care of him and brought
him food.

Johnny ran across the Common, and greeted God with
agreat big bear hug that made God groan dightly. Then

God said, "Johnny, | want you to meet someone. Someone
you probably have watched grow up here--" and

Johnny looked at the boy, thetall gangly kid hed seen

ride his bike down the streets so many times. Johnny nodded
to the boy, whose face seemed to be set in stone.

Then God sad, "Johnny, thisisyour son."

Johnny Miraclefdt asif hisbreathing had stopped, as

if hiswhole body had split apart, asif God were touching
the lining around his heart asit begt. Tearscameto his
eyeswithout hisknowing fully why; he bit hislower lip

to keep from shouting.

"My son," hesad. "My son."

Stony felt nothing but pain in hishead, and afeding as
if he were somehow aghost and not red anymore.

"All I want to know--" he began, but before he could
say another word, Johnny Miracle grabbed himupin his
arms, hugging him tight. Stony pulled away, but Johnny's
grip was stronger than he'd expected. It waslike being
hugged by agrizzly.

"My son!" Johnny shouted, weeping, hissmile asbig
asajack-0-lantern's. "My son!"

After Stony managed to extricate himsdf from
Johnny's grasp, he asked, "Whao's my mother?!



Johnny Miracle didn't seem to hear. He raised his hands
up to the sky and shouted, "Thank you!" Then, looking
at Father Jm, "Oh, God, thank you thank you thank
you!"

Stony waited for the shouting to die down.
"Who ismy mother?'

"Oh." Johnny tilted hishead to the Sde asif rattling

the marbles around in his skull. When he spoke, hisvoice

wasitsusua durred nonsensicad sound. What Stony's

mother--not my mother, not anymore, he reminded himself --had cdled

"Village ldiotee"

"Oh, your mother, your sweet mother, she was sent by
God Himsdlf, shewas an angd, shewas dl beautiful and
pretty and when they mated us--and they were all there,
my son--oh, when they mated us, it was like heaven and
hdl medtinginthemiddle.

Stony glanced at Father Jm. "Who are they? Who's
he talking about?'

Father Jm hung his head down. "I can't speak of it,
Stony. All I cantell you for now is, you were brought
into thisworld, and you needed afamily. Y ou needed the
Crawfords. Y ou didn't need the Crowns--"

"Fuck you," Stony said, suppressing an urge to punch

out the priest, fedling hisfifteen years bubbling with steam |
that needed to get out and quit with al this bullshit adults
were passing around.

"Don't you talk to God that way!" Johnny Miracle
shouted, hisidiot grin turning maniacd. Heraised his|
armsand swatted a Stony, clipping him on the chin|
"Don't you ever talk to the Lord Y our God that way!"
He swung hisfist through the air wildly, but Stony:|
ducked. "No son of mineis ever gonna--"

Stony was aready running, running but not knowing
where he would go, running past pumpkins piled on door- s
steps, past the Blue Dog Tea Shop, past the Packages;!

Store, past the policeman who shouted for him, past thejj



streets, back to the lighthouse at Land's End, back to
where he could forget that this morning had ever occurred.

Wake up! Wake up! he shouted insde himsdlf. It'sa
dream! It'sanightmare! Y ou're gonnabe late for some
math test! Y ou had too much of that cat's claw tea at
Noras and now you're hdlucinating in her shack! None
of this can bereal, none of this can change so quickly!

Nobody has been lying to you al your lifel

When he reached thetdl yellow grass behind the lighthouse,
he looked across the Sound and screamed at the
top of hislungsjust to get it out of himsdlf, just to let it

go

He looked back to Juniper Point, to the Crown house--
The Crowns.

He sat down on the ground, and lay back, staring up at
the hazy sunshine.

Oh Lourdes, wherever you are, | hope you're far from
this, | hopeyou're a school, Stting in Chemistry class
wondering why I'm not there. Wondering why, because
you decided not to run away with me, that it was dl
foolishness. And you're Sitting there wondering why you
can't tell me about how you couldn't dip out of the house
this morning, or how you had to tell your mother you were
pregnant and she and your dad threw amagjor fit and now
they won't let you talk to me anymore....

LourdesMaria, | know you 'll understand dl this, all
thisbullshit. | know you will.

And then something sngpped insgde him, so loudly it
was asif atwig had been stepped on near his ear.

Something snapped, and he felt the world going black.
"See? | knew it wasadream. | knew it," he muttered,
and then pinpoints of dark and light fluttered in front of
hiseyes. A paininsde his head seemed to burst--

He thought he heard the hoofbeats of distant horses
gdloping dong ashdlow surf.

Then he blacked out.



Inside adream, he saw the cove, and L ourdes stood
out on the water, wearing the dress she wore to church.

She held her arms out to him, but when he stepped onto
the till weter, it turned red, and the swans dl rose, their
wingspans enormous, as they took to the skies.

He glanced up, watching the beautiful white birds, and
saw fire erupt from their wings until the entire world
burned from their beating.

Then Stony Crawford opened his eyes. His head was
throbbing. Hewiped at his dripping nose. Hishand came

back bloody. "Shit," he muttered, sitting up. Hed only
been out afew seconds. He fdt exhausted.

Officer Dennehy said, "Hey, kid. Stony, right?"

The policeman stood on the edge of the path by the
lighthouse.

"Y ou okay, kid?" the cop asked.

Stony sat up, heaving asigh that felt larger than his
sax-foot frame. "Yeah, | guess.”

Dennehy stepped of f the path, walking over to him.

"Let mehelp you up, okay?' He squatted down, and put
his hand under Stony's elbow.



Chapter Twenty-five
The Cop

"I've been looking for you dl morning,” Dennehy said.
"Y ou want some rock candy?"

Stony shook his head. He leaned back in the seet, glancing
out the window to the Sound. Seagulls dove down
and up from the choppy waves. "l've been around.”

"Y ou okay? Looked like you passed out. | don't smell
any dcohoal.

Stony felt very arch. "Let'sjust say I'm having ashitty
morning."

"Hmm." Dennehy cocked his head to the Sde, considering
this. He popped a piece of the trangparent hard

candy into his mouth, crunching down on it. His back
molar hurt, and he knew this probably meant another root
cand for him.

"Why've you been looking for me?!

Dennehy brought out the picture of Lourdes. "This
your girl?'



Stony nodded. Then, "Something's wrong?*

Dennehy shrugged. " Sheé's missing. Know where she
might be?

"Y ou tried her home?* Concernin hisvoice. The teenager
was worried. Dennehy could seeright away that

Stony had little to hide; but he did look like someone who
hadn't gotten any deep for afew nights.

Dennehy gave him aflat stare. Then, "Kid, you look
like you've been through hell. What's up?"

"Y ou don't want to know."

"Sure| do."

"No, you redly don't."

"All right. So tell me about you and Lourdes Cadtillo.”

"She'smy girlfriend,” Stony said. "We were going to
run away together this morning. We were gonna get married.”

"Whoa. So what happened?’
"She never showed up.”

"Tdl meabout you."

Why?

"Because," Dennehy said. "Geez, kid, thisvillageis
full of you die-hard New England types. Get back into
theworld. I'm hereto help. I'm hereto find your girlfriend. | ain't the enemy.”

Then, both because Stony didn't know what elseto do

and because something in him felt like he would burst, he opened his mouth and let the story out,
beginning with

the revelation from Nora, al the way to the encounter with

Johnny Miracle and Father Jm.

Afterwards, Dennehy said, "Holy shit. That isamother
of amorning, kid."

"Yeah." Stony nodded. "It's Halloween and | keep;

hoping it'sal abig joke on me." Hisvoice cracked,

fragile. Dennehy had a sudden impulseto drive the kid;

the hell out of the borough, down to Mystic, passhimtoj
hissgter Ireneto give him abig bowl of clam chowder

and asandwich, and tell him to wait down theretill Den280






nehy could locate hisgirl. If half of what the teenager
said wastrue, thiswas not exactly the best timefor his
girlfriend to go missing.

Dennehy started up his patrol car. Voices from dispatch
mumbled from hisradio, but he turned it down. ' 'Stony,
tell you what. Let'sgo out to her family's place and
maybe we can figure out where she might've gone.

Okay?'

Stony shook hishead. "No way. If she'snot there, |
don't want to have to take bullshit from them too. | need
tofind her."

Dennehy drove back up to High Street, taking the curve
alittletoo fast, dmogt hitting alazyass cat that somped
proudly into the street and then ran like hell when the
police car was onit. Then, onimpulse, he pulled over
again. "Listen, you want to go take anap or something?

My sigter's got a spare room down in Mystic and you
redly look like you need afew hours of shuteye."

Stony shrugged, hiseyes blinking closed. "No, I'm
fine serioudy.”

"Yeahright,” Dennehy sighed, as he drove on out of

the village, out to Route 1, down to old Mystic and the
gray clapboard on Greenmantle Drive where Irene would
dready be making lunch.

The teenager in the seat beside him was already adeep
before they'd even reached Wequetucket.

Stony awoke in darkness.

Swest trickled down the back of hisneck.

He heard voices out in the hdlway. A needle-thin shaft
of light from benesth the door. For amoment he thought
hewas alittle kid again, and his parents werefighting,

but these voices were more soothing.

"It'sonly been four hours, let him deep some more,”
the woman said.



"Y eah, but he's got to go back, he can't stay here.” It
was Dennehy's voice. "Besdes, maybe hisgirl islooking
forhim."

"Why are you so concerned?’
"l just am. He's been through hell."

"That cockamamie story you mean,” the woman
huffed. "He's ateenager. Teenagers make up stories
sometimes. You werelikethat.”

"No, Irene, | know he was telling the truth. Nobody
lies about that kind of stuff. And you know about those
dories-"

"Oh, good grief, and you bdieve them. A bunch of
fundamentaistsin Wequetucket spread arumor nearly
twenty years ago about devil worship in that village
and--"

"It'smy beset. It'saweird town. I've seen afew
things-"

"And you'reacop. You gonnatell methat you believe
that abunch of Satanigts are living over there? The evil
rich people who use the villagersfor their sadistic black
mases?'

Silence. Stony stretched, sitting up on the featherbed.

He swiped at the deep in hiseyes, and tasted the sourness
of thelast of some dream in hismouth.

"You know | don't believe that,” Dennehy said. He
cleared histhroat. "My point is, maybe thiskid should
never go back there. The situation with hisfamily, with
his-"

"That's not your business,” the woman said. "Remember
the last time you tried that? What was her name?

Natdie?'
"Stopit. | didwhat | could for her."

"Y eah, and now she'saward of the state and probably
will never bethe same again.”

"Wadll, they beet her. They probably wouldvekilled
her."



"Maybe. Maybe." The woman's voice softened. "You



can't save everyone, Ben. You just can't. Whatever that
boy isgoing through, you haveto let him."

"It'sjust that ..."
"Ben?"

"It'sjust that ... | wasthere, Irene. | wasthere the day
hewas born.”

llTr]a w’?l
Silence

"I was doing my rounds, just wandering, and | heard

the mother screaming, and | went over ... [t wasraining
hard. It sarted raining so hard | couldn't see Sraight, and
when | got there, the priest was there, and others were
there, too, the Crowns, and well, lots of people, maybe
ten or twelve, and it was like they formed a protective
circle around the mother and | swear, Irene, | redlly am
positive | saw two babies. One al bloody and the other
al clean and not precisdy anewbornand ..."

"Ben?'
"Both of them were crying. Both of them were dive.
But the priest, he--"

"No!" the woman shouted, and then Stony heard a
muffled cry.

"'l could not believe my eyes. | would not believe them.

But now, with thiskid, fifteen years old, Stony Crawford,
and the story hetold me... It dll fits"

"They killed the baby? Y ou're sure?"

"That'sthe sad part. I'm not sure. Therain, it was 0
hard, and | couldn't redly see, and then later | asked
somebody--maybe Marti Wight, or that woman with the
cats, Curry--and they told me there was only one baby.
That I'd imeagined--"

"And you'd been drinking," the woman said, her voice
softening again.

"Y eah, that was before. My six-pack suicide badass



cop breakfast. Back in the bad old days."

"Oh, Ben," thewoman said. "Oh my God. I'm sure



thisisn't like that. Nothing isthat bad. People aren't that
terrible”

Slence
Dennehy sad, "Arent they?"

Stony got up out of bed, and went to the window. He
pulled the blinds up, and saw alittle garden in the light

of early evening. Beyond it, a pack of trick-or-treaters, all
about three feet high, were walking aong the sdewalk of
the oppogite Street, one of their fathers guiding them with
apumpkinheed flashlight.

Carefully and quietly, helifted the window, feding the
chill of night brush past him.

To get from Mydtic to Stonehaven was afive-mile hike,

but Stony grabbed the six-fifteen bus up Route 1, jumping
off just beyond Stonington, and then walked the find two
miles dong the dark dender offshoot highway that went

into the borough. He thought of going on up to Wequetucket
to seeif Lourdes had returned home, but decided

that if she had, it might be good if she stayed there awhile.

Hisblood was boiling, and he fet an anger surge
through him that he hadn't known before.

Therewere liesand liesupon lies, and hefet afury a
hisfamily, and at the village that had raised him up only
to dap him hard when he'd nearly reached manhood.

