New Yor k

She had never seen eyes |like his before.

She shuddered slightly as the piercing orbs bore into her like lasers. As if
they were staring at her soul, searching for sonething el usive.

H s eyes sparkled like chips of sapphire, the whites surroundi ng t hem
unbl em shed but for the tiniest red veins which dared to intrude fromhis eye
corners.

H s gaze was unbroken even by the novenent of his eyelids and, as he extended
a hand to guide her backwards, she felt as if she were drowning in those eyes.
As she lay on the couch she finally closed her own eyes, aware now only of his
presence besi de her.

The room was darKk.

There was little sound.

An occasi onal cough, nuted and sel f-conscious. And there was his breathing. It
became nore | aboured as he stood over her and he spoke something softly to
her .

Wt hout opening her eyes, she raised her hands and began unbuttoning her
dress, exposing her stonmach. As she touched the flesh of her abdomen she

wi nced and sucked in a painful breath. She al nost screamed al oud as she felt
hi s hands touch her flesh. H's fingers stroked and probed the area around her
navel , pausing every so often over one particular place.

Lucy West lay perfectly still, aware only of the hands which roaned her | ower
body with swift urgent nmovenents but conscious of the three large intestina
grow hs which nestled like bloated parasites wi thin her

The first doctor had suspected ulcers. Nothing nore. Tests had shown themto
be steadily growi ng abscesses but a second opi nion had reveal ed what she
hersel f had al ways suspect ed.

The growt hs were tunmours. Malignant and deadly. She had been told that they
were too far advanced for surgery to make any difference. At the npbst she

m ght gain a six nonth reprieve. But of that there was no guarantee.

She felt the hands on her stomach, nmoving gently.

This man was her | ast hope.

Jonat han Mat hi as | ooked down at the woman on the couch, his brow furrowed. She
was, he guessed, forty-five —five years older than hinself but the ravages of
pai n and her di sease had carved lines into her face which had no right to be
there. She | ooked tw ce her age.

Mat hi as wore a dark shirt, the sleeves O which were rolled up displaying
thick, hairy forearns. As he continued to play his fingers over the wonan's
abdonen, the muscles of his arnms began to bulge, as if he were hol ding sone
great weight. His eyes rolled upward slightly so that she was only in the

peri phery of his vision. He began to breathe nore deeply, less regularly. A
bead of perspiration popped onto his forehead and trickled slowy past his
left eye.

He sucked in a long breath and held it, raising his hands over the woman.

For what seemed |like an eternity, neither noved nor nade a sound.

Mat hi as' eyes twisted in the sockets, then he suddenly plunged his hands down,
as if to drive themthrough Lucy West's body.

He grunted loudly, his palms pressed flat to her stomach. H s fingers were

spl ayed, quivering wildly. Then, with infinite sl owness, he raised his hands
an inch or two.

Beneath his palns, the flesh of her abdonen began to undulate in small, al nost
i nperceptible, nmovenents at first but then stronger, nore urgent notions.

A bul ge appeared just bel ow her navel, the skin stretching to accommodate the
pressure fromw thin.

Mat hi as was shaki ng now, his hands still positioned nere inches fromthe
worman' s stomach. Perspiration sheathed his forehead and face, glistening in
clear droplets on the light hair of his arns.

There was anot her novenent, another undulation, this time an inch or two
above- her pubic nound.

Lucy West nmade no sound. No novement.



Mat hi as grunted sonmething unintelligible, his fingers curling inward slightly
as the third bul ge began to streich the flesh until it was shiny. And finally,
his eyes swivelled in the sockets until they were glaring dowm at his own
hands.

At the novenment beneath those hands.

H's entire body jerked spasnodically, as if soneone were punping thousands of
volts of electricity through him H's eyes narrowed to steely slits, his teeth
cl enched together until his jaw began to ache.

The skin just bel ow Lucy West's navel began to split open

Li ke tearing fabric, it began as a tiny hole then gradually | engthened into a
rent about five inches |ong.

Mat hi as began to breathe rapidly, his cheeks puffing with each sharp
exhal ati on. He noticed a pungent odour as a second tear began to form beneath
the first.

There was no blood. Only the snell. A rancid stench of pus which rose like an
invisible cloud to envel op him

He watched as the third razor-thin cut began to open

Still Lucy West did not nove.

Mat hi as drew in a deep, al nost agonised breath and held it, his face contorted
unnaturally for internmi nable seconds. The sensation of heat which he felt in
his fingertips began to spread until it seened to fill his entire body. He
felt as if he were on fire. More sweat dripped in salty beads fromhis face.
He gl ared down at his hands.

At her stomach

At the three long thin splits in her flesh. 'Yes,' he grunted, his fingers
twisting inward |i ke hooked cl aws.

Sonet hi ng began to nove in the cut above her pelvis. Sonething thick and
solid. It was ovoid in shape, a reeking egg-shaped | unp whi ch nudged through
the cleft of flesh as if coaxed by Mathias. Hi s eyes bulged madly in their
sockets as he saw the growh and his body began to shake with increased
intensity.

From the cut bel ow her navel another bloodied clot of dark brown matter began
to rise.

The three narrow tears drew back |ike obscene |ips, expelling their foul
contents, and Mathias reached feverishly for the three rotting grow hs,
scooping theminto his hands like so many putrescent eggs.

H s fingers closed around the |unps and a single droplet of pus dribbled

t hrough and ran down his armas he raised both hands into the air above the
unnovi ng body of Lucy West.

Mat hi as kept his eyes fastened on the trio of wounds, now slightly reddened at
the edges. He closed his eyes tightly, body still shaking, the growths held
aloft like grisly trophies. A vile stench surrounded him al nost pal pable in
its intensity, yet he seemed not to notice it. As he snapped his eyes open
once nore he | ooked down to see that the three rents had cl osed. The skin

| ooked as smooth and unbl em shed as before he had begun

For a monent he stood sentinel over her notionless form

Anot her man, younger than Mathias, cane forward carrying a shallow stainless
steel bow. He held it before Mathias who slowy |lowered his arns, opening his
hands to allow the growhs to tunble into the bowl with a liquid plop. The nman
handed Mathias a towel, then retreated back into the shadows.

"Sit up,' Mathias said to the woman, his voice a | ow whi sper

Lucy West struggl ed upright, aided by Mathias' outstretched hand,, and once
nmore she found herself gazing into those hypnotic twin orbs of blazing blue.
"It is done,' he told her

Lucy coloured slightly, aware that her dress was still open. Wth shaking
fingers she began to button it once nore. Mathias noticed her slight
hesitati on as she reached her stomach, the flicker of anxiety behind hei eyes
as she reached her navel

He beckoned to his assistant and the younger man returned, carrying the bow .
Mat hi as took it fromhimand held it before Lucy.



She | ooked in at the growhs. They rem nded her of rotten plums but for their
pal e col our. The dark tinge which they'd had earlier seened to have drai ned
fromthem creating the small amount of bl ood which was puddled in the bottom
of the bow .

She touched her stomach tentatively, both relieved and surprised to find that
there was no pain. She pressed harder

No pai n.

It was at that point she broke down.

Tears fl ooded down her cheeks and she gripped Mathias' hand, as if threatening
to wench it off. He smiled thinly at her, those brilliant blue eyes tw nkling
with an al nost blinding iridescence.

Anot her man, also dressed in a dark suit, approached fromthe other side and
pl aced his hands on Lucy's shoul ders, guiding her away from Mt hias who wal ked
forward towards the swelling cacophony of shouts and appl ause which filled the
hall. As the lights inside the building were flicked on once nore he gazed out
at the dozens of people who stood watching him Dozens? Hundreds? He wasn't
sure how nmany. Sone coul d not stand because they were in wheel -chairs. Sone
could not clap because they had withered |linbs. Sone could not see hi mbecause
t hey were blind.

He rai sed his arns once nore, a gesture designed to enconpass them all

The appl ause and shouting did not dimnish for sone time, not in fact, unti
Mat hi as turned and wal ked of f the stage, the cries still ringing in his ears.
And sone of them were cries of pain.

Mat hi as entered his dressing roomand slamed the door behind him as if eager
to be away fromany nore prying eyes. He | eant agai nst the door, w ping the
sweat fromhis face with one bl ood-sneared hand.

He crossed to the washbasin on the far side of the small room and turned the
cold tap, splashing his face with water. As he strai ghtened up he gazed at his
own reflection in the mrror above.

Jonat han Mathias was a powerfully built man, his jaw square and heavy. Cl ean
shaven and carefully grooned, he | ooked younger than his forty years,

particul arly when his eyes sparkled as they did now Nevertheless, his
forehead was heavily lined and his thick eyebrows, which strained to

neet above the bridge of his nose, gave hima perpetual frown. He dried his
face and sat down at his dressing table. Even now he could hear the persistent
appl ause generated by those who had yet to | eave the hall

It was like this every tinme. At every neeting.

He held three a week. The one today had been conducted in a | arge red-brick
buil ding on New York's West Side. Next time it might be in Manhattan, Queens
or the Bronx. Or maybe somewhere in one of the city's nore affluent areas.
Over the years he had found that the rich needed his attentions as badly as
anyone el se.

Those he didn't reach in person could see himtwice a week on CBS, his
hour -1 ong tel evision show attracting an audi ence in excess of 58,000, 000. He
was known t hroughout the country and nost of Europe for his abilities as a
psychic but, of the man hinself, little had ever been reveal ed. He spoke with
a New York accent but the harder edges had been snoothed off and he cane
across as a cultured man, though he was respected and ridiculed in roughly
equal proportions. There were those who still branded hima fraud and a
charlatan. Wth an annual incorhe of 20,000,000 dollars, the barbs seened to
cut |l ess deeply than they m ght otherw se have done.

He smiled at his own reflection and began wi ping his face with a paper cloth.
There was a light rap on the door and Mathias turned in his seat as if he were
expecting to see through the partition.

"Wio is it? he asked.

"Bl ake,' a distinctively English voice told him

"Come in,' he called, his smile broadening.

As David Bl ake entered the room Mathias studied the newconmer warnly

He was twenty-eight, about five-ten, dressed in a pair of faded jeans and a.
sweat shirt which, despite the folds of material, could not disguise the



powerful frame beneath it. A packet of cigarettes bul ged fromone of his
pockets and, as the young man sat down, he took one out and lit it up.

"Very inpressive,' he said, re-adjusting the tinted gl asses on his nose.

it isn't intended to create an inpression, David,' said the psychic. 'You know
that.'

own body is a skill which can be learned.' 'I| agree.’

"Then | don't see what this has to do with your powers. | can control other
peopl e's Astral bodies.' Blake frowned, taken aback by the psychic's words.
Mat hias returned his gaze, wunblinking. There was a tw nkle in hi s

blue eyes which Bl ake m st rust ed. He studied the American as if
he were an exhibit in a nuseum trying to nmuster his own thoughts, it's
i npossi ble,’ he said, softly. "Nothing is inpossible, David,' the psychic told
hi m Bl ake shook his head.

"Look, | know plenty about Qut of the Body experiences,' he countered. 'l've
met dozens of people who've had them but the idea of being able to manipul ate
someone else's Astral body ...' The sentence trailed off as he felt his body
stiffen. It was as if every nmuscle in his body had suddenly contracted and the
sensation forced a gasp from him

Overwhel mi ng, numbing cold envel oped himuntil he felt as if his blood were
freezing in his veins. He shuddered, the flesh on his forearns rising into
goose- pi mpl es. He caught sight of his own reflection in Mathias' dressing room
mrror and his skin was white. As if the col our had been sucked from him
Mat hi as sat unnoved, his eyes never leaving the witer who was quivering
violently.

He felt |ight-headed, a curiously unpl easant sensation of vagueness which made
himgrip the chair as if anxious to assure hinself he were not going to faint.
Mathias |lowered his gaze and Blake felt the feeing subside as quickly
as it had cone. He sucked in a deep breath, the warnmth returning to his body.
He shook his head and blinked hard. 'Are you OK?' Mathias asked. The witer
nodded.

"Very clever, Jonathan,' he said, rubbing his arns briskly.

"Now do you believe ne?" the psychic wanted to know. 'Can you deny what you
felt? if you have this ability, how does it tie-in with the faith-

heal i ng?'

"I can reach inside people. Inside their mnds. Their bodies."'

"Then it would have to be a form of hypnosis, to make the subject believe you
could cure them

| can't give you all the answers, David,' Mathias answered, it doesn't matter
You can't alter the facts, you can't deny what you saw on that stage tonight
or what you yourself felt here in this room'

Bl ake chewed his bottomlip contenplatively.

' Thi nk about what |'ve said,' the psychic added.

Bl ake got to his feet and announced that he had to get back to his hotel. The
two nmen shook hands and the witer left the building via a side entrance. The
sun outside was hot and the pavenment felt warm beneath his shoes in a marked
contrast to the cool ness of Mathias' dressing room

He spotted a cab and sprinted across the street, clanbering into the vehicle.
As the cab pulled away, Bl ake glanced over his shoul der at the red brick

buil ding, watching as it gradually di sappeared from vi ew.

Jonat han Mat hias sat before the mrror in his dressing roomcontenplating his
own features. He rubbed his cheeks and blinked hard. His eyes felt as if they
had grit in thembut, as he sat there, he allowed his hands to drop to his

t hi ghs, one hand curling into a loose fist. He inhaled and | ooked down, his
fist opening as he did so.

Cradl ed there, now shrunken and withered like rotten, foul smelling prunes,
were the three grow hs he'd taken fromthe body of Lucy West.

towards the bat hroom once nore.

The steamstill swirled around and Bl ake al nost slipped over on the tiles. He
lifted the toilet seat and urinated noisily; then, discarding the towel, he
turned towards the bath.



There was a body floating in the water.

Bl ake took a step back, nearly overbal ancing, his eyes glued to the naked body
before him The entire corpse was bloated, the skin tinged a vivid bl ue,
nmottled fromwhat appeared to be a long tine in the water. The nmouth was open
lips winkled and cracked. A swollen tongue protruded from one corner

Bl ake shook his head, studying the face nore cl osely.

He may as well have been looking in a mrror

The corpse in the bath was identical, in every detail, to hinself. He felt as
if he were staring at his own dead body.

The witer clanped his eyes shut, screwing up the lids until white stars
danced in the blackness. He raised both hands to his head and sucked in a deep
br eat h.

'No,' he rasped.

When he opened his eyes again the corpse was gone. Nothing remained in the
bath but the water. No bl oated body. No deceased | ook-alike. Just water.

Bl ake swal | omed hard and reached out a hand tentatively towards the surface of
the water, staring intently at it as if he expected the apparition to appear
agai n.

He heard soft chuckling and snapped his head around.

It was conming fromthe bedroom

The witer felt peculiarly vul nerable and he found his breath coming in | ow,

i rregul ar gasps. He edged towards the bat hroom door gripped by a hand of fear
which tightened its hold as he drew cl oser.

Agai n he heard chuckl i ng.

By this time, his fear had gradually becone anger and he stepped into the room
wi t hout hesitation.

It was enpty.

He wal ked across to the bed. Checked the wardrobes. Passed through into the
other part of the roomwhich served as a sitting room

Enpty.

Bl ake | ooked around him w ping perspiration fromhis

face. He was alone in the apartment. He headed back towards the bathroom but,
as he reached the door he slowed his pace, his eyes scanning the bath

anxi ously.

There was no corpse floating there.

The witer licked his lips, finding that his nmouth was dry and chal ky. He
crossed to the sink and spun the tap swallow ng | arge gul ps of cold water,
then he turned towards the steam ng tub once nore.

The water |ooked inviting enough but it was a long time before he would step
into it.

Oxford

' There was so nmuch blood. It was everywhere. Al over the floor and the bed.
There was even sone on the wall. It wasn't at all like you see on filnms or the
tel evision. When | shot her in the face her head just seened to cave in and
then the bl ood started spurting everywhere. | suppose that's howit got on the
wal | over the bed, it was like a fountain, especially fromher neck. | suppose

that's where the pellets hit her jugular vein. That is the big veinisn't it?
The jugul ar? You see when you fire a shotgun at someone from cl ose range there
isn'"t time for the shot to spread. A shotgun cartridge is full of thousands of
little lead pellets but, when you fire fromclose range, well, it all cones
out in one lunmp. And | was standing very close to her. | had the barrel about
an inch from her face.

' There was some thick, sticky |looking stuff on the pillow It was sort of
greyish pink. | think it nust have been her brain. |1'd seen sheeps' brains in
but chers' shops and it |ooked a bit like that so | suppose it must have been
her brain. Anyway, when | went to nove the body this sticky stuff got on ny
hands. It felt like ... like porridge. |I left her on the bed in the end.

' The baby had woken up, | suppose it was the noise of the

gun. It was crying, not loudly, just the way it does when it wants feeding. F
went into the nursery and picked himup but he wouldn't stop crying. Perhaps



he was frightened of the blood and the snell. That's another thing they never
tell you on the TV. Blood snells. It snells |Iike copper. Wen there's |lots of
it.

"Well, | just dropped the baby on its head. It didn't nove after that so
thought it was dead. | picked it up again and took it back to the bedroom and
put it on the bed beside ny wfe.

"I"d left the hacksaw under the bed earlier sol ... | only had to decide
which one to start with. | cut up the baby first. The left armto start with.
I cut it off just below the shoulder but as | started cutting it screaned.

thi nk the bang on the head only stunned it. The armwas al nost off when it
started to screambut it didn't nove again after that. | cut off its right |eg
at the hip. It was easy, | suppose it's because the bones are still soft with
babies. It wasn't even a year old you see. There was nore blood, nore than I'd
expected. Especially when | cut the head off. It's funny isn't it? You

woul dn't think a body that small could hold that nuch bl ood.

"I left the pieces on the bed then | started on my wife. It was harder cutting
her leg off, sawi ng through the bone was |like cutting wood but the noi se was
different, a kind of squeaking and all this brown stuff dribbled out of the
bone. Was that the marrow? | suppose it was. Well, it took me nearly an hour
to cut themboth up and | was sweating when |'d finished. Butchers nust be
really fit, | mean, they cut up neat every day don't they? | was tired when
I"d finished and |I noticed that there was some ... ness ... well|l excrenent.
You know ... faeces on the bed. | didn't know that happened when soneone died.
That they sh—that they nmessed thensel ves.

i cut one of ny wife's breasts off. | don't know why. Just to see what it was
like | suppose. | expected it to puncture |like a balloon, you woul d woul dn't
you? But it didn't. | just cut nost of it away and left it with the other

pi eces. So much bl ood though. So much bl ood. Funny really.’

Kel ly Hunt reached forward and switched off the tape recorder.

She had heard that particular tape half a dozen tines in the

| ast week. This had been the first tine she'd managed to sit through it

wi t hout feeling sick. She pressed the 'rewind' button and the recorder
squeal ed as the spools spun in reverse. She stopped it, pressed 'play".

' So much bl ood. Funny really.'

She heard her own voice

"And the dreamis always the sane?

"Always. It never varies. Every detail's the sane.’

She switched it off again and ran a hand through her shoul der | ength brown
hai r.

Beside the tape recorder on the desk in front of her there was a manilla file
and Kelly flicked it open. It contained details of the voice which she'd been
hearing on the recording, facts and figures which made that voice a human

bei ng. To be precise, Maurice Gant, aged thirty-two. An unenpl oyed | athe
operator by trade. Married for ten years to a woman four years younger than
hi nsel f naned Julie. They had a ten-nonth-old baby, Mark

Kelly had been working with Grant, or rather studying him for the |ast seven
days. The recordi ng was one of nmany which she and her col |l eagues had nade.
She scanned the rest of the file which contained further personal details
about Grant.

He' d been unenpl oyed for the last six nonths and, during that tine, relations
both with Julie and their baby had beconme sonmewhat strained. Kelly tapped the
file with the end of her pencil. And now the dreans. Grant al ways descri bed
them as dreans —never nightnmares —though God al one knew t hat what he
experienced during sleep was the stuff of nightmares. H s detached attitude
was unnerving. The tape recordings were made while Gant slept. By a

conbi nati on of drugs, he could be unconscious and yet able to speak and to
relay what he saw in his dreans. Dreans had been studied and nonitored in the
past, Kelly was well aware of that, but never before had the subject actually,
been able to speak whilst in that dreamstate, to describe the events as

di spassionately as if he had been a nmere observer



In order to achieve this state, G ant was given a shot of Tubarine, a nuscle
rel axant usually used in nmedicine with a general anaesthetic, which would

i nduce sleep. Prior to that, he would receive 45ng of methyl phenidate orally.
The drug

was a derivative of anphetam ne, designed to stinulate the brain. By this
conbi nation, Grant could be forced to dream Hi s observations would then be
recorded as he saw themin his mnd s eye.

Kelly knew, from what she had read in the file, that Grant and his wi fe had
rowed constantly during the nmonths leading up to his arrival at the Institute.
Their marriage was virtually in ruins and Grant sonetimes spoke of her with
ill-disguised anger. An attitude mrrored, subconsciously, in his dreans.
Kelly | ooked at the tape recorder once nore, wondering whether to run the tape
again. Instead she got to her feet and crossed to one of the filing cabinets
propped agai nst the far wall. Above it was a photograph of her and several of
her coll eagues. It had been taken just after she joined the Institute fifteen
nmont hs ago, two weeks after her twenty-fourth birthday.

The Institute of Psychical Study was a Victorian building set in six acres of
its own grounds. The weat her-beaten walls were the col our of dried bl ood,
crumbling in places. The entire structure, covered by a clinging network of
ivy, looked as though it would collapse but for the tangled tendrils which
snaked over it like so much flexible scaffolding. Repair work had been done to
the west wing of the building, the renovated brickwork and the large plate

gl ass wi ndows | ooki ng strangely i nnocuous set against the latticed panes which
dotted the remminder of the structure. The building was being dragged, albeit
reluctantly, into the twentieth century. Tel ephone wires ran fromthe pole on
t he roof, suspended above what had once been bel ching chi mey stacks but were
now seal ed hol es. The gravel driveway snaked away through the grounds until it
joined the main road which led into Oxford itself. Cedars and poplars |ined
the drive like sentinels.

However, if the outside of the building belonged to a nore sedate age then the
interior was nodern, alnost futuristic.

The ol d roons had, over the years, been converted into fully equi pped offices
and | aboratories, the latter providing every nmeans possible for Kelly and her
conpanions to pursue their very specialized work

Since its inception in 1861, the Institute had devoted itself to the

i nvestigation and recording of all nanner of psychic

phenonena rangi ng fromhauntings to tel ekinesis. Wthin the vast library
beneat h the buil di ng was housed t he accunul ated know edge of over a century.
But, during that tine, progress had intervened and investigators now used word
processors in place of quill pens and el ectronic surveill ance equi pnent

i nstead of eye-wi tness accounts and hear-say.

Kelly had plenty of eye-witness information about Maurice G ant including the
file which she now slid fromthe drawer and gl anced at.

It held an EEG read-out, one of the many taken from G ant while he slept. She
studied it and shook her head. The puzzle was there before her

The readi ng conprised five lines, four of which were flat, each representing
an area of the brain.

It was the fifth line which interested her.

The tracer had drawn huge, irregul ar strokes across the read-out, indicating
an incredi ble anbunt of activity in one particular part of the brain.

Kel ly was convinced that it was the portion which controlled the dream
response.

And yet she knew that there should have been nmovenent shown on all the |ines.
But for that one area of activity, the reading may as well have been taken
froma corpse

The office door opened.

"Excuse me barging in, Kelly,' the famliar voice apol ogi sed. The man snil ed
curtly, alnost as an afterthought. 'l wanted to speak to you.'

Dr Stephen Vernon sniled again® a twitchy, perfunctory smle which never
touched his eyes. He was what peopl e euphenmistically call portly. In other



words he was fat. The buttons of his grey suit strained against his belly as
if threatening to fly off at any nonment. He kept his jacket fastened but, like
his trousers, it was imrmacul ately pressed. His trousers bore creases sharp
enough to cut your hand on, even if the legs of the garnent were two inches
too short. For a man of fifty-five, Vernon had thick, alnost lustrous hair

whi ch glistened beneath the fluorescent lights. H s moustache, by conparison,
resenbl ed the type sprayed on advertising posters by paint-happy kids. He had
narr ow,

hawki sh features and eyes the colour of slate nestled between his puffy
eyelids. Gey suit. Gey hair. Gey eyes. Vernon resenbl ed an overcast day.
But, there was a darting energy in those eyes and in that overwei ght frane.
Vernon was as thirsty for know edge now as he had been when he'd first joined
the Institute nearly twenty-five years ago. He'd spent the |last twelve years
as its President. He was respected by all his investigators, both for his
know edge and al so for his dedication. He would sit, nost nights, in his

of fice on the second floor, reading reports. Staying there until the small
hours sonetimes, when he woul d wander the enpty corridors and deserted | abs,
enjoying the silence. He felt secure within the confines of the Institute
wal | s.

He |ived eight or nine mles away but it was alnost with reluctance that he
returned hone at the end of the day.

Home

Coul d he still call it a honme when he was afraid to return there?

As Kelly passed hi mshe caught the familiar smell which seened to follow
Vernon everywhere. It surrounded himlike an invisible cloud. The scent of
nment hol . He was forever sucking cough sweets although Kelly had never known
himto have so nuch as a cold. He carried a packet in his breast pocket as if
it were a pen. As she sat down he popped another one into his nouth.

'Have you made any progress with this fellow Grant?'" Vernon asked her

Kel fy told himabout the tape recordings, the recurring nightmares.

'Yes, yes, | know about those,' he said, tersely. '|I heard sonethi ng about an
EEC

Kelly's green eyes net his slate grey ones and they held each other's stare
for a nonent.

"May | see it?' he asked

Kel l y handed the read-out to Vernon who shifted the nmenthol sweet to the other
side of his mouth and ran an expert eye Over the series of lines.

"His brain was stinulated? Vernon asked.

"Yes,' Kelly told him 'W're still using amphetani nes.'

Vernon nodded slowly. As a qualified doctor he realized that the read-out
shoul d show nuch nore activity. He was

one of four physicians at the Institute. At |east one had to be present to
adm ni ster the drugs to subjects and to check that there were no adverse
effects on them

'Then why is only one area of the brain affected? he nused al oud.

"It certainly looks as if it's the area which controls unconsci ous thought,'
said Kelly. 'The readi ng taken when G ant was awake showed only i ni nal
nmoverent in that region.' She pointed to the jagged |ine.

The ol der man sucked hard on his sweet then folded the read-out and laid it on

her desk.

"Run another EEG while he's awake,' Vernon instructed. 'Then another while
he's asl eep —but not a drug induced sleep. | want to see the normal

readi ngs."'

Kel | y nodded.

Vernon crossed to the wi ndow and peered out at the rapidly falling rain.
"This is very inportant to nme, Kelly,' he said, clasping his hands behind his
back. He rem nded her of a headmaster about to admoni sh an unruly pupil

'The reading fromthe EEG would certainly seemto indicate that the
subconscious nmind is capable of functioning independently,' he said. 'W have
to find a way to unlock that hidden area.’



She detected a note of sonething akin to desperation in his voice. It seened
only a matter of time before they di scovered what they sought but tine was one
thing Vernon didn't seemto have. Not a day passed without himvisiting Kelly
inthe lab or her office, and it had been that way ever since the research
began. There was an urgency about his interest which eclipsed his usual

i nvol venment. He was beconi ng obsessive. And Kelly couldn't hel p but wonder
why.

She studi ed his broad back as he stood by the wi ndow, his fingers knotted
toget her |ike fleshy henp.

"I"ll see about running the EEG now,' she said.

Vernon turned, nodded and swept towards the door

Til be inmy office," he told her. 'Let me know as soon as you have the
results.’

She smelt the menthol as he passed her, closing the door behind him Kelly
heard his footsteps echo away down the corridor

She slipped the file back into its drawer, then she herself left the room
wal ki ng briskly towards the stairs which woul d take her down to the

| aboratori es.

St ephen Vernon slunped into the | eather chair behind his oak desk and cl osed
his eyes, nmassaging the bridge of his nose between thunmb and forefinger. In
the outer office he could hear the clacking of his secretary's typewiter. An
acconpani nent to the tattoo which the rain was beating on his w ndow.

Hs office was large, as befitted a man of his seniority. It was one of the
few roonms in the building which acknow edged a debt to the past. The wood
panelling of the wall snelt as if it had been newly waxed, as did his desk.
Opposite him above the enpty fireplace, was a very passabl e copy of
Gericault's 'Brigadier Gerard' . Vernon regarded the painting blankly, his nind
occupi ed with other thoughts.

Could the EEG of Grant's brain truly have exposed an area of the m nd
previously hidden? The key to the subconscious. After all these years, could
he dare to hope for a breakthrough?

He sat forward in his chair and glanced at the phone.

The call mght cone in five mnutes. Five hours. Five weeks.

But he knew it would come and he had been waiting a long tine for it.

Pari s

' Keep your eye on the watch.'

Jean Decard focused on the gently twi sting gold object, watching as it spun
gently around. His breathing had slowed to | ow raspi ng inhal ati ons punctuat ed
by small gasps as the air escaped his lungs once nore. His right arm was
propped up on the armof the chair, his left lay across his lap

"Clear your mnd of all other thoughts,' the voice told him 'See nothing but
t he watch. Thi nk about nothing other than what | tell you.'

The voice seened to be comng froma hundred nil es away.

It was, in fact, com ng fromAl ain Joubert who was kneeling | ess than a foot
or two fromhim It was he who was holding the watch, allowing it to turn
gently back and forth at the end of its chain.

Beside him M chel Lasalle watched the proceedings with a pen gripped firnmy
in his hand, prepared to wite down whatever night happen. At thirty-eight,
Lasall e was two years ol der than Joubert but his full features and ruddi ed
conplex-ion did not testify to that fact. They had worked together for the
past two years and, during that tine, had beconme close friends. Now Lasalle
wat ched intently as Joubert |eaned closer to Decard whose eyelids were

begi nning to sag.

"You are asleep but you will still hear my voice, you will still answer ny
guestions,' said Joubert. 'Do you understand?

Decard nodded sl owy.

'Do you understand? Say so.'

"Yes.'

"What is your nane?'



"Jean Decard.'

"Where do you live?

'Sixteen Rue St Gernmain.'’

'How ol d are you?

'Forty-one.'

Lasal l e scribbled sonmething on his pad then watched as Joubert pulled a pen
light fromhis breast pocket and shone it into Decard' s eyes.

"He's well under,' Joubert said, noting the vastly dilated pupils of his
subject. 'But, let's just make sure.' He reached back to the table nearby and
retrieved two |l ong, thick needl es each one about six inches in length. Then
he pinched the skin together on the back of Decard's right hand and, slowy,
pushed the first needl e through.

There was no reaction fromthe subject.

"Can you feel any pain, Jean?' asked Joubert.

" No.

He took the second needl e and, opening the |oose fist which Decard had made,
Joubert pushed the second needl e under the nail of the man's index finger
until only the eye showed. There was no bl ood.

'Do you feel anything?

" No.

Joubert nodded to his conpanion then hastily tugged the w cked points free.
Lasall e pull ed a pack of playing cards fromhis pocket and handed themto
Joubert, standing behind his friend so that he hinself could see the slim
pl astic sheets. The first one was the seven of spades.

"Which card am | hol ding, Jean?' Joubert wanted to know

Decard told him

"And this one?

' Queen of Dianonds.'

Correct.

" Next ?'

"Ten of Cubs.'

Correct.

They went through thirty cards and Decard was accurate every tine.
"Amazing,' said Lasalle. 'Are you going to bring himout of it now?

"In a noment,' Joubert assured him Then to Decard;

"Jean, | amgoing to think of some words, | want you to tell me what they are.
Do you under st and?'
"Yes.'

Joubert scribbled them down on a piece of paper and showed it to his
conpani on. Decard recited the words al nost rhythmcally.

Joubert smiled. Lasalle could only shake his head in amazenent.

"There will be a bus crash in the Rue De Bol ogne.' The words cane from Decard
wi th the sane nonosyl | abic drone as before. Both Joubert and Lasalle | ooked at
hi m aghast .

' Repeat what you said,' Joubert urged.

Decard obl i ged.

'When? How do you know?'

"I can see the ... the dead.' He was staring blankly ahead as if | ooking
beyond the walls to something which neither of the other men could see.
"When is this crash going to happen?' Joubert asked.

"At 3.49 today.'

Lasal |l e shot an anxi ous gl ance at his watch

it's 3.46,' he told Joubert.

'How do you know this is going to happen?' denmanded Joubert.

i can see it now '

'How many will die?

' Four .

is it possible? Lasalle said, his brow furrowed. 'Can he really be seeing
it?

Joubert didn't answer, he nmerely | ooked at his own watch and saw that it was



3. 48.

Jean Decard was silent for a noment then his nouth opened w de in a soundl ess
scream his fa“e contorted into an attitude of fear and pain so profound that
Lasall e took a step back. Then, with a | ow grunt, Decard bl acked out.

It took the two nen ten mnutes to revive himand, when he finally regai ned
consci ousness, he still seened to be in a trance. He tried to rise but fell
knocking a table over in his wake. After another thirty m nutes he was
coherent. His face was ashen with dark smudges beneath his eyes.

Joubert gripped his arm

'Jean, can you renenber anything of what you said earlier?

Decard shook his head.

"I feel sick," was all he could say.

Lasall e fetched hima glass of water.

As the three nen sat in the roomthere was a | oud knock on the door and, a
nmonent later, a thick-set man in the uniformof a gendarne entered

"\Which one of you is Jean Decard?' the uniforned man asked

i am' Decard told him

"And you two?' the gendarnme wanted to know

"W both work here at the Metapsychic Centre,' said Lasalle.

'Step outside, please,' the gendarne said.

'"No,' said Decard. 'It's all right, what have 1 done wrong?'

' Not hi ng, Monsieur,' said the gendarne al nost apol ogetically, i must tell you
that | have sonme bad news.'

Lasal |l e and Joubert exchanged gl ances then directed their gaze back at the
uni formed man. He had | owered his voice slightly, an air of expectant

sol emity having fallen over the room

At approximately 3.49 that afternoon, Jean Decard's twel ve-year-old daughter
had been killed when a lorry smashed into the bus which was carrying her and
her school friends hone. There had been three ot her deaths besides hers.
"Where did it happen?' Decard wanted to know, tears filling his eyes.

The gendarne cl eared his throat.

' The Rue De Bol ogne.'

M chel Lasall e scooped sone cool water into his hand and then swallowed it. He
felt the tranquilizer stick in his throat for a noment so he swall owed nore
water, finally w ping his hands on the towel beneath the sink. He exhal ed
deeply and replaced the bottle of pills in his trouser pocket. He probably
didn't need them any | onger but, over the past eighteen nmonths since the death
of his wife, the pills had becone nore than a nmere psychol ogi cal crutch for
him Lasalle was dependent on them not daring to see what life was |ike

wi t hout the tenporary relief whichthey brought him He did not | ook Iike a man
who had suffered a nervous breakdown, but then again his w fe had not | ooked
like the kind of woman who woul d di e suddenly of heart failure aged
thirty-five. Lasalle had retreated within hinself after her death. Like a
snail inside its shell he refused to be coaxed out again by work or friends.
He becane hermit-like in his existence. He and his wife had been childl ess.
She had been infertile

—her Fall opi an tubes bl ocked. Lasalle's parents had been dead for five years
so he had no one to turn to for help. Hi s breakdown had begun slowy,
gradual |y building up like some festering growth within his mnd until,
finally, his sense of reason seenmed to collapse in on itself like a crunbling
house.

He turned away fromthe sink and | ooked across the room at Joubert who was
sitting with his eyes closed, a cigarette held delicately between his fingers.
The ash |l ooked as if it were about to drop off and Lasalle watched as snoke
rose lazily fromthe butt. Wen Joubert finally noved his hand, the ash
dropped on to the carpet. Lasalle quickly trod it in.

Lasall e had worked at the Metapsychic Centre for the past twelve years. The
building itself stood on the outskirts of Paris, a |arge nmodern | ooking
edifice constructed in the shape of a gigantic 'E . Its snmooth unbroken |ines
gave it the appearance of having been hewn from one single lunp of rock



i nstead of constructed piece by piece. Lasalle lived less than a mle fromthe
bui | di ng, near the church yard where his w fe was buried.

As he stood | ooking absently around the roomhe tried to drive thoughts of her
fromhis mnd but every time he heard of nore death, as he had with Jean
Decard's daughter, the menories canme fl oodi ng back

H s conpani on, Joubert, had no such ties. He was single once nore after the
break-up of his marriage but then again he had always found the attractions of
work infinitely nore exciting than those of donesticity. Despite being two
years younger than Lasalle, hewas possibly better informed on the subject of

t he paranormal, having worked at the Laboratory of Parapsychology in Urecht
for six years where he conpleted his Ph.D in Human Sci ence. He had then noved
on to the University of Frieburg in West Gernmany prior to joining the Centre
in Paris.

Joubert was every bit as different psychologically fromhis colleague as he
was physically. There was a certain detached col dness about Joubert. He saw
everyone and everything as potential sources of information and study. The
human vol unteers with whom he worked m ght as well have been | aboratory rats.
He showed as nuch feeling towards them To Joubert, work was everything and
know edge was the

pi nnacl e. He woul d never rest until he had solved a problem And, at the
nmonent, he and Lasalle had a probl em

"Precognition.'

Lasal l e | ooked at his compani on

' The business with Decard,' he continued. 'The tel epathy and then seeing the
accident. It had to be precognition.'

'"Do you think he was able to see the vision because it involved his own
daught er?' Lasal | e asked.

"Decard didn't know that his daughter was going to be one of the victons, only
that there was going to be a crash and that four people would die. The fact
that he was close to one of the victins isn't necessarily relevant.'

"\What are you getting at, Mchel ?

"W've tested three people, the sane way we tested Decard. The results were
the sane in each case. Each one showed varying fornms of tel epathy while
hypnoti sed but, with the other subjects, we brought themout of their trances
earlier, quicker. If they had been under |onger then they too may have been
able to predict future events.'

Joubert got to his feet, crossed to the pot of coffee on the table nearby and
poured hinmself a cup. He took a sip, wincing slightly as it burned the end of
hi s tongue.

' Dependi ng upon the susceptibility of the subject,' he continued, 'there's no
l[imt to what future events we can learn of." A brief smle flickered across
his face. Not only could disasters be averted but foreknow edge of events
could have its nore lucrative side as well. Could a subject foresee the

out come when a roul ette wheel was spun? Joubert took another sip of his
coffee, this tine ignoring the fact that it was so hot.

"But Decard was only able to foresee the future while in a hypnotic trance,’
Lasall e interjected.

"Which points to the fact that there is an area of the m nd which only
responds when the subject is unconscious. An area previously unexplored, with
the capacity for prophecy."’

There was a long silence finally broken by Lasalle.

"I'"d better phone the Institute in England,' he said. 'They shoul d know about
this.'

"No,"' said Joubert. '"I'Il doit.'

He stepped in front of his colleague and cl osed the door behind him |eaving
Lasal | e sonmewhat benused. Joubert

went to his office and sat down behind his desk, pulling the phone towards
him He lifted the receiver but hesitated before dialling.

"An area of the brain previously unexplored,' he thought. H's features
hardened slightly. The discovery, once announced, woul d undoubtedly bring fane



to hinself.

It was not a secret he wanted to share.

He tapped agitatedly on the desk top, cradling the receiver in his hand a
nmonent | onger before finally dialling.

Kel ly picked up the phone and pressed it to her ear.

"Kelly Hunt speaking,' she said.

"Mss Hunt, this is the Metapsychic Centre.

She did not recognise the voice

'Lasal | e?' she asked.

"No. My nane is Joubert. Alain Joubert. We have not spoken before.'

Kelly disliked the coldness in his voice. She was, however, relieved that he
spoke excellent English, just as Lasalle did. Her French was no nore than
passabl e.

'"Did you receive the copy of the tape recording | sent? Kelly asked.

"W did," he told her.

'Have you made any progress with your subjects?

There was a hiss of static. A nonent's hesitation

'None,' Joubert said, flatly. 'That is why | am phoning. | feel that it is
unproductive for our two Institutes to continue exchanging i nformation on this
subj ect .’

Kelly frowned.

"But it was agreed fromthe beginning that the research woul d be undertaken
jointly," she protested. 'You would use hypnosis, we would use drugs.'

There was a | ong sil ence.

' The subject we tested today was unreceptive,' the Frenchman |ied.

Kelly sensed the hostility in the man's voice and it puzzl ed her.

'Lasalle told me that your use of hypnosis seemed to be showing results,' she
said, irritably. 'He was very happy with the way the research was going.'

"My col | eague has a tendency to exaggerate,' Joubert said,

stiffly.

"Where is Lasalle? May | speak to hin?' He is working. | don't want to
interrupt him'

'So you have nothing at all for ne?

"No.' The answer cane back rapidly. Alittle too rapidly. Kelly noved the
receiver an inch or two fromher ear, looking at it as if she expected to see
Joubert magically appear fromthe mouthpiece. Hi s abrupt tone was a narked
contrast to that of Lasalle who she was used to conversing wth.

Kel |y thought about mentioning the EEG on Maurice Grant but, before she could
speak, Joubert conti nued.

"I have nothing to tell you, Mss Hunt,' he said, his tone unequivocal

Til have to tell Dr Vernon ...'

Joubert cut her short.

'"Do as you wi sh, Mss Hunt.'

He hung up

Kel ly found herself gazing once again at the receiver. She slowy replaced it,
her initial bew | derment at the Frenchman's unco-operative attitude subsiding
i nto anger. Joubert had cone cl ose to being downright rude. Wy, she wondered?
Was he hidi ng sonet hi ng?

If so, what reasons would he have?

She shook her head, annoyed both with Joubert and al so with her own
over-active imagi nati on. Neverthel ess, he had no right to sever contacts
between the two Institutes. Perhaps she should speak to Lasalle, she had his
hone phone nunber.

Maybe he woul d contact her tonorrow

She sighed and sat back in her chair, listening to the rain beating against
t he wi ndow behind her. On the desk before her |ay the newest EEG read- out
taken only an hour earlier fromMaurice Grant. It | ooked normal, in narked

contrast to the one taken when he'd been in the drug-induced state. She ran an
apprai sing eye over the lines but could see nothing out of the ordinary. There
was anot her pol ygraph schedul ed for later, while Gant was asl eep. Perhaps



t here woul d be di screpancies on that one, sone kind of clue to the tricks his
m nd was pl ayi ng.

She thought about his description of the nightmare. The ritualistic slaughter
of his wife and child. She wondered what it all neant.

Oxford

It was well past mdnight when the powerful lights of the Audi cut through the
gl oom of the driveway which |l ed up to Stephen Vernon's house. The rain which
had been falling all day had stopped, to be replaced by an icy w nd which
battered at the windows of the car as if trying to gain access. Vernon brought
the vehicle to a halt and switched off the engine, sitting for a nonent in the
dar kness.

The nmoon was fighting in vain to escape from behind a bank of thick cloud and
what little light it gave turned Vernon's house into some kind of dark caneo,
sil houetted against the nottled sky. He sat there for a few nore seconds then
pushed open his door and cl anmbered out. The wi nd dug freezing points into him
ni pping at his face and hands. He ran towards the front door and funbled for
his key, his breath clouding around himas he exhaled. He finally found the
key and opened the door, snapping on a light as he did so. The hall and porch
were suddenly illum nated, driving back the shadows fromthe front of the
house.

The buil di ng was surrounded by a hi gh wooden fence which creaked nenacingly in
the high wind, so Vernon was effectively shut off fromhis closest neighbours.
The house was tastefully decorated throughout, walls and carpets in soft

pastel colours conbining to forma welconing warnth as he stepped inside and
shut the door behind him forcing out the w nd.

There was a | arge envel ope on the doormat. Vernon saw the postmark and
hesitated a second before stooping to retrieve it. He carried it into the
sitting roomand dropped it on the antique witing bureau which nestled in one
cor ner of

t he spaci ous room Then he crossed to the wal nut drinks cabinet, took out a
tunmbl er and a bottle of Haig and poured hinmself a generous measure. As he
drank he | ooked across at the letter on the bureau. Wen he put his glass down
he found that his hand was shaki ng.

He passed into the kitchen, the fluorescents buzzing into |life as he touched
the switch. He hunted through the freezer and found a frozen chicken
casserole. It took fifteen mnutes according to the packet. Vernon deci ded
that that was all he wanted to eat. He hadn't nuch of an appetite. He left the
pol yt hene-w apped casserole in a pan of water and wandered back into the
living room ignoring the letter on the bureau which he still had not opened.
The stairs creaked mournfully as he nade his way to the first floor. Fromthe
wi ndow on the I anding he could see the two houses on either side. Both were in
dar kness, the occupants obviously having retired to bed. Vernon resolved to do
the sane thing as soon as he'd eaten

Five doors led off fromthe | anding: the door to his own bedroom that of the
spare room then the bat hroom and anot her bedroom whi ch had once bel onged to
his son who had | ong since departed.

The fifth door remained firmy | ocked.

Ver non paused before it for a monment, swallow ng hard.

He extended a hand towards the knob

A window rattled loudly in its frame, startling him He glanced at the door
one last time then wal ked across the landing to his bedroom Once inside he
renoved his suit, hung it up carefully and changed into a sweater and a pair
of grey slacks. Wthout the restraint of a shirt, his stomach was even nore
prom nent and it sagged sorrowfully over his waist-band. He tried to draw it
in but lost the battle and allowed the fat to flow forward once nore. Vernon
gl anced at the clock on the bedside table and decided that his supper would
soon be ready so he flicked off the bedroom|ight and headed back across the

| andi ng once agai n.

As he approached the | ocked door he slowed his pace.

H s breathing subsided into | ow, al nost pained exhal ati ons as he stood staring



at the white partition. He felt his heart beating that little bit faster

There was a loud crack and Vernon gasped al oud.

He spun round in the gloom searching for the source of the noise.

The wind how ed frenziedly for a second, its banshee wail drowning out his own
| abour ed breat hi ng.

The sound cane again and he realized it came frominside the | ocked room But
it was nuffled.

He took a step towards the door, freezing nomentarily as he heard the sound
once more —harsh scratching, like fingernails on gl ass.

On gl ass.

He realized that there was a tree directly beside the wi ndow of the | ocked
room it rmust be the wind bl owing the branches against it. Nothing nore
Vernon felt angry with hinself for having reacted the way he did. He glared at
the door for a monent |onger then turned and padded down the stairs. He wal ked
through the sitting room unable to avoid |ooking at the envel ope which stil
lay on the bureau |like an accusation. He would open it after supper he

proni sed hinsel f.

He sat in the kitchen and ate his supper, discovering that he wasn't as hungry
as he thought. He prodded the food indifferently, left the plate on the table
and went into the sitting room There he poured hinself another scotch and
slunped in one of the high-backed arncthairs near the fire. It was cold in the
room and Vernon pulled his chair closer to the heat, watching as the nock

fl ames danced before him He downed nobst of the whisky, cradling the glass in
his hand, gazing into its depths.

Above him a floorboard creaked.

Merely the house settling down, he thought, smling hunourl essly.

He got to his feet and filled his glass once again, finally finding the
courage to retrieve the letter. He slid his index finger beneath the flap of

t he envel ope and started to open it.

The strident ringing of the phone pierced the silence and nearly caused himto
drop the letter.

He picked up the receiver hurriedly.

' St ephen Vernon speaking,' he said.

i tried toring earlier but there was no answer.' The voice had a strong
accent and Vernon recogni zed it imediately.

"What have you got for me, Joubert? he said. The

Frenchman tol d hi m about Decard's prophecy.

' Does anyone el se know?' Vernon asked.

'"Only Lasalle,' the Frenchman told him

"You haven't told Kelly?1

"No, you told me not to give her any information other than that which you

aut horised.'

"What about Lasall e?

'He knows nothing of what is going on, he ..
Vernon cut hi mshort.

"I mean, what has he told Kelly?

' She doesn't know anyt hi ng about what happened today and fromnow on / will
deal with her.'

Ver non nodded.

"Vernon? Vernon, are you there?

He seemed to recover his senses.

"Yes, |I'msorry. Look, Joubert, when will you know for sure if the experinents
have been successful ?

The Frenchman hesit at ed.

"That's difficult to say. | feel we are very close to a breakt hrough though.'
' How | ong before you know?'

"You are asking for too much, Vernon. | cannot say for certain.'

Then guess. | have waited too long for this.'

"You are not the only one.’
There was a long silence finally broken by Joubert.



'Two days, perhaps a little longer, but | can't promnise.'

Ver non si ghed.

'Remenber, Kelly is to know not hing.'

"And i f she becomes suspi ci ous?'

"I'l'l take care of that.'

Joubert seened satisfied by the answer. The two men exchanged cursory
farewel I s then the Frenchman hung up. Vernon stood notionless for a noment
then replaced the receiver, returning to his fireside chair. And his drink
And the letter.

He opened it and pulled out the piece of paper inside. Vernon took another
gulp fromhis glass before unfolding it.

Before he started reading he gl anced, as he always did, at the heading on the
paper :

FAI RHAM SANATORI UM

New Yor k

Bl ake studied his reflection in the bathroommirror. He shook his head. It was
no use. The bl oody bowtie wasn't straight. As if he were grappling with sone
kind of angry nmoth, he pulled it fromhis throat and tried to fix it once
again. He'd been trying for the best part of fifteen mnutes but, so far, the
bowtie had resisted all attenpts to remain in place and Bl ake was begi nni ng
to lose his tenper. He | ooked at his watch and saw that it was 8.00 p.m, a
fact confirnmed by the announcer on the TV in'his roomwho was in the process
of introduci ng another re-run of Magnum

Mat hi as had said he would pick the witer up at his hotel at 8.15. The drive
to Toni Landers' house would take twenty or thirty mnutes dependi ng on New
York's night time traffic.

Toni Landers was well known, by reputation anyway, to Blake. A stunningly
beauti ful woman who had, two ni ghts ago, been presented with an Emy for her
performance in one of the year's biggest television spectaculars. At present,
she was packing themin on Broadway in a production of Joe Oton's

Entertai ning M Sl oane. Tonight she was giving a party to cel ebrate her
triunph. Mathias had been invited and had cajol ed Bl ake into joining him The
writer had been to showbusi ness parties before and they usually bored him
stiff, self-congratulatory affairs with clashes of ego which ranked al ongsi de
the collision of Mack trucks. In Los Angeles they were, intolerable, the
acting fraternity turning out in force to every one. Parties in L. A were

gi ven for any reason, usually not good ones. Has-beens, no hopers, and

woul d-be starlets thronged these al nbst masochi stic gatherings where egos were
flayed unnercifully. He had net witers who had yet to find a publisher but
spoke as if they were the natural successor to Hem ngway, encountered actors
and actresses

who spoke of the promi sed part they had in some forthcom ng epic but who woul d
nore than likely end their days doing what they did between bit parts —either
wai t ressi ng or cleaning cars.

New York parties were a little different. They had their share of bores, as
did any party, but Bl ake found he could tolerate themslightly nore easily
because there didn't seemto be quite such a wealth of pretension in New York

as there was on the West Coast. Nevertheless, he still did not relish the
prospect of the party but Mthias had asked him so what the hell?
He was still struggling with his bowtie when his phone rang. Bl ake left the

recalcitrant thing in its slightly | op-sided position and picked up the
receiver.

"Yes.'

"There's someone for you in reception, M Blake,' the voice told him

He | ooked at his watch. It was 8.15, on the nose.

"I"ll be straight down,' he said and, flicking off the lights in his room he
cl osed the door behind himand nmade for the el evator

Bl ake recogni sed Mat hi as' chauffeur standing by the reception desk. He was
taking a few hurried puffs on a cigarette which he reluctantly extingui shed
when he saw the Englishman step out of the lift. Bl ake approached him



by-passing a red faced man who was conpl ai ni ng about the soap in his room
being dirty. The chauffeur sml ed.

"M Blake,' he said, "M Mathias is waiting for you in the car.’

The two of them headed out of the hotel |obby with its uncreasing drone of
Mizak, into the synmphony of car hooters, shouts and roaring engi nes which was
59th Street. A police car, its sirens blaring, swept past adding its own noise
to the cacophony which already filled the air.

The chauf feur notioned Bl ake towards a waiting black Cadillac and, as he drew
cl ose, the door was pushed open for him The witer felt |ike some kind of
cheap gangster about to be taken for a ride. The grinning face of the

chauf feur behind himand the inscrutable | ook of Mathias, who was seated in

t he back, added to that feeling.

The psychic was dressed conmpletely in white. Wiite suit. Wiite shoes. Wite
shirt. The only thing which broke up the pure expanse was a red tie. It |ooked
as though Mat hi as was bl eedi ng.

' Good evening, David,' WMathias said.

Bl ake returned the greeting. He wondered whet her he should nention what had
happened the previous afternoon. The voice in his room The body floating in
his bath. He eventually decided against it. He glanced across at Mathi as,
affording hinself a swift appraising glance. The white suit seened to nmake the
psychic's feature's even darker, the areas around his eyes arid neck al nost
invisible. H's hands were clasped gently on his lap and Bl ake saw that he wore
two rings, each one gold set with a | arge pearl

"What sort of day have you had?' Mathias asked him

'Considering | spent nost of it in a library, not very inspiring,' the witer
told him

'More research?

Bl ake nodded.

"Still trying to unlock the secrets of the mind? the psychic chuckl ed.

Bl ake ignored the remark.

"Way did you ask nme to come to this party with you tonight?' he enquired.
Mat hi as shrugged.

"You and | have becone friends over the past six days and | thought you m ght
enjoy it.' He smled. 'You mght, you know. '

"Are any of the guests clients of yours? Blake wanted to know.

'Some of them have, fromtime to time, sought nmy help if that's what you
mean. '

"I'n what ways?'

is it important?

"I"mjust curious.'

"You're curious about a lot of things, David,' the psychic said and | ooked out
of the side wi ndow Blake studied his profile for a noment then he too turned
his attention to the busy street. On either side of them skyscrapers rose like
concrete geysers spewed forth fromthe ground, black shapes surrounded by the
dark sky. Many were invisible but for the

odd lights which shone in sone of their windows. It |ooked as if sonmeone had

t aken hundreds of stars and hurled them at the gloony nonoliths.

Mul ti-col oured neon signs burned above shops and ci nemas, theatres and cl ubs,
as if mllions of glow worns had been seal ed inside the glass prison of a
bul b. The city that never slept was preparing for another night of insomia.

i asked you before why it was so inportant to you to discover the extent of ny
powers,1 Mathias said, interrupting the relative silence which had descended.
"And | told you it was because | don't like nysteries,' Blake told him 'I've
never yet run into anything that's beaten ne.' There was a firm al nost harsh,
resolution in the witer's vaoice.

Even in the gloomof the Cadillac's interior the psychic's icy blue eyes
sparkl ed chal | engi ngly.
'There are sone things ..
Bl ake cut hi m short.

'... which it's better not to know.'



Bot h nmen | aughed.

"Well, reeling off the world's worst cliches isn't going to stop ne either,’

t he Englishman chuckled. A minute or two passed, then, his tone nore sonbre,
Bl ake conti nued:

'"This power, this manipul ation of another person's Astral personality, if you
do possess such abilities would you ever consider using themas a weapon?'
Mat hi as | ooked genui nely puzzl ed.

"I don't follow ' he said.

"If you can control someone else's mnd and actions then there's no limt to
what you can do. To what you can nmake others do.'

The cadillac was begi nning to sl ow up. Ahead Toni Landers' house was a bl aze
of light.

"Do you think | haven't thought of that?' said Mthias, smling.

The chauffeur brought the cadillac to a halt behind a bright red Porsche then
cl anbered out and hel d open the door for Mathias. Blake didn't wait for the
same treatment, he stepped out of the other side, tugging once again at his
bowtie as he did so.

The tarmac driveway which swung in a crescent before

Toni Landers' house | ooked nore |ike a car showoom Blake counted five
Cadill acs, a couple of Transams, the Porsche and a silver Plymouth Fury as he
and the psychic wal ked towards the porch.

The house itself was a three storey affair, flanked on two sides by trees,
beneat h which were carefully tended fl ower beds. Strings of |ight bul bs had
been hung fromthe house to the tree branches and it seened as if a light
glowed in every single wi ndow of the building. The house | ooked |ike a beacon
am dst the darkness. It was set slightly on a hill, the nearest nei ghbour
bei ng about five hundred yards away. Even from outside Bl ake coul d hear nusic
and, as the door was opened, it seenmed to sweep over himlike a wave, mngling
with the sea of conversation.

A mai d took Mathias and Bl ake through into a spacious sitting room which

| ooked slightly smaller than a ballroom A staircase rose in a spiral fromthe
centre of the room leading up to the first floor |anding where Bl ake coul d
see people standing in groups or in couples chatting am ably. Two huge
chandeliers hung fromthe ceiling like clusters of dianmonds. But, for all the
apparent ponp and grandeur, the house had a honely feel to it. There was a

pi ano in one corner of the roomand five or six people were gathered around
it. Blake noticed that one of them a man about his own age, was playi ng
softly, quite oblivious to the sound coning fromthe H -Fi. The witer

recogni zed himas the |l ead singer with the band currently topping the American
charts. He spotted three or four well-known actors and actresses, and a film
director he'd seen once or twice on TV.

Toni Landers was standing by the | arge open fireplace, a glass of chanmpagne
cradled in her hand. She was tal king to a distinguished | ooking grey-haired
man in his fifties who was perpetually pulling at the end of his nose,
doubtless in an effort to disguise the fact he was trying to see even further
down the front of her dress than the plunging neckline allowed.

Bl ake had seen her before but never this close and she was even nore beauti ful
than he had first thought. She was not a tall woman, barely five-six with the
benefit of long stiletto heels. She wore a black dress slashed to the thigh
whi ch, each tinme she noved, allowed hima glinpse of her smoothly

curved |l egs. A shock of red hair cascaded over her shoul ders, catching the
light every so often to glisten |like rust-coloured silk. She wore a bl ack
choker around her throat, a single dianond set inits centre.

"Qur hostess,' said Mathias, nodding in her direction. He took a gl ass of
chanpagne fromthe tray offered to himby a tubby waitress and Bl ake did

i kewi se.

It was as he sipped his drink that Bl ake noticed eyes were beginning to turn
in the direction of Mathias. In his white suit, the psychic was even nore
prom nent, but Blake had the feeling that if he'd turned up in a worn-out
sports jacket the effect would have been the sane. A young woman approached



hi m

"You're Jonathan Mathias aren't you?' she said, the words sounding nore like a
statenment than a question.

'Yes," he answered, shaking her hand gently.

He introduced Bl ake who noticed that the girl seened somewhat preoccupi ed. She
snmiled perfunctorily at the witer then turned back to Mathias, pausing to
ook at himas if he were a piece of precious nmetal before returning to the
group from which she had energed.

A man approached and shook hands with the psychic. Bl ake observed that sane

| ook of reverence on his face as had been on the girl's. He too smiled thinly
at the witer then wandered away as if in sone kind of daze. Bl ake | ooked on
with mld anusenment as this happened half a dozen times. Wth people
constantly approaching Mathias, Blake felt rather like a dog waiting at its
master's table for any scraps to fall. Wien a girl in a royal blue trouser
suit spoke to himhe was so surprised he hadn't time to answer before she

wal ked away.

Bl ake t ook anot her gl ass of chanpagne when the tray cane round. It wasn't that
he particularly liked the bloody stuff, but at least it was better than
standing there with his hands in his pockets |ooking |ike Mathias' bodyguard

i nstead of a guest.

' They obvi ously know you,' he said to the psychic as the last of his admrers
left them Bl ake drained what was left in his glass and put the enpty
receptacle down on a nearby table. God, what he wouldn't give for a pint. Even
a can of |uke-warm | ager woul d have been respite enough fromthe

endl ess fl ow of chanpagne.

"I"ve never net any of those people before, David,' said Mthias, sipping at
hi s own dri nk.

' They know you by reputation then,' Blake insisted.

' Peopl e are fascinated by what they don't understand.' Those ice-blue eyes
sparkled. 'And they can never hope to understand ne.'

"I's that the way you want it?' Bl ake asked.

"That's exactly the way | want it.'

The two men regarded one another coolly for a second, eyes |ocked together

i ke magnets.

" Jonat han.'

Both of themturned to see Toni Landers standing there. She was sniling
broadly, displaying a set of teeth which testified to her dentist's expertise.
"I"mso glad you could come,' she said and ki ssed the psychic on the cheek
"You | ook beautiful, Toni," Mathias told her. '"It's a long tinme since we
spoke.'

She turned to face Bl ake who returned her smile when he was introduced.

' Congratul ati ons on wi nning the Emmy, M ss Landers,' he said, notioning to the
statuette behind them on the mantel pi ece.

' Thank you, please call me Toni,' she said. There was a soft |iJt to her voice
whi ch made Bl ake feel imediately at ease. She was, indeed, a very beautiful
worman conbi ning a radi ant i nnocence with that of uncultivated sexuality.

"What do you do, David?' she asked him

"I'ma witer.'

"What sort of books?

"Non-fiction, about the paranornmal, the occult. That kind of thing.'

' No wonder Jonat han brought you along,' she said, slipping her armthrough
that of the psychic. 'Are you witing about hinf'

"I"'mtrying.'

Toni chuckl ed and reached for her drink which was still on the mantel piece. A
ten by eight colour photo in a gilt frame perched there. It was of a young
boy, no older than eight, Blake guessed. The lad was smiling, his blond hair
br ushed

back behind ears which were a little too large. Freckles dotted his nose and
cheeks in an irregular pattern and, even beneath the glass of the franme, his
eyes seemed to twinkle with some kind of untold m schief.



"That's my son, Rick,' she told him 'He's staying with a friend for the

ni ght.'

Bl ake cast a quick glance at Toni's hands and saw no weddi ng ring. He wondered
who the father of the child was.

'Do you have any famly, David? she wanted to know.

"I can hardly look after nyself |let al one anyone else,' Blake said, smling.
"Rick means everything to ne. If you had a child of your own you'd understand
that,' Toni said, her tone changing slightly. She | ooked |ongingly at the
picture. At her son. It had been an unwanted pregnancy and she had been
through a difficult delivery. She still saw Rick's father now and agai n. He
was one of the top publicity men at Twentieth Century Fox. He still lived in

t he house they had bought together those nine years earlier. It had been his
idea that they live together. He was nearly ten years ol der than Toni so she
listened to what he said. In those early days she woul d have done anything for
hi m She had worshi pped hi mand he had adored her. The young, in-denmand
actress who had played two leading roles within six nonths of nmoving to L. A
fromher hone in Virginia. She was al ready commandi ng fees of half a million a
pi cture and things seenmed to be running smoothly until she becane pregnant. At
first he had accused her of sleeping with other nmen but, when he finally cane
to his senses, the decision he nade had been swift and, she realized with the
benefit of hindsight, alnost inevitable.

Get an abortion or get out of the house.

A child, he had told her, would weck her career. Besides, he wasn't ready to
be a father. For the first tine in their relationship, Toni had foll owed her
own instincts. There would be no abortion and if it meant the end of the

rel ati onship then so be it. She had gone to stay with a friend, working for as
| ong as she could, finally doing voice-overs for comrercials when she was too
far advanced.

The conbi nation of the break-up and the difficult birth, (a Caesarean delivery
after sixteen agonising hours of |abour) had brought her close to a breakdown.
For three nonths she

| angui shed in the throes of such deep post-natal depression that her close
famly sonetinmes feared for her sanity but slowy she began to drag hersel f
out of it. She decided that she had to go on for her baby's sake. It had been
a nmonurental effort but sonehow she had managed it. She began work five nonths
| ater, helping out an old friend who was with the script departnment of MM
Anot her nonth and she had, after rigorous exercise and dieting, regained her
shapely figure and, another two nonths after that, she was offered a | eadi ng
role in a highly successful ABC series. It had been a small step fromthere
back to films and now, to the stage.

"How i s Rick? Mathias asked her, also studying the photo

'"He's fine,' she beaned, the very nention of the boy's name causing her to
perk up. 'Jonathan was a great help to me when | started work again after
havi ng Rick,' she expl ained to Bl ake.

The writer nodded.

'So, what are you working on next?' he asked her

Her smile faded slightly.

"Well, | have a slight problemthere.’

"I"'msorry,"' Blake said.

"No, what | mean is, | have a decision to make and it's difficult.'

"What kind of decision? Mathias asked.

She drained what was left in her glass and placed it al ongside the Emry on the
mant el pi ece.

Tve been offered a part in the next Star Wars novie but it means bei ng away
fromhome for three or four nmonths. | don't think I want that. | don't want to
be away fromRick that |ong.'

"But you've been on |ocation before and left him' said Mathias.

Toni shook her head.

"Only for days at atinme, like | said, here we're tal king about nonths.'

'So what are you going to do?" Blake asked.



"I guess I'lIl have to refuse the part.' She sighed. 'Shit, ny agent won't be
very pleased, he busted his ass to get it for ne."

"But your son won't be alone. He'll have people to | ook
after himwon't he? said the witer.

Toni turned to Mathias.

"WIIl he be OK Jonathan? You can tell me. You can ... see.
Mat hi as si ghed.

"I hope you didn't invite nme here tonight to perform sone kind of fairground
trick,' said the psychic.

' Pl ease,, Jonathan.' There was a note of pleading in her voice.

"What do you want to know?' he said, quietly.

A look of relief passed across her face.

i want to know if Rick will be all right if | decide to | eave himfor a few
nont hs,' she sai d.

Mat hi as nodded. He sat down in one of the chairs beside the fireplace while
Toni turned and scuttled off towards a door on the far side of the room Bl ake
watched with interest. He had an i dea what Mathias was going to do, his
suspi ci ons confirned when he saw Toni return nonents later with a pack of
cards. He could see imediately fromtheir size that this wasn't an ordinary
pack and, as she placed themon the coffee table before the psychic, he saw
that they were Tarot cards.

An expectant hush seenmed to fall over the room The H -Fi was silent, only the
steady click-click of the needle in the run-off grooves canme fromthe
speakers. Soneone eventually renoved it.

The group gat hered around the piano stopped singing and turned towards Mathias
who was gazing down at the cards, his brow knitted into deep furrows.

Bl ake took a step backward, his eyes straying alternately from Mathias to the
cards and then across the table to Toni Landers. She, for her own part,
settled in the chair opposite the psychic. He reached for the pack and
shuffled it thoroughly.

"Now you,' he said to her, passing over the cards.

She foll owed his exanpl e and handed t hem back. Sonme of the other guests noved
cl oser, anxious to see what was happeni ng.

A large breasted girl with straw col oured hair giggled.

Mat hi as shot her a withering glance, his eyes homng in on her |ike
radar-gui ded rapiers. The col our drai ned from her

face and she clutched the armof the man she was with, as if seeking
protection fromthose piercing orbs.

Satisfied that he would not be forced to endure any further interruptions,
Mat hi as proceeded to divide the cards into ten packs of seven. This done, he
held the first pack, face down, before him

'Pack one,' he said, his voice |ow and resonant in the silent room ' That
which is divine.'" He laid it on the table.

'Pack two. Fatherhood.' That too he placed on the table, above and to the
right of the first. 'Three. Mot herhood.'

Bl ake and the others watched as he laid that one above the first pack, this
tinme to the left.

" Four. Conpassion. Five. Strength. Six. Sacrifice.'

Bl ake felt a slight tingle run up his spine and wondered if he were the only
one.

'Seven. Love,' Mathias continued. 'Eight. The Arts. Nine. Health.'

Toni Landers shifted unconfortably in her chair.

"Ten. Worldly matters.' Mathias sat back slightly. 'The Tree is conplete,' he
announced.

"Tree?' said someone behind him

'The Tree of the Cabala,' Mthias answered w thout taking his eyes fromthe
cards. He reached for the first pack and turned the card, repeating the
process until all ten showed their faces.

Bl ake watched with interest; he had seen nunerous Tarot readi ngs over the
years, ail synbols usually carrying variant interpretations. He wondered how



Mat hi as woul d read then®? The psychic hel d one up

" Nunmber eight,' he said. 'A decision.'

Toni Landers kept her eyes on the cards, hands clasped on her knees.

The psychic reached for another card.

" Nunber seven. Travel.'

Bl ake noticed that Mathias' hand was shaking slightly as he reached for the
next card. The ol der nman swal |l owed hard and flipped it over for all to see.

' Si xt een. Change.'

"What kind of change?' Toni wanted to know.

Mat hi as fixed her in those powerful blue tw n-points and shook his head al nost
i mper cepti bly.

"I don't know yet,' he said, turning over another card. It was a card of the
M nor Arcana. The dagger

There were eight cards lying away fromthe cabbalistic pattern nade up by the
remai nder of the pack. Mthias chose one of these but he hesitated before he
turned it over, his hand shaking nmore violently now.

"What's wong?' Toni asked, her voice full of concern. 'Wat can you see? Tel
me what you see.'’

Bl ake, like nmost other people in the roomwas watching the psychic's quivering
hand. He felt the chill begin to wap itself around himnore tightly, as if
someone had clanmped himin a freezing vice and was slowy turning the screw
On the nmantel pi ece, the photograph of R ck Landers began to shudder, as if

bi own by some invisible breeze. 'Turn it over,' said Toni Landers,
exasperatedly. Her breath was com ng in short gasps now. 'I want to see the
card. Tell me what you can see.'’

The picture of Rick continued to vibrate, its novenment unnoticed by ail except
the girl with the straw col oured hair. She could not speak, all she could do
was raise one finger in the direction of the photo.

"Jesus Christ,' said the man besi de her, noticing the novenent.

Mat hi as turned over the final card.

' Danger,' he said, breathlessly.

"What kind of danger?' Toni demanded, staring down at the card. 'Tell ne.
"Your son ...' Mathias began, falteringly.

There was a loud crash as the glass in the photo franme expl oded outward as if
there were a charge behind it. Slivers of crystal showered the guests nearby
and Bl ake found hi nsel f stepping back to avoid the cascade.

A girl near himscreaned

The photo toppled fromthe mantel pi ece and clattered to the ground. Ton
Landers tore her gaze fromthe Tarot cards and saw the remains of the picture
| ying cl ose by.

As she reached out to pick it up sonething red and shiny appeared on the
photo, welling up froma cut in the paper

It was bl ood.

Toni froze, watching as nore of the crinmson fluid dribbled over the slashed
pi cture.

Bl ake | ooked on, nesnerised by the incident.

It was Mathias who finally snatched up the frame and its contents. He laid it
gently on the table before him

There was no nore bl ood. The photo was unmarked.

Bl ake gl anced at the psychic and then at the pieces of broken glass which
littered the carpet beneath the nmantel pi ece.

"What happened?' Toni Landers wanted to know. '\Wat does this nean?'

Mat hi as hesi t at ed.

i s sonething going to happen to ny son?" Toni asked. 'Jonathan, tell ne,

pl ease."

He nodded.

is he going to die?" she denanded.

i saw danger, | didn't say he was going to die,' the psychic said in an effort

at consolation but it didn't work.
Toni cradled the picture frane in her hands and stared down at the face of her



son. Tears forned at her eye corners but she fought them back

Tm not | eaving him' she said. 'Not now.'