Asadways, Haloween night inthe village rarely meant
children trick-or-tregting, it dmost never meant anything
other than darkened houses with their harvest displays out
on front steps. The few kids that did trick-or-treat were
usualy taken up and down one block, but the neighbors
tended to not open their doors, preferring instead to leave
out bowls of candy for thelittle kidsto grab up in their
bags. Stony felt a breeze come up as he walked alongside
the cove, over the bridge, into the village. The temperature
had dropped severd degreesin just afew minutes. He:;



drew the hood of his sweatshirt up. He noticed that he
stank, which came as no surprise since he hadn't showered
in twenty-four hours, and his exhaustion and anger

seemed to come out of his pores. When he finally reached
his house, it was nearly seven a night. It was silent,

empty. Hismother would gtill be on-shift &t the hospital
down theroad, and his father would probably be drinking
with his lobstering buddies down at the docks. Well, not
realy my mom and dad, he thought. Theidea of it was
vaguely comforting. Fuck ‘'em dl.

Hetook the longest, hottest shower of hislife, and felt
like he was scrubbing the past off his hide, Ivory-soaping
al the memories, rinsing the badness that had infected his
life

He watched the filthy water run down the bathtub drain.

After he dressed, he went downgtairs, and tried calling
Lourdes. Her mother answered. "Bueno?' she said.

"Hola, Senora Castillo, es Lourdes en casa?"

"Stony?" Mrs. Casdtillo asked, and the voice was one
of suspicion. "That you?'

"Yesh," hesad. "ls-"

She cut him off. "What have you done with my daughter?
Whereis she? Why was she not home last night?

What did you--"

And then the line went dead.

Stony stared at the receiver, trying to make sense of
what she'd said.

Lagt night?

L ourdes hadn't even come home last night?

Stony felt the presence of someone behind him, perhaps
adight sound had clued him, perhapsit was the fetid
breath ...

Heturned.

Van stood there with the phone cord, unplugged from
thejack, in hishand.



"No caling out. Not right now. Not right now, Stony



baby brother. | done something redl red nasty.” Van
dropped the cord.

In hisother hand, hislarge hunting knife, unshesthed.

"Youtrying to cal her?Ha You ain't never calin her
agan!" Van, hisface barely recognizable benesth a mask
of blood and torn flesh, stood before him in the living room. "I killed Lourdes. | killed her."

"Bullshit." Stony felt hisheart legp, felt something
scratch at the back of histhroat. Hislimbsfelt heavy.

Thiswas pure hell, the day and now the night, thiswas
pure hell, and he had somehow been plunked right down
inthe middle of it. Hisworld had turned into anightmare
of questions and confusions, and now, this....

"She's at the Crown place. They put her in this bed.

They'resck fucks. DianaCrowniis... is... she's something
fucked up, Stony. She got thisthing in her eyes. She
got this power!"

Then Van drew something from his pocket.

Passed it to Stony.

It wasthe small purple flower that he'd given Lourdes,
that shed put in her hair. Last night. Standing in Our
Lady, Star of the Sea. Put it into the Virgin's hand, but
Lourdes had laughed and said how Mary didn't need it,
and had put it in her hair. How beautiful the flower had
looked in her dark hair.

Only it was no longer purple.

It wasred and smdl and pulpy and smelled of blood.

Threelong strands of black hair were entwined around it
asif they'd been pulled out violently at the roots.

"What the--" Stony looked from the flower in his
hands to his brother.

Van grinned, hdf histeeth rotted and yellow, hiswhite
har dmogt on end. In hishand, hishunting knife. "You



know you're the one doing thisto me. You are. | canfed
you insde me making me do thid"

Stony stepped back, sure that VVan was going to plunge
itinto him.

"I never fuckin' liked you, baby brother," Van giggled,
and then he thrust the knifeinto hisgut, twisting and
turning it as he brought it up to histhroat.

Van Crawford spilled across Stony's shirt.



Chapter Twenty-six

"Jesud" Stony cried out, faling back, wiping the blood
off him, tearing hisblue shirt off, pulling his soaked jeans
off. The blood seemed to go right into him, into hisskin,
into histhroat. He fdlt the dectricity of hisbrother'slife

go through him.

A bloody grin spread across Van'sface, and he drew
the hunting knife out just asif he fill wasthere, il
inside that bloodied and chopped body, and he held the
knife out to Stony--

Takeit, awhigper within him said.

Takeit. Useit onthem. | couldn't. I'm not that strong.

Y ou're the strong one.

"No! Van!" Stony shouted, his skin soaked with his
brother's blood, watching the last of his brother shivering,
fdling like amarionette whose strings have just been cut,

falling down in ahesp of dark red-brown mess. Steam
rose up from the body.



Some wire overheated in Stony's brain, and hefelt as
if he were teetering on the edge of a chasm--

It'sjust anightmare, none of this can be happening,
noneof it. All of it hasto be ajoke, atrick, adream.

Feding a power surge through him, he held hisarms
out and screamed at the top of his lungs. His voice echoed.

The screams came back at him, multiple screams, dl
with hisvoice.

Stony fdt astrange rumbling indde him, asif avolcano
within his own body threatened to erupt. I'm going crazy.

I'm watching this going crazy. It can't be hgppening. This
shit doesn't redlly happen. He held his handsto the sde
of hishead. Don't loseit now. Don't loseit. Find Lourdes.

Somehow you'l find her. She can't be dead. She has our
baby.

Then adeep cam swept over him. The room shifted,
asif cleaning something horrible from it. The body il

lay there, the cheap blue carpeting soaking up the pour of
blood.

But Lourdeswas his only thought.

Stony went and grabbed clean clothes from the hangers

in hiscloset. He put them on. Don't think about this yet, some part of him instructed. Don't think about
what you

just watched your brother do. Lourdesisthe only thing

you need to think aout. If she'sin sometrouble, if she's

at that house, then you need to find her.

Hetook his mother's station wagon, the station wagon
that had contained the mythic story of his birth, but not
his--oh no--the birth was of some other Stephen Craw
ford, this one, this Stony was born in the Crown house.

Every damn thing in hislife happened at the Crown
house, only he hadn't known it, and now it was al so
fucked up he didn't know which way to turn. He had only
driven acar once before, with hisold friend Jack the



previous spring, driving out on the dirt roads down in
Weguetucket once, in Jack'sfather's car, just dirt roads,

and he'd learned how to use the brakes and all the other

fun stuff, but now he didn't care if some cop pulled him

over. Who the hell cared?Ha haha, Officer Dennehy, my
brother just drove his hunting knife from hisnaveto his

chops and you're worried about me driving without alicense?

Something had become so cam, so peaceful, asif his
sense of--God? Was it God? Or wasiit just his sense that
nothing could be this bad, nothing could be worse than
his brother driving his hunting knifeinto his own somach
and (don't think it, don't conjure the image up, something
ingdeisgonnaerupt if you think too much about it)--

The hunting knife was on the car seat next to Stony.

He couldn't even remember taking it from hisdying
brother, he could barely remember thinking that he could
usethe knife. He barely could remember holding the knife
inhishand ...

His sense of something he fdt he must have dways
known, dwaysfdt ingde, hisdifferentness, his stranger
inadgrangeland sense, hisfeding that hewaslike the
Storm King, from another place, from another family--

Johnny Miracle and--who?

Who was his mother if not the woman named Angie
Crawford? Who was she? Why couldn't Noratell him?

He amost crashed into the black iron gate at the Crown
driveway. Opening the car door, he got out and looked at
the mansion. How could Lourdes be here? Dead or dive?

Why would she bein this place where she knew no one
and no one knew her?

At the second-story window, Diana Crown pushed the,
curtain aside. She pulled the large window open, and the
chilly October wind blew her hair back.



"Get out of my way," he said to her as she greeted him
at thefront door. "Get the fuck out of my way." He held
the hunting knife up.

"Stony, you don't need to be upset," Diana Crown
said. "It can al be explained. It'sall set up to be--"

"Just get the fuck out of my way," hesaid. "'l dont
even know you. Who are you people? Where's the room?

Whereisshe?'

"Updairs" shesad. "On thel€ft. Thefirst bedroom.”
In adaze he walked up the sairs. It seemed to take
forever to get to the landing. Once there, he turned I eft,
counting the paces. Thiswastoo unred. It was not redly
happening, but he would play dong. It wasjust abig
Halloween joke, it wasjust--

Then he saw her--

In the bed--

The mattress soaked.

Wheat the--

Wheat the fuck--

What the fuck did they do to her?

Then, he thought the wildest, craziest thought--

Van lied. Hekilled himsdf in front of me, but hefuckin'
lied! That bastard!

Lourdes lay on the blood-soaked bed.

Lourdes, dive...
But her body--

"My God!" he shouted, "What the fuck have you done
to her?'

--likeawhitish pink larvaof pulsing liquid around her
face and neck.

Through alayer of mucus-scum, her face. Her body,
covered with tranducent skin, with aclear liquid--



Veinsrunning outside her body--



--To areolas and what seemed to him like the abdomen
of somekind of insect larva--

Like a coating around her--

Like aprotective shell--

But her eyes, fluttering open--

Beneath thelayer of pulsing clear liquid, and blue-red
veins branching out to the edges of the new skin that
covered her from head to toe--

Blood pumping--

She can't even seeme.

She doesn't even know where sheis.

She'sin some kind of womb.

She's--

A nearly clear pinkish liquid drained from the six dark
areolas on the left Sde of her body. Theliquid environment
that covered her seemed to flow upward to her face.

Her mouth opened dightly, and for just a second he
hoped--no he prayed--he would hear her voicejust once
more--

But then, her lips shut dowly, dmost asmile on her

face, dmost alook of perfect calm across her features,
and her eyes closed again.



PART THREE
OUTCAST

"The Storm King, weakened by the Outcast's Moonfire
sphere, cannot bring himsalf to save his earth-parents

farm. The earthisdoomed ..." from The Storm King: The Burning Citadd, Val. 2



Interlude: The Dead Village



Chapter Twenty-seven
TwelveYears Later

"Holy--" Stony shook his head. It dl came back: the
year, hisage, the moments ...

Her face beneath the watery pulp that covered her like
amucus membrane clouding over awound.

But he was older now, late twenties, the past was a
whisper, a photograph.

The pictures on the boy's back stopped, alast image

of Lourdessface il there, her face beneath the yellow
white pulsing sac. She looked strangely peaceful. She was

at peace. Some kind of peace in the picture. It had to be
peace, hetold himsdlf after all these years.

The boy cdled Prophet pulled his shirt back down.
" Seen enough?"

"Thisisevil,” Stony gasped. "All of this. Coming
back here, what you are.”

"What | am iswhat you made me," the boy said.

"Smoke?" Stony asked ironicaly, drawing apack out



of hisbreast pocket. The car smell came back, the filthy
old Mustang, then the road they were on, at the rundown
bridge overlooking the cove.

"Kidscan't smoke."
"Mogt kids can't do alot of thingsthat you can do.”

Stony lit up the cigarette. The smokefilled hislungs, but
tasted awful. "Chrigt, Steve. | can call you Steve, right? | don't go in for this Shilo or Prophet BS."

"Yeah. Sure. | like Steve."

"Chrigt, Steve, that's some etching you got on your
«in

"Aslong as| can remember, | had it. The Great Father
said that it was the map of the world."

"Hewould say something likethat." Stony felt the
sweat soak through his shirt. "1 wish Mr. Fairclough were
gl around, Steve. 1'd like to expand his horizons, soto

"What are we gonnado here?' Steve asked, almost
innocently. He glanced around the battered chain-link
fence that had been clumsly erected with its no trespassing
sign, and then some wiseass, probably akid, had cut
through the chain-link and made it ook like abig exploded
spiderweb. On the road, the fence had been totaly

torn gpart. Hungry vines pulled back what was l€ft of it.

"We're gonnago look at the houses.”

They drove down what had once been Water Street, its
dark pavement potholed, roots jutting from overweening
oaks. The Common was nothing but dirt, and the trees
that had been torn out at the rootslay rotting, sprouting
lichen and fern asif the woods just to the northwest of

the village would take it over after al these hundreds of
years. What had been the Stonehaven Free Library wasa
pile of rubble. "That'swherethe P. O. was." Stony
pointed across the Common. " Three churches stood over
there." But the churches were dtill there, only their steeples
and crosses had come down, their doorstorn off their



hinges, their stained glass windows blasted out years earlier.

"| want to see the ocean.” Steve clapped his hands
together. "1 never saw the ocean.”

"Okay," Stony said. He drove the Mustang out to
Land'sEnd. The car was a itslast gasp. Stony could fedl
it in the bump and lurch asit moved over the jagged road.

He thought he smelled ail burning, but none of the warning
lightsworked on the car, so he could not tell what
precisdy was going wrong. Everything was shot on this
old classic, but it had done the job that Stony needed
doing. It had gotten them here.

Along the road, nothing but the foundations of houses,
rubble, asif the bomb had been dropped. Nature had begun
to reclam thisterritory. A dender new growth of

trees grew above tangles of berry vinesand dried grass.

Hedges had gone wild, and snaked and burst around the
old granite stones. Then they came to the seawall, and the
Sound.

"Wow!" Steve shouted, rolling hiswindow al the way
down. "L ook at that! | never seen the Atlantic Ocean!”

"You gill havent, flu'sisjust Avaon Sound,” Stony
sad. "Seethoseidands?’

"Bady."

"That's where you were born,” Stony said, closing his
eyes, trying not to bring it back.

He didn't want to remember it.