Mat hi as swal | owed hard then | ooked up to see that Bl ake was watching him The
witer seermed rel atively unnoved by what had happened. The ot her guests slowy
began to disperse, their conversation now kept to a di screet whisper. The
psychic got to his feet and put a hand on Toni Landers' shoul der

"Perhaps it would have been better if | hadn't done the reading,' he said.
'"No,"' she whispered, shaking her head. 'I'm pleased you did. Thank you.'

"WIl you be all right?" Blake asked her

Anot her woran joined them slightly older than Toni. She snelt of expensive
perfune. The woman crouched besi de her and gri pped her hand. Bl ake and Mathi as
wander ed across the roomtowards the open French w ndows, |eading out into the
garden. A cool breeze had sprung up and it washed over the two nen as they

wal ked out on to the patio.

"What did you see?' asked Bl ake, when they were out of earshot of the other
guests.

"You know how to read Tarot cards, David,' said Mathias. 'You saw what | saw.'
"You know what | mean,' the Englishman chal | enged.

"Her son is going to die,' said Mathias, flatly. 'Is that what you wanted to
hear ?* He wal ked across the lawn towards a | arge ornanental fish pond which

| ay beneath the drooping arnms of a willow Leaves had fallen fromthe branches
and were floating on the surface of the water. The |iquid gl eam caught the
bright lights of the house in the background.

"You didn't read that in the cards did you?' said Blake, not sure whether it
was i ntended as a question or a statement.

" No.

' Then how did you know the boy was going to die?

"You want to know all the secrets, David.'

"Yes | do.'

"I can't give you the answers.'

"You nmean you won't.' Bl ake said, challengingly. 'Wat made the photo frane
break? That gl ass |ooked as if it had been hit with a hamer.’

' The wi ndows were open,' WMathias suggested. 'The breeze could have blown it

of f.'

"Come on, Jonathan,' said the witer, wearily. 'Wat the hell do you take ne
for?

"What do you think rmade it break? Mathias snarled, his brilliant blue eyes

| ooking um nous in the darkness. 'This ... power of mne? The psychic turned
and headed back towards the house, |eaving Bl ake al one beside the pond. The
witer wal ked slowy around the pool, catching sight of a fish once in a
while. He let out a tired breath. The broken frane. The prophecy. Wre they
nore of Mathias' tricks? A mind-fuck —as he'd heard it put by an Anerican
psychol ogi st? He was begi nning to doubt if tricks was the right word. He had
seen too nuch of the man over the past five or six days to dismss himas a
charl atan or fraud.

Bl ake shook his head and gazed into the pond, as if seeking his answers there.
He caught sight of his own reflection.

Bl ake froze nmonentarily, gaping at the vision which stared back at himfrom
the water.

It was his reflection but the features were contorted into a mask of sheer
terror. The nouth open in a soundl ess scream eyes bulging wide in the
socket s.

He took a step back, eyes still riveted to the image, his feet

crunching on the hundreds of tiny stones which surrounded the pool. One of

t hem bounced into the water, breaking the surface as it sent out endl ess
ripples.

The refl ection di sappeared and, as the water slowy regained its stillness,

Bl ake found that his inmage had al so returned to nornmal. For |ong nonents he

| ooked down, as-if expecting that terror-stricken visage to appear once nore,
but it didn't. A particularly cold breeze ruffled his hair and he shivered



slightly, deciding that it was tine he returned to the house.
Whi stling through the branches of the nearby tree, the wi nd sounded |ike soft,
mal evol ent | aught er.

3.04 a.m
Bl ake pushed back the covers and cl anbered out of bed. He had been tossing and
turning for the past hour and still sleep eluded him

Mat hi as' chauf feur had dropped hi mback at his hotel just after 1.30. By the
time they had | eft Toni Landers' house only a handful of people remained and

t he atnosphere retained the air of solemity which seemed to have descended
after the incident with the cards.

Upon returning to the hotel, Blake had downed a couple of much-needed bottles
of beer in the bar then retreated to his room but he had found the oblivion of
sl eep elusive. Now he stood at his wi ndow | ooki ng out on the dark mass that
was Central Park. Trees bowed and shuddered silently in the wake of the wind
and the witer thought how forbidding the place | ooked once the cloak of night
had fallen over it.

He switched on the TV, flicking fromchannel to channel until he found an old
bl ack and white film Audie Mirphy was busy w nning the war single-handed for
the USA. Bl ake gazed at the screen for a while then changed channel s once
nmore. There was a progranme about Chi nese cookery so he

left it on, turning the sound clown. After five mnutes he tired of that as
wel | and switched the set off altogether, seeking confort fromthe radio
instead. He twisted the dial until he found the rock station, adjusting the
vol ume as Y&T thundered out the opening chords of 'Mean Streak'.

Qutside, the wind crept around the building as if seeking sone neans of entry,
wai ling nournfully every so often

Bl ake padded into the bathroomand filled one of the tunblers with water which
he gul ped down thirstily. Then he returned to the bedroom seating hinself at
the witing tabl e where his notes were spread out. He had already filled three
| arge pads with information, randomjottings, hard facts and a | ot of

specul ation. Al that would have to be filtered and sifted through before he
coul d begin preparing his next book. Bl ake disliked research at the best of
times but, in this case, the dislike had intensified. The subject of Astra
travel, Astral projection and its related phenonena, he had di scovered, was
even vaster than he had first thought. The paradox being that the nore he

| earned the |l ess he knew. He had the pieces but could not fit the jigsaw

t oget her.

As the author of five world-w de bestsellers he could afford to live
confortably, one of the few witers who ever succeeded in naking a decent
living fromsuch a precarious profession. The noney and the attention had been
wel cone if sonewhat unexpected. Bl ake had never intended to earn his living
fromwiting books about the paranormal, it had all come about rather
suddenl y.

He'd left home at twenty, hoping to make his mark as a journalist but working
for the local paper covering events |ike school fetes, or interview ng people
who were conpl ai ni ng because their sewers were bunged up, did not hold his
interest for long. He began witing fiction in his spare tinme. Tucked away in
his mniscule bed-sit above a |laundrette in Bayswater he would return fromthe
office and set to work at his own typewiter. He had left the paper for a job
in a Wst End cinema but the financial rewards were snall. He eked out his
nmeagr e earni ngs by supplying pornographic stories to a magazi ne call ed

Excl usive who paid himfifty pounds for each 5(XX) word opus he delivered. He
had a couple of articles published by Cosnmopolitan then he decided to wite a
novel . It took himjust three weeks and was subsequently

rejected by eight publishers before finally gaining acceptance froma small,

i ndependent house. It went the way of npbst first novels, sinking into
obscurity within a nonth. But, he had never been one to give up easily. He
turned to non-fiction and, after six nonths of careful research and anot her
two actually witing, he produced his first book about the paranornal.

After four rejections it finally found favour with a prom nent hardback



publ i sher.

A Light in the Black had been published two weeks before his twenty-second

bi rt hday.

Bl ake had used the advance to take a holiday. A luxury he had not been able to
afford for three years. He returned to find that his book had not only been
bought by Nova, a | arge paperback house, but the Anerican rights had al so been
soldl for a substantial sum Bl ake suddenly found that he could afford to

| eave his bed-sit and rent a flat in Holland Park

Two years and two nore books |ater he bought the place and now, with five
wor | d-wi de successes behind him he had, only five nonths earlier, bought a

| arge house of f Sl oane Square.

He no | onger needed to rush his work either. He now took up to eight or nine
nmont hs on research and the rest of the time conpleting the mechanics of the
book —the actual typing. Blake was at his happiest shut away in his study
wor ki ng. He was not a solitary man however, quite the contrary in fact. He was
wel | |iked by nost people. An easy snile always at the ready, he was
confortabl e around people and yet at tines still preferred his own conpany.
Soneone had once told himthat the key to popularity was hypocrisy. If it was
possible to be all things to all nmen at all times —do it. Bl ake had
cultivated an easy-going i mage over the years which even those closest to him
found hard to penetrate. He was all things to all men. Those he hated he spoke
to with the sane apparent warnmth which he reserved for those who were all owed
to pierce his facade.

Wmen were drawn to his practised charm each one made to feel that she was
the only girl in his life. The nunerous encounters he had enjoyed since

| eavi ng hone (that nunber increased once he becane well-known) had only ever
been superficial. To Bl ake at any rate. He snmiled as he remem

bered sonething he'd read, attributed to Saul Bellow. He couldn't renmenber the
words exactly but the gist of it was there.

"Telling a woman you're a witer is |like an aphrodisiac. She can't wait to go
to bed with you.'

He chuckl ed now as he flipped open his pad and reached for a pen

Qut side the hotel bedroom wi ndow the wi nd continued to bl ow strongly,
hamreri ng soundl essly at the panes as if threatening to break in. On the radio
The Scorpions were roaring through ' Comi ng Home' and Bl ake deci ded he'd better
turn the radi o down.

That done he returned to his chair and scribbled a brief account of what had
happened at Toni Landers' house that evening, including the incident with the
picture frame and al so of seeing his own twi sted reflection in the pond.

As he wwote he found that his eyelids were growi ng heavy, as if someone had
attached mnute | ead weights to them He yawned and sat back for a nonent,
stretching. It was good that he felt tired, perhaps at last he'd be able to

sl eep. He scanned what he'd witten and sat forward once nore, allow ng his
eyes to close tightly.

The lanmp flickered.

It was probably the wi nd disturbing the power |ines, he thought but then
renenbered that he was in New York where cables ran underground, and not in
the English countryside where they were suspended from pyl ons.

It flickered again, this tine plunging the roominto darkness for a second or
t wo.

Bl ake nuttered sonmething to hinself and peered at the bulb. The bl oody thing
was | oose, no wonder it kept going on and off. He picked up his pen once nore,
now scarcely able to keep his eyes open. He turned to a fresh page but, before
he could start witing, he had slunped forward in his seat and, within
seconds, he was sound asl eep. The bat hroomwas full of steam

Like a swirling white fog it curled and twisted in the air, condensation
covering the mrror like a shroud so that when Bl ake | ooked into it, his

refl ecti on was snudged and unclear. He could still hear taps running, water
spl ashing noisily into what was obviously an overfilled tub. R vulets of water
wer e



runni ng down the side of the bath which, for sone reason, was hidden by the
shower curtain which had been pulled around it. Bl ake shrugged, he didn't
remenber doi ng that.

He reached over and turned off the hot tap, cursing when he felt the heat in
the netal. The condensation was on the shower curtain too, pouring down to
puddl e on the tiles beneath his feet.

Bl ake pul Il ed back the flinsy plastic.

He shrieked al oud at the sight which met him

Sitting up in the scalding water, skin covered by hideous welts fromthe
blistering tenperature, was a nan.

The man was snmiling broadly, his lips little nore than ragged puffed up sores
still leaking clear fluid. H s head had obviously been i mersed in the searing
wat er because his face was red like a boiled | obster, the skin having risen to
forminnunerable |iquescent blisters, some of which had burst and were
spilling their contents down his cheeks. His entire body was scarlet and, such
was the intensity of the water's heat, Bl ake noticed that three of the man's
fingernails had been scal ded free. They hung by thin tendrils of skin fromthe
ends of the raw digits.

Bl ake stood rooted to the spot, his eyes gaping wide. But, it was not the
appearance of the man which terrified him It was his features.

Scal ded and burnt though they were, they were unm stakably those of Bl ake

hi nmsel f.

He screaned again. The scream woke him

Bl ake sat bolt upright in his seat, perspiration beaded on his forehead. The
| anp had stopped flickering, the roomwas bathed in a conforting yell ow sh

gl ow. The sound of heavy rock music had been repl aced by the sound of voices
as the DJ interviewed his guest.

It took the witer a moment to realize that he'd been drean ng

He swal | oned hard and | ooked behind himto where the bathroom door was ajar.
It was dark in there. No running water. No light. No steam

Bl ake wi ped his forehead with the back of his hand and rel eased a sigh of
relief.

"That's what you get for trying to work at this tine in the

nmorning,' he told hinself, reaching forward to cl ose the notepad.

The page whi ch had been bl ank before he dozed off had several sentences
witten on it.

The letters were large and untidy but the handwiting was unm stakably his.

Bl ake rubbed his eyes and turned back a page. He nust have witten the words
before dozing off. But, as he re-read them he realized that the words were
new. He scanned the spidery witing:

The witer swallowed hard as he scanned the words. His own words. Bl ake had
heard of this kind of thing before, of so-called "automatic witing but it
usual ly only occurred when the subject was in a trance. Was what he saw before
hi m an exanpl e of automatic witing?

He sucked in a deep breath and held the paper before him This time, he did
not intend keeping things to hinmself. He would tell Mathias about what had
happened and about the nightmare. Bl ake tore the piece of paper fromthe pad,
wi nci ng suddenly as he did so. He felt pain in his right hand and, as he
turned it over he saw that his palmand wist were bright red and swoll en
slightly.

As if they'd been scalded in very hot water

Oxford

'How many days is it since you last slept? Kelly asked Maurice G ant who was
drumm ng agitatedly on the table at which they sat. Between themwas a tape
recorder, its twin spools turning slowly, the m crophone pointed towards

G ant.

"Two,' Grant snapped. 'Wy the hell are you asking? You ought to know, you're
t he ones who keep punping nme full off fucking drugs.' He got to his feet and
wal ked away fromthe table towards the large plate glass windowin the far
wal | . Qutside the sun was shining.



"Look out there,' said Grant. 'It's a beautiful day and I'm stuck in here with
you two bastards asking me stupid questions.'

The man seated to Kelly's right |eant closer

"What are you giving hinP' asked John Fraser, quietly.

"Thirty mg of Methadrine,' said Kelly. 'But wi thout the Tubarine to put him
out at nights.'

Fraser nodded and scribbl ed sonet hing down on the note pad before him

The roomthey were in was light and airy, mainly due to the | arge w ndow at
the far end. Two or three bright paintings decorated the white walls, adding a
touch of col our, but the roomwas doni nated by the bul k of an EEG machi ne. The
El ema Schonander M ngograf was the nost up to date of its kind and was one of
four which the Institute owned. Readings had al ready been taken earlier that
nmorni ng from Mauri ce Grant, over an hour ago according to the large wall clock
whi ch hung over the machine. But, at present, Kelly and her coll eague were
nore concerned with Grant's verbal reactions than those culled from an

el ec-troencephal ogrammati ¢ scan of his brain. He had been deliberately
deprived of sleep for the last two nights, unable to Iive out, subconsciously,
t he ni ghtmare whi ch he usually experienced.

Bot h i nvestigators watched himas he paced agitatedly back and forth before
the w ndow.

"Why don't you come and sit down agai n?' said Fraser

Kel ly had worked with John Fraser on a nunber of occasions. He was ten years
ol der than her but |ooked closer to fifty than thirty-five. His face had a
nottl ed appearance to it as if he'd been out in the sun too |ong. Hi s bul bous
nose was shiny and rem nded Kelly of a bald head. His eyes were rheuny and
heavy-1idded |i ke those of a nman about to doze off. But he had a | ean mnuscul ar
body whi ch | ooked as though it had sonehow acquired the wong head. The

yout hful frame and the haggard features seened at odds.

i said, why don't you ...'

G ant cut himshort.

"Yeah, | heard you,' he rasped, hesitating a nonent before stonping back to
the tabl e where he sat down heavily. 'Why the hell do you have to keep asking
me so many questions? | just want to sleep.'

"Why do you want to sleep? Fraser asked.

'Because |'m fucking shattered,' snapped Gant. 'Do | need a better reason?
He glared at the two investigators with eyes full of rage. A razor hadn't
touched his face for three or four days now and his cheeks and chin were
carpeted by coarse bristles which rasped as he rubbed them

"You knew that things mght get a little unconfortable when you first agreed
to help us,' Kelly rem nded him

Maurice Grant didn't answer. He nerely |ooked fromKelly to Fraser then back
agai n.

"Are you ready to answer some questions?' she asked him

if I do, does that nean | can get sone sleep? he demanded.

She nodded.

"Al'l right, ask your questions,' he said, picking at the skin around his
fingernails, chewing it occasionally.

"When you can't dream what do you think about?" she wanted to know, pushing

t he mi crophone closer to him

' Thi ngs, | "

"What kind of things? Fraser interrupted.

"Things,' Gant hissed. '"All kinds of things, thoughts.'

'Can you renenber any of then?' Kelly enquired.

"No," he said, flatly.

"Then try,' Fraser insisted.

Grant clenched his.teeth, his mal evol ent gaze swi nging round to focus on the

i nvestigator.

"I told you, | can't renenber,' he said, the anger seething in his voice.

"Are any of the thoughts to do with your wife and son?' Kelly enquired.

Grant | ooked nonentarily puzzl ed



"Why shoul d they be?'

"Look, if you keep answering a question with a question,' said Fraser, 'we're
going to be here all day.'

Kel ly shot her colleague an irritable glance while G ant rounded on hi monce
nor e.

"What is this, sone kind of fucking interrogation? he snapped. 'You asked ne
to answer sone que'stions, I'mtrying to do that but you keep interrupting
me.' His voice had risen in vol une.

"Are any of the thoughts to do with your famly?' Kelly asked hi m agai n.

G ant shook his head.

'Do you ever think about your wife and son when you can't sleep? Kelly

persi st ed.

"I just told you, no.'

'Come on, that's not natural. You nean to say you' ve w ped them from your
menory?' said Fraser, a hint of sarcasmin his voice.

Grant brought his fist crashing down on the table top, his voice rising to a
shout .

i DON' T TH NK ABOUT THEM'

Fraser regarded the man warily. He was beconming a little nervous of Gant's
aggr essi on.

'Have you ever wanted to kill your w fe and son?' Kelly asked.

"Kill then? Why?' G ant demanded.

"That's what we'd |like to know,' said Fraser.

"Way should I want to kill thenf

' Because there may be a part of your mnd which wants you to,"' Kelly inforned
him 'You ve had a series of nightnmares, in each one you kill your w fe and
son. '

'So what ?' Grant snapped. 'Wiat's so fucking inportant about a ni ghtnmare?
Everyone has them'

"You and your wife had experienced sone problens hadn't you?' Kelly said.
"Marital problens.’

"What if we had? What's that got to do with this shit about nightmmares?
demanded Grant, angrily.

"Wuld you like to kill your wife and son?' Fraser wanted to know.

Grant got to his feet.

"This is some kind of fucking game you're playing with ne,' he grow ed,

poi nting an accusing finger at the investigators, both of whom noved back
slightly fromthe table.

"Tell us the truth,' said Fraser. 'You want to kill them

don't you?' 'No, you bastard.' 'You've told us.' 'No.'

"You want to murder them' Fraser said, a little too forcefully.

'"No. NO.' The shout becanme a scream of rage and G ant suddenly grabbed the
heavy tape-recorder, lifting it fromthe desk, raising it above his head. The
plug was torn fromthe wall, the spools falling uselessly fromthe machi ne.
Kelly and Fraser junped back hurriedly as Grant spun round and, with denonic
strength, hurled the recorder at the | arge wi ndow. There was an ear-splitting
crash as the gl ass expl oded, huge thick shards flying out |ike crystal
javelins. 'Get help, quick,' Fraser snapped as Grant turned on him As Kelly
bolted for the door, Grant flung hinmself at Fraser. He hit the table on the
way and the two nen crashed to the ground am dst the shriek of snapping wood.
Fraser tried to roll to one side but Gant fastened both hands around his neck
and began throttling him Fraser felt his assailant's finger-tips gouging into
his flesh and he struck out with one hand, catching Grant a stinging bl ow
across the temple. This only seemed to inflane himnore for he straddl ed the
i nvestigator and began sl ami ng his head agai nst the floor.

Fraser | ooked up into the face of his attacker, the eyes blazing wldly,
spittle dotted on his lips as he continued to bang his victims head agai nst
the ground with gleeful force. Fraser gripped Gant's wists and tried to
prise open the vice-like grip but the relief was only monentary. He felt

hi nsel f | 0osi ng consci ousness.



Then suddenly, the pressure on his throat eased and through pain-cl ouded eyes
he saw two men grab Grant and pull himto his feet. Kelly was there too, so
was Dr Vernon. He held a hypoderm c needle in his hand

Thi ngs seemed to swi mbefore himas he rolled to one side, massaging his
throat, the hot bile clawing its way up from his stonach.

"Strap himdown,' Vernon urged, watching as the other two nen dragged G ant
towards the EEG They forced himon to the trolley and swiftly fastened thick
| eat her bonds

around his wists and ankl es securing them G ant had, however, begun to calm
down sonewhat and as the el ectrodes were attached to his head he seened to
stop thrashi ng about, content instead to eye his opponents with fury. His
teeth were clenched, a thin, silvery trail of saliva dribbling fromone corner
of his nout h.

Kelly crossed to Fraser who was |ying anmongst the weckage of the broken
table, trying to clanber upright. She knelt beside himand offered a hand but
he refused her help, struggling precariously to his feet, one hand still on
his throat. He coughed and tasted bl ood. Vernon gave hima cursory glance then
turned his attention back to Grant. The el ectrodes were in place on his
forehead and tenples, he was notionless but for the heaving of his chest.

One of the other investigators, a man with a button m ssing from one shirt
cuff, stood beside the nachine waiting. Kelly recognized himas Frank
Anderson, a powerfully built man in his early forties.

Vernon nodded and Anderson flicked a switch which set the EEG in notion

The five pencils swept back and forth across the paper as it left the nachine,
each one an indication of the brain waves picked up from G ant.

The fifth pencil, however, barely nmoved. Anderson noticed this and directed
Vernon's attention to it. The ol der nman | ooked puzzl ed.

"What the hell does that mean?' said Anderson but Vernon did not answer.

Kelly joined them |eaving Fraser to stagger over to the broken w ndow where
he gul ped down lungfuls of air, still wincing in pain each tine he swall owed.
"Could it be the area controlled by the subconscious?" Kelly said, directing
her question towards Vernon but gazing at the virtually dormant |ine on the
read- out .

Vernon didn't answer.

"Surely it nmust be,' she insisted. 'Theoretically, there should only be
activity in that part of the brain when he's asleep. Put himout. This could
be our chance to find out.'

Vernon did not hesitate. He rolled up Gant's sleeve, found a vein and ran the
needle into it, keeping his thumb on the plunger until the last drop of
Tubarine had left the

sl ender receptacle. Then, they waited.

They wait ed.

For ten mnutes they waited. The only sounds in the roomwere the ticking of
the wall clock and Grant's increasingly |aboured breathing. Kelly stood over
his inmobile formand |lifted one eye-lid, noticing how the pupil was dil ated.
'"He's asleep,' she said, softly, as if standing over a child she did not wi sh
to wake.

Anot her five mnutes and she noticed novenent beneath the closed lids. The
unmi st akabl e noti ons of REM

'"He's dreaning,' she said, alnbst excitedly.

Vernon seemed not to hear, his eyes were riveted to the EEG read-out.

Four of the tracer lines were barely noving but the fifth was hurtling across
the paper with frightening speed. He called Kelly to look at it.

"It certainly looks as if that fifth Iine denotes the area of the brain which
controls the subconscious nind,' she said. 'It oniy registers activity when
the subject is dreamng."'

Al eyes turned to G ant.

"I'f only we knew what he was dreaming,' said Vernon. 'My God, this is
incredible." He was still watching the wildly swinging tracer. "It looks as if
the area is in the occipital lobe.' He lowered his voice slightly. 'The area



of the brain concerned with vision.'

'Then he is seeing sonething,' said Frank Anderson

Ver non nodded.

The knock on the |ab door startled all of them

At first no one noved but the knock cane again, harder and nore insistent.
Vernon muttered somet hing under his breath and opened the door, surprised to
find his secretary standing there.

"There's a phone call for you. Dr Vernon,' she said. 'It's ..
He cut her short.

"Can't it wait? I'mvery busy here.' he snapped.

"It's the police.'

Ver non nodded, aware of the interest now generated by his coll eagues.

Til take it here,' he announced, indicating the wall phone. He crossed to it
and lifted the receiver to his ear

"Dr Vernon speaking. Yes, that's correct.'

Kel ly watched him noticing that his forehead was sl ow y begi nning to crease
into a frown.

"When did this happen?' he asked. There was a nmonment's silence, i see. Yes, |
under st and. '

'Look,' said Anderson, tugging on Kelly's sleeve.

She gl anced down.

The fifth tracer had ceased its frenzied novenent and was now draw ng | azy
par abol as on the read-out.

Kelly crossed to Gant and felt for his pulse, noticing how cold his flesh was
to the touch.

Ver non, meanwhil e, had replaced the receiver and rejoi ned his conpanions.

He si ghed, scraping one thunb across his forehead.

"What's wrong?' Kelly asked.

' The police wanted to know if Maurice Grant had left the Institute during the
[ ast hour or so,' he told her

Kel | y | ooked puzzl ed.

" A nei ghbour called round to his house,' Vernon continued. 'She swears that
she saw Grant there.'

"But that's inpossible,' Anderson interjected.

' The nei ghbour was adamant.'

"I don't see why the police are so concerned about where Grant was or is,
Kelly said.

Vernon sucked in a deep breath.

"Less than twenty minutes ago his wife and child were attacked and killed in
their house. Disnmenbered the police said.

"Jesus,' murnured Anderson

Kelly did not speak, her eyes were fixed on the restraining straps which
secured Grant firmy to the table

To Kelly, passing through the door of Dr Venon's office was |ike crossing the
threshold into a bygone age. The room wth its panelled walls and huge
bookcases bearing endl ess | eat her bound vol unes, was |ike sonmething froma
museum It was a roomto be | ooked at and apprai sed, one to be treated with
reverence, much the same as an aged person. It did not seemlike a room where
anyt hi ng constructive could be acconplished. It rem nded her of the reading
roomin sone gentleman's club, a place where cigars were snoked and gl asses of
port sipped. She even felt slightly out of place in it, dressed as she was in
a khaki bl ouse, beige skirt and tan shoes. She felt as if she were intruding
on the solemity of the place, that she would have | ooked nore at hone in a
crinoline.

Besi de her, John Fraser was still massagi ng his neck, conplaining about the
pai n despite having refused the attentions of a doctor. Vernon hinself stood
facing the wi ndow, |ooking out over the sun-drenched | awns, enjoying the heat
on his face. Despite the warnth in the room he had not undone a single button
of his jacket. He popped another cough sweet into his mouth and the snell of
ment hol seened to intensify.



Fraser sipped at the cup of tea which Vernon's secretary had brought five

m nutes earlier and found that it was cold. He replaced the cup and returned
to the nmore urgent task of rubbing his throat. Hi s head was begi nning to ache
as well where Grant had slammed it against the floor. AHin all he | ooked, and
felt, fed up with the whole situation. Since he had joined the Institute five
years earlier, Fraser had gai ned sonething of a reputation as a noaner but
today he felt he was justified in his conplaints.

H s grunblings, however, were not reserved for his work. He'd been married for
twel ve years and, during that time, his

wi fe had been forced to endure a continual barrage of bleating and criticism

I ndeed, Fraser only seened to be truly content when he had a drink in his
hand.

He was a heavy drinker and had been since he was ei ghteen. Fraser was wal ki ng
the tightrope between social drinking and al choholismand, just lately, he
seened to be losing his footing.

i don't see that you have any choice, Dr Vernon,' he said. 'Stop the research
bef ore any nore accidents happen |ike the one today.'

Kelly | ooked at himangrily.

"W can't stop the research now,' she said. There's still too much we have to
| earn.’

'That man could have killed ne. It would be madness to continue. He's
dangerous.'

'For CGod's sake, John. He was in that state for a reason. He attacked you for
a reason,' Vernon interjected. 'And Kelly's right, there's no question of
stoppi ng the research.’

"You didn't exactly help matters, John,' Kelly said. 'You provoked himto a
certain extent.'

" Provoked hin?' Fraser gaped, incredul ously. 'Jesus Christ. | asked himsone
guestions that was all.'

Vernon turned to face the investigators.

"I'f you don't like the risks, John, there is an alternative," he said, his
voice low but full of authority. "If you don't wish to work on the project any
| onger you can be re-assigned."’

Fraser shook his head.

"No, | don't want that,' he said. 'l just think we should nove away fromthe
drugs if we can ..."'

Vernon cut hi mshort.

"It was agreed between the Investigators at the Metap-sychic Centre and
oursel ves that we woul d use drugs, they would use hypnosis. It is inportant
that we continue with our own nethods. Today's incident was an isol ated one."'
'How can you be so sure it won't happen agai n?'

Vernon fixed Fraser in an angry stare.

it's a chance we will have to take,' he rasped. 'The work we are doing is very
necessary. It will benefit a |lot of people if we can find some of the answers
we seek.'

"And it will benefit one person in particular won't it, Dr Vernon?' Fraser

sai d.

The ol der man glared at him his jaw set, the knot of nuscles at the side

pul sing angrily. H's eyes | ooked |ike wet concrete.

Kel | y | ooked puzzl ed.

'That's enough, Fraser,' the Institute Director said and Kelly heard the anger
in his voice, well-disguised but neverthel ess potent. 'The research wll
continue. If you don't wish to be a part of it then get out of ny office now
and stop wasting ny tinme.'

Kelly was surprised at the vehemence in Vernon's tone, at the naked fury
burning in his eyes. She saw Fraser visibly blench beneath the verba

onsl aught. He slunped back in his chair, trying to hold the Director's stare
but finding hinmself unable to do so. He lowered his head slightly and began
pi cking at his nails.

Vernon sat down and fol ded his hands across his stomach, his eyes never



| eavi ng Fraser.

it will benefit one person in particular.' Kelly | ooked at her fellow

i nvestigator, wondering what he had nmeant by the statenent.

i think it would be best if you left now, John,' Vernon said, quietly.
'There's nothing nore to discuss.'

Fraser let out a deep breath and got to his feet. He glanced at Kelly then at
Vernon before turning and headi ng for the door

"And the next time?' said Fraser, chaliengingly. 'WII you take responsibility
for what happens, Dr Vernon?

The ol der man didn't | ook up

'CGet out, John,' he said, quietly.

As Fraser slammed the door behind him Kelly, too, rose. She was anxious to
speak with Fraser.

"Wait a monent, Kelly,' Vernon said.

She sat down again, brushing an imginary speck of dust fromher skirt.

"Do you want nme to replace Fraser?' Vernon asked.

"I don't think it's up to ne,' Kelly told him

"You're the one who has to work with him'

She opened her nouth to speak but the words renai ned | ocked inside and it was
Vernon who broke the sil ence again.

"This project is too inmportant to be jeopardi sed by one man.'

Kelly saw that the steel had returned to his eyes.

"I hope you agree with ne?

She nodded.

"Dr Vernon, don't you think that the murder of his wife and child night have
sone effect on Gant?

i n what way?'

She shrugged, not sure whether or not what she was about to say woul d sound
ridicul ous.

' The catal yst, the object of his subconscious fantasies no |onger exists,' she
said. 'We assuned that his nightmares were unconsci ous mani f estati ons of
actual desires, but now his wife and son are dead he has nothing to direct
that hostility towards.'

Vernon stroked his chin thoughtfully.

"You mean his wife was the object of his fury, the cause of the nightnares?
he suggested. 'So, theoretically, the nightmares should stop.'

Kel | y nodded.

it's strange though,' she said. 'She was nmurdered while Grant was under a
drug-induced trance, in nore or |less the same manner as he had previously
described. Alnmost as if the dreams had been warni ngs. Perhaps that's the key
we're | ooking for. Maybe Grant's nightnmares weren't unconsci ous desires, they
were visions of the future.'

Vernon shifted the cough sweet around inside his cheek where it bulged like a
gum boi | .

"Possibly,' he murnured.

Kelly sat a nmonent | onger then got to her feet.

if there's nothing el se, Dr Vernon.'

He shook his head.

Kelly wal ked to the door, watched by the Institute Director. He coughed and,
as Kelly turned the handl e, Vernon spoke once nore.

'Remenber what | said, Kelly. This project nmeans too much. There's a lot at
stake. |If Fraser causes any trouble | want to know about it.'

She nodded and left himalone in the office.

Vernon dropped his pen, his fingers bunching into a fist.

Fraser.

The last thing they needed now was opposition.

Fraser.

Vernon's breath came in short, angry gasps. No, Fraser nust not be allowed to
di srupt the research progranme.

No matter what it took to stop him



Kel ly checked in John Fraser's office, in the labs, in the library.

He was nowhere to be found.

As she made her way back across the polished wooden floor of the Institute's
recepti on area she spotted himoutside, clanbering into his fanmliar red

Dat sun.

Kelly ran out on to the gravel drive-way and across to the other investigator
who had already started his engine and was in the process of pulling out.

He saw Kelly but did not slow up until she had reached the side of the car and
banged on the window He rolled it down.

"What do you want?' he said, sharply.

"\Where are you goi ng?" she wanted to know.

"I"'mtaking the rest of the day off,' Fraser said, sarcastically. 'I'm going
to find the nearest pub and have a few beers. Maybe some shorts to wash them
down.' He jammed the car into first, the gearbox groaned in protest.

"What you said in Vernon's office,' said Kelly. '"What did you nean?

The roar of the revving engi ne al nost drowned out her words.

"I don't know what you're tal king about,’' said Fraser

' About the research,' she said. 'You said it would benefit one person in
particul ar. Wio did you nean?

Fraser stepped on the accelerator, the back wheels spiining madly. A flurry of
pebbles fromthe driveway flew into the air.

"Did you mean Vernon?' she persi sted.

"Ask him' hissed Fraser and drove off.

Kel 'y watched as the Datsun di sappeared fromview along the tree-lined drive.
She stood silently for a nmoment then nmade her way back towards the main
bui I di ng.

She was not the only one who saw Fraser drive away.

Fromthe solitude of his office on the second floor, Vernon had watched the
entire tabl eau.

He stepped back out of sight.

Dr Stephen Vernon poured hinself another scotch and returned to his chair
beside the fire-place. The gentle strains of the New Wrld Synphony i ssued
forth fromthe record player and Vernon closed his eyes for a nonment, allow ng
t he soothing sound to wash over him It did little to relax himand he jerked
his eyes open al nost i mmedi ately, seeking confort instead in the whisky which
he downed al nost in one gulp, allowi ng the amber liquid to burn its way to his
st omach.

Qutside, the wind stirred the branches of the trees and cl ouds gat hered
nmenacingly in the night sky, |ike dense formations of black clad sol diers.

I nside the house the fire was warm the roombathed in the conforting gl ow
fromthe flanmes and the two | anps which burned, one behind himand the other
on the table nearby. But, despite the warmh, Vernon felt unconfortable. As if
the heat refused to penetrate his pores. He swall owed some nore of the scotch
regarding warily the A4 size envel ope which lay on the table nearby. Only when
he had downed the | ast dregs of the fiery liquid did he find the courage to
open the envel ope.

Inside was a file, a ring binder, and there was a letter paper-clipped to it.
Vernon read it hastily then balled it up and tossed it into the waste-bin
beside him Hi s grey eyes narrowed to steely slits as he opened the file. The
first page, neatly typed, had the faniliar notepaper headed:

FAl RHAM SANATCORI UM

It also bore a photo. A ten by eight, glossy black and white of a woman in her
mddle forties, a warmsnile etched across her face. Even given the nonochrone
of the photo there was a wel com ng radi ance about the eyes and Vernon found

hi nsel f gazing deep into them The photo had been taken six

years earlier.

He turned the page and there was another picture, snmaller this tinme, nore
recent.

If he hadn't known he woul d have sworn it was a different wonman.