"Let'sget out of here. We have somewheredseto

go," Stony said after aminute. Theair wasfresh and

clean, and asit pushed out the cigarette smokein his
lungs, it brought back too many sensory memories. The
taste of fresh fish, of saltwater when he and Lourdes swam
on the small beach, the same air he'd bresthed when they
made love and created this boy.



The car died aquarter of amile down Juniper Point, so
they got out to walk. Stony wrapped the smal bombin
newspaper. Then he brought his bags out and put them
on the hood of the car. Opening them, he brought out the
hunting knife.

"Thiswas my brother's" he said. "Before him, it was

my father's. It's soaked in the blood of innocence. | figure
that's as good amythological weapon asany. Y ou ever
hear any Greek myths?'

The boy--No, think of him as Steve. Y ou can. Heis
Steve. Heisyour son--shrugged.

"Well," Stony said, as he drew the gun out and stuffed

it into his bdlt, "there was this guy who had to go kill
thisredly awful woman. She had snakesin her hair, and
half of her waslizard, and her eyesturned men to stone.
She was amongter caled agorgon.”

"I knew women like that in the Rapturists,” the kid
joked.

"Y eah, well, this one was dangerous, and thisguy had
to go cut off her head without looking her inthe eye."

"Kind of cowardly, you ask me," Steve said.

"True," Stony laughed. " See that house down there?!
He pointed with the knife.

Steve nodded. -;

"It's the house where they kept your mother.”

Steve took thisin, and then looked up at hisfather.
"Why are you doing this?'Y ou brought me dl thisway, and | can't figure out why."

Stony opened his mouth to say something, but thought
better of it. *



"I've made people die before,” the boy said as they began
walking towards the ruins of the Crown place. The
morning sunlight danted across the horizon and seemed

to flatten the woods to their left. It was dmost like the
picture on the kid's back. It was dmost unredl. "I've
mede them hurt.”

The magnificent day was agood one for confessions.

"I know," Stony said nonchdantly. "It'sthe Moon
fire"

"Thewhat?'
"Moonfire. It'slike exhaust. Those people back in
Texas, where| took you. They were dready dead when |

came, weren't they?'

Steve nodded, atear coming to hiseye. "They caled
it Azrie Light. Thelight fromthe Angdl of Deeth.”

"Shit happens,” Stony shrugged. "They brought it on
themselves. Y ou can't turn the key in the door of the
tiger's cage and not expect that maybe now and then the
tiger'sgonnajump you."

When they reached the house, Steve said, "Y ou're
gonnakill me, aren't you? Y ou brought me here ... to
kill me"

"Y ou don't even know what you are," Stony said.
"After al you know, you don't know that much.”

"l know they worshiped me."

"Weaklings. Idiots. Fools," Stony nodded. "And those
who werent, like Alan Fairclough, used you. Hewas
week in hisown way."

"l am aprophet,” the boy said.

"Of what?' Stony spat, dmost laughing.

"Of ...of .."

"They sold you abill of goods, kid. Truthis, you're
my son, but you should never have been born."

"They told me my father wasevil."






"Did they? What's evil? Hurting? Killing?"

"If killing isrighteous--" the boy began, but Stony
reached out his free hand and grabbed him by the shoulder.

"What do you mean by righteouskilling?'

"If killingisordained by theliving god and if it flies
likealightning bolt to snnerd" the boy shouted, asif by
rote.

"Then kill me." Stony shook his head. He chuckled

mogtly to himsdlf, remembering the drama of childhood
and how it made every kid fed like the center of hisor

her own universe. "Kid, you have alot to learn about

how people sometimes use you, don't you? People who
clam they believe in Jesus and God and then they do
redly terrible things because bottom line, Steve, everybody
wants to be King of the Mountain. And to be King

of the Mountain, you haveto kick everybody dseinthe
ass”

Steve looked hurt. Hisface crumpled asif hewere going
to cry. They had spoiled him, those cultists. They had |
massaged hislittle growing ego until it was stunted and:
misshapen. Fuck you, Alan Fairclough, for doing this.

"They didn't use me. They loved me."

"And you loved them." Stony nodded. "I saw that old;
woman in the shack | got you from. What did you call;
her, Gramma? She take care of you when you were sad?|
But still, when | went into get you, you'd dready killed s
her. Okay, maybeit wasthe'Azriel Light.' Those biblical*
names sure cover up alot of sin, don't they? She hem-jj
orrhaged right there. | didn't even haveto fight her. Shel
was gone."

"Sometimes...." the boy said. "Sometimesit getd
"Yeah, itlesks, | know. | learned just like you did.1
Sometimes, when you do something you think isgood, M

lesks. Y ou think you're hedling somebody, or making the |
rain come down on parched land, or you--"



"You save apuppy'slife. That'swhat | did, | saw a
man besating the life out of apuppy, and I--"

"Sure, | know," Stony cut him off. "Been there. You
think: If | just get himto stop, if | just make the puppy
al back in one piece again, no bleeding, then maybe it
won't lesk thistime. If | just makeit sothat little girl's
legsaren't all twisted, it won't leak. If | just help that old
man with hispain, maybe..." Stony let hisvoicetrall

off. "I'velived asfar away from other peopleas| could
most of my life. Just so | wouldnt let it leak.”

"You sad ... you sad you were from some town."

"Y eah, but when you're like us, kid, you're not from
anywhere. My P. O. Box isin Window, Arizona. But |
live up in the desert, farther out than that. Away. But even
then, it'snot far enough.”

"How do you stop it from leaking?*

Stony sguatted down in front of the boy. He held his
shoulders. Tears cameto his eyeswithout him even knowing
why. He blinked them back. "Son, you can't.”

Thesgninfront was no longer there, and the house itself resembled the Parthenon after the centuries and
the tourigts,

for its columns stood, its roof had been rebuilt, the

wallswere till up, but it looked asif its meat had been

sucked right out.

They walked in silence through the gaping hole of the
front door.

A purple darkness permested the house. Some windows

were boarded up, others were ill rimmed with the jagged

teeth of broken glass. Rat and bird droppings were everywhere,

as was trash--moldy bits of food, torn and wadded

papers, something that might've been human excrement

wiped across the walls as someone tried to write an indecipherable
graffiti phrase. Tattered curtainsfluttered like



moth wings in the morning breeze. The stench was strong »
and roseand fell with the air.

Findly, Steve looked up at hisfather and grabbed his
arm for comfort. "It's breathing."

Stony glanced down at him.
"The house. It's breathing.”

Stony felt his skin change, and goosebumps rose along hisarmsjust with the kid's voice. He glanced up
a the
cailing, which undulated dightly. "It'sher," hesaid.

"It'slikereddueis ill here"
"Who isshe?' Steve asked.

"Sheiswhat we've cometo destroy,” Stony said. He
hefted the thing in hisleft hand, the thing wadded up in
newspapers. "In thisunclean house. Y our Greet Father
and the otherswere here. | even had ahand in it. L ook--"

He pointed to acorner of what had once been theliving
room. It dripped with some viscousliquid, like alight
dow drizzleof rain.

Hefdt the hdlway tremble dightly.

"I'll bet some Crown heir is <till around, keeping track >
of this place, watching for omens." Stony heaved along,
drawn-out sigh. Chrig, this was the moment held dways
dreaded, coming back to this place. "There's a chapel
here. That'swhere we need to go."

Now! he thought, do it nowl

When he walked in behind his son, into the darkness

of the Crown chapel, Stony set the newspapers down on|
one of the pews. Then he reached into the pocket of hig|
leather jacket and withdrew the handcuffs. When they |
clinked together, Steve turned. Hisface, even in the shad-J
ows of the chapel, was visible. His expression was not|
one of shock or fear, but of resignation. He held hishands'
out

Stony got down on one knee, and looked up at his son's



face. His beautiful doomed son. The boy who should
never have been brought into this world, and was not
meant to be here, just as Stony should never have been
born.

He handcuffed the boy's left wrist to hisown right
wrid.

"Bound together forever,” he whispered, and touched
the sde of hisson'sface. "Y ou and me, kid."

"l guesswe're gonnakaboom?' Steve asked. "That's
why you brought me."

"We haveto," Stony said, reaching up to comb his
son'swild har from around his eyes.

"Isit'causeit'sevil? The Azrid Light?'

Stony thought amoment. "No. It's becauseit was
never meant to be here. It should never have been here
oneath.”

"Yeah," thekid sad, Sghing.

"Y ou know how different you are?'

Steve nodded dowly.

"Doyou love me?'

Steve nodded again. "'l dways wanted a dad.”

"I loveyou too, Steve. You aremy only child. Your
mother was beautiful then. She was the most wonderful
and beautiful human being on the planet. Y ou look alittle
like her."

"'But | should never have been born,” the boy said, his
eyes glistening with tears. Stony could not resist. He
tugged his son close to him, and hugged him hard. Perhaps
thetearshad dl been cried out, for hiseyesno longer
filled with diem, but he fdlt asif his soul were weeping,
hefelt asif hisentire flesh and spirit cried out to the
universe, Why have you led me here? Why have you done
this? What did this boy ever do to deserve this!

He squeezed his son until hewas afraid he would hurt

him. When he drew back, his son'sinner tranducent eydlids
closed over hiseyes briefly, then opened. Thetears
weregonein him, too.






"l dwaysthought | was somekind of dien, like from
another planet,” Steve hdf grinned, but then hisface fdll
again, aflat line. Hewasresgned to thisfate.

"No, you're not from another planet,” Stony comforted
him as best he could. "Y ou're from me and your mother.

But you were part of something terrible, like an experiment
these people did. Y ou know the Rapturists? How

they used you for their beliefs? Used the Azrid Light too
until it got some of them?Well, these people, that Fair
clough and the Crowns, they had tried to do to others what
they did to me, and to your mother and you. But it never
worked. It never 'took." It amost did sometimes, | guess.

They tried it before, but ..."

And theimages came to him, images he couldn't possibly
know, but they came nonetheless asiif the history of
what was within him showed him the attempts--the girls
with their bodies burning, the boy of sxteen who caught
onfireat hiscrotch and it spread up hisbdly, up to his
face until hewas apillar of fire-- "It didn't work, not

until the rituals were used, and then al they needed was
one or two, just enough to bring it into the world. Just
enough to makeit flesh whereit was not wholly flesh
before.”

"What wasit?" his son asked, but Stony didn't answer.

Hefdt what the boy had said; the Crown place was

breathing, and as helooked at the jagged empty eyes

where the stained glass windows had been, he saw how

the membrane had grown acrossit, astained glass of its own, apulsing life taking over the house, unable
todie,

unable to do anything but survive.

As Stony unpacked the small bomb that the mall

bomber Swink had taught him to use, the boy watched
carefully. It was a chegp device, and he might've used it
earlier, but he knew that he owed it to Lourdes and to
their son to do this here. This earth, this place, wastainted
with the past crimes againgt nature. Thiswas the unholy;
sanctuary. To bring it back to where it had begun, just as



Fairclough'sritual had tried to do. To bring it to acursed
spot, an unclean place, aland even the natives had
shunned because it was the devil's playground, it was the
place of Waks Alone. As he brought the bomb out, careful
of thewires, careful of the smdl timing device that would
st off the spark, his son whispered, "Dad, | love you,
don't doit, I don't want to hurt--"

He st the timer down. Ten minutes. That was enough
time to say goodbye to the world, to his son, to what had
taken over thishouse.

9:33
He glanced at the digital watch face, at the mdlting liquid
that pooled around the dtar of the chapel.

9:25
He heard the breathing, as of some monster, an architecture
of abeing, dl around them, containing them.

9:00
Nine minutes, and it would be over.

Nine minutes, and then peace.

It was an eternity until the timer got to five minutes,
and Stony felt asif he could no longer hold in what hed
held for so many years, over so much pain and distance.

"There must be some redemption!” he shouted at the
darkness. "It can't befor dl thispain! It can't befor all
thisnothing! There must be apurposel” He dammed his
fist down, bringing his son's hand down too, and the boy
cried out asif hurt. "There must be some redemption! |
don't believethat | could comethisfar and not find it! |
did not imagineit! | know what happened here! 1 know
what | set freel"

Then, al around them, encompassing the chapd and its
shadows, awoman's voice. "'l knew you would come
back."

Stony turned, and saw her facefor thefirgt timein
twelve years, the face that lay beneath the face, like the
developing butterfly inside the pupd sac, benegath silken
layers of cocoon.



A vison of aghost of ashred of memory, and then
gone.

Lourdes.

In lessthan seconds, Stony Crawford relived that night,
so many years buried, so quickly resurrected in her glance.



Comes the Halloween Man,
Regping



Chapter Twenty-eight
All Hdlow'sEve

Haloween night, and he isfifteen, and he watches asthe
nearly clear liquid pulsates dong the blue and red veins
within the outer covering, the thin sac, that surrounds
Lourdess body. He isweeping, unable to touch her,

afraid of hurting her with that thing--that liquid environment
floating around her, pulsing and flashing with red

and pink and blue. When hisweeping is over, the other
one, the one caled Diana Crown, touches him lightly on
his shoulder.

" She's more beautiful now than any human being has
been since the dawn of mankind. Y our sonwon't let her
die" Dianasaid. Her breath was warm on his neck; he
moved forward dightly to get avay fromit.