The wel coming glow in her eyes and the warm snile had been replaced by a



vision froma nortuary. A gaze devoid of understanding stared back at himfrom
sockets whi ch | ooked as though they'd been holl owed out of the skull with a
trowel. The nmouth was thin-lipped, little nmore than a gash across the face.
Hai r whi ch had once been lustrous and shiny now hung in unkept hunks,
unbrushed and lifeless like kelp. Set side by side the nost recent picture
seened to exist alnost as a nockery to remi nd himof what once had been
Vernon swal | owed hard and read the report:

SUBJECT NAME: VERNON. JANET (CATHERI NE. NEE HAMPTON. AGE: 50

MARI TAL STATUS: MARRI ED. DATE OF COWM TTAL: 14/5/78 TRUSTEE. VERNON. STEPHEN
PHI LLI P. RELATI ONSHI P TO SUBJECT: HUSBAND. DI AGNCSI S: DEMENTI A.  PARAESTHESI A,
CHRONI C PARANOI D DEMENTI A, SERI QUS | MPAI RVENT OF SENSORY- MOTOR FUNCTI ON.
CAUSE:

Vernon closed the file and slammed it down onto the table, al nmost knocking
over his glass. He snatched it up but found, to his annoyance, that it was
enpty. He | ooked across at the half-enpty bottle of Haig and contenpl at ed
re-filling his glass once nore but, eventually, decided against it. The file
lay where he'd put it, a menory as painful as a needle in soft flesh.

Si x years.

Dear God was it that |long since he had been forced to commit his wife? That

| ong since ..

The thought trailed away but he knew that he could never erase the nmenory of
what had happened.

What had sent her to the verge of insanity.

Vernon got to his feet, turned off the fire and extinguished the lights, then
carrying the file, he trudged upstairs not bothering to put on the |anding
light. He noved slowy but easily through the darkness until he cane to the

| ocked door.

The wi nd had increased in strength and was how ing now, |like a dog in pain.
Ver non paused before the door, a cold chill enveloping himlike some icy

i nvi sible gl ove which squeezed tighter the | onger he stood there.

From t he pocket of his cardigan he produced a key and, steadying his hand,
inserted it in the |ock.

There was a sharp crack from beyond the door, |ike bony fingers on gl ass,
skeletal digits playing a synphony of tornent in the gl oom

He turned the key.

The [ ock was well-oiled and opened wi thout difficulty.

Vernon stepped into the room shuddering as he did so. He felt like an
intruder in this room Like a thief in a church

He heard the harsh clacking of the tree branch agai nst the wi ndow and it
startled himnonmentarily but, recovering his conposure, he reached over and
turned on the light.

The room smelt slightly of neglect, a faint odour of danp mingling with the
nore pungent smell of nothballs. There was a thin filmof dust on everything.
On the bedspread, the side-board, the chairs, even the photos. He crossed to
t he wardrobe and opened it. Her clothes still hung there, the snell of naptha
nore power ful now.

He had kept her in this roomfor three nonths before finally commtting her
For three nonths after it happened he had brought her food and tried to feed
her as a parent would feed a hel pless child. For that was what she had becone.
His Janet. His wife. The woman he had | oved so nuch.

The wonman who had been reduced to the nental status of a cabbage by what she
had wi tnessed those six years ago.

He had tried to cope as best he could, he had tried to help her but she had
wi t hdrawn deeper inside herself until Vernon had felt as through he were
nursing a corpse. Only the noverment of her eyes, bul ging wi de constantly, gave
any indication that she was even alive. He had used all his

expertise to try and sal vage what was left of her sanity but finally he had

| ost the battle and had her committed to Fairham The doctors there had nade
no progress though perhaps it was not surprising when he considered the events
whi ch had sent her into this death-like state of catatonia. It would, he



deci ded, have been enough to send anyone i nsane.

So far, he had been able to keep his secret.

In the beginning he had thought that he could handl e the problem But, word
had spread around the nei ghbourhood —runours, specul ati on and guess-work
until finally, he had found that there was no other solution but to |ock her
up. No one knew why Janet Vernon was in a sanatorium and he knew that, for ai
their do-it-yourself detective work, none of the nei ghbours could ever imagi ne
anything as horrific as that which had caused her to | ose her mnd

Now he stood in the room |ooking around, listening to the wi nd outside.

He had left the roomjust as it had al ways been. For six years, only he had
been inside. It contained too many nenories, too nuch pain.

Vernon flicked off the light and retreated back on to the |anding, |ocking the
door behind him He stood |ooking at it for |ong seconds then turned and
headed for his own bedroom

Si x years.

He had searched for answers for so long and now, he felt that he m ght be

cl ose. The research was furnishing himw th what he'd al ways sought. A way to
cure his wife. Away to unlock her thoughts. No one nust be allowed to stand
in his way.

But, as he undressed, a thought passed through his m nd

Wiat effect would it have on her? The horror of what she had w tnessed that
day had festered in her thoughts for so |ong.

Dare he rel ease those nenories?

13

New Yor k

"It sure beats the shit out of E. T.,' said Rick Landers, gleefully.

Besi de him Andy Wallace was simlarly inpressed.

"You bet,' he murnured, watching as The Thi ng devoured another victim ripping
of f both his arns bel ow the el bow before exploding fromhis stomach cavity.
The two boys wat ched nmesnerised as the alien head detached itself and then
dragged itself across the floor using a tentacle.

"Rewind it," said Andy. 'Let's see it again.'

Ri ck nodded and scuttled across to the video, his finger seeking out the
appropriate button.

"Yeah, E.T. was OK for kids,' Andy continued.

"My mum et the guy who made this picture,' said Rick, smugly.

"John Carpenter? Ww, when was that?

"At some party | think.'

He pressed the 'play' button on the video recorder and pictures once nore
began to fill the wi de screen. The two boys settled down again.

They were both nine years old, Andy perhaps a nonth or two senior. Both
attended the sane school about three blocks away. Rick knew that his nother
didn't |ike himwatching too many horror novies, She'd turned the video off
hal fway through his fifth view ng of The Evil Dead but, today, she was out
filmng a commercial until six o' clock so that gave himand Andy another two
hour s.

Andy |ived about three houses down fromthe Landers place. H s father, Gordon
wrote scripts for one of ABC s nost successful conmedy series and his nother
Ni na, was a theatrical agent, so Andy was no stranger to the crazy world of
showbusi ness.

The Thing had just sprouted spider's |legs and was about to scuttle away when
the picture on the TV broke up into a network of |ines and dots.

The two boys groaned and Rick | eapt towards the video.

From the kitchen, the sound of the vacuummingled with that of the
wast e- di sposa! unit in the sink

The noi se stopped, at any rate the grinding of the disposal unit did, the
vacuum seened to roar even |ouder

'"Ms Garcia,' yelled Rick

No answer.

'"Ms Garcia," he bellowed | ouder and the vacuum was switched off.



"What you want, Rick? Elita Garcia asked, appearing fromthe kitchen like a
blinmp enmerging froma hangar. She was a huge Mexican worman who al ways reni nded
Rick of an extra in a spaghetti western

' The vacuumis screwing up the picture on the video,' Rick told her. 'Couldn't
you do it later?

"Your nother ask nme to have this finish before she cone honme," Ms Garcia

i nformed him

' Yeah, but the video ...’

"I no help that. I do ny job, Rick. Sorry.' And the vacuum started up agai n.
The two boys exchanged di sconsol ate gl ances and surrendered to Ms Garcia arid
her cleaner. Rick switched off the video and the TV and suggested they go into
the garden for a while.

"You no be long," Ms Garcia called above the roar of the vacuum ' Your dinner
ready soon.'

The two boys had been outside only mnutes when Ri ck heard the approaching
tones of an ice-creamvan. He guessed it was | ess than a bl ock away.

Lee Jacobs spun the wheel of the station-wagon, the tyres scream ng as they
tried to grip the road. The vehicle's back end skidded and slamed into a

par ked Ford.

"Jesus Christ, nman,' snapped Tony Sollozzo, who was kneeling on the

stati on-wagon' s passenger seat. 'Look where you're fucking going will you.'

' You wanna drive, notherfucker? shouted Jacobs, sweat pouring down his black
face. It beaded in his short frizzy hair

like dew. 'Are the cops still behind us?

The sound of a siren answered his question for himand he glanced in the
rear-view mrror to see the black and white speeding along in pursuit, lights
f |1 ashi ng.

"Step on it, will you,' Sollozzo urged. 'The bastards are gaining."'

if you'd stolen a car with sonethin' under the hood maybe we coul d outrun

t hose | ousy fucks,' Jacobs protested. 'Wiy the hell did you have to steal a
fucki ng station-wagon?'

' Maybe | shoul da' wal ked around sone show oom first, picked out sonethin' you
i ked, huh?' Sollozzo countered.

"W shoulda' just turned ourselves in like | said,' Jacobs said, swerving to
m ss a bus.

'"Wth nearly a kilo of smack in the glove conpartment? Are you kiddin' ne?
'Stealing a station-wagon,' Jacobs grunted, trying to coax nore speed fromthe
vehicle. 'Dunb fuckin' wop.'

"Who're you callin' a wop you nigger son of a bitch. Now drive, man, they're
gettin' closer.'

The blaring of horns greeted themas they sped through a red |ight.

The police car foll owed.

"What time does Ms Garcia | eave?' Andy Wl l ace asked, picking up the frisbee
and throwing it back.

Ri ck Landers watched it carefully, junping to catch it with one hand.

' She stays until my mum gets hone,' he said.

' How cone? She never used to did she?

"Mum s been acting kind of weird for the last couple of days,' Rick disclosed.
' She says she doesn't like to |leave ne on ny own too nuch.' He threw the
frisbee back.

"My parents are as bad,' Andy confided, i nean, they nust think we're kids.'

Ri ck nodded then he cocked his head on one side as he heard the chines of the
i ce-cream van once nore. It was closer now. Just turning into the street he
guessed.

"You want to get an ice-crean?' he asked Andy, noticing the | ook of delight on
his friend s face.

"You bet,' he said.

The frisbee was forgotten as they both hurried around to the front of the
house.

Lee Jacobs banged his hooter as the station-wagon narrowWy m ssed a wonan



crossing the road. He yelled sonething and turned the vehicle into another
street. Beside him Tony Sollozzo slid a Smith and Wsson .38 fromhis jacket
pocket. He flipped out the cylinder, checking that each chanber carried a
round.

"What you doin', man?' asked Jacobs, glancing down at the gun

"Just in case,' murrmured Sollozzo, hefting the pistol before him

"You crazy fuck, | didn't know you was packed,' Jacobs gaped. 'Wat you gonna
do?'

The police car drew closer, its bonnet little nore than ten feet fromthe rear
of the station wagon. Sollozzo could see the two uniforned men inside as he
turned. He wound down his wi ndow, pulling back the hamrer on the .38.

Up ahead, Jacobs caught sight of an ice-creamvan parked in their way. It was
bl ocking the route. To by-pass it he would have to drive up on to the w de
pavenent .

Soi l 0zzo steadi ed hinself, bringing the gun up to a firing position

Ri ck Landers and Andy \Wallace ran towards the ice-creamvan, unaware of the
two speeding cars hurtling down the road. Andy suddenly stopped as his nobney
spilled out on to the ground. He had a hole in his trouser pocket. Rick
chuckl ed and wat ched as Andy stooped in the driveway of the house to retrieve
his coins. He, hinself, reached the waiting white van and asked for a

chocol ate sundae with lots of nuts. He hoped Ms Garcia wasn't watching.

As he turned to see where Andy had got to, Rick saw the two speeding cars.
Sol l 0zzo took aimand fired twice, the pistol bucking in his fist. The first
shot blasted off the wing mirror of the police car, the second punched a hole
inits w ndscreen.

The station-wagon swerved violently as Jacobs nonmentarily took his eye off the
road and glared at his conpanion

"Stop it,' he shouted, reaching for the gun

" Fuck you,' roared Sollozzo, firing again, a twi sted grin across his face.
Jacobs | ooked ahead of himand screamed al oud as the white bul k of the

i ce-cream van | ooned before him

The station-wagon hit it doing about sixty, the inpact catapulting Sollozzo

t hrough the wi ndscreen. The steering colum cane back at Jacobs as if fired
froma cannon, the wheel cracking, the colum itself shattering his sternum
and tearing through himas the two vehicles were pul ped by the crash. Al npst

i nst ant aneously, the petrol tank of the white van expl oded with an
ear-splitting shriek and both vehicl es di sappeared beneath a blinding ball of
red and white flane.

Ri ck Landers, standing less than ten feet fromthe van, was lifted into the
air as if by an invisible hand, his body catapulted a full twenty feet on to
t he paverment by the force of the explosion. H's mangl ed body crashed to the
ground, his clothes abl aze.

The patrolman driving the police car twi sted the wheel to avoid the bl azing

i nferno, the black and white nounting the sidewal k.

Too late the driver saw Rick's body |ying ahead of him

He sl ammed on his brakes but the car was travelling much too fast.

The front of fside wheel ran across the boy's neck, crushing his spine and
nearly severing bis head. Blood burst fromthe shattered corpse, spreadi ng out
in a wde pool around it.

Wat ching fromthe driveway, Andy Wallace felt something warm and soft in the
seat of his pants as he gazed at the carnage before him A second | ater he

f ai nt ed.

Tony Sollozzo lay on the grass nearby, his face and neck shredded by the gl ass
of the wi ndscreen. Flames fromthe weckage |licked hungrily at his

out stretched hand. Above it all a black pail of smoke hung |ike a shroud.

The two policenen stunbled fromtheir car, the first of them running towards
t he burning vehicles but unable to get close because of the blistering heat
fromthe | eaping flanes. The driver knelt and saw t he body of Rick Landers

| yi ng beneath the car.

"Ch Jesus God." he murnured and strai ghtened up, reaching inside the car for



hi s radi o.

He called for an anbul ance and sone back-up, trying to explain briefly what
had happened.

As he wal ked away he saw that he left sticky footprints

behi nd hi m where he'd been standing in the pool of Rick's blood. He dropped to
his knees on the grass verge and threw up.

Davi d Bl ake dropped his pen and yawned. He blinked nyopically and scanned the
pages which lay before him

He' d been working flat out since ten that norning, pausing briefly at one

o' clock to devour half a cheeseburger and sone fries. Mdst of that now | ay
negl ected on the table behind him

H s stomach grow ed noisily and he patted it gently. It was tine he ate
somet hi ng nore substanti al

Bl ake got to his feet and wal ked to the bathroom turning the television on as
he passed. A glance at his watch told himit was 5.58 p.m The news woul d be
onin amnute or two. He smiled to hinmself. It was tinme to find out what had
been going on in the 'real' world. He'd been so imersed in his work for the
past ei ght hours that New York coul d have di sappeared and he woul dn't have
noti ced. Once safely | ocked away, pen in hand, Bl ake was oblivious to al

el se.

He entered the bathroom crossing to the wash basin where he splashed his face
with cold water. As he wandered back into his room a towel pressed to his
face, the news was just beginning. Bl ake decided to hear the headlines then
get something to eat. He dried his face off, the water mngling with the
perspiration on his forehead.

' has prom sed a crackdown on some of the city's illegal ganbling
establishnments ..."

The voi ce of the newsreader droned on as Bl ake opened his wardrobe and took
out a clean shirt.

' and, as reported in our earlier bulletin, the son of Toni Landers, the
actress who plays ...'

Bl ake spun round to face the set.

' whose son, Rick, was tragically killed today when he

was involved in a car accident.'

"Jesus Christ,' muttered Blake as a photo of first Rick and then Toni Landers
was flashed on to the screen. The witer sat down on the edge of the bed, eyes
riveted to the set as the newsreader continued.

'Mss Landers, who was filning el sewhere in the city was unavail able for
comment and it is believed that she is now at her hone under sedation. Her
son, Rick, is believed to have been killed at approximately 4.15 this
afternoon after a stolen car crashed into an ice creamvan outside his hone.
Bot h passengers in the car and al so the van driver were killed but, as yet,
the other three victins have not been naned. Police ...’

Bl ake shook his head slowy, his eyes and ears focused on the TV but his nind
back-tracking to the party at Toni Landers' house.

To Mat hi as.

To the prophecy.

"Her son is going to die.' The psychic's words echoed inside his mnd

"Her son is going to die.'

Bl ake sat for a noment |onger, then pulled on his shirt and hastily buttoned
it up, tucking it into his jeans. He pulled on a pair of boots and, |eaving
the television set on, he left the roomand scuttled across to the el evator at
the end of the corridor. He rode it to the ground floor and ran through
reception, out of the mamin doors and past the doorman who was enjoying a sly
drag on a Marl boro.

The witer turned to his left and headed for the newsstand on the corner of
the street. He funbled in his pocket for change with one hand as he retrieved
alate edition with the other. Hal f-way down the page was a photo of Rick
Landers and, above it:

SON OF ACTRESS DI ES | N ACCI DENT Bl ake handed t he vendor some coins, not



waiting for his change, then he turned and nade his way back to the hotel
Once inside his room Blake read the full story. The details didn't matter
The child was dead. That was enough. The witer fol ded the paper and dropped
it on to the bed. He suddenly didn't feel so hungry. For what seened |like an
eternity he sat there, gazing at the TV screen and then at the

photo of Rick Landers.

"Her son is going to die.' He spoke the words al oud.

Bi ake got to his feet and switched off the TV. He snatched up the |eather

j acket which was draped over the back of a nearby chair, pulling it on as he
made for the door of his room

Qut si de, the storm cl ouds which had been gathering for the past hour or so
were split by the first soundl ess flash of |ightning.

Bl ake paid the taxi driver, peered out through the rain splashed wi ndow t hen
pushed open the door of the cab.

The deluge hit himlike a pal pable wave, the heavens continuing to dunp their
| oad without hint of a respite. The stormwas ragi ng, whiplash cracks of
[ightning punctuating the al nost continual grow of thunder. It sounded as if
somewhere, deep bel ow the surface of the earth, a gigantic creature was
clawing its way up. Rain hamered agai nst the roads and buil di ngs, bouncing
of f like tiny explosions. Even as Blake left the cab he felt the hair being
pl astered to the side of his face, the hot droplets penetrating the nmateri al
of his shirt. He knew that the stormwould not clear the air, it would nerely
make the hum dity nore acute. Beads of perspiration formed on the witer's
forehead, only to be washed away instantly by the driving rain.

The house of Jonat han Mat hi as stood before him a |arge forbidding three
storey building fronted by well-kept lawn and ringed by a high stone wall.

Bl ake noticed as he approached the wought iron gates that there were
closed-circuit television caneras nounted on each side of the gates. They

wat ched himw th their Cycl opean eyes as he wal ked up the short driveway
towards the house itself.

The buil ding was a curious mxture of the old and new. The main structure

| ooked as if it had been built in nock Edwardi an style whilst an extension
made up of glass and concrete seemed to have been grafted on to the wong
house.

The wi ndows were unlit and the glass reflected the |ightning back at Bl ake,
they | owered over himlike some kind of mal evol ent spectre.

There were nore closed-circuit caneras above the front door. He rang the bell,
pressing it twice and, a nmonent |ater

t he door was opened by a nan who Bl ake i medi ately recogni sed as Mat hi as’
chauf f eur.

"M Blake isn't it?" said the man, eyeing the witer who | ooked a sorry state
with his brown hair dripping and his cl othes soaked.

'"I"d like to see M Mathias if that's possible,' the witer said.

'"He doesn't like to be disturbed when he's at home,' the chauffeur began

N I I

'"Let himin, Harvey.'

Bl ake recogni sed the voice i mediately and, a nonent |ater, Mathias hinself
stepped into view

"Conme in, David,' he said, smling. 'You look as if you swam here."'

Bl ake stepped into the hallway.

'Come through into the study,' said the psychic.

Once inside the room he poured hinself a brandy and offered one to Bl ake who
gratefully accepted, his eyes roving around the spacious room He noted with
bewi | derment that there were no wi ndows. The only light cane froma desk |anp
and two fl oor-standing spotlanps near the drink cabinet. On one wall there was
a framed original sketch by Al eister Crow ey depicting the Wiore of Babyl on
Bi ake | ooked closely at it.

"You knew Crow ey?' he, asked

"W met once or twice,' said Mathias.

'The Great Beast hinself eh? nurnured Bl ake, sipping his brandy. 'A



sel f-confessed Bl ack Magici an.'

Mat hi as didn't answer.

Bl ake all owed his gaze to shift to a photograph. It showed Mathi as and anot her
man who | ooked familiar to him

"Anton Le Vey,' said the psychic.

" Anot her friend?" asked Bl ake.

Mat hi as nodded.

" Anot her Bl ack Magician,' the witer comented.

The psychic seated hinsel f behind his desk and cradl ed his brandy glass in one
hand, warm ng the dark fluid.

"What can | do for you, David? he wanted to know. 'It nust be inportant to
bring you out in weather like this.' He downed nost of his brandy in one
swal | ow.

Bl ake seated hinself on the cl osest chair.

"It is,' he informed Mathias. 'Have you seen a newspaper today, or watched

tel evi si on?

'No, why?

Mat hi as finished his brandy and got to his feet, wal king past the witer who
turned until he was gazing at the psychic's back

Toni Landers' son was killed earlier today,' he said.

Mat hias filled his glass once again then turned round, the bottle still in his
hand.

"JHe was killed in an accident,' the witer persisted.

'"Do you want another drink?' Mathias asked, apparently uninterested in what

Bl ake had to say.

"Did you hear what | said? the witer asked, irritably. 'Toni Landers' son is
dead. Haven't you got anything to say?

Mat hi as regarded himindi fferently then shrugged his shoul ders.

"I"'mvery sorry,' he said, softly. 'He was only a young boy.'

'You knew he was going to die,' Blake said, flatly. 'You told me at the party
the other night, after the Tarot reading. Only you didn't learn of his death

t hrough the cards did you?

'The cards act as a guide,' said Mathias, sipping his drink. 'They point ne
toward the truth.'

' Come on, Jonathan,' Blake nmuttered, exasperatedly. 'You're not talking to one
of your bl oody "flock"” now. '

The two men regarded one another coolly for a moment, a. heavy silence
descendi ng upon them It was broken by Mathi as.

"I told you that the Astral body can be controlled,' he said. "Well, it can

al so be projected forward in tine. | "saw' that Toni Landers' son was going to
die because | felt no Astral presence fromhim' He sipped at his brandy once
again. 'The Astral body is like the life-line on a hand, someone with the
know edge can "see" it.'

"Tell my future,' said Blake, reaching for a pack of Tarot cards which lay on
the desk near to Mathias. 'Do it now.'

He had al ready begun shuffling the cards.

"No," said Mathias.

Bl ake divided the cards into ten packs and laid themout in the correct

pattern.

"Do it, Jonathan,' he urged.

"I told you, I'mnot a fairground showran,' nuttered the psychic, irritably.
He regarded the cards wi thout enotion, his gaze slowy rising until his
brilliant blue eyes were fixed on Blake. 'I'd appreciate it if you would | eave

now, David,' he said, quietly.

The two men | ocked stares for a nmoment then Bl ake took a step backward,
brushing one strand of hair fromhis face.

"Are you afraid of what you m ght see?" he asked.

Mat hi as didn't answer. H's face was inpassive, registering no emotion at all.
Finally, he exhaled, his features softening slightly.

'You asked me about ny power,' he said. 'This force inside nme, it's the power



of the shadow.'

Bl ake | ooked puzzl ed.

"Not the shadow cast by sunlight or reflected in a mrror," Mthias continued.
"The shadow of the inner self. The alter ego if you like. The Ancients called
it the shadow because it represented the darker side of man, the side which
only appeared in tinmes of anger or fear. The side which could drive a man to
commit acts of which he was not normally capable. Acts which went against his
nature. Human nature.'

"Like a split personality? said Bl ake.

"No,' Mathias corrected him 'In cases of split personality the victimretains
some traces of good within hinmself. The shadow is wholly evil.'
' Then your power is evil,' Blake said.

"Who is to say what is good and what is evil, David?

There was anot her |ong pause then Bl ake turned and headed towards the door
"I"ve told you as nmuch as | can,' Mathias said. 'What nore do you need to
know?'

"Alot nore,' he said, opening the door. Then, he was gone.

The psychic sat alone in his study, the Tarot cards still laid out in their
cabbalistic pattern before him He paused for a nmonent then reached towards
the seventh pack. To Love. He turned the card slowy.

Thirteen.

La Mort.

Deat h. Mathias stared at the sythe-carrying skel eton depicted on the

card for a noment then he reached for the top card on the ninth pack. To
Heal t h.

Fifteen.

Le Di abl e.

The Devil .

But he knew that the cards carried much nore than their face value. The card
mar ked XV al so nmeant The Great Secret. Mathias smiled to hinmself. It seened
nost appropriate in Bl ake's case.

He turned the card on the final pack, the breath catching in his throat as he
did so.

Twel ve.

Le Pendu.

The Hanged Man.

Mat hi as dropped the card as if it had been red hot; he swall owed hard and
studied the i mage on the card.

The Hanged Man.

Cat ast r ophe.

He wi ped his brow, finding that he was perspiring slightly. It had anot her

i nterpretation.

Sai nt or Sinner?

Qut side the thunder runbled |loudly and Mathias sat still in his seat for a
monent. He finally gathered up the cards, sorting theminto sonme kind of
uniformty.

As he reached for the one which bore The Hanged Man he wondered why his hand
was shaki ng.

Oxford

As she approached the door which led into Maurice Grant's quarters, Kelly

| ooked at her watch.

It was approaching 5.09 p.m

She sl owed her pace, conscious of the sound which her heels made in the
solitude of the corridor. She felt strangely

ill-at-ease, like a child who has perforned, or is about to perform an act
for which it knows it will be punished. Kelly brushed one hand through her
brown hair and attenpted to control her accel erated breathing. This was
ridicul ous, she told herself. She had no reason to be nervous.

Over her skirt and bl ouse she wore a lab coat and in one of the pockets
nestl ed a hypoderm c syringe.



She had taken it, along with its contents, fromthe pharmacy on the first
floor. Ordinarily, it was a place only frequented by the four doctors who
worked for the Institute, although the other investigators were free to cone
and go as they wi shed anongst the rows and rows of bottles and nedica

equi prent. Kelly had found what she sought w thout difficulty, then she had
recovered a disposable syringe fromthe drawer which was so careful ly marked.
Everything in the pharnmacy was maintained by a woman in her forties known to
Kelly only as Ms King. She was responsible for ensuring that everything was
inits correct place and it was a job which she did very efficiently.

Kelly knew that Ms King usually left for honme at around 4.30 so she had
waited until nearly 4.50 before venturing into the pharmacy.

To her relief it had been deserted but still she had felt the conpulsion to
hurry, wondering what explanati on she was going to use if someone shoul d

di scover her poring over the chem cals which were the domain of the
physi ci ans.

She had drawn of f 10m of atropine sul phate and then placed the syringe in her
pocket .

Now, as she approached Maurice Grant's quarters thoughts began to tunble
through her mind with increased rapidity. But one in particular seenmed to
flash li ke neon in her consciousness. The incident the day before | ast when
Grant had finally persuaded her to undertake this new experiment wthout

ei ther the know edge or authorization of Dr Vernon. Deprived of sleep for
forty-eight hours, Gant had becone violent and Kelly remenbered how t he
subsequent tests on himhad reveal ed activity in an area of the brain nornally
dormant. The question of what woul d happen to himif he were not allowed to
sl eep and dream for longer than two days had tortured her ever since. She had
wondered what he'd be like after a week but Kelly didn't have a week.

She woul d not, could not, wait that |ong.

The injection of atropine would have nore or |ess the sanme results.

She knew that, given in overdose, the drug caused stimulation of the brain and
aut onom ¢ nervous system The usual dosage was 2ni.

She planned to give G ant three tines that anount.

Kel Iy knocked on the door and waited, casting one furtive glance up the
corridor as she did so. The Institute was silent.

"Come in,' Grant called and Kelly did so.

He was sitting at a table finishing a plate of fish and chi ps which had been
brought to himten mnutes earlier

"Sorry if I'"'minterrupting your tea, M Gant,' Kelly said.

He smiled and shook his head.

"I was just finishing," he told her. 'That's one good thing about this place,
the food's terrific' He bel ched |oudly, excused hinmself and pushed the plate
away.

Kel Iy thought how different he | ooked fromthe last tine she'd seen him In
pl ace of the denonic, violent and unkenpt woul d-be killer there was a calm

cl ean-shaven even handsome man. Grant wore only a white shirt and grey
trousers, both of which | ooked neat and fresh

"What can | do for you now?' he asked.

"I"'mafraid we need your help with sonething else,' Kelly told him

"Which is your polite way of saying "Excuse ne M Human QGuinea Pig, we want
you back on the slab,"” right?

Kelly smled thinly.

"Yes it is,' she said.

G ant chuckl ed.

'"No need to sound so apol ogetic. After all, | was the bl oody fool who

vol unteered for all this,' he remarked, good-hunouredly.

Kel ly had one hand dug deep in the pocket of her lab coat, fingers toying with
t he syringe.

"What exactly is it that you want ne to do?' Grant enquired.

'Do you renenber anything about the incident the day before | ast?" she wanted
to know. 'Wen you attacked one of mny coll eagues?’



He shrugged.

"Not much. | renenber trying to ..."' The words trailed off, ainost as if he
were ashamed of the recollection. 'I didn't hurt anyone badly did |?

Kel | y shook her head.

"You' d been kept awake for over forty-eight hours,' she told him ' People
become aggressive when they're forced to go without sleep for too |ong.'
"Why?' Grant wanted to know.

"I'f we knew that for sure, M Gant, you wouldn't still be here.' She thought
about mentioning the dreamtheory then decided not to. There was a | ong
silence broken eventually by Kelly. '"For the last two nights have you

dr eaned?'

"Yes,' he said.

' The dream about killing your wife and son?
He nodded.
"But it wasn't as vivid. In fact, last night it was different. |I woke up

before I killed them

' That was probably because you weren't given any drugs,' Kelly told him 'The
anphet ami nes we'd been giving you had been intensifying the dreanms up unti
that point.'

' So, what happens now?' he asked.

Kelly felt the hypodermic in her pocket.

"W try a different approach,' she said.

On the table beside Gant's bed was a new tape-recorder and Kelly checked that
it was working properly. Satisfied, she asked Grant to lie down. There were
restraining straps which could be fastened around his wists and ankl es but,
as yet, Kelly did not touch them She ensured that Grant was confortable then
asked himto roll up the sleeve of his shirt which he did. The vein bul ged
invitingly in the crook of his armand Kelly carefully pushed the needle into
it, one thunb on the plunger of the syringe.

She began to push, the atropine flooding into Grant's bl oodstream

She watched the markers on the syringe as she forced the liquid into his vein.
0.25m .

0.75m .

Im.

Grant still had his eyes open, wincing slightly as Kelly pushed a little too
hard on the syringe. She could see the

needl e- poi nt beneath his flesh as she pressed on the plunger again.

1.5m.

2m .

2.5m.

She was trying to stop herself from shaking, worried that too nmuch novenent
woul d tear the vein open. Grant sucked in a painful breath and Kelly
apol ogi sed but kept the pressure on the plunger, watching as nore of the
liquid was transferred to the man's body.

3m .

3.5m.

am .

Grant closed his eyes, his chest beginning to heave as his respirati on becane
nore | aboured. Kelly | ooked at his face then at the needl e enbedded in his arm
and finally at the markers on the slimreceptacle itself.

4.5m .

5m .

5.5m .

Kel ly knew that the atropine would not take long to work and, with the

i ncreased dosage she was admi nistering, that time should be curtailed further
6m .

She hesitated. Grant had closed his eyes tightly now H's nouth al so was

cl anped shut, his |ips bloodless.

Kelly, the needle still clutched in her hand, the point buried in Grant's
vein, |ooked at the man. He was visibly turning pale. Had she given him



enough?

"M Gant,' she said.

He didn't answer.

"M Gant.'

A weary grunt was the only reply she received this tine.

Kel | y pushed harder on the plunger.

6.5m .

7.

Perspiration forned in salty droplets on his face, some running together to
trickle in rivulets across his flesh. On his arns too there was noisture,
glistening like beads. The skin around the needl e was beginning to turn a dark
crinmson, the blue veins pulsing nore strongly.

7.5m .

8nm .

Grant moaned, his nouth droppi ng open. Thick sputum oozed over his |lips and
onto the sheet beneath. Hs tongue lolled uselessly fromone corner and he
grunt ed- again, coughed. Particles of spittle flewinto the air and, as he
nmoved slightly, the needl e canme free.

Cursing, Kelly pushed it back into the vein, ignoring the single tiny dropl et
of bl ood which had welled up through the first mniscule hole. She | ooked at
his face which was now grey, streaked with perspiration. She knew she was
taking a chance but this had to work.

I .

9.5m .

10m .

Kelly withdrew the needl e and stepped back, dropping the syringe into her
pocket once nore. She switched on the tape recorder and noved the m crophone
as close as she dared to Grant. H s body began to undergo al nost inperceptible
nmoverents, tiny nuscle contractions which made it look as if he were being
punped full of mld electrical current.

"M Gant,' she said. 'Can you hear ne?

He nuttered sonethi ng which she couldn't hear so she took a step cl oser
bringi ng the m crophone nearer to his nouth.

"M Gant.'

H s eyes were shut, the lids sealed as tightly as if they'd been stitched.

" Can you hear what |'m saying?

Grant suddenly grabbed her wist in a grip which threatened to snap the bones.
Si mul t aneously, his eyes shot open like shutters and she found hersel f | ooking
down into two gl azed, rheuny orbs which seenmed to be staring right through
her .

Kel |y suppressed a screamand tried to pull away fromthe vice-like grip but
it was useless.

"Help me,' murrmured Grant, refusing to release Kelly. '"Ch God they're
everywhere.'

He suddenly let her go, his hands clutching at his face.

"What can you see?' she demanded.

Grant suddenly sat up, his face contorted in a mask of rage

and hatred.

' Fucki ng bastard,' he snarled, his blank eyes turning to face her. 'You
stinking cunt.' His lips slid back in a vulpine grin and nore saliva dribbl ed
down his chin. 'She betrayed ne. She thought | didn't know. She thought she
could fool ne.'

Kel |y edged away slightly.

"Who thought she could fool you? asked the investigator, noving to the end of
t he bed.

"Her. My wife,' Grant rasped. 'Fucking whore. She nade ne think the child was
m ne when it was his all along.'

'"I's that why you wanted to kill her?" asked Kelly, noving towards the
restraining straps, waiting for her chance to slip themover Gant's ankles
al t hough she didn't give rmuch for her chances.



And what if she failed ...?

"Yes, | wanted to kill her. Her and the child. H's fucking child,' G ant
raved.

But, his anger seenmed to subside with alarm ng speed and he was cowering once
nore from some unseen nenace. Shielding his face and eyes with shaki ng hands.
"CGet themoff nme/ he shrieked

"What can you see?' demanded Kelly, deciding that it was time to fasten the
straps.

"Spiders,' he told her. 'Thousands of them Al over ne. Ch God, no.'

Kel |y managed to fasten the two ankle straps, securing Grant to the bed, at

| east for the tinme being. The | eather | ooked thick and stout. She hoped that
it would hold.

Mauri ce Grant wondered why she could not see the eight-1egged horrors seething
over the floor of the roomand onto the bed. Over his body, inside his
clothes. He could feel their hairy legs on his flesh as they crawl ed onto his
stomach, up his trouser |legs, across his chest, up his neck to his face. And
there they tried to force their way into his mouth. He felt one on his tongue
and he plunged two fingers into his nouth to pull the creature out. The
probing digits touched the back of his throat and he heaved violently.

Above him the spiders were coning through the ceiling. They were energing
fromthe stone-work itself and they were getting bigger. One the size of his
fist dropped fromthe

ceiling on to his face, its thick I egs probing at his eyes and nose. One of
the smaller creatures scuttled up his left nostril, trying to pull the swollen
bul k of its abdonen inside the orifice.

Fromthe wall beside him a spider the size of a football energed and cl anped
itself on his arm pinning it to the bed. Another did the same with his right
arm

Kel |y watched nmesmerised as Grant wiggled beneath the inmaginary host of
arachni ds but she was not too engrossed to by-pass the opportunity to secure
his wists to the bed.

They're inside my head,' screaned Grant as he felt nore and nore of the

spi ders draggi ng thenselves up his nostrils, into his ears.

"I know where they're coming from' he screeched. 'She sent them'

"Your wife? asked Kelly, watching as Grant continued to squirm

" Fucki ng cunt. Fucking slut.'

H s fear had been replaced once nore by rage.

"I"'mglad | killed her,' he roared. 'She deserved to die.'

The veins on his forehead bulged angrily as he strained against the straps. 'l
don't care if anyone saw nme. | had no choice. | saw themtogether', he said
his body jerking wildly. 'I saw her with him He stuck it between her legs, in
her mouth. AND SHE FUCKI NG WANTED IT. | don't want to see it anynore.'

'Can you see it now?' Kelly asked.

"Yes.'

"What can you see? Tell ne exactly.'

Grant was using all his strength to tug hinself free and Kelly noticed with
horror that one of the wist straps was begi nning to creak under the pressure.
"l can see her on the floor of the bedroom CQur bedroom She's naked and so is
he,' Grant snarl ed.

"Who is he? Kelly wanted to know.

' She's sucking his cock. He's using his tongue on her.'

The right hand strap creaked om nously as Grant continued to thrash around.

i don't want to see it anynore. Never again.'

Kelly wondered if she should get help. Grant was hallucinating madly it
appeared but he was | argely coherent.

And, at |ast, she knew why he had wanted to kill his w fe and son

"She's rolled over on to her stomach and he's putting his cock into her. The
filthy fucking whore. She wants him'

"Who is he?" Kelly demanded

"My brother,' roared Gant and, with that, made one |ast nonunental effort to



break free.

The right hand strap split first, then canme free.

i don't want to see it. | DON T WANT TO SEE IT,' Grant bell owed, tugging

hi nsel f out of the ankle restraints and the other wist strap. He staggered to
his feet, his chest expanding until it threatened to rip his shirt. 'I don't
want to see it,' he said again and lurched towards the table in the mddle of
the room There, his searching hands found the greasy fork

i NEVER WANT TO SEE I T AGAIN,' he shrieked and rai sed the pronged i npl ement.
Kel ly knew that she could never reach the door. G ant bl ocked her way but, as
she | ooked at hi m anxi ously, she saw that his anger was not directed at her.

"I won't watch,' he said, quietly, studying the fork which he held only inches
fromhis face.

Wth quivering hand, he pushed the fork through his lower Iid and into his
eye. Wth infinite sl owness he noved it in a digging action, the prongs
gougi ng muscle and flesh as Grant shoved it further until the eye itself began
to thrust forward. The prongs raked his skull as he prised the bursting orb
fromits socket. Bl ood gushed down his cheek, mingling with the vitreous
liquid as the eye itself punctured. It did not come free but hung, suspended
by the shredded remains of the optic nerve.

M nd nunbi ng pai n envel oped hi m but he managed to remain upright, guiding the
fork towards his other eye.

Kel | y gagged as she saw the prongs burrow through the upper lid this time, the
curve of the fork enabling Grant to reach the retina itself. Wth a fina
despai ring scream he managed to scoop the bl oodi ed eye free of his skull

There was a nuffled, liquid plop as the orb left the socket, a vile sucking
sound whi ch was soon drowned out by Grant's agoni sed shriek

The eye itself dropped to the floor and lay there intact

until Grant dropped to his knees, squashing it beneath himas if it had been
an oversized grape.

Kelly found herself transfixed by those oozing sockets from which crinmson was
punping in thick spurts, dribbling into the man's open nout h.

She finally tore her gaze away and bolted for the door, wenching it open and
dashing out into the corridor

The room was soundproofed. Until Kelly opened the door, the building had

remai ned qui et but now the agoni sed shrieks of the blinded G ant echoed al ong
every inch of the building. So great was the dose of atropine he'd received,
so powerful the boost to his nervous system Gant was even denied the

merci ful oblivion of unconsciousness. He nerely slunped to the floor of the
room noani ng, the remains of one eye still dangling uselessly by a strand of
nerve.

Inside the room the tape recorder obediently captured the sounds of agony.
Preserving them forever.

How rmuch did you say you gave hinP' Dr Vernon asked Kelly, reaching for the
syringe.

"10m, perhaps a little nmore,' she said, quietly.

Ver non nodded and hel d the hypoderm c between his fingers for a nmonent before
setting it down on the table again. He laid it beside the bl oodstained fork
all owi ng his gaze to ponder on the inplement for a few seconds. He exhal ed and
| ooked around the room The floor was spattered with bl ood, droplets of it had
spl ashed a wi de area, puddling into bigger pools in one or two places. There
was a purplish snudge close to his foot where the eye had been squashed and
Vernon noved to one side.

The remains of the restraining straps lay on or near the bed and, he noticed
that there were even a few speckles, of crinmson on the sheets.

Maurice Grant had been renoved about fifteen m nutes

earlier.

Now Ver non stood am dst the carnage, flanked by Kelly and John Fraser

Fraser |ooked distinctly queasy and could not seemto tear his gaze fromthe
bl ood-stained fork on the table. The nere thought of what it had been used for
made him feel sick



'"I's he going to die? asked Kelly, anxiously.

' The ambul ancenen didn't seem to know one way or the other,' Vernon told her
"Once the effects of the atropine wear off he'll go into shock. After that
... He allowed the sentence to trail off.

'"So, first he nearly kills nme,' said Fraser. 'Now he nore or |ess succeeds in

killing hinself. Surely this is enough for you, doctor?

"What do you nean?' Vernon wanted to know.

"There will have to be a full-scale enquiry into what happened today. There's
no way that you can continue with this research now.'

"As Director of the Institute / will decide if an enquiry is necessary or

not,' Vernon told him

"Do you seriously think that the outside authorities are going to |et
something like this drop without investigating it?

"I couldn't give a damm about the outside authorities,' snapped Vernon. 'What
goes on inside these walls is my concern.'

"And the fact that a man could have died today doesn't bother you?' Fraser
sai d, chal |l engi ngly.

'"Grant knew that he m ght be taking risks when he agreed to participate in the
experiments.'

" Acceptabl e risks, yes, but
Vernon cut hi mshort.
'"Risks,' he said, forcefully.
Fraser now turned his attention to Kelly.

"Wth all due respect, Kelly, you are responsible for this,' he said.

"l realize that,' she said. Then, to Vernon

"I"mprepared to resign.’

"No,' he said, without hesitation. 'That woul dn't sol ve anything.'

Kelly could not conceal the | ook of surprise which flickered across her face.
' She broke every rule of this bloody Institution,' grow ed Fraser. 'She nearly
killed a man as well and you ...’

It was Kelly's turn to interrupt.

"Don't talk about me as if I'"mnot here,' she snarled. 'I know | was in the
wrong. God knows | wish | could repair the damage |'ve done.'

' The research had to be taken to its | ogical conclusion,' Vernon said,
supportively.

' That concl usi on presumably being the death of the subject,' said Fraser
sarcastically.

' There was no way of know ng exactly how the atropine wuld affect M Gant,’
said Vernon, as if he were defending hinself instead of Kelly. She | ooked on
dunbf ounded as he cane to her rescue.

"A dose of 5m is considered dangerous. We all know the effects of the drugs
we use. Kelly should have known that injecting Grant with twi ce that anopunt
woul d have serious side-effects.’

"Did Grant actually say anything of use while he was drugged?' Vernon wanted
to know.

is that inmportant now?' Fraser said, angrily.

Vernon turned on him his grey eyes bl azi ng.

"Yes, it is inmportant. The only thing that matters is that this project is
successful . If certain sacrifices have to be made then that's unfortunate but
unavoi dabl e.'

"You're insane,' said Fraser, his tone a little nore controlled now 'This
isn't research to you anynore, it's an obsessi on. How many nore people are
going to be injured or killed before you're satisfied? Before you have the
answers you want ?

'That's enough, Fraser,' Vernon warned him

"Do you honestly think that any of this is going to help youT the investigator
said, cryptically.

Kelly | ooked at him wondering what he neant.

"Fraser.' There was nore than a hint of anger in Vernon's voice.

"\What are you | ooking for, doctor? the investigator demanded. 'O nore



i mportantly, why are you | ooking?
"This isn't the tine or the place to ..
"Perhaps if we knew about whatever it is you ve managed to hide for so |ong
then ...'

Fraser's words were choked back as Vernon |unged forward and grabbed hi m by
the | apels. The older man's face was flushed and there was a thin fil m of
perspiration on his forehead. He fixed the investigator in his steely grey
stare and held himthere. Kelly | ooked on with concern and interest, wondering
whet her or not she should intervene.

"This time, Fraser, you' ve gone too far,' hissed the doctor. He pushed the

i nvesti gator away, watching as he fell against the table. 'Now get out of
here. Qut of this room CQut of this Institute. You're finished here.’

Fraser dragged hinmself upright and steadi ed hinself against the table.
"Perhaps the police mght be interested in what happened here today,' he said,
t hr eat eni ngl y.

"The police will be informed, when | think it's necessary,' Vernon told him

' Now, get out.'

Fraser | ooked at Vernon a noment |onger, then at Kelly.

"I"'msorry, Kelly,' he said apol ogetically and nade for the door. They both
heard his footsteps echo away down the corridor

Vernon pull ed a handkerchief fromhis trouser pocket and wi ped his face. He
pull ed a chair out from beneath the table and sat down, ignoring the bl oodi ed
fork which lay before him Kelly watched as he popped a nmenthol sweet into his
mout h and sucked it. His face was still tinged red with anger and he shuffl ed
his fingers inpatiently before him

Kelly licked her lips, finding themdry, |ike her mouth. She wanted to ask
Ver non what Fraser had nmeant, just as she had when he'd made the other cryptic
remark two days before.

' what ever it is you' ve nanaged to hide for so long.' Fraser's words stood
out clearly in her mnd. Wiy had Vernon reacted so angrily?

"Dr Vernon, Gant said that he'd killed his wife. It was |ike a confession,’
she said. '"It's all on the tape, every word.'

Vernon didn't speak

"What coul d he have neant ?' she persi sted.

it must have been the effects of the drug, you said he was hallucinating.'
"Yes, but no one nentioned to himthat a neighbour had identified a man |ike
himthe day his wife and son were butchered. Wiy should he say that?'

"Look. Kelly, | think we have enough to worry about with what happened today,"

Vernon said, evasively. '"And it would be best if you left here. I'Il call you
in a fortnight or so, the research can't continue until after the enquiry
anyway. '

"Can the authorities close the Institute?" she wanted to know.

Vernon shook his head.

"No. And don't worry, your job will still be here when you cone back.'

"Way didn't you accept ny resignation? she asked.

' Because what you did was based on sound theory. It was a chance which had to
be taken eventual ly."'

Kel | y nodded although it was not an explanation which wholly satisfied her.
Vernon appeared to have nore than a scientific interest in the outcone of the
research. The question was, why?

Finally, she slipped off her lab coat and decided it was tine to | eave. She
and Vernon exchanged brief farewells and he repeated his prom se to contact
her in two weeks.

Vernon waited until she had left the roomthen he wal ked slowy around it, his
eyes drawn occasionally to the spots and spl ashes of congealing bl ood, now
slowy turning rusty as it solidified. There was a slight snmell of copper in
the air. He eventually reached the tape recorder. He pressed the re-w nd
button and watched as the twin spools spun in reverse. Wen the process was
conpl eted he took the full one and dropped it into his pocket, deciding to
listen to it in the privacy of his office. As he made his way out of the room



two cleaners were entering armed with nops and dusters. They set about
renoving all traces of the horrors which had occurred in there.

Vernon crunched his cough sweet up and replaced it with another as he wal ked
up the stairs towards his office. H s secretary had gone honme an hour earlier
so he had the place to hinself.

Nonet hel ess, he | ocked his office door before settling down to listen to the
t ape.

Twi ce he played it through, his face inpassive, even when Maurice Gant's
shri eks of agony began to erupt fromthe speaker. Half-way through the third
play Vernon switched it off. He sat for what seened like an eternity, his
chair facing

t he wi ndow, then he swung round and reached for the phone. He hurriedly

di al l ed the number he wanted and tapped agitatedly on the desk top with his
stubby fingers as he waited for the receiver to be picked up. He heard the
click as it finally was.

' The Metapsychic Centre?' he asked. 'This is Dr Stephen Vernon. | want to
speak to Alain Joubert. Tell himit's inportant.’

10.06 p. m

Kelly folded the I ast of her clothes and laid the skirt gently on top of the
other things. The only light in the bedroom cane from a bedsi de | anp which
cast a warm gol den gl ow over the room Kelly decided that she had packed
enough clothes and lifted the case fromthe bed onto the floor. She felt stiff
all over, her neck and shoulders in particular ached. She resolved to take a
shower and have an early night.

She intended | eaving early in the norning.

The day had been an exhausting one both nmentally and physically and she felt
the need to relax nore than she usually did upon returning honme in the

eveni ngs. She'd only half-eaten her dinner, washing it down with two or three
Martinis. The effect of the drink was begi nning to nake her feel pleasantly
drowsy. She unbuttoned her blouse, laying it over a chair before slipping out
of her jeans and folding themcarefully. Standing before the full length
mrror on the wardrobe she unhooked her bra, her breasts remaining taut even
when the garment was renoved. Kelly skimed off her panties and tossed themto
one side, glancing at herself in the mrror. The reflection which stared back
at her was a pl easi ng one.

Despite the fact that she was only five feet two inches tall, her slender
frame gave her an appearance of striking el egance which was nornmally reserved
for tailer wonmen. She had small but plunp breasts, her |ower body tapering in
to forma tiny waist and smooth |ean hips. Her legs were slim wusually
appearing | onger when she wore the high heels she favoured.

Kel Iy wal ked through into the bathroom and turned on the shower, stepping
beneath its cleansing jets when it was at a suitable tenperature. She stood
noti onl ess, allow ng the

water to run over her face, washing away what little make-up she used. She
began soapi ng hersel f.

As she stood beneath the spray she allowed her mnd to back-track to the
events of earlier in the day. To Vernon

Why was he protecting her? It didn't make sense. Unless, as Fraser had

inti mted, he did have sonething to hide. Vernon obviously saw Kelly as a
useful tool

As she cl osed her eyes, the vision of Maurice Grant, his eyes ripped fromthe
sockets, flashed before her and she jerked her eyes open again.

She thought of his confession

Had it been the drugs which had caused his outburst, she wondered? Instinct
told her that there was nore to it than that. And yet. how could he have
killed his wife and son? She and three ot her people had seen himstrapped down
at the time the killings supposedly took place.

She stood beneath the shower a noment |longer then flicked it off, dried
hersel f and padded back into the bedroom She sat on the edge of the bed and
reached for the phone.



It was a recorded nessage, which suited her because she didn't feel mnuch Iike
tal ki ng. She scribbled down a few details as the netallic voice droned on
then, finally, she replaced the receiver, glancing dowmn at what she had
witten.

She woul d catch the 9.30 flight to Paris in the norning.

Pari s

The restaurant in the Place de Wagram was crowded, nore so than usual because
many had sought shelter inside fromthe rain which was pelting down. Wiiters
t hreaded their way through the maze of tables balancing trays and pl ates
precariously on their arms. A wine glass was dropped and shattered | oudly on
t he wooden floor. Lasalle spun round in his seat, startled by the sound. He
saw a waiter picking up the pieces of broken glass while a customer conpl ai ned
[ oudly.

'Did you hear ne?

The voi ce brought Lasalle back to his senses.

"What did you say?' he asked, blankly, turning back to face Joubert who was
chewi ng hungrily on a piece of neat.

"I said, | don't like the idea of her working with us,' Joubert repeated.
' Come now, Al ain, when these experinments first began it was agreed that there
woul d be co-operation between the two Institutes. | don't understand your

obj ections.'

' The experinments carried out in England have not been as successful as ours,’
Joubert conpl ai ned.

'How do you know that?' Lasalle asked, sipping at his w ne.

H s conpani on paused for a nonent, swallow ng the piece of food he'd been

chew ng.

' Because we'd have heard nore,' he said, quickly.

Lasall e | ooked up and saw a faniliar figure maki ng her way back towards the
table. He tapped Joubert's arm and notioned for himto be quiet but the other
Frenchman nmerely muttered somet hi ng under his breath.

Kelly sat down and smiled across the table at Lasalle. Joubert did not | ook up
fromhis neal. She picked up her knife and fork and set about her sal ad once
nor e.

She had arrived in Paris over three hours earlier and, after booking into a
hotel, she had taken a taxi to the Metapsychic Centre. Once there she had

i ntroduced herself to the Director and asked if she could see Lasalle. The two
i nvestigators had been friends for sone tine and he was happy to allow her to
work with him

The reaction of Joubert could not have been nore different. Upon hearing that
Kelly was to assist themin their experinments he had barely been able to
restrain his anger, managing only by a monunental effort of will to disguise
his open dislike of her presence.

She had expl ained, briefly, what had happened with Maurice Grant and why she
had been forced to cone to France. Joubert had been uni npressed and, when she
had asked to | ook at the notes which the two nen had conpil ed, he had been
openly hostile, guarding the files jealously. She

wonder ed why he shoul d have taken such a dislike to her

"If you' d let me know you were comng,' said Lasalle, 'l could have made up
the bed in ny spare room It would have saved you paying for a hotel.'
"I"'mfine where | amthankyou,' Kelly assured him smling.

"When were you thinking of going back?' Joubert asked wi thout | ooking up

"Not for a while yet,' Kelly told him

"What exactly do you think you can |l earn here?' Joubert continued, still not
payi ng her the courtesy of a gl ance.

"It's not so much a case of learning,' Kelly began. "I
He cut her short, his dark eyes finally pinning her in a mal evol ent stare.

' Then what do you want here?' he hissed.

Kelly met his stare, her own anger now boiling up. W the hell did Joubert
t hi nk he was anyway? she thought.

"I told you why | cane here,' she said. 'l couldn't carry on working at the



Institute in England, not while the enquiry was being conducted. | thought I

m ght be of sone help to you.'

"Don't you think we're capable then?" he said, challeng-ingly.

"Are you this rude to everyone or have / been singled out for that honour?

she said, angrily.

Joubert stopped eating and | ooked at her warily.

"Can't we all just finish our food in peace? said Lasalle, looking at his two
conpani ons.

Joubert put down his knife and fork and wi ped his nmouth with a napkin.

"I"ve finished anyway,' he said. 'It's about tine | went back to the Centre.
There's a lot to do this afternoon.' He balled up his napkin and dropped it on
to the table, getting to his feet. He | ooked down at Lasalle. "I trust I'lI

see you later?

Lasal | e nodded.

" And no doubt you too, Mss Hunt,' Joubert added, scornfully. Wth that he

pushed past some people who were waiting for a table and headed for the door

Lasal | e wat ched hi m go.

"I rmust. apol ogi se for ny coll eague,’ he said.

"I"'msorry if |'ve caused any trouble between the two of

you,' said Kelly. t

"Joubert is a good man but, sometines, he lets our work get to him'

"I noticed,' Kelly told him spearing a piece of tomato with her fork

' Speaki ng of work, have you made rmuch progress?

"There is so nuch to discover,' said Lasalle. 'The unconscious nmind is a vast

area.' He took a sip of his wine. 'W did have some success three or four days

ago. A subject naned Decard. Wiilst in a trance he was able to see the

future.’

'Precognition? she said, excitedly.

"But only while hypnotised. Wen he was brought out of the trance he could

renmenber not hing of what he had seen.' The Frenchman paused. 'It was al

rather unfortunate. He foretold the death of his own daughter.'’

Kelly sat bolt upright, as if she had just been nudged with a cattle prod.

"I wasn't told about this,' she said.

Lasal | e frowned.

"Joubert was supposed to have relayed the information to you.'

"I heard nothing,' Kelly assured him

The Frenchman | ooked puzzl ed and a heavy sil ence descended nmonentarily.

Kelly wondered if she should nention the murder of Maurice Grant's famly but

she deci ded against it, content to let the thoughts and ideas tunble over

i nsi de her head.

"What | said about you staying with ne,' Lasalle said. '|I hope you weren't

of fended by it.'

Kelly smil ed.

"Of course not,' she said.

"I didn't nmean anything by it but, since Mdel ai ne died, the house has seened
bi gger than it used to.' He smled hunourl essly.

"I understand,' Kelly told him 'How are you managi ng on your own?'

"I get by,' he' said, reaching inside his jacket for the bottle of

tranquilizers. "Wth a little help.' He held one of the capsul es before him

swallowing it with sone water

Kelly studied his face, noticing how much he had changed since the |last tine

she had seen him H's dark hair was streaked with patches of grey,

particularly around his

tenmples. Deep lines cut swathes across his forehead and around his eyes and

hi s cheeks appeared bl oodl ess. He had | ost weight too she suspected. But, for

all that his eyes retained a glint of passion and energy which seened to have

deserted the rest of his body.

"Probably if we had had children then it wouldn't have been so bad,' he said.

"As it is, there is no one else left for me.' He gazed at his wine glass for a

nmonent | onger then seemed to shake off the cloak of nelancholy. A snile spread



across his face. 'Enough of this,' he said. 'How are you, Kelly? Have you any
plans to marry?'

She | ooked at hi m aghast.

"Definitely not,' she said.

"You nmean there is no man waiting to sweep you off your feet? He chuckl ed.
"If there is he's keeping hinself well hidden,' Kelly replied.

Lasal | e | aughed, an infectious sound which cut through the babble in the
restaurant and caused a couple of heads to turn.

Her tone changed slightly.

"M chel, about this man who had the precognitive vision. Decard you say his
name was?'

Lasal | e nodded.

"What exactly did he see?

The Frenchman tol d her

" And was Joubert present when this happened?' Kelly asked.

'Yes, he seened quite excited by it all.’

Kel |y brushed a hand through her hair, stroking the back of it with her palm
Why hadn't Joubert told her about the incident? Wiy the secrecy? Wen the two
Institutes were supposed to be working together it seened only natural that
information as inportant as that should be avail abl e.

She wondered what el se the Frenchman had neglected to tell her

Lasal | e | ooked at his watch

"l suppose we shoul d be getting back,' he said.

Kelly got to her feet and the two of them made their way towards the exit.
Qutside it was still raining, the banks of dark cloud overhead show ng no
proni se of respite

As they ran towards Lasalle's car, Kelly wondered if

Joubert's attitude m ght change as the afternoon wore on. Sonehow she doubt ed
it.

Using a small wooden spatul a Lasalle gently applied the sticky conductant to
three places on Joubert's face. One at each tenple and another just above the
bri dge of his nose.

Kelly attached the el ectrodes carefully and Joubert hinself re-adjusted them
lifting his head slightly as Lasalle pressed the |ast two against the back of
hi s head.

That done, Joubert |ay back on the couch, hands cl asped across his chest. The
Frenchman | ay notionl ess, his eyes peering at some point on the ceiling.
Lasal l e reached for his hand. He funbled along the wist and | ocated the pul se
whi ch he took and noted on a clipboard. Then, |ike a doctor exam ning a
patient, he took a penlight fromhis pocket and shone it in his conpanion's
eyes, checking the pupillary reactions.

' Ready?' he asked.

Joubert nodded gently.

Lasalle turned to Kelly who flicked a switch on the EEG and, inmediately, the
five tracers began to nove back and forth gently across the paper

The Frenchman reached into his pocket and pulled out the pocket watch. He
dangled it before Joubert, the golden tinmepiece twi sting round slowy.

'Now, keep your eyes on the watch,' he said, seeing that his coll eague's gaze
had drifted to the spinning object. Lasalle began rolling the chain between
his thumb and i ndex finger.

"You can hear only my voice,' he said. Then, to Kelly:

"Turn off the lights will you?

She left the EEG and scuttled across to the light switch, flicking it off. The
roomwas imrersed in darkness, lit only by a spot-lanmp near the foot of the
couch. The single beam

occasionally glinted on the watch making it look as if it were gl ow ng.

"You can see nothing but the watch,' said Lasalle. 'You can hear nothing but
nmy voice. Do you understand?

"Yes,' said Joubert, throatily.

"I amgoing to count to five and, as | do, you will become increasingly nore



tired. Do you understand?

"Yes.'

"By the time | reach five you will be asleep but you will still be able to
hear ne. Do you understand?'

"Yes.'

Kelly noved slowy and quietly back towards the EEG gl ancing down at the
read-out. The lines made by the tracers were still relatively Ievel. None

showed too nmuch novenent. Just a gentle sweep back and forth.

Lasal | e began counti ng.

He saw his conpanion's eyelids begin to droop but he kept spinning the watch
even after Joubert had finally closed his eyes.

Kelly | ooked on with interest.

"You are now in a deep sleep,' said Lasalle. '"But, you are able to hear
everything | say. Do you understand?'

"Yes.'

"What is your nane?'

"Alain Joubert.'

'How ol d are you?'

"Thirty-six.'

Kel ly glanced at the EEG read-out once again, noticing that the five tracers
had begun to sl ow their novenments until they were practically running in
straight lines, only the occasional novenment interrupting their unerring
cour se.

"What is nmy name?' Lasalle asked.

Joubert told him

"Can you tell me if there is anyone el se present in the toon?

"A worman. | can see her.’

Lasall e frowned and i nspected his coll eague's eyelids nore closely. They were
firmy shut. He reached back to the trolley behind himand picked up a stack
of cards, each bearing a word

"Tell me what this word is," he said, running his eyes over

the card marked DOG

Joubert told him

"And this one?

'Cat.'

" Again.'

"Pig.'

Kelly noticed sone slight novenent fromthe fifth of the tracers.

Lasal |l e went through another ten cards and each time Joubert was correct.

"I feel cold,' Joubert said, unasked. |Indeed, his body was quivering slightly
and, when Lasalle gripped his hand the flesh was ice cold.

The noverment fromthe fifth tracer became nore pronounced. The other four
however, did not deviate fromtheir al nmost arrow straight course. Kelly
swal | owed hard. There was sonething distinctly fam liar about this type of
read-out. The vision of Maurice Grant flashed into her mnd as the fifth
tracer began to trace a jerky, erratic path on the paper. Wilst in a drugged,
subdued state, it had been the sanme area of Gant's brain which had shown
activity. Now it was happening with Joubert.

"I can see ..." Joubert words trail ed away.

"What can you see?' Lasalle asked him urgently.

"Aroom Like this one but there is a woman working in it. She's sitting at a
typewiter with her back to ne,' Joubert said. 'She doesn't know |I'm behind
her, she didn't hear ne open the door.'

Kelly saw that the fifth tracer was now hurtling back and forth with such
speed it threatened to carve a hole in the paper

"Who is this wonan?' Lasalle asked. 'Do you know her?

"Yes, |'ve seen her many tinmes before.'

"What is her nane?

"Dani el | e Bouchard.'

Lasal |l e swal | owed hard



'Describe her,' he snapped. ' Now.'

"She is in her thirties, long, curly hair. It's auburn, dyed | think. Her skin
i s dark, not negroid but coffee-col oured. She's wearing blue eye make-up, sone
lipstick.'

'Do you know her?' whispered Kelly to Lasalle.

The Frenchman nodded.

"She's part Al gerian, a beautiful girl, she works in an office just down the
corridor,' he said, quietly, one eye on Joubert who was now flexing his
fingers spasnodically. In fact, his whole body was jerking involuntarily.

"What sort of response is showing on the EEG? asked Lasalle.

"There's no activity in any part of the brain except for the area around the
occipital lobe,' she told him 'Exactly the same as the subject we had.' She
paused, nesnerised by the rapid novenents of the tracer

Joubert spoke again.

"She is wearing jeans, a red top. There is a slight tear near the seam of the
top, beneath her arm'

"I's she still typing? asked Lasalle.

'Yes, she hasn't noticed ne yet.'

Lasall e chewed his bottomlip contenplatively.

"This doesn't prove anything,' he said to Kelly. 'Joubert could have seen this
worran earlier today.'

Kel ly | ooked once nore at the EEG read-out. The fifth tracer continued its
rapi d novenent.

"I'"mwal ki ng towards her,' Joubert said. 'She has stopped typing now, she is

taki ng the paper fromthe machine. She still has her back to me.' He was
silent for a nonment then the tone of his voice seenmed to change, it becane
harsher, as if his mouth were full of phlegm 'I want her.’

"Tell me what is happening,' Lasalle ordered.
"I grab her hair with one hand and put ny other hand over her nmouth to stop

her screaming. She falls off the chair and | clinb on top of her, | rnust hold
her arms down. She is stunned by the fall, she has banged her head. | think
she is dazed. | pull up her top to reach her breasts and | am squeezing them

maki ng red marks on t hem

Kelly | ooked in awe at the fifth tracer which was noving so fast it was little
nore than a bl ur.

"I try to keep ny hand over her mouth to stop her scream ng but she seens to

be recovering. | must stop her. | amputting ny hands around her throat. It
feels so good, mnmy thunbs are on her w ndpi pe, pressing harder. Her eyes are
bulging. | amgoing to kill her. | want to kill her.'

Kelly | ooked at Lasalle then back at the EEGwith its

wildly careering tracer

i WANT TO KILL HER ' bell owed Joubert.

There was a | oud scream from outside the room |ong and piercing. A nonent's
silence and it was followed by anot her.

"Bring himout of it,' snapped Kelly.

'"Listen to nme,' said Lasalle. "Wien | count to one fromfive you will wake up
Do you understand?'
No answer.

From down the corridor there was the sound of a slanm ng door then anot her
scream

'Do you understand?' Lasalle said, |oudly.

"Hurry,' Kelly urged

Joubert did not respond.

"I can't bring himout of it,' Lasalle said, frantically.

He t hought about shaking his coll eague but he knew it would do no good. He
swal | owed hard and | ooked at Kelly who was al ready nmoving towards the door

' See what's happening,' Lasalle told her

Kelly hurried out into the corridor and saw that, about thirty yards further
down, there were four or five people standing outside one of the doors. A tal
man with blond hair was banging on it, twisting the handl e inpotentiy. He put



his shoulder to it as he heard another scream from i nsi de.

"Joubert, listen to ne,' said Lasalle. 'I'mgoing to begin counting. Five ...'
' There's sonet hing happening,' Kelly told him
' Four '

The tall blond man was taking a step back to gain nore inpetus as he tried to
shoul der charge the door of the other room

"Three ...'

Joubert stirred slightly.

"Two ..."

Down the corridor, the blond man gritted his teeth and prepared for one fina
assault on the | ocked door

"One ...'

Joubert opened his eyes and blinked nyopically.

He too | ooked round as he heard the shriek of splintering wood. The bl ond man
crashed into the door, nearly ripping it fromits hinges. It slamed back
agai nst the wall and he stunbled into the room followed by the others who had
wai t ed.

"What' s happeni ng?' asked Jouberl, pulling the el ectrodes from his head.

Kel Iy wal ked back into the room a | ook of concern on her face. She switched
of f the EEG and pul |l ed the read-out clear

"What's going on?' Joubert demanded, getting to his feet. He crossed to the
door and | ooked out in time to see the bl ond man supporting a dusky skinned
girl in jeans and a red top froma roomfurther down the corridor. Even from
where he stood, Joubert could see that her top was torn, part of one breast
exposed. The girl was bleeding froma gash on her bottomlip and there were
several angry red marks around her throat.

Lasalle and Kelly joined himin the corridor as the others approached t hem
"\What happened?' asked Lasalle.

"Danielle was attacked,' the blond man told him

"Who by?' Lasalle wanted to know.

As he spoke, the dark-skinned girl lifted her head, brushing her auburn hair
from her eyes. She | ooked at Joubert and screanmed, one accusing finger
pointing at him Wth her other hand she touched her throat.

The girl babbled sonething in French which Kelly did not understand. She asked
Lasalie to translate.

'She said that it was Joubert who attacked her,' the Frenchman sai d.

'That's inpossible,' Joubert snorted, indignantly. 'Anyway, why would | do
such a thing?' He |ooked at Danielle. 'She's hysterical.'

"Well,' said the blond nman. ' Soneone attacked her. She didn't make these narks
herself.' He indicated the angry welts on the girl's neck. "But | don't see
how he got out. The door was | ocked fromthe inside.'

Lasall e and Kelly exchanged puzzl ed gl ances as the little procession noved
past them heading for the infirmary on the second fl oor. Danielle |ooked
around, her eyes filled with fear as she gazed at Joubert.

'"How coul d | have attached her?' he said, irritably, wal king back into the
roomand sitting on the couch

Kelly and Lasalle foll owed him

'Can you renenber anything of the last five or ten mnutes? Lasalle asked
hi m

Joubert shook his head, wi ping his forehead with the back of his hand.

Kelly was the first to spot it.

"Joubert,' she said, quietly. 'Look at your nails.’

Beneath the finger nails of both hands were nunerous tiny pieces of red cloth.
Exactly the sanme col our as the bl ouse worn by Daniell e Bouchard. There were
al so several auburn hairs.

"Astral travel.'

Kel ly's words echoed around the | aboratory.

She | ooked at the pieces of cloth and hair which Joubert had scraped from
beneath his fingernails and deposited in a Petri dish

"You said you felt cold, just before it all began to happen,' she conti nued.



"That feeling of coldness is usually associated with Astral projection.’

"An Qut of the Body Experience? said Joubert, incredul ously.

" Dani el |l e Bouchard said she was attacked by you. | think she was right. You
descri bed her, you described how you tried to strangle her.' She held up the
EEG read-out. 'There was a trenendous anount of activity in the occipital area
of your brain at that tinme. That's exactly what happened with Maurice Gant.'
"But it isn't usual for the Astral body, once projected, to appear in tangible
form' Joubert countered. 'Danielle Bouchard doesn't just say she saw nme, she
says | touched her. Injured her.'

'Have you ever felt any feelings of anger or antagonismtowards her?' Kelly
asked.

"Not that |'ve been aware of,' Joubert told her

' But, subconsciously, you may harbour some feelings such as those, for her

The hypnosis rel eased those feelings, just as the drugs unl ocked the viol ent
side of Maurice Gant.'

"I don't understand what this has to do with the Astral body,' Lasalle

i nterjected.

' The EEG read-outs seemto point to the fact that the area which controls the
subconscious is housed in the occipital |lobe," Kelly said. 'The Astral body is
controll ed by the subconscious. It functions independently of the rest of the
m nd. That hi dden area we've been |l ooking for, this is it.' She jabbed the
read-out with her index finger, indicating the fifth line.

' The subconscious nmind controls the Astral body,' Joubert repeated, quietly.
"It looks that way,' Kelly said. 'You perforned an act, while in the Astra
state, which you could not have carried out while conscious.'

"Are you saying that the Astral body is the evil side of man?1l said Lasalle.
'The violent, cruel part of us.'

"It's possible. And hypnosis or drugs can rel ease that other identity,' she
told him

'The other identity knows nothing of right or wong,' Joubert said. '"It's

i dentical in appearance but not hanpered by consci ence, renorse or del usions
of norality. A being which is completely free of the ethical restraints

i mposed upon it by society.'

Kel |y caught the slight gleamin his eye.

'"The M Hyde in all of us,' he said

"What ?' Lasal | e asked, puzzl ed.

"Jekyll and Hyde. One side good, one side evil. The conscious mnd is Jekyll,
t he unconscious is Hyde only it may be possible for that evil side to function
i ndependently of its host.'

"Think how this discovery will help the treatnent of schizophrenia and ot her
nment al disorders,’' Kelly said.

"But no one is to know of it yet,' Joubert snapped.

"Why?' Lasalle wanted to know. 'It is inportant, as Kelly says. People ..
Joubert cut himshort.

"It's too early to reveal our findings,' he rasped.

There was a long silence, finally broken by Lasalle.

"Kelly," he began. 'How do we know that everyone, every man, wonan and child,
doesn't possess this inner force of evil?

"I think it's safe to assune they do,' she said, cryptically. "Only as far as
we know, it can only be rel eased by using drugs or hypnosis.'