"What have you done?' Stony gasped, and felt asif

he were choking on his own words. He could not take his eyes off Lourdes. It reminded him for a
moment of Snow

White, thefairy tale held read asakid, degping in her



glass coffin. That'swhat it waslike, it was like shewas
deeping under glass, or under some stream--

Dianachuckled lightly, but her voice was strangdly
soothing. "Nothing. It'syour child insde her that does
this. If you wereto try to open the covering, it would kill
her and the baby ingtantly. Thiskeeps her safe. That's
what you want, isn't it? What you--and I--have within
us, you were able to pass on, to ensure our surviva in
this species--"

"Thisspecies?You ... and ... me?"

He turned to face her. He was beyond shock, beyond
tears. He felt a coldness grow within, asif he wereturning
to stone.

Diana Crown was beautiful. Sure, held seen her around
town in the summers, not often, but now and then while

he rode his bike past her house, or saw her in town picking
things up at the Package Store. Sure, sheld dways

been beautiful, but in a cold and not appealing way to

him, but now he saw something else. Like smoldering
ashes benegth the surface of her pale skin. Sheworea
thin white dress, opened down the front so he could see
the curved edges of her breasts, her smooth whiteness--

Her eyes, pae blue and full of someinner radiance.

"Who the hell are you, anyway?" he asked, or thought 1
he asked, but could not hear his own voice.

Her smile curved, and she seemed warm and more faj
miliar than he wanted her to be. // 'sadream. I'm in somej dream.

"I'm your sgter," she said, reaching her hand out
touch his. When she touched him, hefelt ajolt of eeo|
tricity. He struggled to pull away from her, but it was
if the eectric current held them fast together.

Then it stopped.

And heknew.



She spoke insde him now, and as she spoke, the images
of what she spoke of played across his mind--

"We are hdf brother and sster, Stony. | was born five years earlier than you, and my mother was my
fleshr-and

blood mother. My father--well, thiswill be difficult to

understand--but there's something not right in methat is

right in you. | did not turn out as well asthey wanted,

the Crowns, but they loved me and raised me, since | was

of their flesh. But | was there when you were concelved, and when you were born, Stony. It wasthe
most beautiful

act ever committed with ahuman being, it was amoment

of triumph for thosewho live only in the flesh, theseanimads

al around us. Y our father--"

"'Johnny Miracle?"
"Y es, he was handsome and smart and--"
" Johnny was smart?'

"The act of ahuman coming into contact with divine

fire can destroy that human, but it did not destroy Johnny. He has a bloodline of fierceness, he was
forged fromthe

bloodline of agod older than any these humans know of

to worship, the same bloodline the Crowns came from.

They were originaly Crowninshields, Stony, anoble family,
and before that, their name was Sacrecroix, and before
that it was-"

"You'rejoking. You'e crazy--" Stony gasped and in
hismind he saw athick nail being driven in by aflat rock
to aman'swrist on what might've been acrossin alarge
and seemingly endless garden. " Jesus Chrigt-—-"

"No, not Jesus Christ, Stony. Far older than that, in
thefields of western France, agod that walked the granaries
and gardens and dl that was planted, agod who

was king for aseason and then was inhaled by certain

men, agod that wasritually killed every season, whose
blood drained into the earth--"



"'Stop!" Stony pressed his hands over his ears, opening
his eyesto try to stop the sounds and images that came
after him.

"Itisonly legend that saysthat Johnny isfrom the
samebloodling, itisonly legend that saysthat Johnny is
thefirgt son of the first son of the first son--going back
to dl the Sacrecroix--"

Scarecrow. Noras words came back to him, the words
gpat across his mind. Sacrecroix, Scarecrow, Crow
ninshied, Crown, the lineage of the Halloween Man.

"And you, too, are thefirst son, Stony, and soisyour

child in Lourdess belly. Y ou are descended from the
Kings of the Gods. Do you know why they call him Johnny
Miracle? Do you? Do you know that he died when he was
seventeen, hit by acar out on the highway? And they took
him for deed, these people. They took him for dead and
they buried him and he rose from the dead, he scraped
hisway up from the earth like amadman, and he came
back to town covered with the dirt of hisown grave, smiling
asif noneof it mattered, al hiswounds seemingly

hedled. That was hismiracle. But only hisfirst, Stony. His
second was hisfertility with your mother.”

"Who ismy mother?'

Shegrinned. 'Y our mother and my father are the same

being. Thereisno differentiation of sex intheredlm of 1 pure radiance. But you arefiner than| am,
Stony. | was

not born of her womb but of the seed of her loins. Y ou were born from within her, you were nourished
from her |

blood, you were made flesh from that which iswithout |

flesh. | have waited so long for usto mest, to talk, Stony, | have waited so many yearsto truly love my
brother."

The voice died within his head. Diana stood there, seeming more ordinary now. Thej



dim light from the bedside barely illuminated the bedroom.

"It'sinyou, Stony," Dianasaid. "The reason why she
won't die. It'sin you. Y ou planted the seed of greatness,
of divinefireindde her ... Sheisno ordinary human
now, she has been touched by the gods.”

"What the fuck--" Stony said, fighting the urge within
him to collapse, to wring the last ounce of strength he had
left within him. "What are you talking about?'

"Y ou are the Halloween Man, Stony. Y ou have the
bloodline within you, and your mother was--"

Stony pressed his handsto his earsto drown her out,
his body shaking involuntarily, the sound of wild horses
stampeding ingde his heed, the fedling that acrack inthe
world had taken hold and was growing, and dl of hdll
was seeping fromiit. "What the fuck isgoing on?"

She reached up, touching the center of her forehead.

"It'stime, Stony. Timeto take off the mask, to show who
we are, to run free. Thefeding you'll get will belike
breething for thefirgt timein your life. Both of us. The
rituas-"

"Rituas?"

"Rituas are the keysthat unlock the many doors," she
whispered, her fingernails pressing into her skin. A thin
line of blood ran down from where her fingernail cut into
her skin. "Fairclough knew them. He knew how to

open ..." Then she amiled, her teeth shining white. "Y ou
know, Stony, | was there when your brother stabbed her.

Y our girlfriend was beautiful too, with blood. He
dammed it into her over ahundred times. Her blood burst
out from al over her body, soaking us through, baptizing
usin her--"

Stony fet something surge within him, and he brought
Van'sknife up. "Just shut up!™

"That'sthe knife," Dianasaid. "That'sthe one. Did
your brother tell you how he felt when hekilled her?



How he got aroused from it? How hefelt wave after
wave of--"

Stony stepped close to her, holding the knife threateningly.
"Just shut up! | don't want to hear--"

Her voice within him, and theimages, telling and showing
him everything--

Van dicing the knifeinto Lourdess breast--

Thelook of terror, the pain, the fear as Lourdestried
to scream but the knife went into her throat--

"No!" Stony screamed, squeezing his eyes shut, and
when he opened them he had already brought the knife,
down into Dianasflesh.

He stared at it amoment. At hisfist around the knife. Oh my God, what the fuck is going on? What have
| done?

What isthis?
Helooked into her eyes.

A cam flooded him, as he saw warmth and yes, even
love within the blue pools of her eyes. |

"Y ou have done what you needed to do," she whispered.

Coming to his senses, he drew the knife out of her and
opened his mouth to speak, but only athin stream of air |

escaped hislips.

He heard atearing as of paper, and then the sounds like 5
liquid and mud splashing--

Diana Crown tore at the place around her heart, wherg]
the knife had come out--

A split of flesh ran from it in spiderweb patters
her flesh, up to her face, around her eyes--

She was--
Oh God, no.

--pulling off her skin, while splitsin her face ran dov
the length of her chin, and then her neck, and where

openings grew--



MOONFIRE!

MOONF1RE!



Something within him smashed likeadall, and hefdt
himsdf curlingupin afetd bal--

DON'T WANT TO LOOK AT HER.
DON'T WANT TO SEE HER.

NOT WHAT SHE'SBECOMING.
NOT THAT.

The nausearosein his ssomach, up to histhroat, but
he held it in, forced it back down--

DON'T LOOK AT HER, IF YOU DON'T LOOK YOU
WON'T SEE--

"Heshisjust acovering, it'sour upholstery,” thething
that had been Diana gibbered, asthe last of the Moonfire
shed the bleeding eagtic skin--

THE OUTCAST STARED AT HIM WITH EYES OF
MOONFIRE.

What the hell are you?
What the hdll isthat?

Her body turned to what seemed like spinning and
burning molecules, thousands of tiny fireflies irding
amongst themsdvesin the shape of the body of the young
woman who had been ...

Had been ...

Opened. Set free.

Inside hismind, she answered him, We are what men
have only dreamed. We are touched by the divinefire,
Stony, you and me. Thousands of years ago men and gods
mated, but the age of magic and gods has long died, until
now--until now, Stony! Y ou are the strongest, but you
don't know it, you have within that week flesh of humanity
the divinefire of other worldsl We arethefirst to take,
and your child, growing ingde her, isthe future. Do not
fear for her, for shefedsnothing. It islike adeep deep,
and when she awakens, she will remember none of this,
but shewill giveyou achild, and that child will be of our
kind--

They tried for decades for births, but none took. Y oung
girls burned up from the fire, and could not concelve....



but then we took, you and | ... They thought | wouldn't
makeit, but | did ... and now you, too ... and they ...
Stony shouted, "Who arethey?!

The creature that stood before him, firelike an aura
around its form, opened its mouth and said, " The devout.

Thefaithful. Those who bdlieve and have been touched
by it."

"By whet?'

The creature's light wavered, turning blood-red, its eyes
ferd and sharp. "Y our mother. Y our real mother.”

"Who ismy mother?" he shouted, and ashedid a
strong wind broke against the window, bringing withit a
small bird that broke its neck, breaking through the glass.

Thewind blew the window open, the curtain fluttering,
and it seemed asif air was sucked out of the room asthe
wind thrust across and out again.

"Whoismy mother!"

Then the thing that was Dianawas caught on agust of
wind, and shimmered before him--

What was beneath her skin, fragile as glass stained red
and yellow--like sparks, separated--

Let your mind go, Stony. Befree. Let the Halloween
Man out of his prison, the Sacrecroix, you who are most
sacred, most loved of the Eternd, you are part miracle
and part human and part God, rain down on them dll,
your tortureisin the secret. Let it out, let it go--

You areHoly.

Like red red poppies bursting into bloom, petals
blowing--

Humans sacrifice themsealves for us, Stony. We are;.
Gods. We arethefuture of life. We are Crestion itsdlf!

--out across the night sky, like blood spattering along)|
asheet of wind, and then the thousands of bitsof red light Jj
that had been Diana returned and glowed across the sur-J
face of the ceiling, which began dripping with droplets of |
crimson.






Hefdt fear in the back of histhroat, atickling up and
down his spine as the blood spattered the top of his head.

It'sin the blood, our power, our light, it's mixed with
what humans have now. We are eterna and we are morta
a thesametime.

And then Stony was no longer afraid, no longer terrified,
no longer within the grasp of anightmare.

Theflesh that had contained what wasingde Diana
Crown fdl like dust to the floor. Her skull cracked asit
hit the floor, and the jaw dropped. Steam rose up from
the last of her viscera

He turned to what L ourdes had become, to the bedside,
and knelt down beside her. The sweat had dried on the
back of his neck. He clasped hishandsin prayer and said
the two or three prayers he could think of.

Above him, red sparrows flew from the calling, reforming
acrossthe bed from him, forming again as Diana

Crown, inavison of molten silver, an auraof yelow fire
around her body. "Therituals are complete, brother. And
now it'sthe night of the harvest. We own dl of Stone
haven, and all who dwell there are meant for our pleasure.”

"What the fuck are you?" he gasped.

"l amagod." Shelicked her shiny lips. "And | hunger
for my flock."

Her metalic skin glowed red, and burst again like

sparksfrom afire, likefireflies, no, like burning waspsdl

heading to the open window. Her voice was like wasps,

too, ahumming of words. "Join me, brother, join me, and | will show you the the pleasures of freedom
that even

the gods don't know!"

Stony rose up and ran towards the swarm, but the spiraling
lightsflew out into the night, acrossthe trip of
water, to the village. "No! Dianal"

He heard asingle scream, as of a child who hasthrust
his hand into anest of yellow jackets.



He prayed to Lourdes, / am not going to let them hurt

you. | know you can hear me, Lourdes. | love you. God, | love you more than anything. Y ou, me, and
our baby

will get out of this somehow. Somehow ...

Then he began to hear more screams, echoing across

the water, coming from the village.

He reached out and touched the shimmering edge of

the sac across Lourdessface. A thinripple, like gdatin,
ran acrossits surface. Her eyes opened, blank, staring out
into the watery nothing surrounding her.

It's protecting her.

"Lourdes, I'm so sorry. | need to go. | need to go find
help. Somehow ..." Stony wasn't even sure whereto go
for help, who to turn to. He thought about the cop from
Mydtic, but it wastoo far. Part of him wanted to run off
into thewoods and just hide. He thought of Nora, wondering
if she could help--but how? How can you fight a
nightmare? How can you stop what Diana had become?
And then hisown voicewithin himtold him:

Y ou are the Halloween Man.

Remember the story.

Remember what he did.

The story wasn't everything, wasit? The story wasn't
about Imp killing children, or aout crucifying an evil

man. The story was not about revenge, even though that's
how Noratoldit.

No, the story was told to prepare you for something.

The Haloween Man ... Sacrecroix ... the bloodline
... Sacred. Holy.

The story went thet they killed Imp, and buried him.

But he rose from the dead, with agrester power within
him. And he went on abloody rampage.

Or did he?

Perhaps what the Crowninshields were, and what the



Randals, and dl the other old familiesin the village
were--

--wasevil.

And the Halloween Man stopped their evil once. They
had found waysto reviveit, they had found some great
secret for their evil, their beliefs, someway to bring a
Supemature into Diana, into him, too.

Noraswordsin his head:
"The Halloween Man ... HE's thousands of yearsold.

He'sthe King that's been killed and his blood makes
things grow. He'sthe Magic One. He's the Halloween
Man. Y ou got to understand that everything we know now
isasunder alayer of dust. But one day, each one of us
seesclearly ...

"'Asthe sun rose, people came from their houses ...

even those who did not leave their houses could see the
terrible handiwork of the Halloween Man:

"'Strung like pigs, by their legs, twelve men and women
from the village, their throats dit, their blood dripping
down, strung from two great oak trees, the ground soaked
with their blood. And between the trees, agreat cross had
been erected, and on it, nailed with spikes, Old Man
Crowninshield--his eyes and mouth sewn horribly shut,
and his nightshirt torn open.

"'On his chest, thewords:

"I CAMETO SAVE YOU

"... And it took one of my own people to do the work
that would sedl the Old Oneinto that flesh until it returned
to the damp earth and dept again ..."

"I've got to find Nora," he said doud.

All thistime she's been trying to tell mewho | am, to
warnme.

Gerad and Angle Crawford were et it again, fighting like
cats, unaware that if they had but moved from the kitchen



into theliving room, or even the narrow halway, up the

dairs, they would've seen the blood on the carpet and on

the floor, and upstairs they would've found their dead and
mangled son, Van. But ingtead, Angie was shouting a

Gerdd, who stank of fish, whiskey, and another woman's
perfume; while Gerald was shouting at Angie because

supper was late and the house stank and where the hell

were the god damned kids anyway. When the kitchen window
burst wide, glassflying, what Angiethought at first

was ameteor brushed past her face, burning her skin

dighy.

Angielooked at Gerdd, and he at her. Their eyeswere
wide, but Gerald's took on a suspicious aspect asif he
were about to blame her for this meteoric intrusion aswell
aseverythingelse.

Thefiery bal burst upward in acolumn, and when Angie
dared at it long enough--surely minutes went by, she

told hersdf, surdly it's hypnotizing me in some way--she
fdt asif the room were spinning. She heard Gerdd shouting
from across the room, but the beauttiful fire branched

out like atree and suddenly she was not hi her house at

all, but shot back nearly twenty years to when she worked
her night shift at the Crowns, checking to make sure old
Mrs. Crown had her oxygen on right, taking her blood for
tests, massaging her legs when they swelled up too much.

Angieturned, and there was little Diana Crown, not more
than three years old, a smear of blood on her face.

"What happened to you, dear?" Angie asked.

Diana, looking like the most perfectly madelittle girl
doll intheworld, looked up at her with those innocent
eyesand said, "1 just drank blood from Father Jm. He
letme”

Angie stared at her, wondering if she should smile or
laugh at thelittle girl'sjoke.

And then, behind Diana, Mr. Crown stood, dressed in
adark suit. "Hello, Angela," he said, nodding. Then he



grabbed Diands arm. "Come on, little moppet, we have
to go to the ceremony."”

"'Someone getting married?* Angie asked.

Angie heard a strangled sound from poor old Mrs.
Crown from the bed, and she turned to look and see what
was wrong.

Mrs. Crown, who could no longer speak, opened her
mouth dightly, and it reminded Angie of afish pulled out
of the water. Her eyes went wide with some kind of terror.

Angiewas sure that Mrs. Crown was mouthing the
wordsKill me.

Then thisvison memory from the past burst intofire,

as Angie heard Gerald screaming, and shewas back in
her kitchen, and red and yellow hornets circled around her
husband, moving so fast it dmost made him look like he
was bound up by lasers spinning around him.

Then heburgt into flames, running to her, faling
againg her, tearing her flesh gpart with hisburning fingers
and teeth.

She fought him off as best she could, but thefireran
al around her, dicing into her, and when her eyes melted
from the heat, she tasted the red-hot coal of degth.

What had been Diana, now Azrid Light, burned across
the house, and from that house, burned across the grass
to others, dancing wildly asrain began fdling from the

Xy.

Asthelight singed the doors and melted windows,
screams aong the village rose in the night, and strangely
enough, asthe sounds carried across the water to Mystic
and Stonington and other boroughs and towns aong the
coadt, the screams took on the quaity of hymns, asif an
entire town were somewhere in the distance singing the
praises of the Lord.



Stony went and looked down upon L ourdes, whose eyes
fluttered open and closed asif someinvisible current
pushed her eyelids back and forth.

"I love you, Lourdes. Somehow I'll make sureyou're
safe. | promise”

Then heran asfast as he could, out of the bedroom,
down the stairs. He thought he heard some kind of singing
--but how could there be singing?-from another end

of the mansion, but he didn't stick around to find out. He
ran out onto the porch, down the steps, and into his
mother's car. Starting it up, he drove down the gravel
road.

To hisleft, he saw what looked like houses burning out
aong Land's End, but he didn't care, hedidn't givea
damn about what happened to anyone--

All he cared about was Lourdes. Lourdes and why.
Someone had to tell him thewhy.

Noras shack was dark and silent. He pushed through the

front door, out of breath, and quickly grabbed one of her

long matches, lighting the candle near the front door. When the feeble light came up, he carried it around
to her

bed and work area, but she was not there.

But there, on the small table next to her bed, anote

sheld begun, and then | eft off in mid sentence. In a scribbled
handwriting, the best that Nora had ever been able

to do, owing to her blindness.

Stony,
Forgiveme. | wanted to

He sat the candle down on the note.

He was beyond any fedling, as his mind seemed to push
down onitsdf.



After aminute, he left the shack, walking on foot
through the dark woods, back to the station wagon.

The screams from the village grew louder, and he knew
that the thing that had been freed from Diana's skin was
taking its harvest from the village, and he cared less than
he ever thought he would care about anything indl his
life

Helonged for deep, and even death.
Even death would be ardlief now.
But Lourdes.

Y our baby, too.

| just wanttodie.

He heard the wind push Nora's door closed, and then
open again. He turned at the sound, and the candle went
out in the breeze. Silhouetted againgt the moonh'ght, in
the doorway, a stranger.

"Stony," the man said from the doorway, his accent
clearly British. "Let'sgo. It'stimefor you to know who
you are." Then, "She needs you. L ourdes needs you. She
won't survive without you being there.”

Asif thiswerethe most normd thing in theworld to

say, the man added, "L ook, it'sstarting to rain. A storm is coming from out at sea. Let'sgo, Stony. It's
timefor

you to meet your mother.”

8

Clouds gathered around the enormous harvest moon, and
the scraggly trees grasped at itslight. They walked along
the old path, dongside the bogs, through the woods. The
rain trickled down, thewind died for abrief while.

Stony fdt agreat heaviness grow within himsdlf. His

urgeto run had long passed; hisurgeto diewas il there
within him. Lourdes-his only thought. He would go

back, and he would get her out of that place, that madhouse,
this nightmare. He could not leave her there ...

The sranger walking beside him might've been fifty,



thin, hishair slver and cut short, dressed in awhite shirt
that had mottled dark stains acrossit--the moonlight
seemed to make him glow asif he were absorbing the
night. "I know thisal must be ashock. We shouldve
prepared you better--"

"Who areyou?' Stony asked with nointerestin his
voice. He glanced down the dark trail, watching the way
the moonlight jagged a ong the tree trunks and branches.

"Alan Fairclough. | am the--"

"l don't giveafuck." Stony kept waking dightly
ahead of him.

"Oneday you will. Part of theritua was not preparing
you. If we had, you might not have mixed with us. Y ou
might not have created a child. Do you know what that
means?'

"Y ou one of the devil's own, too?"

Alan Fairclough didn't answer until they'd reached the
edge of the woods, with the Crown mansion ahead of
them. Severd carswere parked in the driveway now, and
the house was completely lit, itsoutsde lights glaring.

The wind picked up, and the rain began to come down
fadter.

"Areyou Satanigts?' Stony asked, knowing thet there
probably were such things, but even when he asked it, he
doubted any worshiper of Satan could be thisterrible. He
doubted anyone could be as evil as the people who had
been insdethis house.

"We'renot of any devil," Fairclough said. "Y ou and

your Ssgter are part of something that will change the destiny
of humanity. It will probably save us, too. Our future,
anyway. There wasthe Age of the Father, and then the
Age of the Son. Now, Stony, it isthetime of the Holy
Spirit. It isthe fire from heaven that comes among us."

"Why did you do thisto Lourdes?!
"l didn't. It wasyour child growing in her that did it.

If it makes any difference, the child has aso protected her
from deeth. Y ou believe, don't you?'



Something went cdminsgde Stony. "Yes."

"Shel'sbeyond any hurting. She'sin abeautiful dream,
and when she wakes, shélll be holding your child in her
ams”

"Thisisdl crazy--" Stony said.

"Y ou know deep insdeit isn't. Part of you knows that
what your sgter told you istrue. You've never fet like
part of theworld, not like other boysdid. Y ou've dways
fet separate.”

Stony kept hismind's eye on Lourdessface. "My
brother said hekilled her."

"Hethought hedid!" Fairclough shouted, raisng his
fiststo thewind and rain like amadman. His voice became
likeastorm, ashe cried out againgt the night, as

the clouds covered the brilliant moon until aharsh gray
shadow covered the earth. "It's the beauty of it! It wasa
ritual, Stony! Rituas of sacrifice are nothing new, and
after every sacrifice, arebirth! Lourdes was reborn asthe
mother of your child the moment that your brother
thought he had taken her life away. It was proof of your
son'sdivinity. If hed been purely flesh, they both
wouldve died, but they didn't, hewasn't, and hislife
created protection for his mother.”

Stony took along dow breath. " She doesn't hurt?!

"Not one bit."

More screams carried on the growing wind.

"What's that? More tricks?' Stony asked.

The man shook hishead. "No. It's Diana. Shé'son a
rampage through the village. No one can stop her, not
once she found release from flesh. Sheislike aravening
wolf among aflock of young lambs. She'snot like you,
Stony. They didn't know the rituals when she was born.
They didn't know how to make the sacrifices. Sheisthe
shadow of what you are. The Azriel Light within her is
darkened--"

"Cut the bullshit.”

Fairclough turned to Stony, and his grin seemed enor






mousin the shadowy light from the house. Then he
dammed hisfig into the Sde of Stony'sface. Stony felt
asif hewereflying acrossthe gravel, and when heféll,
gtinging pains blistered dong hisback and arms. Fair
clough went over and lifted him up, kissng him on the
forehead. Stony struggled to pull away, but Fairclough
had a strong grip. Stony hawked aloogie as hard as he
could, hitting the man right between the eyes. Fairclough
looked deep into Stony's eyes and whispered, 'l am the
one who set theritual at your conception. | am the one
who coaxed your mother into aform for taking the seed
of Johnny Miracle and carrying you for nearly eight
months. If you wish to despise someone, despise the
woman who raised you, whose silence was bought cheap.

Do not fuck with me, little god, for | know the ancient

words, | have the knowledge, | have gone through the portals of Hell and the smashed gates of Heaven
justto

bring you into thisworld. | have smashed the brainsfrom

boys twice your size. Y ou have a power within you, but

you are still made of flesh and blood, and | know ahundred

waysto make boyslike you suffer for their insolence.”

Alan Fairclough set Stony down again, pushing

him forward. Stony glanced back. Fairclough's face was

pale and shiny, likeaworm's, in the house lights. The

man gestured forward. "Go, boy. Y ou want to protect;

your girl, your baby, you want to know the mystery of al \ of what you are? It's hi there. | can show you.
Mankind|

isdying out, you can seeit, you can fed it everywhere.

We'velogt touch with the divine spark, the fire of creg
tion, ancient savagery. We have logt it, we are destroying
al that isfertile. Men used to wak with gods, Stony. Medl
used to sacrifice to the Almighty. Abraham took his soa5j
| saac to be sacrificed to God. He did, in fact, did you
know that? But the words were changed to make it al|
nice and sweset so that God was no longer aforce of thes
cosmos, but merely anice father dtting in the clouds.!

When the Age of the Son began, we put oursalves higher|



than the Divine, we set ourselves up as gods. That isunnatural.

That isblasphemy. No, man is doomed as a species,

but you, and your progeny ... What | did--what | did with the Crowns, with what they sheltered--what |
did was| brought therituas, | brought the means of communication
with the Divine. We midwifed the gods when

we brought you into thisworld, and through you and your

children, dowly, over time, mankind will be saved. Diang,

she was brought forth in ignorance. These Crown people,”

he said with contempt, "they have no respect for

therituds, they think they'real just so much ancient

history, but there's areason that religion, in dl itsforms,

exists, Stony, it existsto create a bridge to the gods, to

God, to the divinefire--theritual isthe way of controlling

the power rather than just setting it loose upon the

world--"

The screams from the village continued unabated.

"Ligten," Alan Fairclough said, cocking hishead to
thesde "Tha iswha sheis. Sheislike eectricity without
awireto conduct itsflow. Her fire legpsfrom treeto

tree, house to house, awild talent of the gods, but without
control, without conscience. But you, you were born with
the rituals, with the respect for the power, with the old
words and keys."