"As far as we know,' he repeated, his words hanging onminously in the air.
Kelly | ooked at the dish full of hair and fabric and shuddered.

The clock on the wall above himstruck one and Lasalle sat back, rubbing his
eyes. He checked the tine against his own watch and yawned.

He' d been hard at work since seven o' clock that evening, since returning from
t he Metapsychic Centre. Before himon the polished wood desk |ay a 6000 word
article which he had been slaving over for the past six hours. He'd stopped
only once for a cup of coffee and a sandwi ch at about 9.30 but nost of the
sandwi ch | ay uneaten on the plate beside the typewiter. He | ooked up and
found hinmsel f caught in the gaze of a woman with fl owi ng bl onde hair whose



crisp green eyes he seened to drown in.

The photo of his wife stood in its famliar place on his desk at honme. Each
time he looked at it he felt the contradictory feelings which had pl agued hi m
ever since her death. To | ook at her brought back all the agony which he had
suffered when she'd been taken from himso suddenly, but he also found confort
in those green eyes —as if a part of her lived on and remained with him He
reached for the photo and studi ed her finely-shaped features. He, hinself had
taken the picture three years earlier. It was all that remained of her. That
and

the menori es.

He repl aced the photo and shook his head, trying to dispel the drowsiness

whi ch was creeping over himlike a blanket. He knew that he must go to bed
soon but there was just one nore thing left to do.

He picked up his pen, pulled the witing paper towards hi mand began witing:
To the Editor,

You will find enclosed an article which contains details of a discovery as
important as it is fascinating. Having worked at the Metapsychic Centre in
Paris for the past twelve years | have encountered nany strange phenonena but
not hi ng of this nature has ever presented itself to me until now.

| realize that the subject of Astral Travel/Projection etc. is one which has
fasci nated people for nmany years but never before have facts been so far
reaching in their inportance as in the case | have recounted in ny article.

| hope that you will see fit to publish this article as | feel it has
far-reaching inplications for all of us.

Yours sincerely,

Lasalle signed it, re-read it then pushed it into the envel ope with the
article. He sealed it and left it on the desk, deciding to post it in the
nmorning on his way to the centre.

He wandered into the kitchen and poured hinself a glass of mlk, standing at
the sink while he drank it.

What they had di scovered that afternoon was far too inmportant to w thhold.
Besi des, Lasalle felt unaccountably ill at ease. The incident with Danielle
Bouchard had worried him Even as he thought about it he felt the hairs on the
back of his neck rise slightly.

O hers had a right to know the truth.

Whet her Joubert liked it or not.

New Yor k

Bl ake picked up a copy of Time then decided to wander across to the paperbacks
to see if there was anything to pass the tinme on the flight hone. He ran his
eyes swiftly over the magazi ne shelves once nore before turning to the books.
He coul d have been forgiven for not noticing the slimvol une.

The cover bore the title: Journal of Parapsychol ogy.

Bl ake reached for it, one of the cover stories catching his eye: Astra
Projection: The Truth. He flipped open the nmagazi ne, found the table of
contents and traced the article he sought.

He read the first three paragraphs standing there then he paid for the
magazi ne and |l eft the airport newsstand.

The voice of the flight controller told himthat he should go through to the
departure gate. Blake hurried to the washroom

He had flown many tinmes before but he still felt the same twi nge of nerves
each tine. Nerves? Wio was he trying to kid? Flying scared himshitless, it
was as sinmple as that. Already his stomach was beginning to turn gentle
sonersaults. He found that he was alone in the room He crossed to a sink and
filled it with cold water, laying his mgazi nes on one side.

He spl ashed his face with water, w ping off the excess with his hands when he
could find no towel. Bl ake straightened up and gazed at his reflection in the
mrror. He | ooked pale, his eyes red-rimed and as he gl anced at his watch he
saw t hat his hand was shaking slightly. He had ten m nutes before his flight
left. He scooped nore water into his hands and onto his face, blinking as it
stung his eyes. Blake peered into the mrror again.



The i mage of Mathias stared back at him

Bl ake retreated a step, his eyes fixed on the vision in the mrror. The face
of the psychic was immbile, only the eyes noved, those brilliant blue orbs
pinning himin that hypnotic stare.

The witer tried to swallow but found that his throat was constricted. He

rai sed both hands to cover his eyes.

He | owered them again slowy, peering into the mrror once nore.

The i mage of Mathias was gone, only his own distraught face was reflected in
the glass. Blake let out a relieved gasp and wi ped the excess noisture from
his face as he noved back to the sink. He peered down into the water.

This time it was his own reflection but the nouth was open in a silent scream
the eyes bulging wide in their sockets. The entire countenance was appallingly
bl oated and tinged bl ue.

'No,"' rasped Bl ake and plunged his hands into the sink

The apparition vani shed and he stood there, imersed up to his elbows in

wat er .

I ndeed, the two men who wal ked into the washroom | ooked at himin bew | derment
as he stood notionless, gazing into the sink, as if waiting for the scream ng
vision to re-appear.

'"Hey, fella, are you OK?' one of the men asked, noving cautiously towards

Bl ake.

He tapped the witer on the shoul der

"I said ...’

Bl ake spun round suddenly, his expression blank. He | ooked |like a man who had
been woken from a ni ght mare.

"Are you feeling OK?' the nan asked hi m agai n.

Bl ake cl osed his eyes tightly for a nmonent apd nodded. Yes,' he said. 'I'mal
right.' Then, funmbling for his dark gl asses he put them on, snatched up his
magazi nes and |l eft the washroom

"Probably freaked out,' said the first man.

' Yeah, he | ooks |ike a goddam pot-head."

"And woul d you believe that?' the first man said, pointing at the nirror above
t he sink where Bl ake had been standi ng.

Fi ve jagged cracks criss-crossed the gl ass.

Pari s

It sounded as if soneone were trying to pound a hole in the door

Lasalle hurried fromthe kitchen, |eaving his dinner on the table. The bangi ng
continued, loud and insistent. He turned the handl e and opened it.

Joubert barged past him his features set in an attitude of anger

For a monent Lasalle was bew | dered but he cl osed the door and followed his
col | eague through into the sitting roomwhere he stood, splay-legged, in front
of the open fire-place. He was gripping sonething in his right fist. Athin
filmof perspiration sheathed his face, the veins at his tenples throbbing
angrily.

"What's wong?' asked Lasalle. 'It nmust be inportant for you to cone barging
into ny house like this.'

it is inmportant,' rasped Joubert.

"Couldn't it have waited until tomorrow?' Lasalle said, a note of irritation
in his own voice. He glanced at his watch, it is seven o' clock.’

i know what time it is,' Joubert snapped.

'So what do you want ?

i want to talk about this." Joubert brandished the object in his right hand
like a weapon for a noment before slanmming it down on the coffee table nearby.
"What the hell do you nmean by it?

The copy of the Journal of Parapsychology |lay before himon the table, bent
open at the article witten by Lasalle.

"What the hell did you hope to achieve by witing this ... garbage? Joubert
demanded.

"I felt that the discovery was too inportant to be hidden away,' Lasalle
expl ai ned.



it was ny ...' He quickly qualified his words, it was our discovery. W agreed
not to share it with anyone until the research was fully conpleted."'
"No we didn't. You decided that you wanted it kept secret,' Lasalle rem nded

him 'l felt that other people had a right to know what happened.'

'So you took it upon yourself to wite this article? And your ... friend. Does
she know about it?

"Kelly? No. She didn't know that | intended witing the article.' He paused
for a noment. 'And even if she did, | don't see that any of this is your

busi ness. | am not answerable to you, Alain.'

if news of this spreads we'll have the press swarnming all over the Centre. Is

t hat what you want ?'

"Qur discoveries on Astral projection are sone of the nost inportant ever
made. Not just for our own profession but for others too. Many will benefit
fromour work. Hospitals, psychiatric institutions ...’

Joubert cut himshort.

"And who will be credited with the discovery?" he asked, eyeing his coll eague
mal evol ent |l y.

"Both of us of course. W ..
Joubert interrupted again.
"No. Not both of us. You.' He pointed at Lasalle. 'You wote the article.’
"But | nentioned your nanme, how we worked together.'

'That doesn't matter, it's you who will take the credit.' He picked up the
magazi ne. 'What did they pay you for this? he asked, scornfully.

' Ten thousand francs. Wy?

Joubert shook his head.

' They bought weeks of work for ten thousand francs!'

'The money isn't inportant,' said Lasalle.

"And the recognition? Joubert wanted to know. 'WIIl you want that? WIIl you
be able to cope with that?" H s voice took on a sneering, superior tone.
"Still, you have your little tablets to help you.'

'Cet out of here, Alain,' Lasalle snapped. 'Get out of nmy house.'

Joubert stuffed the magazine into his pocket and, with one |ast scornful

gl ance at his coll eague, he headed for the front

door. Lasalle heard it slam behind himas he left.

Joubert brought the Fiat to a halt outside his house and switched off the
engine. He closed his eyes for a monent, sitting in the shell-like confines of
the vehicle, alnmost reluctant to leave it. He let out a long, alnost painful
breath and banged the steering wheel angrily. Damm Lasalle, he thought. He

gl anced down at the nmgazi ne which was on the passenger seat. It lay there as
if taunting himand he snatched it up and pushed open the car door, |ocking it
behi nd hi m

As he reached the bottomof his path he heard the phone ringing inside his
house. The Frenchman didn't hurry hinself. He found his front door key and
unl ocked the door, glancing down at the phone on the hall table as he entered.
It continued to ring but he hung up his jacket before finally Iifting the
receiver.

"Hello,' he said, wearily.

" Joubert? About tine.'

He recogni sed the voice inmediately.

"Dr Vernon, what do you want?' he asked.

i want to know what's going on.'

"I don't know what you're tal king about."’

"Let me read you sonething then.' There was a slight pause and Joubert heard
the rustling of paper at the other end of the phone:

' "The discovery of this formof Astral projection is the cul mnation of many
' Vernon quot ed.

weeks of work and many years of study,"”
"Lasalle's article,' said Joubert.

"You were supposed to report any findings directly to me and now | read this
pl astered all over the magazi ne. What do you think you' re playing at?

"Don't lecture ne, Vernon. That article was nothing to do with ne. Perhaps you



shoul d ask the girl who works for you what she knows about it,' the Frenchman
hi ssed.

"Who are you tal ki ng about?' Vernon wanted to know.

"Kelly Hunt. She's here. She's been with us for a week or nore.’

There was a shocked silence, interrupted only by the occasional hiss of

stati c.

"Vernnon.'

"Yes.'

i said she's been with us for nmore than a week,' Joubert hissed.

i had no idea where she was,' Vernon said, irritably. 'l gave her sone tine
off while the enquiry took place here. |I didn't know she was going to work
with you.'

"Well, she knows everything. You won't be able to hide anything fromher any

| onger, Vernon.'

The Institute Director sighed.

" Anyway, that's your problem | have my own with Lasalle,' Joubert continued.
"W cannot afford any nore disclosures simlar to the one in this nagazine,'
Vernon said, cryptically. "As it is, this might alter our plans slightly.'
"You take care of the girl. I'lIl handle Lasalle. And | tell you this, Vernon
there will be no nore disclosures. | will see to that.' He hung up and w ped
hi s hands on his trousers. '"No nore.’

There was a mal evol ent determination in his voice.

London

As the 747 touched down, Bl ake breathed his customary sigh of relief. The

pl ane sl owed down and he all owed hinmself a glance out of the wi ndow. Heathrow
was covered.by a filmof drizzle which undul ated and withed like a living
thing. The witer had tried to sleep on the flight back but had been
constantly interrupted by the woman next to himwho insisted that he should
"l ook at the wonderful view . Blake had made the fatal error of telling her
that he wote books about the paranormal and had been regal ed by her tal es of
tea-l eaf reading and contacts with the spirit world. She had, she assured him
been bl essed with this gift of second sight as conpensation for the death of
her smallest child five years

earlier and the subsequent departure of her husband with another woman. Bl ake
had nodded politely and snmiled a lot during the verbal barrage, as was his
habi t. She had apol ogi sed for not having read any of his books but prom sed
she woul d. Bl ake had smiled even nore broadly at that point. He wondered if it
was a general thing with witers, that anyone they spoke to i mediately swore
they woul d rush out and buy every book that witer had witten.

Despite the distracti ons he had managed to snatch an hour or so of sleep but
it had been troubled and he had woken, it seened, every ten mnutes.

At one point he had jerked bolt .upright in his seat, his body bathed in
sweat, the last vestiges of a nightmare fading fromhis mnd. The plane had
crashed into the sea but he had survived the inmpact only to be drowned in the
wr eckage.

Now, as the plane came to a halt he got to his feet and stretched, trying to
bani sh some of the stiffness fromhis joints. He checked his watch and noticed
that he'd forgotten to adjust it according to the tine difference. The cl ock
on the plane showed 6.07 p.m

After Bl ake had recovered his baggage he made his way through the terminal to
the waiting taxis outside.

The drive took | onger than he'd expected but, as the vehicle drew closer to
hi s home he shook off sonme of his tiredness.

"Where do you want to get out?' the driver asked

Bl ake directed him

"Nice gaff,' said the driver, admring Bl ake's house. 'Mist have cost a fair
ol d screw, eh?

The man was obviously fishing for a tip and Bl ake didn't disappoint him He
gave himfifteen pounds and told himto keep the change.

"A reasonable screw,' he said as he wal ked away fromthe cab, suitcase in



hand.

H s house was set back fromthe road and was surrounded by a sufficient
expanse of garden to protect himfromthe nei ghbours on either side. A privet
hedge, which needed trimring, fronted the property and wai st-hi gh wooden
fencing formed a perineter el sewhere. There was al so a garage built onto one
side of the building. It housed a second-hand Jaguar XJS whi ch he'd bought
froma friend

three years earlier.

As Bl ake made his way up the short path he funbled for his front door key and
inserted it in the | ock. The door opened, and the famliar cloying scent of
paint greeted him He'd had the place redecorated prior to | eaving for the
States and the aroma hung thickly in the air. Biake flicked on the hall Iight
and the porch light. He smiled to hinself. Wen his porch light was on it

al ways rem nded himof running up the Standard at Bucki ngham Pal ace. It was
his mark that he was now i n residence.

He stepped over two weeks worth of mail which lay on the mat, closed the front
door behind himthen scooped it up. There were circulars, four or five letters
(rmost of which he could identify by their postmarks) and a couple of bills.
The witer dropped his suitcase in the hall deciding that he woul d unpack
ater. Right now all he wanted was to pour hinself a drink and flop down in a
chair.

He passed into the sitting room pulling off his shirt as he did so. It was
warmin the roomdespite the fact that it had been empty for a fortnight. He
drew back the curtains and the dull twlight dragged itself into the room

Bi ake switched on the | anp which perched on top of the TV. He poured hinself a
| arge measure of brandy, topped it up with soda and took a hefty gulp, then he
selected a record fromhis massive collection, dropped it on to the turntable
and switched on the H -Fi. Wile Elton John warbled away in the background,

Bl ake skimred through his mail. The bills he noted and then stuck in a bulldog
clip on the shelf near the fire-place, the circulars he balled up and tossed
into the nearby bin. Then he opened his letters. There was one fromhis
accountant, one froma group calling itself 'The Literary Co-operative' (a
bunch of struggling local witers to whom Bi ake had spoken before) and what

| ooked li ke a couple of fan letters. Bl ake was al ways happy to receive mail
fromthe public and he read them both with delight.

He finished his drink, re-filled his glass and wandered into the kitchen
Peering out of the back wi ndow he saw several |unps of dark matter on his
pati o.

"Cat shit,' he nuttered, irritably. "I'll buy a cork for that bloody thing.'
He was referring to the overfed Manx cat which belonged to the fanm |y next
door. It had taken to using

his garden as a toilet whenever it could and, obviously, while he'd been away,
had taken full advantage and dotted its calling cards about in abundance.

The writer opened his freezer and took out a pizza which he stuck under the

grill. He didn't feel particularly hungry and, being basically |azy anyway,
frozen food was heaven sent for his purposes. He left the pizza beneath the
glow of the grill and returned to the sitting room

It was large but confortable and 'lived in" Iike the rest of the house. On the

wal I's, framed carefully, were a nunber of film posters. Taxi Driver hung near
the hall door whilst the wall nearest the kitchen bore an American print of
The WIld Bunch. Beside it was Hal | oneen.

But, pride of place went to a yell owed poster which hung over the fire-place.
It was Psycho, and it bore Hitchcock's signature. Blake had been given it as a
gift froma friend in the filmbusiness last tine he had visited L. A

The writer was not a man to overindulge in luxuries but, when he did, three

t hi ngs occupied himnore than nost. Filnms, books and rusic. Hi s bookcase

bul ged, not with |l earned tones and priceless first editions but with pulp
creations. He read for entertai nment, nothing nore. Al ongside the books, each
one in its individual case, were video cassettes of his favourite films. Up to
300 in all.



H s study, however, was a different nmatter.

Bl ake had been pl eased, when he had bought the house, to discover that it not
only possessed an attic but also a double cellar which ran beneath the entire
buil di ng. He had converted the subterranean roominto his study. Every day he
retreated down the steps to work, free of the noises and distractions of
everyday life.

Buried beneath the ground as it was, it rem nded himof working in a giant
coffin.

He kept the door | ocked at all times. The cellar was his private donmain and
hi s al one.

The snell of pizza began to waft fromthe kitchen. He ate it fromthe foi

wr apper, saving hinmsel f any washing up. Then, still clutching his glass, he
headed through the sitting roominto the hall where he unl ocked his case.

H s notes were on top and Blake lifted themout carefully, hefting them before
him They had a satisfying heavy feel

The fruits of so nuch research. The hard part was al nbst over. Another week or
so of note-taking and preparation and he could get down to the serious

busi ness of writing.

As it was, there was one nore thing be had to do.

Bl ake opened the cellar door, peering down into the blackness below. He sniled
broadly to hinself and flicked on the |ight.

"Wl come hone,' he nmurnured and wal ked in.

Bef ore he descended the steps he was careful to | ock the cellar door behind
hi m

The silence greeted himlike an old friend.

New Yor k
Across the untarnished brilliance of the azure blue sky the only bl em sh was
the thin vapour trail left by a solitary aircraft.

There wasn't a cloud in the sky. The sun, even so early in the norning, was a
shi mering core of radiance throwing out its burning rays to blanket the city
in a cocoon of heat.

The heavens did not weep for R ck Landers but there were others who did.
There were a handful of people at the graveside as the small coffin was
lowered into the hole. Toni Landers herself stood i nmobile, eyes fixed on the
wooden casket as it slowy disappeared fromview. The only part of her which
nmoved was her eyes and, fromthose red-rimed, blood-shot orbs, tears punped
freely, coursing down her cheeks and occasionally dripping on to her black

gl oved hands. There was a photograph of Rick on the narbl e headstone but she
could not bring herself to look at it. Every now and then, the rays of
sunlight would glint on the marble and Toni woul d squeeze her eyes tightly

t oget her but, each time she did so, the vision of Rick flashed into her mnd —
menories of that

day a week or nore earlier when she had been forced to identify his remains.
She had gazed on the mangi ed body of her child, stared at the face so badly
pul ped that the bottomjaw had been ground to splinters. The skull had been
shattered in four or five places so that portions of the brain actually bul ged
t hrough the rents. One eye had been al nost forced fromits socket. The head
was al nost severed.

It woul d have taken a magician not a nortician to restore some senbl ance of
normality to a body so badly snashed.

Toni sucked in a breath, the menory still too painful for her. She shuffled
unconfortably where she stood and the two people on either side of her noved
closer, fearing that she was going to faint. But the nonent passed and she
returned her attention to the gaping grave which had just swallowed up her
dead child. The priest was speaking but Toni did not hear what he said. She
had a handkerchi ef in her handbag yet she refused to wi pe the tears away,
allowing the salty droplets to soak her face and gl oves.

Agai nst the expl osion of colours formed by countl ess weaths and bouquets the
dozen or so nourners | ooked curiously out of place in their sonbre apparel
Toni had deliberately kept the nunber of nourners to a mninmum She had phoned



Rick's father in L. A and told himbut he had not condescended to put in an
appear ance. Am dst her grief, Toni had found roomfor a little hatred too. But
now as she watched the ribbons which supported the coffin being pulled clear
she felt a cold hand clutch her heart, as if the appalling finality of what
she was witnessing had suddenly regi stered. Her son was gone forever and that
t hought brought fresh floods of tears fromthe seeningly inexhaustible
reservoir of her pain.

This lime her knees buckled slightly and her two conpani ons noved to support
her .

One of them Maggie Straker, her co-star in her last film slipped an arm
around Toni's wai st and held her upright. She could hear the other wonan

whi npering softly, repeating Rick's nanme over and over again as if it were a
[itany.

It was Maggie who first noticed that there was a newconer anongst them

The grave stood on a slight rise so his approach had been masked by the
nmourners on the far side of the grave.

Jonat han Mat hi as stood al one, a gigantic weath of white roses held in his
hand. He | ooked down at the final resting place of Rick Landers then across at
Toni .

She saw hi m and abruptly stopped sobbi ng.

Mathias laid the flora! tribute near the headstone, glancing at the photograph
of Rick as he did so. He straightened up, listening as the priest finished
what he was saying. He paused for a monent then asked those gathered to join
himin reciting the Lord' s Prayer

Mat hi as stood by silently.

When the ritual was conplete the nourners slowy noved away, back down the
slight slope towards the black |inobusines which stood glinting in the sunlight
like so many predatory insects. They too | ooked alien and intrusive am dst the
green grass of the cenetery.

Mat hi as di d not nove, he stood at the head of the grave, gazing down into its
depths at the small wooden casket. And it was towards himthat Toni Landers
now made her way, shaking | oose of Maggie's supportive arm

i hope I"'mnot intruding,' the psychic said, softly.

"I"mglad you came,' Toni told him She glanced down at the weath he'd
brought. ' Thank you.'

Maggi e Straker approached cautiously.

"Toni, do you want nme to wait | ...'

"It's OK Maggie.'

The ot her woman nodded, snmiled politely at Mathias then made her way down the
sl ope behind the other mourners. Toni and the psychic stood al one by the

grave.
"What will you do now?' he asked her. 'What are your plans?"
She sniffed.

"I"mgoing to spend sonme tinme in England with friends,' Toni informed him "I
can't bear to be around here. Not now.' She wi ped sone of the noisture from
her cheeks with a handkerchi ef which Mthias handed her. Toni turned the linen
square over in her hands.

" You knew he was going to die didn't you?' she said, w thout |ooking at him
"Yes,' Mathias told her

"Way didn't you tell ne?

"It wouldn't have nade any difference. There was not hing

you coul d have done about it.'

'Was there anything you could have done about it?

i wish there had been.'

He took her hand and, together, they made their way down the slope towards the
waiting cars. But Toni hesitated nmonentarily, |ooking back over her shoul der
towards the grave.

Towar ds her son

It was over.

He was gone.



Al'l that remai ned now were the nenories.

She felt nore tears stream ng down her cheeks and Mathias put his arm around
her shoul der, |eading her away. She felt a strength and power in that arm and,
as she | ooked up at him a thought entered her mind. She | ooked back once nore
towards the grave of her son but this tinme there were no nore tears.

A slight smle flickered briefly at the corners of her nouth.

Agai n she | ooked at Mathi as.

Oxford

The snell of menthol was strong in the air.

Dr Vernon made | oud sucki ng sounds as he devoured anot her of the cough sweets.
The office snelt nore |like a pharmacy now.

Kelly crossed her |egs, slipping one shoe off, dangling it by her toes as she
waited for Vernon to finish reading the report.

It was her first day back at the Institute since she had returned from France
barely thirty-six hours ago. In many ways she had been happy to return. The
rel ati onshi p between Joubert and Lasalle had deteriorated seriously since the
appearance of the tatter's article. The atnosphere had

not been a pleasant one to work in and Kelly had decided that it was time to

| eave themto it. Arned with what she had learnt in France she was nore
confident about her own research, enjoying a new y-found ent husi asm whi ch cane
only with a neasure of success. However, she was worried about Lasalle. During
t he past week she had seen himw lt visibly beneath the open hostility

di spl ayed by Joubert. Loathe to intervene, Kelly had been a hel pl ess spectat or
at their confrontations, each nore vehenent than before. She found it
difficult to understand how so nmany years of friendship could, for Joubert,
have been ruined so quickly and for what seened a relatively m nor aberration
on Lasalle's part.

But, the question had plagued her for a while.

Kelly could still not understand why he had reacted so violently to Lasalle's
article. People did have a right to know the facts, there was no disputing
that. Joubert seened not to agree. Despite her desire to return to Engl and,
Kel ly had been somewhat reluctant about |eaving Lasaiie having seen his
psychol ogi cal deterioration over the past seven or eight days. The
tranquilizers seened to be of little help to him despite the fact that he had
upped the dosage from45ng to 75ng a day. He was in a perpetual daze, a
condition doubtless hel ped by the effect of the drugs. Kelly had felt

somet hing akin to pity for him She hoped he wasn't becom ng unbal anced agai n.
Nevert hel ess, she had decided to | eave the Metapsychic Centre and had arrived
hone at around noon nearly two days ago.

Vernon's call had come within one hour of her return

It was as if sonmehow he had been watching her, waiting for the right noment
before cal ling.

She had not been surprised by the call itself, only by the urgency in the
Institute Director's voice as he had asked her to return to work as soon as
possible and to present himwith a full report on what she had w tnessed while
wor ki ng at the Metapsychic Centre.

Not until she had replaced the receiver did she begin to wonder how Vernon had
known of her whereabouts.

She had certainly not mentioned her intentions when she left the Institute two
weeks earlier.

Now, she sat inpatiently, watching himas he | eafed through her report. Kelly
wondered if she should say something to him Ask hi mhow he knew where she had
been? She bit her tongue for the tine being.

There was probably a perfectly reasonabl e expl anati on, she told herself,

al t hough she wasn't altogether convinced.

She administered a swift mental rebuke. She was allowi ng her imagination to
run away with her. She was becom ng paranoid.

Wasn't she?

' Presumably you've noted everything which took place at the Metapsychic Centre
during your time there?" Vernon asked, waving the report before him 'There's



not hi ng you coul d have left out or forgotten?

"I wote down everything which | felt was relevant to the investigation,' she

told him a slight trace of anger in her voice. She was beconi ng annoyed at

hi s patronising tone.

Vernon shifted the nenthol sweet to the other side of his mouth and tapped the

report with his index finger. He was gazing into enpty air.

'The area of the brain which controls the Astral body al so controls enotions

and desires,' he said, abstractedly.

"Yes,' Kelly said. 'But enotions and desires not present in the conscious

m nd. The Astral body appears to be the alter-ego and, fromthe material |

coll ected on Grant and Joubert, it can become a tangible force.'

Ver non nodded.

"It sounded like a formof bi-location at first,' said Kelly. But |I've never

heard of a bi-locative presence becom ng tangi ble before.'

' There was an Anerican naned Paul Twitchell,' Vernon explained. 'In the early

sixties he began to teach what he called the Eckankar doctrine. A nunber of

his pupils clained to have seen him in solid Astral form while he was

actually mles away.' Vernon sighed. 'But, Twitchell was one on his own. This
' he picked up the report. 'This is nore unusual.' He paused once agai n.

"It would explain many of the problens we have concerning the inner self, even

some nmental disorders.' He chewed his bottomlip contenplatively. 'Are you

absol utely sure you've | eft nothing out?

"I"'mpositive," Kelly said in exasperation

"Kelly, you don't need ne to tell you how inportant this information is to our

work, to ...’

She cut himshort, infuriated by his treatnent of her

"I"'mnot a fool, Doctor Vernon,' she said. 'Everything that | sawis noted

down in mmy report, some of the conversations are verbatim'

He nodded, placatingly, as if trying to cal mher down.

"But there is one thing I1'd like to know,' she told him

Vernon eyed her warily.

"How did you know | was at the Metapsychic Centre?

"I was in contact with them' Vernon said. 'One of the investigators told ne.'

Kelly wasn't altogether satisfied but she didn't press the matter. A heavy

sil ence descended, finally broken by the woman.

'Have you seen anyt hing of John Fraser since he |left here? she asked.

Ver non shrugged.

'He came back about a week ago to collect sone things.' H's tone abruptly

changed, his eyes narrowi ng. 'Wiy do you ask?

She detected the defensive note in his voice.

"I was just curious,' Kelly told him

'Fraser has no nore business here,' Vernon said, acidly.

Anot her | ong silence punctuated the conversation, the only sound bei ng made by

the Institute Director as he crunched up his cough sweet. Kelly eyed him

suspi ciously. Vernon was usually a calm unflappable man but, in the | ast

twenty mnutes or so, he had reveal ed another side of his character —one

whi ch she had not seen before. Hi s cal mess had been replaced by a tetchy

i npati ence, the unflappability giving away to an anxi ous and def ensive

deneanour. When he finally spoke again, however, some of the urgency had |eft

hi s voi ce.

' Coul d what happened to Joubert be duplicated outside |aboratory conditions?

he asked. 'I nean the Astral projection which he underwent.'

i don't see why not,' Kelly told him 'He was hypnotised, it was as sinple as

that. It should be perfectly possible to recreate the condition in another

subj ect .’

Vernon nodded slowy, his grey eyes fixed on a point to

one side of Kelly. She did not nove. He didn't speak. Finally, she rose. 'If
that's all, Doctor ..." She allowed the sentence to trai

of f.

"Yes,' he said. 'There's nothing el se.’



"Could I have ny report please?

Vernon put his hand on the file.

Til keep it for now,' he said, his eyes fixing her in an unconprom sing stare.
She hesitated a nonment then nodded, turned and headed for the office door
Vernon wat ched her | eave.

He slunped back in his seat as she closed the door, his eyes falling to the
report which lay before him Long nonments passed then he picked it up and
dropped it into the black attache case which stood beside his desk.

Before replacing it, he | ocked the case.

Kel ly nodded politely to Dr Vernon's secretary as she wal ked out but she
barely succeeded i n maski ng her anger

What the hell was Vernon playing at? she wondered. Since she'd returned he'd
been |i ke some kind of Grand Inquisitor, wanting to know every | ast detail of
what happened in France. And why should he want to keep the report she'd nade?
He'd already perused it half a dozen times while she'd sat before him That,
apparently, was not sufficient for him

She wal ked briskly down the corridor towards the stairs, her heels clicking
loudly on the polished tile floor. Down one flight of steps to the first floor
t hen al ong another corridor she wal ked until she came to Frank Anderson's
office. Kelly tapped lightly on the door then wal ked in.

The room was enpty.

She cursed silently and turned to | eave but, before she did, she crossed to
his desk and found a piece of paper and a pen. Kelly scrawl ed a qui ck note and
left it where Anderson would see it.

A thought crossed her m nd.

If Anderson could find it easily then so too could Vernon. The Institute
Director had a habit of wandering, uninvited, into his investigators' offices
and this was one note which she did not want himto read. She stood still for
a nonent,

wonderi ng what she shoul d do.

' Need any hel p?'

The voice startled her but she spun round to see Anderson in the doorway. A
smle of relief creased her lips.

"Frank. | was |ooking for you,' she said, balling up the note and stuffing it
into the pocket of her shirt.

"I gathered that,' he said, pulling at one frayed shirt cuff. 'Wat can | do
for you, Kelly?

"You were a friend of John Fraser's weren't you?' she said, |owering her

Voi ce.

Ander son | ooked puzzl ed.

"Yes.'

"I need to speak to him'

"l haven't seen himsince he left here. He hasn't been in touch.’

Kelly frowned.

"But you know where he lives?' she asked.

Ander son nodded.

" And where he spends nost of his tinme,' he said, snmling. 'The first is his
hone address, the second one is the pub he uses nost often.’

Kelly turned to | eave, scanning the piece of paper.

i s sonething wong? Anderson called after her

"That's what | want to find out," Kelly told himand | eft him al one.

Ander son heard her footsteps echoing away and frowned. What did she want with
John Fraser?

The hands of the dashboard cl ock gl owed green in the gl oom

9.36 p.m

Kelly parked the Mni in the gravelled area beside the pub and sat behind the
wheel for a nmonent. Hi gh above her, rain clouds spat erratic droplets on to
the land. It was warminside

the car —muggy and unconfortable. Kelly felt her tee-shirt sticking to her
back as she leant forward and she squirmed. It felt as if someone had w apped



her upper body in a danp towel. She cl anbered out of the car, relieved to find
that there was a slight breeze. Rain spots nonentarily stained her jeans as
she wal ked towards the building, ignoring the dirty water from puddl es which
spl ashed her ankl e boots.

' The Huntsman' was a |l arge pub about a nmile outside Oxford. It wasn't pretty
and it wasn't quaint but it was functional. There was a cheap and,
consequently, popular restaurant attached to it which did not, on this
particul ar night, appear to be too busy, hence her ease of parking. Normally
the area was jamred with vehicles. Not so tonight. Kelly tried to see Fraser's
car but, in the darkness, identification was al nbst inpossible. She decided to
try the lounge bar first. It was crowded with people. In groups; in couples,
on their own. One corner was occupied by seven or eight men who were playing
cards around a |l arge oblong table. Kelly scanned their faces, accidentally
catching the eye of a ginger-haired youth in his |late teens. He w nked at her
then directed his conpanion's attention to this slimnewoner. A chorus of
subdued whi stling and cheering rose fromthe nmen. Kelly turned away fromthem
searching the bustling bar for Fraser

There was no sign of him She decided to try the Public bar

If the noise inside the Lounge bar had been loud then in the Public bar it
bordered on seisnic proportions. A jukebox which was obviously set at ful

vol ume spewed forth an endl ess stream of the latest chart hits as if trying to
drown out the clack of pool balls or the thud of darts as they hit the board.
To add to the unholy cacophony, in one corner of the large rooman electronic
not or-raci ng ganme occasionally punctuated the din with the sinulated expl osion
of a crashed car. Wilst, beside it, the ever hungry Pac-Man noisily devoured
everyt hing before it.

Kel |y scanned the bar but could not see Fraser. She decided to sit and wait
for him There was a table near the door but it was occupied by a young couple
who | ooked as though they were about to breach the Indecent Exposure act.

The youth had his hand buried beneath his girlfriend s miniscule skirt while
she was rubbing his crotch with a speed which | ooked likely to cause friction
bur ns.

The bar seened to be popul ated al nbst exclusively by youngsters, nost of whom
were teenagers. She drew several adnmiring glances as she perched on a bar
stool. Wen she'd finally managed to attract the barman's attention, she
ordered a shandy and funbled in her purse for some noney. As he set her drink
down she deliberately took her time counting out the change.

'Do you know John Fraser?' she asked him

The barman nodded, wi ping perspiration fromhis face.

' Yeah, why?
'Has he been in here tonight?
"Not yet, but he will.' The barman sml ed.

"You sound very sure,' Kelly said.

'He hasn't missed a night since |I've worked here and that's two years.' A cal
fromthe other end of the bar took the nan away.

Kelly sipped at her drink and turned slightly on the stool so that she could
see the door through which Fraser nust enter

'Hell o, stranger.'

She spun round again to see that the voice cane froma tall, black-haired
yout h who was | eaning on the bar beside her. He was dressed in a grey sweater
and maroon sl acks. Hi s conmpanion, like himself, was in his early twenties, his

hair cut short and shaped so that it appeared as if his head was flat. Spots
and bl ackheads dotted his face liberally. He snmiled, his gaze drawn to Kelly's
breasts.

"Do | know you?' she said, trying to suppress a grin.

"No,"' said the black-haired youth. 'But we can soon put that right, can't we?
He introduced hinself as Neville. His friend as Baz.

Kel |y nodded politely, forced to sip at her drink again to prevent herself

| aughing. This was the last thing she needed.

"I haven't seen you in here before,' said Neville. 'I would have renmenbered if



| had.'