"I don't know anything," Stony said, now crying, not
wanting to, fedling such great pain within him, such agony,
asif hisboneslonged to push outward from hisflesh,

asif hisblood wished to burst from its veins and arteries

"Ah, but you do not know what you know," Alan Fairclough
said. Hethrew his head back, opened his mouth,

and began ki-yiing like awild dog, and through the howling
sound, crazy words. "Y athaeia nue pan sothga," he

sang into the rain. Stony's ears began ringing as the words
were intoned.

"Within you, they mean things. They are the language
of your spirit."



"No!" Stony shouted, thinking he might run, thinking
--he had the knife, he till had the knife, thrust into
his bdlt, he could draw it out--

Fairclough pushed him towards the driveway, d most
making hisknees buckle. In the driveway, so many cars,
asif they'd begun a party indgde the mansion. Stony recognized
some of them--the Glastonburys Volvo, Mrs.

Doane's Buick Skylark, Tamara Curry's Subaru--what
werethey dl doing here? Why? Fairclough's voi ce softened
to an insinuating whisper asthey stepped up on the

porch. Hiswords came out rapid-fire, spittle flying from

his mouth as he declamed, "All Halows, Stony. This

isn't just happening by chance. Thisisthe harvest from

the ancient days. It istherite of passagefor you. Thisis

the night when gods may walk with humans. It's the space
between the two worlds. The birth of Christ wasnot in
December, Stony. And it wasn't in midsummer, as many;
scholars seem to think. No, it was at the end of the bar- >
vest, and across thousands of miles, harvest kingslike |
your Crown ancestors were being cut down with scythes,
in fields and resurrected within days a the sametime the!

Nazarene cried from the cave in which hismother gave

birth. Gods are never born in grand palaces, they are borol

in stone, they are cracked like egg yolks from the sheltf of rock, from the earth, from the place whichis
both bel

neath our feet and controlsour lives. And sheisat the ]

heart of it. Sheisgrowing stronger after centuries

wesknessin her captivity.”

"Diana?" Stony asked, entering the foyer, glancing
briefly up the stairs, wanting to see Lourdes so badly,
hold her, to never let go of her.

"Not your sgter,” Fairclough said, coming up bet
him. ™Y our mother."



Chapter Twenty-nine
Mother

"Inthere." Alan Fairclough nodded to the open door of
the chapdl. Over the arched doorway, Stony read the
words, Bless the Fruit of her Womb. The door was open,
and the sound of voicessinging died amost immediately.

The chapd waslit with dozens of candles. The smell of
adead anima permested the place, mingling with the
thick smoke from a powerful incense. Thewalswithin
the chapel were carved from rock, and the effect was of
acavethat had been transformed into asmall church.

Great sained glasswindow light mixed brilliantly with

the candldight within and the flashes of distant lightning
without, the saints and the Virgin and the crucifixion and
many martyrdoms, al arranged in beautiful colors. It was
not that much different from the main section of Our
Lady, Star of the Sea, only on asmdler scae.

Stony saw alamb, itsthroat cut, on the great sone dab
of thedltar.



The candlesweretall and thin, and Stony had never!

Seen so many in one place. When he looked at dl of thenvf
thrust dong the sonewall, among the sained glasswin|
dows, on smal holders at each of the pews, something!

about the candles themsalves seemed to tell him some!
thing.

(But they're tall and white and old-fashioned, and yow| only know one person who makes them like
that.)

The chaped wasfull of people, some of whom he rec-|
ognized as he passed, others he did not know. Martha|
Wight was there, and Tamara Curry, her breasts bulging
under alow-cut dress, afat gold cross hanging atop he
mounds, Father Jm nodded to him, ahaf smileon

face, hishand held out asif for ahandshake, which Stonj
declined; Butch Railsback the butcher and FionaMcal®
liger from thelibrary sat Sde by side; others, too, and
then strangers, dll dressed asif for church in their Sundgy
best, suits, ties, some of the women wore hats, and afen
of the older women wore white gloves aswell.

Stony laughed when he saw hisfriend Jack Ridley, best friend growing up, the friend who had shared all
secrets, or so Stony had thought. Jack winked. "I knet

you'd undergtand,” Jack said, somewhat nervoudy,

wasdl ordained from--"

"Fuck you, traitor," Stony said, shaking his head,
reached into hisbelt, drawing the knife out.

Stony held the hunting knife up, vaguely thregtening il
case anyonetried anything, but they just sat quietly watci
ing him. Not as much fear in their eyesashed

hoping. Not as much fear as he himsalf was beginning |
fed dl over again.

Alan Fairclough stayed behind him until he reached |
foot of the dtar. Then he went around Stony, beckon
with hishand.

Stony shivered now, knowing that no matter what J
pened to him, the knife would not defend him if the
insane people legpt up and attacked him.



As he approached the dtar, the dead animal acrossiit,
he remembered Nora's story about coming here. About
being shownthis.

About seeing the thing in thelong meta box.
And thereit was.

A dark meta box, jewels embedded dlongitslid. The
outline of what looked like a Renaissance angd cruddy
battered dong it, around halo surrounding itsflowing

hair. It wasthe size of asmall coffin, with datlike windows
initssdesand areddish glow asif of burning metal
fromwithin.

Alan Fairclough went and stood behind the dltar.

"Y ou have something trapped ingde there?' Stony
whispered, unsure what he was fedling.

"Not trapped. It containsthe divinefire."
"Whdt isit?"

Then Alan Fairclough brought Stony's hand to the top
of the box. It waswarm. "It is her. Y our mother."

"How?" Stony trembled.

"Let her out. You can. You done, her son, can let her
a'ltlll

"But ... | don't understand ... | don't ..."
"Sheisthe Great Mother who searches the world for
her children," Fairclough said, and hiswordstook on a

qudity of chanting. "Sheisthe Eternd Mother, shelost
her daughter to the Underworld, Her son, Her son is come

amongst us"

"Her son has come amongst us,” the peoplein the
congregation whispered.

"Come amongst usto bring new light to adying earth," Fairclough intoned.
"To bring new light to adying earth,” the people whispered.

Then Alan Fairclough opened the cage, and Stony saw



the dazzling light that waslike ablue and yelow firein 1
the shape of abody, and wings--

Anangd?

Shesan angd?

her eyes werelarge and warm

and full of some pity

asif aterrible sorrow had overtaken her

asif shelooked upon him with aknowledge of losstoj
come

She reached her burning arms out to him, and they dis
dpated into thousands of points of light spinning in

ar, surrounding him, covering him likefireflies,

were hot and his body erupted with swest, but she didn'J
hurt--

MOONFIRE!

Hefet her embracing him, dl over, within the light
within the warmth that was her fire--

and words from another language whispered in his|

words he understood asiif it were the language of
dreams--

Others saw Jesus, or agreat white-bearded figure, or |
cosmic kaleidoscope, and the congregation rose up as |
and began singing hymns, spesking in tongues, shout
hallelujahsto the creature that surrounded Stony.

"My son,” shesaid. "l love you so much. | loveyou
much, and | weep for you."

But who areyou?

What are you?

Thelight that encompassed him shimmered, and
ened so that he could see nothing but light, and wit
thelight--

What are you? Are you an angel? A god?

And then the laughter began, not the laughter of






sweet mother's voice hed heard but something terrifying, like the growl of awolf in the dark or--

Other, the voice came back, a deep growl. Just say that
I'm Other than you. That I'm something that has been
held in stone, something that once walked fredly, and
these ... these humans ... centuries ago--

And the light became pictures, moving, and Stony saw:

Perhapsfifty young children screaming, tied together

with thick ropes, while saverad men pushed an an enormous
rock over the mouth of acave. With the ensuing

darkness, abuzzing sound, and then alight, and then
thousands of black fliesflew from among therocks, into
the children's faces, into their mouths, their eyes, eating

at their skin while they screamed--

"] have been called the Lord of Hies," the voice said.

The men outsde the cavern, dressed in little other than
animad skins, covering their earswhile the children
screamed--

And then the Holy Sistersingide the cavern, blessing
and consecrating the cavern and the creature that moved
beneath them in adark pit--

"I have been cdled the Eternal Enemy," the voice
whispered in Stony's ear.

Y ou're the devil ? Stony tried to speak but his mouth
wouldn't open.

"No, | am none of these names, | am the Mother of all
Lifeand | amitstaker, | am the Father of Dreams and
Nightmares, and | am the source of al that breathes--"

and thevoicewaslikelionsroaring in hisears. "'l was

in the Garden when man and woman were created, not in
flesh, but as bacteriaand fungi, aflesh born of decay
which must return toiit. | was superior to dl thet livesin
*eflesh then. | dill am. And you are my son."

Areyou God?

Again, thelaughter, only now it seemed like the laughter
of athousand children.



[ amthat | am, the voice said. And you are my son.
Then she stood before him, and the awe he felt made!
his entire being shudder.

At firg it seemed to be the satue of the Virgin from!

Our Lady, Star of the Sea, but itsflesh burned with life |
and her eyes were warm with red blood.

"Good and evil arewithin my glance," she whispered,!

red tears flowing from her eyes. "Do not judge either, fon
lifeismade up of All. Men and children shdl live and!

die, but my power--our power--comes from the sourcej
of dl cregtion.”

And within thisvison, he saw others

A demon from hell with agreat wingspan like
dragon's--

A cregture with ahuman face but with stag's antler
on histhick-haired scalp and deer'slegs--

A beautiful woman with hair piled high, naked, three,
rows of breasts aong her torso--

Another woman in her place with many arms and leg$
moving swiftly, anecklace of skullsaround her neck,
curved bladein her hand--

A lovely man wearing flowing white robes and grea
swanlike wings sattling behind his golden hair--

| am theimage of dl that men have worshiped, but i
am unknown to man--

Then, the Virgin Mary stood before him, in bluerot
her eyes dodlike, her lipsfull and gently curved
wards--then this even split into infinitesmal bitsof lig

"Do not be afraid of what you have within you,
son. They fear it, because they fear death, but you
never fear death.”

"What about the others?'

"Others?" the being asked, the light wavering.



"Thosewelove?'

Again thelaughter. "I gave birth to you, my son,
that you would raise a generation against those who ha*
kept your mother prisoner for solong.”



"How do they keep you?"

"With the metd, the rock from the caverns, with the
rituals passed from ancient sorcerers, with what little
magic men have"

"But if you're dl-powerful--" Stony said.

The light flashed red and then a deep blue.

Then Stony whispered, dmost to himsdlf. "Y ou're not
agod. You'rejust some creature. Y ou're something ...

something mat doesn't belong here. Something that
should never have existed.”

Again, theVirgin Mary stood before him, her tears of

blood coursing down her beautiful face. She reached out
to him, her pam upturned. "1 am and have aways been.

Asyou too shdl be."

And then Stony felt aswift pull on his Sesh, asif a

giant vacuum was sucking &t his pores, and the light
whooshed by him in thewind, shooting upwards and then
down again.

And there & the chapd, in the candldlight, Alan Fair
clough stood beside him.

And the creature of burning light, the shape of the beautiful
woman, leaned over the dead sheep and began licking
the blood from its neck.

Alan Fairclough reached out to him. " Stony, we did this
for dl of mankind."

"It'samongter,” Stony spat. "It's agod damned monster.
And you--you and the Crowns have been feeding
it

"No," Fairclough said. "It'sagoddess. It's the Mother
Goddess. It'san Angd from Heaven."

The creature licked itsflaming lips asit wolfed down
pans of the sheep'sthroat

"Don't you seewhat it'sdoing?' Stony said.



Fairclough nodded, smiling. "1 seethe Divine Fire ac4|
cepting our sacrifice.”

"It'ssome kind of mongter, and you're breeding it, fo
God's sake, you made me part of it! All of you!" Stony!

turned towards the congregation, and without wanting to,|
felt that surge of energy, of someinner fire that he could
no longer hold back. He shouted at the top of hislungs!

"Y ou used me to make a son, you used Johnny Miraclej
to make this cave-dwelling monster breed! Y ou're bring-J
ingitinto thefleshwhenit'sjust beenavison, afire)|

It's an element, not God--you damn evil--"

And then he saw her, at the back of the chapdl.
Nora, standing behind the last pew.

"Oh shit," he-gasped. "Not you, Nora. Y ou aren't one]
of these--"

Hewaked dowly, carefully down the middle aide be]
tween the pews, as the faithful turned to watch.

"Y ou're not one of them," he said coldly, ashe ap
preached her. "Tedl me you'e not one of them.”

Norawas Slent.

He held her facein hishand, raising her chin dightrjj
S0 that he was|ooking down into the milky white of he

eyes.

"They brought the devil with them. | told you," she
whispered softly. "But I've dways hoped it was an ange
from God."

"It'snot the devil. It'sno angd ether.”

Noraattempted agrin, but it grew faint. "I could never
fight them, Stony. | tried. But | couldn't. From the

ment you were born--"

"No morelies, Nora. No more spins. No more tales.* "
"Please forgive me, baby. Please forgive me. | shou

have told you before, but you weren't ready. Y ou weren!
strong ... even now I'm not sure. Y ou're so young."



He cupped his hand againgt her cheek, her tears dampening
hisfingers. "'l can give you something now. You
know that."

"Don't," shesaid.

"l candoit. | canfed it now. | guess| could've done
it before, but it--"

"Hadn't been awakened," she finished the sentencefor
him. "I know. Some things are not meant to be awakened
within us. Don't--"

Then he pressed histhumbslightly againgt her eyes,
bardly touching her eyeballs.

"'No," she murmured, 'If that part of you wakes up--"
But it wastoo late.

It felt like he hdd arose, asmall rose, arosebud so
tiny and pink in his hand that when it broke open, hefelt
the warmth of creation--

Her eyes, cinnamon, looked up at him.

"Thebund shal see" he said, remembering aline
from Sunday School.

"Stony," shewhispered, seeing him for thefirs time,
seeing the face she had loved like her own child al the
while held been growing up. She reached over and
touched the edges of hisface.

Hefdt aprickle of hest ran dong his skin; then aseries
of sparkswhere her ringers touched him.

Her eyes grew wide with terror, asif thefirgt thing she
could see after dl these years was ahorror greater than
anyone would want to see.

A rushing sound filled his ears, as of the beating of
thousands of wings--



"You'velet it out,” she gasped, drawing back froi
him asif from afire. " 'It'sthelight of creation. Y ou can'tl
letit--"

Her body dammed back againgt thewall, her
played asif some grest invisible pressure forced her int
that position. "You let it out! Stony!" she cried, but the!

wind that had pressed her like an insect to the wallf
stopped up her breath. "That's why it gave birth to you!

That'swhy! It had to travel through you!"
"No!" he shouted, but the very force that grew from!
him held him back. "Noral No!"

"It waswaiting for you to do thigl It needs your mir-1

acles! You letit out! Stony! No! Y ou haveto put in back--" She screamed, and then the tears from her
newlyl

born eyesturned to fire, running like lava down her face,

devouring her featuresin itswake.

Noras face steamed with the growing hest, and hel
knew just looking at her that she wastrying to be brave,!

maybefor him, maybe for those who watched. Trying tojf
fight back the pain.

Oh please let metake it back, he prayed. Please.
And then, shewas afountain of blood.
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Where she had stood moments ago, amass of pulp and|
blood and bone. He couldn't look at it anymore, nor couldl
he weep, nor could he think clearly. Was he shivering!

ill? He couldn't tell. The world shivered. Covered in her|
blood, he turned towards the congregation.

"A miraclel" Tamara Curry shouted, pointing back to|
wardsthedtar. "The Angd of God hasgivenusasgn!”

At the dtar, the creature of light had shifted, and had|
become a handsome angel, wearing a great white robe,|
with awingspan that covered most of the dtar. The]
golden light burst from it like the dawn.



Stony held Ms. hands up as he stepped forward up the
ade. Hiseyeswere dark, the blood matted in hishair.

Alan Fairclough cried out, "The miracles of the Living
God! Praise hisName!"

"Hisnameis Glorioud!" the congregation shouted.
"Y ou're worshiping amonster!" Stony shouted.

Theangd of light shifted again, and the Mother Goddess
stood at the steps of the stone dltar, a crescent moon
upon her golden hair, ablue robe covering her pale skin.

Her hand wasraised in a gesture of supplication.
But Stony saw the blood on her lips.

And the lamb on the dtar--something was wrong--he
couldn't seeit wdll, hiseyeswent in and out of focus.

[twasnolamb at dl.

It was his brother Van's body, laid down, eviscerated,
opened, fed upon.

The mongter had aready eaten the eyes from their sockets,
and his nose had been gnawed upon. His throat was
abright red gash.

But they can't seeit, he thought. They can't see what
itsdone. All they seeisagoddessor an angd. All they
seeistheenergy they giveit.

They probably didn't even see Noras body when it
burst. They don't know what it has done.

Hefedsawind go through him, awind of light, awind

of darkness, and he's running, running towards the very
thing that will kill him, the very thing that brought him

into thisworld, but he doesn't care, for he thinks of
Lourdes and his unborn child and dl the foolswho have
been destroyed and distracted, putting their faith into such
asthis-



"You bitch!" he shouted as he approached the creature,!

"Y ou fucking breeding bitch with your magic and yourf
light"

As hereached her, he dammed his hand into her--
And his hand svarmed with the thousands of fireflies.

"They keep you in abox because they own you,” hel
whispered. "They raped you to have children. You aren't 1
powerful. You'rejust energy. You're just--"

The howling of wolvesfilled his ears, then the sound | of locusts as millions teemed overhead, and the
burning 1

light rose up from where the creature had stood and how- |

ered.

A whisper inhisear:

But shewas right, Stony. | needed you to let me out,[
to set me free--

Y our Sgter couldn't do it, she was made wrong, shel
was not formed aswell as you, she was not of the flesh \
in as many ways asyou are--

But you, my child,

Y ou are the embodiment of my radiance, and now%

you're making achild to be the New Adam for the world® of Earth, so that we may walk again as gods
inthelight®

of day, inthe dark of night--

L et me show you the wonders of the gods--

And then the light split apart and swooped down uponj
the people in the pews and the cries were o loud thét
Stony's ears began bleeding before he had even turned| around to behold the terrors.

Warm rain fdl from the celling of the chapd, and asit!
fdl, Stony looked up and saw the light holding them,;
holding the villagers. Tamarawas screaming, trying to:
grasp the gonewalls, and Martha smashed her fists
againg her breastsin agony, and Father Jm, his hands!

clasped in prayer as hefloated just benegath the ceiling--I



theinvisible pincerstore a them--all who had cometo
worship their demon god, flying above, their skin being
ripped open with lasers, their blood pouring down upon
the chapd floor.

It rains blood, son, and power isin the blood--

They trgp their power within flesh, but will shal release
them from that cage--his mother watched from benegath
her encompassing light, whispering fondly to him asif he
would enjoy the carnage.

Another whigper, not from his mother, but asif Nora
werethere, ingde him, awhisper of strength--

"The power isin the blood, Stony, the strength isin
the blood, remember ..."

And then her voice died within him, and he no longer
cared if helived or died. In aflash of lightning, the chapel
returned to candlelit Slence. The villagers were gone.

Alan Fairclough, reciting somewords silently to himsdlf,
stood alone at the dltar.

The creature, dl burning with radiance, crouched upon
the dtar like a harpy, her leathery wingspan wide. She
began cleaning her facelike acat.

All dong the ceiling, their bodies were strung across
what looked like razor wire, their torsos ripped open, their
eyestorn out.

"Why do you bring me to witnessthis?' he asked.

But the creature at the atar dissolved again into shimmering
light



Chapter Thirty
The Stone Cage

After severd minutes, Stony turned and left the chapdl,
He walked back through the long corridor, to the openj
front door. He looked out across the driveway to the
woods, and above, the night sky. The rain poured, and|
seemed the only thing that would wash away the blood
and the terror. He stepped out into the storm.

Closed hiseyes.
Wished it dl away.
Opened hiseyes, and it was till there.

He dropped to his knees. Clasped his handstogether in.1
prayer.

Please God, help me stop this. Help it end. It's not the\
way it's supposed to be here.



The Moonfireis his one weakness.

But when heisburned with it he usesitsenergy and
destroys the Outcast--

Thewords came to him, remembering the Storm King
of hisfavorite comic book. Moonfire.

Thedivinefire Within me.

It was in his mind--anew myth for the Storm King--a
way of fighting that had not been imagined before by him.

A way of drawing strength from the very thing that burned
away who Stony Crawford was--

| AM THE HALLOWEEN MAN!

And in that second, he knew why Nora had told him
the story of the daughter on Halloween night so many
years ago--

Shewastelling him that he could fight this.

She had warned him that he was enough, that the Halloween
Man was not the evil one, but the force of the god
inthe flesh, thered power.

He had dready let it out. But he was the power. He
was the one with the power. That thing at the dtar was
weak. It wastrapped, it was held. Only he could let its
power go free...

Insde me. Moonfire.

Stony closed hiseyes, and brought the hunting knife
up to hischest.

It won't hurt if you'refast.

If you believe, you can do this. Y ou can do anything.
He remembered the strange smile on Dianaslips when
the knife went into her. She wanted to be released. She
wanted out.

Do not fear degth, the creature that was his mother had
warned.

The blade went in deep, and the pain wasice-cold, and



spread like broken glass through hisveins, through his
flesh,

He opens his eyes and watches the fire--

The Moonfire bursts and crackles aong the edge of his
skin--his skin blackens--burning--the Pain, oh please
God don't make it hurt so much--He doesn't resst--he
lets the power come out completely, destroying the flesh
that was Stony Crawford--like molten lava--

Destroy my weakness!
Destroy this cage of flesh!

His consciousnesslay within the stream of fire asit pissed
down his pant legs, down to the ground. The burning sap
formed a pool beneath the blackened body of aboy of
fifteen.

Then it re-formed again, burgting up from the ground
inatower of flame.

For amoment, he looked back at the body of who he
had been.

Seared flesh, amouth that lolled open, empty sockets
where the eyes had melted ...
Now, bring me back, bring me anew skin.

A new skin to cover the Moonfire.

Stronger flesh than human flesh, armor againgt my
mother.

Hefdt the change within hisform, asif his consciousness
aone could determine what shape his physica body
would be. It hurt, it felt like small diversof glassbeing
shoved into nerve endings, and if hed had amouth, he
would have been screaming--

But asterrible asthe pain was, it brought anumbing
withit that waslikeice.



And then held formed the flesh around himsdlf again.
Hewas Stony.

Hefelt his own true power, the power of one who had
died and been reborn, as much agod as any man had ever
been.

I'm sorry, Lourdes. I'm sorry, my baby boy. I'm sorry,
Nora. | wish | had never been born.

Asmuch as something within him told him to escape,
he turned around and walked back to the chapdl.

Inside, al was silent. The candles were extinguished.

Alan Fairclough stood aone by the savaged corpse that
lay upon the dltar. Hanging from the low rafters, thetorn
open bodies of people from the village that Stony had
known since asfar back as he could remember.

"Y ou must accept that these people were meant to
die" hesad.

"Just shut up, you freek," Stony said, walking up to

thedtar. "It'slike exhaudt, isn't it? | gave Noraher eyes,

but something worse comes out afterwards. | make something
good happen, but something terrible comesfromiit.”

Alan Fairclough said nothing.

Thefire creature glimmered from within the metd coffin
behind the dtar.

"Y ou haveto ask yoursdf," Stony said, "why would

it let itself be kept in a coffin made of what--lead?-- from the very cave it had been trapped within for
hundreds

of years? Why would it wresk this small amount of

havoc, harvest these sacrifices, play into your fucked-up

senseof rigionif it had dl this power?’

"We cannot question the gods,” Fairclough said.

"I can. I'm the son of thisthing. | can question any



fucking thing | want," Stony laughed. "How could a
creature with unlimited power be tamed by human beings,
and kept in dark stone and in--this chapel, what isit made
of ? I'd guess the same rock as the rock from those caves,
aml right?'

Fairclough nodded.

"You think thisisrealy an ange from heaven, don't
you?' Stony asked.

Alan Fairclough nodded. "As much of an angd asthere
can be. Asmuch of agod as has ever existed."

"Y ou'd think an angdl would want to return to God."

Stony shook hishead, smiling. "But not thisone. This
one likes to be kept in the dark, kept awvay from heaven,
away from most anything but the few sad people who
worshipit.”

"Therewere others, | have the fosslized remains of
its-" Fairclough began, but when Stony shot him amean
look, he kept quiet.

"I don't want to hear any more of your crap. Y ou don't
mind that all these people died, and died horribly, do
you?"

Fairclough shrugged. "Human beings-die.”

"I could kill you."

"I know."

"You don't care?’

"| don't lovelife over dl things, no."

Stony went around and looked at the metd coffin.

"Sort of like avampire, huh? Comes out to drink blood
and goes back in to snooze." Thefireflickered from
within the smal windows. "I think | know something
about thisthing now. | think I know alittle bit about my
mother. | think | know what she'safraid of. | was afraid
of it, too, but | don't haveto be. I'm solid. I'm flesh. |
even killed mysdlf out there, but | re-formed. | can't be
killed. But unlike her, I can't float away, either, I'm going
to forever beflesh and thiscreature dl in one. But not






her. She'sjust that fire. She'sform without flesh. She's
got to be afraid--"

"She'safraid of nothing,” Fairclough said with maicious
pride.

Stony shook hishead. "Oh, no. | think Mama's afraid
of the one thing that won't keep her ingde astone cave
or chgpe. Onething.”

"She'sdl-powerful. She'sthedivinefire" Fairclough
muttered, but Stony sensed his nervousness.

Stony grinned in hisdirection. "Is she?'
"What--whet are you thinking?'

"I'm thinking that she needsto be st free," Stony

said, and helifted the lid up. She wasthere, like ayoung
girl--like Lourdes, abeautiful fifteen-year-old girl, lying
naked in abath of fire.

My love, she whispered.

"Look a you," Stony said. "You eat, you runwild in
here, and now you're exhausted. Y ou need to rest after
al this, don't you?' Hisvoice was amost sweet. He lifted
her upin hisarms, carrying her. Thefiretingled across
his shoulders and arms, but the pain was nothing now, al
pain was gone.

"What are you doing?' Fairclough asked.
"I'm setting her free"

"No, you can't, you've seen what she can do--" Alan

began.