Kelly smiled, aware that Baz was still gazing at her breasts as if he'd never
seen a wonan at close-quarters before. She had little trouble convincing
herself that m ght well be the case.

"It's a bit noisy in here," Neville said, as if telling her sonething she
didn't know 'Fancy a wal k?'

Tmwaiting for soneone,' she told him 'Thanks all the sane.’

"What's his nane?' asked Neville, |looking quite hurt.

"I"'mwaiting for a girlfriend actually,' Kelly lied.

Neville seened to perk up. He nudged Baz in the ribs, nonmentarily interrupting
hi s apprai sal of Kelly's shapely body.

"That's even better. We can nake it a foursone when she

gets here.'

Kelly sm|ed again.

"You don't understand,' she said, flashing her green eyes at him 'She's nore
than just a friend.'

Nevil | e | ooked bl ank

Baz | ooked even bl anker.

"W're very close,' Kelly continued, barely able to keep a straight face.

It was Baz who spoke the revel atory words.

' She's a fucking | esbian,' he gaped, already pulling his colleague away as if
Kel Iy had just announced she had bubonic plague. She chuckl ed as she saw t hem
| eave, casting anxious glances at her as if they thought she was going to
follow them Kelly took another sip of her drink and checked her watch.

9. 58.

Wiere the hell was Fraser?

Anot her ten minutes, she decided, and she would drive to his house.

She finished her shandy and ordered an orange juice

i nst ead.

She had her back to the door when Fraser wal ked in.

He strode to the far end of the bar where he was engul fed by his usua
drinki ng conpanions. Kelly turned her attention back to the door, occasionally
checking the faces in the bar.

Al most by acci dent she spotted who she sought.

She slid down off the stool and wal ked across to him tugging at his arm

' Fraser.'

He turned and saw her, a nixture of surprise and distaste

in his expression

"Who's your friend, John?' one of the other men asked, admiringly.

Fraser ignored the remark, addressing hinmself to Kelly.

"How di d you know where to find nme?" he wanted to know.

Kelly told him

"I need to talk to you,' she added. 'It's inportant.’

"I"'mnot sure |'ve got anything to say to you, Kelly. You or anyone el se
concerned with the bloody Institute.'

"I need your help.'

"How can / help you? Is Vernon | ooking for nore human gui nea pigs?

"It's Vernon | want to talk to you about.'

Fraser rel axed slightly, nore intrigued now t han annoyed. He picked up his

gl ass and notioned to an enpty table close by. They sat down, watched by the
group of men standing at the bar

'So what's suddenly inportant about the good doctor?' he said, sarcastically.
"Listen,' said Kelly, leaning close to himto nmake herself heard over the

bl are of the juke-box. 'Wen Vernon dism ssed you, it wasn't because you
protested about the research was it?

Fraser sipped at his drink

"You tell nme.’

"I"mnot playing ganes, Fraser,' snapped Kelly, angrily. 'l came here tonight
because | thought you could help ne.'

He rai sed a hand in supplication



'"OK, what are you tal king about?' he asked.

' You mentioned sonething to Vernon about the research, about it being of
benefit to one person in particular.'

Fraser shook his head slowy.

"Did you nmean Vernon hinsel f?" she continued.

He didn't answer.

"And there was sonething else,' she persisted. 'About what Vernon was hiding
that he'd been hiding for a time. Wat did you nean?

Fraser downed what was left in his glass.

'Have you ever heard Vernon talk about his w fe?" he asked.

"I didn't even know he was married.'

it's not something he likes to broadcast, at |east not any nore."

Kelly | eaned cl oser as the juke-box | aunched another high deci bel assault.
"For all | know, his wife could be dead now,' Fraser continued. ' Sonething
happened to her about six years ago. No one knows what it was and, so far, no
one's found out. Vernon's too clever for that. But, whatever it was his wife
di sappeared and nobody knows where she is now.'

' How do you know this?'" Kelly denmanded

"Vernon's quite a respected figure in our little community. Wen the wife of a
prom nent man goes mssing there's always the odd runmour floating about.'
'Coul d he have killed her?" asked Kelly, warily.

i doubt it. Perhaps she left him Upped and wal ked out. The intriguing thing
i s, what rmade her | eave? Whatever happened to her he's certainly nmanaged to
keep it quiet.’

Kelly ran her index finger around the rimof her glass, gazing reflectively
into the orange fl uid.

"And you think he's using the research to help his wife. Indirectly?" she
said, finally.

it's a possibility.'

"But how is our work on the unconscious mnd going to help his wife? she
nused al oud.

"You won't know that until you know what's wong with her. O what happened to
her anyway.'

Kel ly sipped at her drink, thoughts tunbling through her nmind. The sounds of

t he juke-box, the pool table and the el ectronic ganmes seened to dimnish as
she consi dered what she had heard.

"What coul d have happened that was so bad Vernon would keep it secret for six
years?' she pondered.

Fraser could only shrug his shoulders. He started to rise.

"\Where are you goi ng?' she wanted to know.

'"To get another,' he said, indicating his enpty glass. 'Wat about you?

"No thanks. I'd better get going. Look, thanks for the help. | appreciate it.'
He nodded.

"You can contact ne at hone if you want to,' he began. 'My address ..
She smil ed.

" Ander son gave ne that too,' she confessed.

' Frank al ways was thorough."

They exchanged brief farewells and Kelly left.

As she energed fromthe pub she found that the rain which had nerely been
spotting earlier had now been transforned into a fully-fledged downpour. She
ran to her car, funbling for her keys as the warmrain drenched her. She slid
behi nd the wheel and sat there, gazing out through the rivulets of water which
coursed down the wi ndscreen. Kelly ran a hand through her hair and then w ped
her pal mon her jeans. Through the cascade of rain she could see Fraser's

Dat sun.

Fraser.

Coul d he be right about Vernon's w fe? Kelly wondered.

She started her engine and guided the Mni out onto the road.

H gh above her, a soundless flash of lightning split the clouds, reaching
earthward as it lit the heavens with cold white |ight.



Kelly felt an unexpected chill creeping around her.

It was alnmpst 11.05 by the time John Fraser left the Public bar of 'The

Hunt sman' .

He had not consuned as nmuch booze as he nornmally did and he felt al npst
abnormal Iy cl ear-headed. Fraser rarely got drunk no matter how nuch he had and
toni ght, especially, he felt only a pleasing cal mess. He clinbed into his car
and, at the third attenpt, started the engine. He nade a nmental note to get
his battery checked.

The rain continued to pelt down and the storm which had been building al

ni ght had finally broken. Thunder shook the sky while the |ightning etched
erratic lines across the tenebrous heavens.

As he pulled out of the pub car park, a lorry roared past and Fraser stepped
on his brakes.

The pedal sank mournfully to the fl oor beneath the pressure of his foot.

The car continued to roll.

The lorry swerved slightly to avoid the Datsun and Fraser gripped the wheel in
terror, as if awaiting the inpact, but the

| arger vehicle swept on, disappearing around a bend in the road.

"Jesus,' nmurnured Fraser, stamping on the brake pedal. This tinme the car

st opped dead.

He tried it once nore.

No probl ens.

He shook his head and drove on. Bl oody brakes. He'd only had them checked the
day before.

She had not slept much the previous night. Her mind had been too active, al
too ready to present her with snap answers to questions for which she so badly
sought concrete sol utions.

Kel ly gl anced down at the piece of paper on the parcel shelf and re-checked
Fraser's address. A sign post at the corner of the street confirnmed that she
had found the right place. She turned the Mni into the street and sl owed
down, scanning the doors for the nunmber she sought.

The storm of the night before had cleared the air and the sun shone brightly
over the carefully maintained houses with their neat gardens. Kelly saw an old
man mowi ng his front awn. On the other side of the street a youth was busy
washi ng his car.

"Nurmber fifty-nine,' she nmurnured to herself, squinting at the houses. 'Nunber
fifty-nine.'

She saw it and pulled the Mni into a conveni ent parking space, switching off
the engine. Kelly sat behind the wheel for a nonent gazing at the house. She
was reasonably sure that Fraser had told her everything he knew about Vernon
but she had spent half the night wondering if there mght just be something

el se which he m ght have neglected to nmention. Perhaps in his own hone, away
fromthe noisy distractions of the pub, he mght be able to give her some nore
i nformati on. Exactly what she was going to do with it

she wasn't yet sure

Confront Vernon?

Why shoul d she need to confront hin?

Kel |y shook her head, as if trying to force the thoughts to one side, then she
pushed open the door and clinbed out.

There was a pleasing snell of blossomin the air, as if someone had opened a
gigantic air freshener. The sun, broken up by the branches of the trees which
fl anked the road, forced its way through the canopy of |eaves and bl ossomto
brush warm ng rays agai nst her skin. The blossomitself, stirred by a gentle
breeze, fell fromthe trees |like pink tears.

Kelly wal ked up the path to the front door of nunber fifty-nine and rang the
bell. As she stood there she noticed that the garage door was cl osed. There
was no sign of Fraser's Datsun. She hoped that he was at hone.

A mnute passed and no one answered the door. Kelly rang again, this tine
keepi ng her finger on the bell button for a tine.

At | ast she heard novenent from i nside



The door swung open and she found herself confronted by a rotund, niddle-aged
worman in a dark blue dress. Her greying hair was swept back from her forehead,
giving her round face a severity which it perhaps did not nerit.

'"Ms Fraser?' Kelly asked.

"No. I'mher sister,' the woman said, eyeing Kelly up and down. 'Wo are you?
Kel ly introduced herself.
"I used to work with John Fraser,' she explained. 'It was himthat | wanted to

see real ly."'

The wonman didn't speak at first then, slowy, she | owered her gaze and her
voi ce softened.

"My sister is upstairs sleeping,' she said, quietly.

Kelly didn't have to be a detective to realize that sonething was w ong

"And M Fraser?' she asked.

"He was killed in an accident last night. Hs car hit a tree. He was dead
before they got himto hospital.’

New Yor k

There were two of themwaiting outside the house.

One was snoking a cigarette and pacing agitatedly up and down while the other
squatted on the pavenent and adjusted his canera. Both of them would
occasionally stop what they were doing and peer in the direction of the
bui I di ng.

Toni Landers replaced the curtain, wondering if the newsmen had seen her

She had not seen these two before although, since her son's death, so many had
thrust thensel ves at her wi th notepads and m crophones that she doubted if she
woul d renmenmber faces. The actress wal ked across the roomto the drinks cabinet
and poured herself a large measure of J&B which she downed virtually in one
swal | ow, coughing as the fiery liquid burned its way to her stonach.

The house was deathly silent. She had given Ms Garcia sone tinme off,

promi sing to ring her when her services were required again. Exactly how | ong
that woul d be even Toni herself was uncertain of. On the sofa before her the
copy of Variety was fol ded open at an appoi nted spot and she glanced at it
briefly before returning to her vigil at the w ndow.

As she stood gazing out at the two newsnen, she thought how odd it had been
that she should discover the story in such a journal. She had read with

i nterest that Jonathan Mathias was to visit England to appear on a TV speci al
She had seen himas her |ast hope. The only one she knew who possessed the
kind of abilities she had need of. Toni didn't intend to allow himto slip
away.

She had need of his services.

There was a | oud beepi ng sound and she | ooked out to see that the Ford Sedan
had pull ed up outside her house. The

driver was banging the horn.

Toni drained what was left in her glass then scuttled for the front door
re-adjusting the dark gl asses as she did so. She waited a second then wal ked
out .

| mredi ately, the two newsnen approached her and she winced as the flash bulb
monentarily hurt her eyes.

Il have nothing to say,' she told them

"How soon will you be returning to the stage?' the first man asked, ignoring
her decl arati on.

She swept on towards the waiting car.

"How wi | | your son's death affect your career?

The flash bulb expl oded again, closer to her this tine.

Toni struck out angrily, knocking the camera fromthe photographer's hands. It
crashed to the ground, the lens splintering.

'"Hey |l ady,' he shouted. 'That's an expensive fucking canera.’

She pul | ed open the rear door of the Ford and gl anced at the driver.

it aint ny fault your fucking kid is dead,' the photographer roared as the
car pulled away.

"Where to, Mss Landers?' the driver asked.



She checked her watch. She had enough tine.

' Kennedy,' she told him

Pari s

The occasional gusts of wind stirred the bells in the church tower, whistling
t hrough and around themto forma discordant, ghostly mnel ody.

M chel Lasalle stood by the grave-side and read the inscription on the
headst one.

Madel ai ne Lasalle; 1947-1982

Loved More Than Life Itself. The wind stirred the flowers which adorned the
grave, their

white petals standing out in dark contrast to the darkness of the night.
Lasall e bent and renoved them |aying them on one side.

He reached for the shovel

Putting all his weight behind it he drove the pointed inplenment into the
ground, pressing down on it with his foot, levering a huge clod of dark earth
fromthe top of the grave. He tossed it to one side and continued di ggi ng. He
could feel the perspiration soaking through his shirt as he toiled, gradually
creating a nmound of nud beside the grave. \Wen he had excavated hal f of the
pl ot he paused and pulled his shirt off, fastening it around his waist by the
sleeves as if it were sonme kind of apron. Then he continued di ggi ng.

It took himnearly thirty mnutes to reach the coffin.

He heard the sound of netal on wood and stood back triunmphantly, jamr ng the
shovel into the danp earth at the bottom of the hole. Lasalle dropped to his
knees and began clawing the final covering of dirt fromthe casket. He split
two finger nails as he did so, scrabbling there like a dog trying to find a
bone. Bl ood oozed fromthe torn digits but Lasalle paid it no heed. Only when
the last fragnments of earth had been pulled free did he straighten up
reachi ng once nore for the shovel. He slid the pointed end beneath one corner
of the coffin and wei ghed down on it.

The screw which held it in place was rusted and he had little difficulty
renoving it. In fact, none of them presented too nmuch of an obstacle and, with
a grunt of satisfaction, he succeeded in prising the lid free. It came away
with a shriek of splintering wood and he flung it aside.

A cloying stench of decay rose fromthe body of his dead wife.

Lasall e stared down at the corpse, his gaze travelling inquisitively up and
down it. The skin on the face and neck was dry, drawn taught over the bones.
The eye sockets were gaping, enpty caverns filled only with a gel ati nous
subst ance which, fromthe |left eye, had dribbled down the remains of the
cheek. A thick yellow sh fluid resenbling pus was seeping fromboth nostrils.
The nmouth was open to reveal several mssing teeth. The gunms had di ssol ved and
the tongue resenbled little nore than a strand of withered brown string. One
hand | ay across the chest, the skin having

split and peeled back to reveal brittle bone beneath. The bottom of the coffin
was stained with a rusty substance which | ooked black in the darkness.
Lasall e stepped into the coffin and knelt on the legs of his dead w fe,
wondering if the bones would snap beneath him He was sweating profusely and
his breath cane in short gasps. As he w ped a hand across his forehead, bl ood
fromhis torn fingers left a crinmson smudge on his skin.

Madel ai ne had been buried in a black dress and Lasalle now bent forward and
lifted it, pushing the fusty material up until it covered her putrescing
features and exposed her festering pelvic region. Lasalle felt the erection
bulging in his trousers and he tugged them down. He fell upon the body and
spoke her nane as he thrust, the stink of his own perspiration nmingling with
the vile stench which rose from her corpse.

A shadow fell across him

Lasall e | ooked up and his grunts turned to screans.

Joubert stood at the grave-side, |oking down at the obscenity before him a
smile etched on his face.

Lasal |l e screamed agai n and agai n.

Joubert continued to snile.



As he was catapulted fromthe nightnmare, Lasalle gripped his head as if he
were afraid it was about to explode. He could still hear screans and it was a
second or two before he realized they were his own.

He sat up in bed, his body drenched and aching. As he swung hinself round he
di scovered that he was shaking nadly. His eyes bulged wildly in the sockets,
the images fromthe dreamstill vivid in his nind

He suddenly got to his feet and rushed to the bathroom barely making it as
the cascade of hot bile fought its way up fromhis stonmach, gushing into his
nout h. He bent double over the toilet and retched.

He staggered back, head spinning, and swilled out his nouth with water. Then
he staggered slowy back into the bedroom and sat down in the chair beside the
wi ndow.

He did not sleep for the remai nder of that night.

Oxford

It was a famliar drive for Blake. Al though he hadn't visited the Institute of
Psychi cal Study for over a year he had not needed to consult a map in order to
find the place. He'd left London early, avoiding nuch of the worst traffic.
The sun was shining with just enough power to make driving pleasant. Dressed
in a pair of jeans and an open-necked white shirt, Blake felt confortable and
he whistled happily in acconpani nent to the cassette as he swung the XJS into
the driveway which led up to the Institute.

He found a parking space and turned off the engine, waiting until the track
he'd been listening to had finished before getting out of the car. He slipped
on a light jacket and made his way towards the nmain entrance of the buil ding.
There was a notepad stuffed into his pocket and the usual array of pens too.
Bl ake chuckl ed to hinmself, remenbering back to his days as a journalist when
he'd dashed enthusiastically to each pissant little assignment armed with his
trusty pad.

The entrance hall of the Institute was pleasantly cool and Bl ake paused,

sl owi ng his pace, trying to remenber where he had to go.

He spotted soneone emerging froma room ahead of him

The witer was i medi ately struck by her shapely figure, the way her |ab coat
hugged her taut buttocks, the small slit at the "back all owi ng himbrief,
tantalising glinpses of her slimcalves. She wal ked easily and el egantly on
her high heels and he realized that she hadn't noticed him

' Excuse me,' he call ed, approaching her

She turned and Bl ake found hinself |ooking deep into her wel com ng eyes. She
sm |l ed and the gesture seenmed to |ight up her whole face. He chanced an
approving gl ance at her

upper body, her breasts pertly pressing against the material of her electric
bl ue bl ouse.

"You're David Bl ake aren't you?' she said but it was nore of a statenent than
a question.

He smil ed broadly.

'Fame at last,' he beaned. 'How do you know ne?’

"W have your books in our library, | recognize you fromyour photo on the
jacket. It's the dark glasses,' she told him 'They're quite distinctive.'
"Well, they hide the bags under my eyes,' he said, pleased when she chuckl ed.
'You seemto have ne at a di sadvantage, you know me but | don't know you.'

"Kelly Hunt,' she told him 'l work here.'
Bl ake shook her small hand gently.
"You don't fit the inage,' he said. 'l thought all investigators were crusty

m ddl e- aged men.'

"Not all of them' Kelly said.

"So | see."

They | ooked at each other for |ong nmoments, both |iking what they saw.
is Dr Vernon in his office? Blake said, finally breaking the silence.
Kelly frowned slightly.

"Are you here to see himthen?' she asked.

Bl ake expl ained that he was. Kelly told himhow to reach the Institute



Director.

"Well, it's nice to have met you. Mss Hunt,' he said, heading for the stairs
which led up to Vernon's office.

"You too,' Kelly said, watching as he di sappeared out of sight.

She wondered exactly how friendly he was with Vernon.

Vernon was already on his feet, right hand extended, when Bl ake entered the
of fice.

The nmen exchanged pl easant greetings and the witer sat down, accepting the
drink he was offered.

"Sorry to call on you at such short notice,' he apologised. 'But |'ve witten
about two-thirds of the book and | need to check sone details before I can
finishit.'

Vernon produced Bl ake's letter fromhis desk drawer.

i got it yesterday,' he said, smling. 'So, how are things in

t he book busi ness?

Bl ake shrugged.

it could be better | suppose but then again, it always could.’

"And how s your new book com ng al ong?

"Fine, as far as | can tell. But then who arn | to judge? He sniled.
Vernon's nood darkened slightly. He | ooked at Blake and then at the letter
he'd received fromthe witer.

"You say your new book is about the unconscious m nd?" he asked.

"The unconsci ous, dreanms, Astral travel, that kind of thing. |'ve just got
back from Arerica, | spent sone tine with a man call ed Jonat han Mat hias. You
m ght have heard of him

Ver non nodded.

'"He's a renarkable man,' Bl ake said. 'Powerful.' The writer's voice took on a
reflective note.

' How do you nean, powerful ?' Vernon wanted to know.

it's difficult to explain. He perfornms acts of faith-healing and yet he's an
at hei st.' Bl ake paused. 'But, nost inportant of all, he claims he can contro
t he subconsci ous ninds of other people. Their Astral bodies.'

" How?' Vernon demanded, sitting forward in his chair.

Bl ake regarded the ol der man over the top of his glass.

it's some formof hypnosis,' he said. 'I'msure of that.'

Vernon eyed the witer suspiciously.

it's an extravagant claim' he said.

Bl ake shrugged.

"Like | said, he's a remarkable man.'

The Institute Director reached forward and flicked a switch on his intercom
'Could you send M ss Hunt up, please,' he said, then sat back in his chair
once nore.

"Do you believe what Mathias says about being able to control other people's
subconsci ous minds?" he wanted to know.

Bl ake was about to answer when there was a knock on the door, and, a nonent
later, Kelly entered.

She | ooked at Bl ake but, this time, he was surprised to find that she didn't
smle. He got to his feet.

'David Bl ake," began Vernon. 'This is Kelly Hunt, one of our
Kelly cut himshort.

'"W've net,' she said, curtly. 'Hello again, M Bl ake.'

The witer was puzzled by the col dness of her voice. Al the earlier warnth
seemed to have been drained fromit.

"M Blake will be conducting sone research here for his new book, 1'd like you
to help himw th whatever he needs.'
"But my work ..." she protested.

"His work ties in with your own,' Vernon said, sharply.

"I hope |I'm not causing anyone any inconvenience,' the witer said, aware of a
newy found hostility in the air.

it's no trouble,' Kelly said, sounding none too convincing.



He smiled thinly.

"Well, | suppose |'d better get started.' He thanked Vernon, then foll owed
Kelly out of the office.

The Institute Director sat down at his desk and re-read the letter which Bl ake
had posted two days earlier. He held it before hima noment |onger then
carefully, alnost gleefully, tore it up.

"Did | do sonething to annoy you?' Bl ake asked Kelly as they headed down the
stairs towards her office

"What gives you that inpression, M Blake? she said.

"Your attitude,' he told her. 'And stop calling me M Blake will you? My
nanme's David.'

"What sort of research are you interested in?" Kelly asked him dutifully.
He repeated what he'd told Vernon

' The ol d boy seenmed very interested,' Bl ake said.

'How | ong have you been friends? asked Kelly.

"Well, | wouldn't exactly call us friends. Acquai ntances m ght be nore to the
point. |'ve been to the Institute a fewtinmes in the past while |I've been
wor ki ng on ot her books.'

'How cl ose are you?' she asked.

Bl ake st opped wal ki ng.

"What is this? Twenty questions? he asked, irritably.

Kelly al so stood where she was.

"Dr Vernon and | have met several tines on what you might call a professiona
basis,' Blake told her. '"Although with all due respect, | don't really see
that it's any of your

busi ness, M ss Hunt.'

"No, you're right, it isn't,' Kelly confessed, some of the col dness having
left her voice. 'I'msorry, M Blake.'

He si ghed.

"David,' he told her. 'Look, we have to work together for a day or two, we
m ght as well make the time pass pleasantly.'

'David,' she agreed, snmiling thinly.

They began wal ki ng again but nore slowy this tine.

"Wy is it so inportant to you to know whether Vernon and | are friends'?' he

enqui r ed.
i was curious.'
I"mstill curious. Wien | arrived here, when we first spoke, everything was

fine. Since | spoke to Vernon you don't want to know ne.'

it's difficult to explain,' she said, evasively.

'Then don't try,"' Blake said, smling.

Kelly | ooked at him aware that she felt nore than a passing attraction for
this man.

Bl ake was not handsonme but his finely chiselled features and sinewy frane,
coupled with the easy-going personality he exuded, served their purpose well.
"Vernon said you'd been doing work on dreans,' he said.

"That's what I'mstill working on,' Kelly explained as they reached her

of fice. She ushered himinside and notioned for himto sit down but, instead,
the witer wandered over to the w ndow and | ooked out across the rolling | awns
whi ch surrounded the Institute. Kelly seated herself behind her desk, studying
Bl ake's profile as he gazed out into the sunlit norning.

The weather's too nice to work," he said, quietly.

She smil ed.

"Standing there isn't going to get your book witten is it?

Bl ake turned and nodded.

'"Quite right, Mss Hunt,' he said.

"Kelly,' she rem nded him

It was his turn to smle.

' How exactly can | help you?' she asked as he seated hinself opposite her

'"I"d like to see the | abs where you' ve been doi ng your research, ask you a few
questions if that's all right but, otherw se, just give me free run of the



library and 1'll be

happy. I"'mnot a difficult man to please.” He smiled that engaging smle once
nore and Kelly found herself drawn to him to his eyes even though they were
shi el ded behind his dark gl asses. She felt a peculiar tingle run through her
"Shall we start in the |abs?" she said, getting to her feet again.

He nodded.

"Way not ?'

Kelly Ied himout of her office.

The library at the Institute never failed to fascinate Blake. Built up, as it
had been, over a hundred years, it had books which dated back as far as the
sixteenth century. Before himon the table he had an original copy of Collin
de Planncey's 'Dictionaire Infernale". The pages creaked as he turned them
scanning the ancient tonme, pleasantly surprised at how nuch of the French he
coul d actual |y under st and.

He'd been in the library for over four hours, ever since he'd, left Kelly back
in her office. Now, with the time approaching 5.15 p.m, he heard his stomach
runbling and realized that he hadn't eaten since early norning. The witer
scanned what notes he'd witten, realizing that he must check one or two

di screpanci es agai nst his manuscript at the first opportunity. As it was, he
repl aced the old books in their correct position on the shelves, scooped up
his pad and nmade for the stairs.

Kelly was on her way down.

i was conming to see if you needed any hel p,' she said, the warnth havi ng
returned to her voice.

They had found it remarkably easy to talk to each other that norning. Their
conversation had flowed unfalteringly and Kelly had felt her attraction for
Bl ake growi ng stronger. She felt at ease in his conpany and she was sure the
feeling was reciprocated.

"Did you find what you were | ooking for?'" she asked him

He smiled and ran appraising eyes over her.

i think I found exactly what | was |ooking for,' he said.

She col oured slightly and waited on the stairs while he made his way up. They
both wal ked out into the hall which was now nmuch col der than when Bl ake had
first arrived.

"WIl you be back tonmorrow?' she asked him

"I got the information | needed,' he told her, "with your help. But if | ever
have a haunting you'll be the first one | get in touch with. You ve really
been very kind. Thanks.'

"Are you driving back to London now?'

"Not yet. |I'mgoing to have something to eat first and then | thought | m ght
take you out for a drink this evening if you' re not doing anything el se.’

Kel Iy chuckl ed, unable to speak for a nonent, taken by surprise by the
unexpect edness of his invitation.

"If I"'min a good nmobod, | night even | et you buy a round,' Bl ake added.
"What if | am doi ng something el se?" she asked.

"Then I'1l have to wait for another evening won't |?

She shook her head, still Iaughing.

"Can | pick you up about eight?" he asked.

"Eight will be fine,' she told him '"But it mght help if you knew where to
pick me up from'1 She scribbled her address and phone nunber on a piece of
paper and gave it to him

"Tell Dr Vernon I'Il be in touch,' Blake said, and, for a nonent, he saw a
flicker of doubt cross Kelly's face. '"I'lIl phone himand thank himfor letting
me use the library.'’

She nodded.

Bl ake turned and headed for the door

"Eight o' clock,' he rem nded her

She wat ched himgo, stood alone in the hallway |istening as he revved up his
engine. He turned the XJS full circle and guided it back down the driveway
towards the road which led into Oxford itself.



Kelly smiled to herself and returned to her office.

From his office wi ndow, Dr Vernon watched as the witer drove away. He paused
a nonent then reached for the phone and diall ed.

' Cheers,' said Blake, smling. He raised his glass then took a hefty swall ow
fromthe foam ng beer.

Across the table fromhim Kelly did likew se, sipping her Martini and neeting
the witer's gaze.

They were seated in the garden of 'The Jester', a small pub about a nmile or so
out side Oxford. There were three or four other people enjoying the evening air
as well. It was still agreeably warm despite the fact that the sun was

si nki ng, gushing crimson into the sky. Wen it got too chilly they could
easily retire into the confort of the |ounge bar. Bl ake | ooked at his
conpani on, pleased with what he saw. She was clad in a dress of pale |enon
cheese-cloth, her breasts unfettered by the restraints of a bra. The witer
noti ced how invitingly her dark nipples pressed against the flinmsy materi al
Wth the sinking sun casting a hal o around her, draw ng gol den streaks in her
brown hair she | ooked beautiful. He felt something akin to pride merely being
seated there with her.

Kelly noticed how intently he was | ooking at her and smled inpishly.

"What are you | ooking at?' she asked him

"A very beautiful young wonman,' he told her. 'But, | was thinking too.'

" About what ?'

He rai sed his eyebrows.

"No,' she said. 'Perhaps |'mbetter off not know ng.'

Bl ake | aughed.

"I was wondering actually,' he began, 'how you cane to be in the line of work
you're in. It is unusual for a woman, especially of your age.'

"It was what | wanted to do when | left University,' she told him

"How di d your parents feel about it?1 he wanted to know

'They didn't say nmuch one way or the other. I'd worked in a library for a few
nmont hs before | joined the Institute. They'd probably have been just as happy
if 1'd stayed on there. Security is the be-all and end-all in our famly |I'm
afraid.’

Bl ake nodded.

"What about you?' Kelly asked. 'Witing's a precarious business isn't it? \Wat
made you want to wite?

"Well, it wasn't because | needed to share ny know edge with others,' he said,
tongue-in-cheek. 'Not in the beginning anyway. | wote a couple of novels to
start with.'

"Did you have any luck with then?'

He shook his head.

"Witing fiction successfully needs nore luck than talent. You need the
breaks. | didn't get them

'So you turned to non-fiction? The stuff you wite now?

"The ratio's different. It's fifty per cent talent and fifty per cent |uck.'
"You sell yourself short, David.'

"No. | understand ny own limtations that's all."'

"\What about your parents. How do they feel about having a famous author for a
son?'

"Both nmy parents are dead. My father died of a stroke five years ago, ny

not her had a heart attack six nonths after him'

"Ch God, I'msorry, David.'

He smiled thinly.

"You weren't to know,' he said. 'l just wish they could have lived to see ny
success that's all.’

A heavy silence descended, rapidly broken by Bl ake.

"Wll, now we've got the nmorbid stuff out of the way,' he said, with a
reasonabl e degree of cheerful ness. 'Perhaps we can carry on with this
conversation.'

She sipped her drink and | ooked at himover the rimof the glass. Losing his



parents within six nonths of each other nust have been a crushing bl ow and
obviously he didn't want to dwell on the menory.

"l suppose you nust be reasonably secure as a witer now,' she said,
attenpting to guide the conversation in another direction

'You can never be secure in ny business,' he said. "One flop and it's back to
square one. It's like walking a tightrope in a pair of wellies.'

Kel |l y chuckl ed.

"Does it bother you living al one?" Bl ake asked.

'Not anynore,' she told him "It did to begin with but I"'mused to it now'
"And you've never felt like getting married?

"No.' She dismssed the suggestion as if he'd just asked her to conmt
suicide. 'I'"'mnot the settling down type, | don't think.'

"I know what you nean,' he confessed.

"You're not telling ne you haven't been tenpted. There nust have been girls
who you' ve been close too,' Kelly said.

"A couple. But none that I'd want to spend the rest of ny life with.' He
smled. 'I"ma selfish devil. Sharing isn't one of nmy strong points.'

'"Too much give and take, is that it?

"You ask a lot of questions, Kelly,' he grinned.

"That's because |'minterested in you,'" she told him

"Now that is a conplinent.’

They sat in silence for a tinme, |ooking at each other, enjoying the warnth of
the dying sun, the snell of freshly cut grass and the gentle breeze. It
stirred the trees which flanked the pub garden on one side. Birds nesting in
t he branches wat ched over the activity below them Near to where Kelly and

Bl ake sat, three sparrows were busily picking at a piece of bread thrown down
by a young coupl e who were eating sandwi ches. Sonewhere in the distance Kelly
could hear a cuckoo. She sat back in her seat feeling nore rel axed than she
had done for nmany nonths. The conbi nati on of the surroundi ngs and Bl ake's
conpany had a cal mi ng influence on her. She wondered if he felt the sanme way.
The writer downed what was left in his glass and | ooked at Kelly. She stil
had nost of her Martini left.

"I'"ll have to bring you out nore often,' he said, peering at the glass. 'If
one drink lasts you this long you' re going to save me pounds.'

They bot h | aughed.

" You have another,' she said.

"Very generous,' Blake replied.

"Let me get it,' she offered, funbling for her purse.

Bl ake | ooked i ndi gnant.

'Let a woman buy drink for me?" He wi nked at her. 'Good idea."

She balled up a pound note and tossed it at him watching as he retreated back
into the bar to fetch another pint. It was a matter of noments before he
returned, holding the glass in one hand and her change in the other. He sat
down and supped a third of it inmediately, wiping the froth fromhis lip with
hi s t hunb.

'"Did Vernon say anything when you told himl'd left this afternoon?' the
witer asked.

"No,' Kelly said, suspiciously. 'Should he have?

Bl ake smiled, wyly.

"You know, Kelly,' he said. 'l could be forgiven for thinking you're a tiny
bit paranoid about Dr Vernon.'

Kelly didn't answer.

"Every time | nmention his nane you go cold on ne,' Blake continued. "Wy? O
is it my imagination?

She took a sip of her drink.

"Perhaps it's nmy imagination,' she told him wondering if that was the answer.
Maybe she was becomni ng paranoid.

'What do you nean?'

She thought about nentioni ng what had been goi ng on, her suspicions and
suppositions but then decided against it.



'"Forget it, David,' she asked. 'Please?

He nodded.

Kelly finished her drink and pushed the glass away from her.
'Do you want another one?' the witer asked.

She sniled and shook her head.

"No thanks.'
There was another 1ong silence between themthen finally Kelly spoke.
"To tell you the truth, David,' she began, wearily, 'I'ma little bit

concerned at the amount of interest Dr Vernon is showing in ny research.’

Bl ake frowned.

"I don't understand,' he said. 'Surely he's got every right to be interested.
He is Director of the Institute after all. It's only natural.’

"But he seens obsessed with nmy work.'

She told himabout the incident with Maurice Grant, her trip to France and how
Vernon had insisted on keeping her report.

Bl ake didn't speak, he nerely finished the rest of his beer and put down the
enpty gl ass.

"Well,' she said, challengingly. 'Do you think I'm being paranoid now?'
'There's probably a perfectly reasonable explanation for it, Kelly,' he said.
"Don't try and humour me, David.' He was surprised at the vehenmence in her
words. 'There are other factors too. Things which don't make sense, which have
no | ogi cal explanation.' She enphasised the last two words with scorn

'Li ke what ?" he wanted to know.

Kel ly shivered as the slight breeze seenmed to turn cold. She | ooked up and saw
that the crinmson of the setting sun had been replaced by a | ayered sky of
purple. Kelly felt goose-pinples rise on her flesh and she rubbed her

f orearms.

"I don't feel confortable tal king about them here,' she told him as if she
feared sone kind of surveillance in the peaceful garden

"Il take you home,' Bl ake said wi thout hesitation

They got to their feet and wal ked to the car park where the witer opened the
passenger door of the XJS, allowing Kelly to slide in. He clanbered in behind
t he wheel and started the engine, guiding the Jaguar out into the road.

"Are you all right?" he asked, glancing across at her, a little puzzled by her
si | ence.

She nodded, feeling nore at ease within the confines of the car. She even
managed to smile at the witer who reached across and squeezed her hand
gently. Kelly felt the coldness draining fromher, as if Blake's touch had
somehow restored her conposure. She gripped his hand in return, reassured by
hi s presence.