Stony turned. His eyes bore through Fairclough. "Y ou

want to seewhat | can do? Y ou want to see what I'm
capable of ? Y ou know, | don't even know what I'm capable
of yet, but I'mwilling to find out. Areyou?"'

Alan Fairclough held his hands up in apeacemaking
gesture. "Please, you can't let it out now, Stony. You
can't. It can do terrible things. It has been trapped for
centuries..."

"Get the fuck out of my way!" Stony shouted. "I'm
letting it out. I'm letting my mother go back to where she
camefrom!"






Fairclough reached over and grabbed Stony's shoulder-- smoke rose from where he touched the boy.
A vison flashed out likelightning

Fairclough saw it--

Hewas crucified againgt atree, hishair on fire--

"I'm agod now, remember?’ Stony said. "'I'm your
worst nightmare. | shed my skin, | let it go, and now I'm
back from the dead. To be king, you have to die and be
reborn, right? Well, say hey to King Stony."

He carried the creature out into the night.

Don't, it whispered inside him. Please, | don't want to--
"Y ou don't want to return to your own source, Mother?
After thousands of yearsimprisoned by these sheep?”

"Please," she gasped, and hefelt her weakness, the
body that had been fed and then its energy spent asit had
bled its own followers.

" wonder why, Mother? Why would you want to be
here among men, trapped in rock?"

Hetook her to the doorway, and laid her down on the
grassjust beyond the front steps and the columns. The
rain poured across them, the lightning flashed over the
trees.

Shelooked up a him, and he could tell shewastrying
to burn more brightly, to shift into some creature, some power--

"All Halows Eve," he whispered to her as he stroked
hisfingersthrough the sparks of her hair. "The old rituals,
the harvest, when the gods would be killed, sent back to

the other worlds. Sent back to where they belong. Demons,
too, souls traveling between the worlds, it'sthe

right timefor that, isn't it? That'swhy Halloween isimportant
to you. That'swhy you need the sacrifices. Why

you've been trying to mate with humans al these centuries.

Because you want to be here, you know what will



happen to you in the other place. Call it heaven or hell or
theidiot frequency of the divine superhighway, | don't
give adamn. Y ou have power here, but there, you're
probably nothing. Y ou gave me my humanity, so |
wouldn't have to go there, so that | could have power
here. It'sHalloween you fear. But Mother, it'stime for
you to take off your mask, too. It'stime for you to move
on."

"MPease," she whispered, and he dmost responded to
her pain--

Its pain, for the humanoid form no longer remained as
the rain poured down, the cleansing rain, and then her
light burst acrossthe grasslike abrush fire, up the trees,
across the woods.

Stony held his hands up to the sky.

| am the Storm King. Bring on the storm of storms
tonight. Take the fire back to heaven!

He shut his eyes, grinding histeeth together, willing
himself, willing what was of hismother within himto
trandform.

He burst into thousands of bits of red and yellow and
spread out across the land, following her trail as shetried
to find arock, a cave, abasement, something to hide
within--

And each time she did, her fire spreading after her, he
brought her out again, into the storm that grew as hefelt
the power grow in him.

Until findly, a the Common, with therain pouring
hard, her light turned slver, hefdt her ingde him.

Why do you do thisto your mother? she asked. | carried
you and felt the pain of human birth just so that you would
live

Because, hetold her, you do not belong here. Not with
us

But you are of me.
I'm more of them, he said. Return to where you belong.

Her body turned to an enormous lightning bolt that






grew from the burning grass and shot dowly towardsthe
blackened sky, drawing streams of white dectricity from
al corners of thevillage and surrounding woods. For a
moment, it was asif the mogt brilliant daylight erupted
from the corners of the earth, and the village of Stone
haven seemed at the center of thelight.

Stony covered his eyes.
8

Peoplein the village, the nonbelievers, those who had
never been insde the Crowns summer house, nor had
they mingled much with those who had, waking in their
beds, looking at the blazing light--they saw the most
beautiful thing they'd ever experienced.

And then the pressure of air was too much--oxygen

was sucked inward through some unseen vortex ...

Stony saw them, the men and women and yes, even
children, turning in their beds, looking at the bright daylight
outside their windows--

Bodies prolapsed, or sucked forward into emptiness,
houses were crushed in the path of the divine Moonfire.

Moonfire.

Hefelt asuction from above, asif hewere at the center
of acyclone, and he knew that it would take him, that he
too would ride the el ements to heaven, or to the sky, to
the space between worlds where he belonged.

Then the pressure dammed him back againgt the

ground, into the mud, and he watched in horror astrees
uprooted from the earth around him, and the earth shook,
rooftops of houses smashed down, windows shattered.
And then there was an unearthly silence.

Helooked back towards the Crown place, and the mansion
remained, ssemingly untouched.

It's protecting her.

It's protecting Lourdes and the child.



When he stood, findly, he saw that Stonehaven was on
fire. A green-ydlow lightning bolt, so largeit looked like ahighway among therailing clouds, shot across
the sky

off into an infinite darkness.

The storm raged on, and Stony Crawford lay back down
inthemud until dawn.
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"Stony?' theman said.

He opened hiseyes. The sun'slight had just come up.
It was Alan Fairclough standing above him.

"It'sdl right. It'sover."

Stony tried to open hismouth to lash out at the man,
but was too weak to even utter asingle word.

"Yes, I'madive. | told you, | am the keeper of the

rituds. | will teach you some of it, Stony. | will teach you
many things. It took alot out of you, what you did. It did
your mother, too. It'saterrible gift, Stony. Y ou can't
throw it away. And you're not like sheis, you won't get
caught up in the ether. Y our element isthe eement of
earth and water aswell asfire. You are, for better or
worse, one of usin as many ways as you are one of
them."

Stony tried to muster every ounce of strength, but he

fet like hewas dying. A tremendous battering in hishead,
aringing and the sound of hammering, dl came up when
hetried to move.

"Don't try to spesk, just rest. What you did must have
taken alot of your power. It may be years before you gain
it back. But do not worry, you have something to livefor,
after dl," Farcdlough sad. "Lourdesis il dive, and

your child within her isstrong. Y ou are the future, Stony.

Y ou and your son. We who are merely human are now
part of acharming history.” Alan Fairclough lifted Stony
up from the mud, and carried him ashewould carry a



newborn across the muddy Common, past the smash
houses and fallen trees, out to the dock behind

Crowns summer place, to asmal motorboat in which lay]|
the sac-encased Lourdes, her belly grown large with the
on.



Epilogue
Journey'sEnd

At adistance of twelve years, Stony Crawford reached to
the ticking bomb and pressed the button near the timer.

One minute to blast off, to kaboom, and he could not do
it. He knew he should, but he could not.

For Lourdes.

For our child.

Stony turned to his son, Stephen, and said, "He lied.
How could | have put my trust in that human monster?

Y ou were born two monthslater, in winter, but | awoke
one morning and found ... what was l€ft of ... your

mother." He closed his eyes, remembering the body, less
agirl'sbody than a cracked-open encasing for an incubator.

Clear liquid had duiced from within the burst scomach,
and her facewas dl but obliterated by the glaze-like
network of fatty tissue and veins. "Fairclough had taken
you, newborn, in the night, and had left me on theidand
with just asmall boat and provisonsto last aweek or so.



| was gtill too weak, and | could not et what wasinside]
meout again ... | didn't know what kind of bloodshed!

... | waslikeawalking bomb ... By thetime | returned”
to themainland, | had no ideawhereto go, how to find 1
you. And | had to survive. Ben Dennehy and hissister!
helped, they took care of me until | knew | had to run|
from them too. Knew that the Moonfire in me could not®
be near full-blooded humans. | did thingsto survive that'
no man should ever haveto do."

"And then you found me."

Stony nodded. "After dl these years. Hunting, searchj
ing, trying to sniff out Fairclough'strail wherever it might!

lead."

"Tokill me?'

"| thought so. Then. Not now."

"l am amonger,” the boy said.

"Both of us" Stony added.

"Y ou stopped the bomb."

"l don't want you to die. Not for something you were!

no part of. You're only aquarter of what my mother was.!
Y ou're haf Lourdes, and aquarter Johnny Miracle, too."

"But thishousg, it's... it fedslikeit'sbresthing,” hi*|
son said.

Stony glanced around. "It is. It'swhat's|eft of that|
Halloween night. The resdue of her being."

"Weshouldend it dl," hisson sad. "After al that|
happened here, this place shouldn't be standing, should!

it?"

"Right," Stony grinned, feding the melancholy of his;
memory seep through him. He touched the edge of the
bomb, and the timer started up again. Ten minutes.

Enough timeto get agood ways away. "L et'sgo."



"Where?' Steve asked.

"Where no onewill come after us. Where no onewill
worship us" hisfather said.



The smdl boat that Stony had left theidand on was il
docked behind the Crowns house. They ran together
down thelanding, out onto the smal dock. Stony quickly
unraveled the holding rope, and started the motor.
"What are we going to do there?"

Stony shrugged, unable to predict the next few days,

let donethe next few years. "l guesswell wait for what
will come. | can come to shore for food and what we need
toliveon."

"But it's bound to come out in me someday. The Devil."
"Maybe. And it's not the Devil. It'snot Evil by itsdf.

It's Evil becauseit's untamed. It's evil the way the wind
isevil or thelightning. It'saforce. But you have will."

"If it does come out, what if--I mean, what if other
people come and it getsloose?"

Stony glanced at his son, and saw Lourdestherein his
eyesand hishair. Lourdes Maria Cadtillo, with the
crooked grin. / love you because of your hair.

Your eyes.

Y our muscles, she whispered.

Your voice.

Your heart.

Y ou oirit.

Your love.

"I don't mean to hurt people, but it seemsto dways
happen around me," the boy said.

"I'll teach you how tolet it out and till contral it.
Well find out what our purposeisfor the future,” he

said. Hisson grinned, aboy, only aboy, with hisfather,
headed for the farthest of the three Ides of Avaoori.



"Here," Stony said. He reached into his pocket and
withdrew a piece of paper. It wasloose-leaf paper, with
bluelineson it, and between the blue lines, ascrawl.

Tattered and ydlowed, it was ill legible after al these
years. "Y our mother wrotethisto me. | didn't seeit until;’
after ... until it wastoo lateto save her ..."

Then heread it doud.

"'l have heard that everyone hasone GREAT LOVE in
their lives. ONE GREAT SECRET LOVE. | didnt

know till I met you that | would have one. | thought I'd
awaysfed done and maybe get married and have kids
someday but never really know REAL LOVE. | look at

my mother and | think, THAT'S GOING TO BE ME

IN TWENTY YEARS. Married with kids, cleaning,
keeping my mouth shut, wishing something better for

my kids. But when | saw you thefirst time, last spring, | knew just by looking in your eyes. | mean, I'd
seen

you before, you know that. But | had never redly SEEN
you. Did you know it too? It was like there was achak
outline, or maybe ahalo around you. When | looked in

your eyesit was like looking into an ocean that was

there just for the two of us. | knew that you werethe

one. | knew that there would be no others. You are my
ONE GREAT SECRET LOVE. | don't know if we will
awaysbelikethis, but | know that | will never ever

forget you. NEVER. | want it dwaysto belikeitis
between usright now. ALWAY S. No matter what happens.

And things do happen. | know that. | know that
sometimesloveis not enough of amiracleto cure
everything. | just wanted you to know. What we did
together iswhat | wanted. It was PERFECT AND
RIGHT."

When hefinished, tearswerein hiseyes. The breeze |
picked up. Theidands ahead were emerald and plumin



the October dawn that edged the horizon.
Not so very far from humankind, he thought.
Close, but not too close.

Far enough to learn together who we are. To set ourselves
freeand till control it.

Then, behind them, the sound of the explosion.
His son shouted, "Fire! It blew up! Holy--"

Stony didn't ook back. He didn't careif the Crown
place was destroyed or burning.

Life could continuein an unimaginable way.

He closed his eyes and saw nothing but darkness. Then
an auraemerged, aglow of light in hismind, the orange
and ydlow Moonnre--and she was there.

Shewasthere.

A being within him now, abeing of Moonfire and cool
green shadow.

Lourdes Maria. Her hands open asiif accepting what he
would offer up, accepting the gift he was about to return
to the cosmos. He saw her within himsdf, within his son.
Her eyesno longer dark, full of pain, but golden and
warm ... her voice smooth, sure, but still shewasthere,
as she had been a fifteen, eterndly young, eterndly faithful.
And the gift, the gift both of them offered to the universe,
to the momentum of mankind and al that would

bein thefuture, wastherein their son. At war perhaps
with his Other nature. The Outcast that was within the
Storm King. The wesakness that was within the power.
But beyond that, she was there aswell.

Y our voice.

Y our face,

Y our pirit.

Y our heart.



Y our purity.

Theldeof Avaon grew distinct through the disspating



haze and light misty rain of morning asafiery sun grew;!

adongitslow hills.

If I remember one thing, Stony Crawfbrd thought as hej

watched the sunlight break like glass against the date sea, 1 it will be this. Onething from dl that | wasto
al that | will be, this one thing burned into my memory, for f Lourdes and me:

In the boat, his son watching the morning asit came.

His son, hisand Lourdess son, the light of creation/

within, but the human flesh and blood of his mother and

father too. Perhapsthat was the strongest prison for divine

firethat had ever been crested.

Lourdes, seethrough my eyes. See him. See you within
him.

Y our purity.
Your heart.

Y our soul.