After a fifteen mnute drive they reached her flat.

Kelly no |l onger felt the cold seeping through her and she | ooked at the witer
al nost gratefully.

"Home,' he said, snmiling, and once nore she found herself captivated by that
snmle of his. No, nore than that. She was ensnared by it, drawn to himunlike
any man before. He

exuded a magneti sm whi ch she found irresistible, alnost in spite of herself.
'How do you feel now?" he asked.

"I''mOK, ' she told him 'Thanks, David.'

"For what?' he wanted to know.

"Just thanks.' She reached across and touched his hand with her slender
fingers. If any enotion registered in his eyes she couldn't see it because his
dark gl asses now hid them even nore conpletely. 'Wuld you like to come in for
a cof fee?

Bl ake needed no second bidding. He clinbed out of the Jag and | ocked his door
t hen wal ked around and let Kelly out, watching appreciatively as she wal ked
ahead of him searching through her bag for her key. The witer enjoyed the
gentl e sway of her hips as she wal ked, the nmuscles in her cal ves tensing
slightly with each step she took, perched on her backl ess high heels.

He fol | owed her.



Her flat was, as he'd expected it to be both spotlessly clean and inpeccably
neat. At her bidding he seated hinmself in one of the big arncthairs which
flanked the electric fire. Kelly passed through into the kitchen and Bl ake
heard water running as she filled a kettle.

She returned a nonent later, crossing to the window to close the curtains.
Then she flicked on the record player, dropping a disc onto the turntable.
"Do you m nd sone nusic? she asked

"Not at all,' he said.

The sound of Sinmon and Garfunkel flowed softly fromthe speakers.

'"Coffee won't be a minute,' she told him seating herself in the arnthair
opposite and, as she did so, she found once again that her gaze was drawn to
the witer.

is this your own place? Bl ake asked.

it will be eventually,' Kelly told him in another twenty years tine
probably.' She shrugged. 'By the tinme I'man old, withered spinster at |east
["I'l own ny own flat.'

Bl ake snil ed.

i don't think there's much chance of you becom ng an old w thered spinster
Kelly,' he said.

"My not her keeps asking me why |I'mnot married yet.

Why |1'm not knee deep in wet nappies and babies.' Kelly smled. 'Parents |ove
the idea of grandchildren until they actually have them Then they conplain
because it makes themfeel old.' Kelly felt a warmthrill run through her as
she relaxed in the chair, feeling quite happy to |l et Blake |ook at her, to
exam ne her with his eyes. Every so often she would see them flicker behind
the dark screen of his gl asses.

"Are you sensitive to light, David? she asked him i mean, the dark gl asses.'
She pointed to them
"Slightly," he said, i suppose that's what cones of squinting over a

typewiter for five years.'

The kettle began to whistle. Kelly got to her feet and wal ked back into the
kitchen, returning a nonent later with two steam ng rmugs of coffee, one of
whi ch she handed to Bl ake. Then, she kicked off her shoes and, this tinme, sat
on the floor in front of him |legs drawmn up to one side of her

"Kelly, | don't want to pry,' Blake began. 'But you said there were things
about Vernon which you didn't understand. \Wat did you nean?

She sucked in a weary breath and | owered her gaze nonentarily.

'"Fromwhat you told ne at the pub, | can't see any reason to suspect that Dr
Vernon's up to sonething, especially not anything as sinister as you seemto
think,' said Blake. 'Wat reasons woul d he have?

"David,' she said, trying to keep her voice calm 'I was responsible for what
happened to Maurice Grant. Wat | did was wong. It broke the rules of the
Institute. The authorities could have closed the place. That Institute is
Vernon's pride and joy. He could have lost it because of ne and yet he didn't
so nmuch as give me a warning or suspend nme.' She decided to put down her nug.
i nstead, he protected me when he had every right to dismss me on the spot.
Then, when | got back from France, he wanted to know everything that happened
and he kept ny report.'

Bl ake sat forward in his chair.

" You make Vernon sound |ike a nonster when all he tried to do was hel p you,'
he said.

"He's hiding sonething, David,' she said, angrily. 'John Fraser knew what it
was. That's why he was killed."'

"Who's Fraser?

She expl ai ned as nmuch as she knew about the events of the |ast two days.

"But if Fraser was killed in a car crash, how could Vernon be involved? the
witer wanted to know. 'It was an accident, surely?

' He knew about Vernon's secret.'

Anot her heavy sil ence descended, finally broken by Bl ake.

"I don't see how you can suspect Vernon of being involved in Fraser's death,’



he sai d.

"David, he won't |et anyone conme between himand this research.’

' Does that include you?' Blake asked, cryptically.

It was at that point that the phone rang.

For | ong monents neither of them noved as the strident ringing filled the
room Then, finally, Kelly got to her feet and wal ked across to the phone,
lifting the receiver tentatively, wondering why she felt so apprehensive.

Bl ake wat ched her, noticing the hesitancy in her novenents.

"Hello,' she said.

No answer.

"Hello,' she repeated, |ooking across at Bl ake as if seeking reassurance.
Wrds suddenly cane gushing forth fromthe caller at the other end, sonme of
whi ch she didn't understand. Not nerely due to the speed with which they were
uttered but because they were in French

"Who is this?" she asked, holding the phone away fromher for a second as a
particularly loud crackle of static broke up the line. 'Hello. Can you hear
me? Who's speaki ng?'

"Kelly. It's Mchel Lasalle.'

She rel axed slightly.

'"Listen to me, you nmust listen,' he blurted, and Kelly was

nore than aware of the high-pitched desperation in his voice. H s breathing

was harsh and irregular, as if he'd been running for a long tine. '|I saw
Madel ai ne,' he told her, his voice cracking. '| saw her.’
"You had a nightmare, Mchel, it's understandable ...'

He interrupted.

"No, | touched her, felt her," he insisted.

"It was a nightmare,' she repeated.

"No. Joubert saw her too.'

Kelly frowned.

"What do you nmean? How was he involved? she wanted to know. She felt the
tension returning to her rmnuscles.

"He was there, with ne,' the Frenchman continued, panting |oudly. He babbl ed
something in French then | aughed dryly. A sound which sent a shiver down
Kelly's spine. 'He watched ne making love to her. She felt cold in ny arns but

it didn't matter, she is still mne. | still want her.

Kelly tried to speak but couldn't.

"Joubert has not forgiven ne,' the Frenchman said, softly. 'I don't think he
ever will.'

"Forgiven you for what?' Kelly wanted to know.

"Witing that article.'

'"Did he speak to you?' she asked, wondering whether or not she shoul d hunour
t he di straught man.

"He is always there, Kelly. Al ways. Watching.'

An uneasy silence fell, broken only by the gentle hiss of static burbling in
the |ines.

"Mchel, are you still there? Kelly finally said.

Si |l ence

"M chel, answer ne.
She heard a click and realized that he'd hung up. For |ong seconds she stared
at the receiver then slowy replaced it.

"What was it?" Bl ake asked, seeing the concern on her face.

She wal ked sl ow y back towards himand seated herself on the floor once again,
reaching for her coffee. It was cold.

"Kelly, who was that?' the witer persisted

'Lasalle. One of the men fromthe Metapsychic Centre,' she told him then
proceeded to relay what the Frenchman had said to her

'"He's convinced that it was real,' she said.

Bl ake shrugged.

"Nightrmares are usually vivid,' he said.

Kel | y shook her head.



'"But Lasalle won't accept that he had a nightnmare,' she protested. 'He's

convi nced that what he experienced actually happened.' She sighed. 'I hope to
God he's not heading for another breakdown. He had one when his wife died.'
She | ooked up at Bl ake. 'And Joubert, he nmentioned that Joubert was present in
the nightmare. He sounded frightened of him' She | owered her gaze once nore.
"First Fraser, now Lasalle. One nan's dead, another is close to a nervous
breakdown and all because of the research |I'm engaged in.'

"You can't blame yourself, Kelly,' Blake said, reaching out and gently lifting
her head with his right hand.

She gripped that hand, aware of the conbination of gentleness and strength in
it but nore conscious of the warnth which seened to flow fromit, fromhis
entire being. She looked up at him trying to see his eyes, searching for a
gli mer behind the tinted screens which masked them Kelly kissed his hand and
nmoved closer to him resting her own right hand on his knee as he slowy
stroked the back of her neck beneath her hair. She squirmed beneath his subtle
caresses, noving nearer, anxious to touch himfully. Hi s other hand began
gently kneading the smooth flesh of her shoul der and she cl osed her eyes.

"What if Vernon is responsible for Fraser's death?' she said, quietly,

enj oyi ng the sensati ons which were coursing through her

' Then he's a dangerous nan,' Bl ake said. 'You should stay away fromhim'

" And Joubert?

"Kelly. If there is any possibility that either of them have sone kind of
psychi c power then you'd do best not to |l et them know you suspect.'

"But | nust know the truth, David,' she protested, turning to face him

As she did so, Blake |leant forward and ki ssed her. Their |ips brushed gently
for a noment then, unhesitatingly, Kelly pressed her nmouth to his. Bl ake
responded fiercely, matching her passion with his own desire.

Kel |y snaked her hand up around his neck, as if reluctant to break the kiss.
When she finally did, she was panting softly, her eyes riveted to Bl ake. Her
body was burning, as if fire were pouring through her veins. She felt her

ni ppl es, now stiff and erect, straining alnost painfully against her dress and
bet ween her slender legs she felt a gl owi ng noi stness. Bl ake sensed her
excitement and she could see that he felt simlarly aroused by the contact

t hey had enjoyed. Her hand strayed to the beginnings of bulge in his trousers,
massagi ng and rubbing until Bl ake hinself grunted under his breath.

Kelly noved away from himslightly, |ying back on the carpet before him
inviting his attentions. The witer was not slow to respond and he joined her
hi s hands noving over the thin material of her dress until they cane to her
breasts. He rubbed gently, feeling the hardened points beneath his pal ns as
she arched her back. Kelly felt as if she were floating, the warm gl ow bet ween
her | egs beconming an all-consum ng desire which filled every part of her. She
took Bl ake's left hand and guided it up inside her dress, mpbaning as his
fingers stroked the snmooth flesh of her inner thighs, pausing there for

agoni singly exqui site seconds before noving higher. She felt his probing
digits reach her panties, his forefinger hooked, pulling down the flinsy
garment. She lifted her buttocks to allow himto renove them watching as he
first kissed the sodden material before laying it on one side.

She pulled himclose to her, their nmouths | ocking once nore as she thrust her
pel vis towards his searching hand, alnbst crying aloud as his finger touched

t he hardened bud of her clitoris and began rubbing gently. She funbled for his
zip and freed his bulging erection, encircling it with her slender fingers,
working up a gentle rhythmas she teased his stiff shaft. For three or four

m nutes they remained |ike that and then she suggested they undress.

It took them nmere nonments then, naked, they were free to explore every inch of
the other's body. Bl ake |lowered his head to her breasts and took first one

ni ppl e then the other between his teeth, rolling it gently as he flicked it
with his tongue. Kelly felt his other hand trace a pattern across her belly
before gliding through her soft pubic hair once nore to search for her nost
sensitive area and she rolled onto her

side, allowing himto push his heavily nuscled thigh agai nst her. She ground



hard agai nst him eventually nanoeuvering herself so that he was beneath her
She straddl ed his stonach

' Take these off,' she said, quietly, reaching for his dark glasses. '|I want to
see your eyes.'

Bl ake hinself renoved them and then turned to | ook at her

Kelly felt as if the breath had been torn fromher, as if someone had punched
her hard and wi nded her.

Bl ake's eyes were the col our of a June sky. A deep blue which she found
overwhelming in their intensity. She felt as if she were a puppet, suspended
by wires which came fromthose eyes, her novenents and feelings controlled by
them A renewed and nmuch nore powerful surge of enotion shook her and she bent
forward to kiss him But, he gripped her waist and alnost lifted her up on to
his chest, smiling as she rubbed herself against him He felt the wetness
spilling fromher, danpening his chest. She noved a little further so that he
could reach her with his tongue.

Kel |y gasped as she felt it flicking over her distended |lips, ream ng her
swol I en cleft before fastening on her clitoris. She spoke his nanme, her head

t hrown back as she surrendered to the feelings which were sweeping over her
Kelly felt a tightening around her thighs, the first unm stakable sign of
approachi ng orgasm Hi s hands reached up and found her swollen nipples, adding
to her overall pleasure which was now building up Iike an inpendi ng expl osion
She twi sted around so that she could reach his penis, lying on himin order to
allowit to reach her nmouth. She studied the bul bous head for a noment then
took it into her nouth, wapping her tongue around it, her free hand wor ki ng
away at the root, fondling his testicles. She felt himstiffen, realized that
his excitenent was a great as hers. But she needed himnore fully. Kelly
rolled to one side, kissing himbriefly as she did so then she knelt over his
groin, cradling his throbbing menber in one hand, |owering herself slowy
until it nudged her aching vagi na. They both gasped as the union was

conpl eted. She sank down onto him his shaft swallowed by her |iquescent
cleft.

Kel ly knew that she would not be able to hold back any

| onger. She stared into Bl ake's eyes and began nmovi ng up and down. The

sensati ons began al nost at once. She was aware only of the throbbing pleasure
bet ween her | egs and his wel com ng bl ue eyes which seemed to fill her entire
field of vision. She could not | ook away from himand, as she speeded up her
nmoverents, she felt as though she were being joined with him nelting into him
to formone entity.

The power of the orgasm made her cry out |oudly. She bounced up and down on
him each wave of pleasure nore intense than the one before. She had never
felt anything so overwhel mi ngly wonderful in her life and that pleasure,

al nost i mpossi bly, suddenly re-doubled as she felt himwithe beneath her as
his own climax washed over him Kelly mpaned |loudly as she felt his hot liquid
spurt into her and she ground herself hard agai nst him coaxing every | ast
drop from him Shaking and bathed in perspiration, she slunped forward

ki ssing himgently, unable to | ook anywhere el se but at his eyes.

They lay still, coupled together as he softened w thin her

It was a long tine before either of them spoke. The record player was silent,
the record having finished | ong ago. Only the sound of the wi nd outside was
audi bl e.

"You don't have to drive back to London tonight do you?' Kelly asked him

"You try getting rid of me,' he said, smling.

They bot h | aughed.

Kelly ran a finger across his |lips then kissed himsoftly.

Her gaze never left his deep blue eyes and, once nore, she felt that glorious
sensation of floating. As if she had no control over her own body.

Bl ake smi |l ed broadly.

PART TWO

"Al'l human beings, as we neet them are conmingled out of good and evi
—Robert Louis Stevenson



'He who shall teach the child to doubt, Shall ne'er the rotting grave get
out.'

—W |1 |iam Bl ake

London

The Waterloo Cub, in the heart of London's Mayfair, was a magnificent
anachr oni sm

Founded a year after the battle of Waterloo by a group of Wllington's
infantry officers, the building was nore |like a nuseum There was a subdued
reverence about the place, much like that usually reserved for a church. It

| angui shed in cultivated peaceful ness and had defied ail but the npst
necessary architectural changes since its construction in 1816. But, for al
that, it retained an archai c spl endour which was fascinating.

Davi d Bl ake sipped his drink and scanned the panelled walls. The room seened
dark, despite the | anps which burned in profusion, conplinmented by the huge
crystal chandelier which hung fromthe ceiling. There were a nunber of

pai ntings on view including excellent copies of Denis D ghton's 'Sergeant
Ewart capturing the Eagle of the 45th', a picture which Bl ake remenbered from
a history book. Behind the bar was Sir WIlliam Al len's panoranic view of
Waterloo, a full fifteen feet in length. It hung in a gilt frame, as inmposing
a piece of art as Bl ake had seen. On another wall were two polished cuirasses,
the breast plates still carrying nusket ball holes. Above them were the brass
hel mets of Carabiniers, the long swords of the Scots G eys and vari ous
original muskets and pistols.

Bl ake was suitably inpressed with the surroundi ngs despite bei ng sonewhat
perpl exed as to why the BBC shoul d have chosen such a setting for the party to
wel cone Jonat han Mathias to England. O her guests chatted am ably, sone, I|ike
hi nsel f, gazing at the paintings and other paraphernalia. He guessed that

t here nust be about two dozen people there, nost of whom he recognized from
one or other branch of the

entertai nment industry.

He spotted JimO Neil sitting in one corner.,He was on the British leg of a
Eur opean tour which had, so far, taken himand his band to ten different
countries enconpassing over eighty gigs. He was a tall, wiry man in his late
twenties, dressed conpletely in black |eather. The rock star was noddi ng
intently as two young wonen chatted animatedly to him

The witer was aware of other well-known faces too. He caught sight of Sir
Ceorge Howe, the new head of the BBC, speaking to a group of nmen which

i ncl uded Geral d Brad-dock.

Braddock was the present Government's Mnister for the Arts, a plunp,
red-faced man whose shirt collar was nuch too tight for him a condition not
aided by his tie which appeared to have been fastened by a menber of the

t hugee cult. Every tinme he swall owed he | ooked as though he was going to
choke.

Next to him stood Roger Carr, host of the chat show on which Mathias was to
appear.

El sewhere, Bl ake spotted actors and actresses from TV, an agent or two but, as
far as he could see, he was the only witer who had been invited.

He'd been a little surprised by the invitation although he had witten for the
BBC in the past, nmpbst notably, a six part series on the paranormal. Wen he

| earned that Mathias was to be the guest of honour he'd accepted the
invitation readily.

At the noment, however, there was no sign of the American

"Do you get invited to nany dos like this? Kelly asked him | ooking around at
the array of talent in the room

Bl ake had been seeing her for just over a week now, driving back and forth to
O«ford, staying at her flat nost nights and returning to his hone to work
during the day. Wen he'd told her about the invitation, initially she'd been
appr ehensi ve but now, as she scanned the other guests, she did not regret her
deci sion to acconpany hi m

There aren't many dos like this,' he told her, |ooking around, wondering where



Mat hi as had di sappeared to.

The psychic arrived as if on cue, energing fromthe club

cl oakroom i ke sonething froma Bram Stoker novel. He wore a bl ack three-piece
suit and white shirt, a black bowtie at his throat. Cufflinks bearing |arge
di anonds sparkled in the light like mllions of insect eyes. The psychic was
introduced to Sir George Howe and his group. Al eyes turned towards the
little tableau and the previously subdued conversation seened to drop to a
hush. It was as if a powerful magnet had been brought into the room draw ng
everything to it.

"He | ooks very inmposing in the flesh,' said Kelly, alnmpst in awe. 'I've only
ever seen himin photographs.’

Bl ake didn't answer her. H's eye had been caught by nore bel ated novenent from
the direction of the cl oakroom as a | ate-coner arrived.

"Christ," murmured the witer, nudging Kelly. 'Look.'

He nodded in the appropriate direction and she managed to tear her gaze from
Mat hi as.

The | ate-coner slipped into the roomand over to the group surrounding the
psychic. Kelly |ooked at himand then at Bl ake.

"What's he doing here? she said, in bewldernent.

Dr Stephen Vernon ran a nervous hand through his hair and sidled up beside Sir
Ceor ge Howe.

Bl ake and Kelly watched as the Institute Director was introduced. Wrds were
exchanged but, no matter how hard she tried, Kelly could not hear what was
bei ng said. Gadually, the babble of conversation began to fill the room
agai n.

Kel |y hesitated, watching Vernon as he stood listening to the psychic.

"Kelly,' Blake said, forcefully, gripping her arm 'Come on. Let's get another
drink.'

Aimost reluctantly, she followed himto the bar where Jim O Neil now sat,
perched on one of the tall stools. He was still listening to one of the girls
but his interest seemed to have waned. As Bl ake and Kelly approached he ran an
appreci ative eye over Kelly whose full breasts were prom nent due to the

pl ungi ng neck-1ine of her dress. Atiny gold crucifix hung invitingly between
them O Neii smled at her aiid Kelly returned the gesture.

"Hello,' said O Neil, nodding at them both but keeping his

eyes on Kelly.

The witer turned and smled, shaking the other man's outstretched hand.
Introductions were swiftly nade. O Neil took Kelly's hand and kissed it
delicately.

"Wuld you like a drink? asked Bl ake.

"Make it a pint of bitter will you,' the singer asked. 'I'msick of these

bl eedi ng cocktails.' He pushed the glass away from him

The barman gave him a di sdai nful | ook, watching as the other man downed hal f
of the foam ng pint.

"Christ, that's better,' he said.

Kel | y caught the sound of a cockney accent in his voice.

"No gig tonight? Blake asked.

O Nei |l shook his head.

' The rest of the band have got the night off,' he said, scratching bristles on
his chin which | ooked as if you could strike a match on them 'M nmanager said
| ought to cone here. God knows why.' He supped sone nmore of his pint. "I'm
surprised they invited me in the first place. | mean, they never play any of
nmy fucking records on Radio One.' He chuckl ed.

Kelly pulled Blake's arm and nodded in the direction of a nearby table. The
two of themsaid they'd speak to O Neil again later then left himat the bar
ordering anot her pint.

The witer was in the process of pulling out a chair for Kelly when he saw

Mat hias and his little entourage approaching. The psychic smied broadly when
he saw Bl ake. Kelly turned and found hersel f |ooking straight at Dr Vernon
They exchanged awkward gl ances then Kelly | ooked at Mathias who was al ready



shaki ng hands with Bl ake.

"It's good to see you again, David,' said the Anerican. "How s the book coning
al ong?

"I"'mgetting there,' the witer said. 'You |l ook well, Jonathan.'

i see there are no need for introductions where you two are concerned,' said
Sir George Howe, smling.

'"W're not exactly strangers,' Mathias told him Then he | ooked at Kelly. 'But
I don't know you. And | feel that | should."

The psychic snmiled and Kelly saw a glint in his eye.

She introduced hersel f then stepped back, one eye on Vernon, as Sir Ceorge
conpl eted the introductions.

Bl ake shook hands with Gerald Braddock, wincing slightly as he felt the pudgy
cl amm ness of the politician's hand.

Then cane Vernon.

"This is Dr Stephen Vernon, an old friend of mne, he ...’

"W've net,' Blake told Sir George. 'How are you, Dr Vernon?

"I"'mvery well,"' said the older man. He | ooked at Kelly. 'I didn't expect to
see you here tonight, Kelly.'

She didn't answer.

"Well, it seenms as if everyone knows everyone else,' said Sir CGeorge, aware of
the iciness in the air. His stilted | augh died away rapidly.

'"How | ong are you here for, Jonathan?' Bl ake asked the psychic.

' Three or four days. Long enough to do the showwith M Carr, and a coupl e of
newspaper interviews, radi o pieces. You know the kind of thing,' Mathias told
hi m

"I saw in the paper that you were comi ng to England,' Bl ake said. 'Wen are
you doi ng the TV show?

it's being broadcast the day after tonorrow,' Roger Carr said, stepping
forward. 'You should watch it, M Blake, | mean you deal in the sanme kind of
tricks don't you? Only you wite about theminstead.' The interviewer sniled.
Bl ake returned the smile.

"You know, M Carr, there's something |'ve never been able to figure out about
you,' the witer said. 'You' re either stupid, in which case |'msorry for you,
or you're pig-ignorant. But | haven't been able to figure out which it is
yet.'

Carr shot himan angry gl ance and opened his nouth to speak but, before he
could, all eyes turned in the direction of the cl oakroom

There was an unholy din coming fromthere, a cacophony of shouts through which
t he hi gh-pitched voice of a woman coul d be heard.

Seconds later, a figure dressed in a grey coat, spattered with rain, burst
into the peaceful confines of the Waterl oo Cl ub. Her hair was w nd-bl own, her
make- up streaked by the

rain. She stood panting in the doorway, her eyes fixed on Mathi as.

"My God,' nuttered Sir George. Then, to a green-coated doorman who had tried
to stop the woman entering:

"Coul d you please eject this |ady.'

"No,' Mathias said, raising a hand. 'Leave her.’

"David, who is she?' asked Kelly, noticing the | ook of recognition on Bl ake's
face as he gazed at the wonman.

Toni Landers,' he said. 'She's an actress.' But the woman whom he had net in
New Yor k had been a radi ant, sensuous creature. The woman who now stood in the
doorway was pal e and unkenpt, her features haggard. She | ooked as though she'd
aged ten years.

'"Do you know this wonan?' asked Sir George, looking first at Toni, then at
Mat hi as who had not taken his eyes from her

"Yes, | know her,' the psychic said.
' Coul d soneone explain what the hell is going on?" Sir George demanded.
"Jonat han, | have to speak to you,' Toni said, her voice cracking. She | eant

agai nst the bar for support.
JimO Neil was on his feet, ready to intervene. Toni |ooked ready to kee



over. She sat down on a bar stool, her gaze still on the psychic.

"How did you find ne?" he asked, noving towards her

i knew you were comng to England. |'ve been waiting for you. | found out

whi ch hotel you were staying in. They told ne where you' d be tonight,' she
admi tted.

' She's bl oody mad,' snapped Roger Carr, dismissively. 'Get her out of here.'

' Shut up,' Mathias rasped. 'Leave her.'

The doorman took a step away from Toni

is this one of your theatrical tricks, Mthias? Carr denanded.

Bl ake turned on him

"Just for once, keep your bloody nouth shut,' he snapped. He notioned to the
barman. ' G ve her a brandy.

The man hesitated, |ooking at Sir George.

"Cone on, man, for Christ's sake,' Bl ake insisted.

"G ve her the fucking drink. You heard him' snarled Jim O Neil, watching as

t he barman poured a | arge neasure and

handed it to Toni. She downed mpbst of it, coughing as the fiery liquid burned
its way to her stomach.

Toni, what do you want?' Mathias asked her, quietly.

"I need your help, Jonathan,' she told him tears glistening in her eyes.
"You're the only one who can help ne now.'

"Way didn't you cone to me before? What were you afraid of?

She swal | oned what was left in the gl ass.

"That you'd turn nme away.'

He shook his head.

"Jonat han, | haven't been able to stop thinking about Rick. Every time | see a
child I think about him' The tears were coursing down her cheeks now. 'Please
help ne.' Her self-control finally dissolved in a paroxysm of sobs.

Mat hi as supported her and she clung to him, her body trenmbling violently.
"What do you want ne to do?' he asked.

'"Reach him' she said, flatly. 'Now.'

Mat hi as didn't speak

'Please, do | have to beg you?' Sone of the despair in her voice had turned to
anger. 'Contact ny son.'

"This is a London club, not a fairground tent,' protested Sir George Ward as

t he massive oak table was dragged into the centre of the room by Bl ake, O Nei
and a third man.

"What | intend to do is no fairground trick,' Mathias told him watching as a
nunber of chairs were placed around the table.

The ot her guests | ooked on in stunned, anticipatory silence, Kelly anongst
them Every so often she cast a glance in Dr Vernon's direction, noticing that
he was sniling thinly as he observed the proceedi ngs.

CGeral d Braddock plucked at the folds of fat beneath his jaw and shifted
nervously fromone foot to the other

Toni Landers sat at the bar, the glass of brandy cradled in her shaking hand.
"What are you trying to prove by doing this, Mathias?" Roger Carr wanted to
know.

"I don't have to prove anything, M Carr,' the psychic said, turning away from
him He held out a hand for Toni Landers to join him She downed what was |eft
in her glass and wandered across the room 'Sit there,' the psychic told her
nmotioning to the chair on his right.

Bl ake watched with interest, aware that Kelly was gripping his armtightly. He
took her hand and held it, reassuringly.

"l cannot do this alone,'" Mthias said, addressing the other guests. 'l mnust
ask for the help of some of you. Not for nmy own sake but for this lady.' He
noti oned towards Toni. 'There's nothing to be afraid of. Nothing can hurt

you.'

JimO Neil was the first to step forward.

"What the hell,' he said, sitting beside Toni then turning in his seat to | ook
at the others.



Roger Carr joined him sitting on the other side of the table.

Bl ake | ooked at Kelly and she nodded al nost inperceptibly. They both stepped
forward, the witer seating hinself directly opposite where Mathias woul d be.
' Thank you, David,' said the psychic.

As if prompted by Kelly's action, Dr Vernon pulled up a chair and sat down
next to her. She eyed him suspiciously for a noment then | ooked at Bl ake who
had his eyes closed slightly.

"Sir George"?" Mthias said, |ooking at the head of the BBC

"No, | want no part of this,' said the bald man, defiantly.

Ceral d Braddock, who had been rubbing his hands together nervously finally
noved towards the table.

"What are you doing, Gerald? Sir George asked him

it can't do any harm' Braddock said, wiping his palnms on his trousers. He

| ooked at the others seated around the table and swal | owed hard.

No one else in the room noved. Mathias wal ked to his seat between Toni Landers
and Roger Carr. Opposite himwas Blake. To his right, Kelly. At the witer's
| eft hand sat Braddock then O Neil

'Could we have the lights turned off please? WMathias asked. '"Al but the one
over the table.'

Sir George surveyed the group seated before himfor a moment then with a sigh
he nodded to the club's doorman who flicked off the lights one by one unti
the table was illumnated by a solitary |anp. Shadows were thick all around
it, the other guests swallowed up by them

'Coul d you all place your hands, palns down, on the table,' Mathias asked. 'So
that your finger-tips are touching the hands of the person on either side of
you.'

"I thought we were supposed to hold hands,' nuttered Carr, sarcastically.
"Just do as | ask, please,' Mthias said.

Kelly | ooked up. In the half light, the psychic's face | ooked nilk-white, his
eyes standing out in stark contrast. She felt a strange tingle flow through
her, a feeling not unlike a small electric shock. She glanced at Bl ake, who
was | ooking at the psychic, then at Vernon, who had his head | owered.

"Enpty your mnds,' said Mathias. 'Think of nothing. Hear nothing but ny

voi ce. Be aware of nothing but the touch of the people beside you.' His voice
had fallen to a | ow whi sper

The roomwas silent, only the |low, guttural breathing of the psychic audible
in the stillness.

Kelly shivered involuntarily and turned her head slightly |ooking at the
others seated with her. Al of themhad their heads bowed as if in prayer. She
too dropped her gaze, noticing as she did that Blake's fingers were shaking
slightly. But then so were her own. |Indeed, everyone around the table seened
to be undergoing mnute, reflexive muscular contractions which jerked their
bodi es al nost inperceptibly every few seconds.

Mat hi as grunt ed sonet hi ng i naudi bl e then coughed. H s eyes closed and his head
began to tilt backward. H's chest was heaving as if he were finding it
difficult to breathe

"Don't break the circle," he nuttered, throatily. 'Don't ... break ...’

He clenched his teeth together, as if in pain and a | ong, wheezing sound
escaped him It was as if soneone had punctured a set of bellows. H s body
began to shake nore violently, perspiration beading on his forehead,
glistening in

the dull light. Hi s eyes suddenly shot open, bulging wide in ihe sockets, his
head still tilted backward.

He groaned again, nore loudly this tinmne.

The I'ight above the table flickered, went out then glowed w th unnatura
brilliance once nore.

"The child,' croaked Mathias. 'The ... child ...’

H s groans becane shouts.

Kelly tried to raise her head but it was as if there was a heavy wei ght
secured to her chin. Only by nmonunental effort did she nanage to raise it an



inch or so.

Sonewher e behind her one of the swords fell fromthe wall with a |loud clatter
but none of those seated at the table could nove to find the source of the
noi se. They were all held as if by sone invisible hand, aware only of the
increasing warnmth in the room A warmh which seenmed to be radiating fromthe
very centre of the table itself.

"The child," Mathias gasped once nore.

This time Kelly recoiled as a vile stench assaulted her nostrils. A sickly
sweet odour which renmi nded her of bad neat. She coughed, her stomach churning.
The feeling of heat was growi ng stronger until it seenmed that the table nust
be abl aze. But, at |ast, she found that she coul d raise her head.

If she had been able to. she woul d have screaned

Toni Landers beat her to it.

Standing in the centre of the table was the inage of her son

H s cl ot hes, what remmi ned of them were blackened and scorched, hanging in
pl aces |i ke burned tassles. Beneath trfc fabric his skin was red raw. nottl ed
green in places. The left arm had been conpletely stripped of flesh and what
muscul ature remai ned was wasted and scorched. Bone shone w th dazzling
whi t eness through the charred ness. The chest and | ower body was a nass of
suppurating sores which were weeping sticky clear pus like so many di seased
eyes. But it was the head and neck which bore the nost horrific injury. The
boy's head was twi sted at an imnpossible angle, a portion of spinal colum

vi si bl e through the pul ped ness at the base of the skull. The head itself
seened to have been cracked open |like an egg shell and a lunp of jellied brain
matter bul ged obscenely fromone of the rents. The bottomlip had

been torn off, taking nost of the [eft cheek with it, to expose |liganents and
tendons which still tw tched spasnodically. Blood had soaked the boy's upper
body, its coppery odour nmingling with the overpowering slink of burned skin
and hair.

Toni Landers tried to raise her hands to shield her eyes fromthis abom nation
whi ch had once been her son but it was as if someone had nailed her fingers to
the table. She could only sit helplessly and watch as the apparition turned
full circle in the mddle of the table, neeting the horrified gaze of al

t hose present before bringing its mlky orbs to bear on her. One of the eyes
had been punctured by a piece of broken skull and it nestled uselessly in the
bl oodi ed socket |ike a burst balloon

The apparition took a step towards her.

It was smling.

Kel |y | ooked across at Mathias and saw that there was perspiration pouring
down his face as he gazed at the sight before him She then turned slightly
and | ooked at Bl ake. He was not | ooking at the child but at the psychic, the
witer's own body trenbling convul sively.

The figure of the boy noved closer to Toni Landers, one charred hand rising
before it as it reached the edge of the table.

Finally, by a nonunmental effort of will, Toni nanaged to Iift her hands from
the tabl e.

As she covered her face she |let out a scream which threatened to shake the
bui I di ng.

"Look,"' urged Jim O Neil

Li ke the imge on a TV set, the apparition of Rick Landers began to fade. Not
slowy but with al nost breat htaki ng suddenness until the table was enpty once
nore. Above them the light di nmed again.

"My God,' burbled Gerald Braddock. 'What was that?"

Even i f anyone heard him no one seemed capable of furnishing himwith an
answer .

Sir George Howe strode to the pane! of sw tches behind the bar and snapped on
the lights hinself.

Mat hi as sat unnoved at the table, his eyes |ocked with those of Blake. The
witer was breathing heavily, as if he'd just run up a flight of long steps.
The two nmen regarded one



anot her a nonent |onger then Mathias turned to Toni Landers who was sobbing
uncontrol | ably beside him

"Fuck me,' was all JimO Neil could say. His voice a | ow whi sper

Dr Vernon stroked his chin thoughtfully, |ooking at the spot on the table top
where the apparition had first materialized. It still shone as if newy
pol i shed. He inhaled. There was no snell of burned flesh any |onger, no

cl oyi ng odour of blood. Only the acrid snell of perspiration

Beside him Kelly touched Bl ake's hand, seeing that the witer | ooked a little
pal e.

"Are you all right, David? she asked, aware that her own heart was beating
wildly.

Bl ake nodded.

"And you?' he wanted to know.

She was shaki ng badly and Bl ake put one arm around her shoul der, draw ng her
close to him

Roger Carr sat where he was for a noment, |ooking at the others around the
table, then he got to his feet and stal ked across to the bar where he downed a
| arge scotch in two huge swallows. Only then did he begin to cal m down. He

| ooked back over his shoul der at Mathi as.

Not only was this man very good at what he did, the bastard was convincing
too. Carr ordered another scotch

Jonat han Mathias finally nanaged to quieten Toni Landers, w ping away some of
her tears with his handkerchief. He hel ped her to her feet and | ed her outside
into the rain soaked night. He told his chauffeur to take her hone and then
return.

As the psychic stood al one on the pavenent watching the car di sappear from

vi ew he | ooked down at his hands.

Both palns were red raw, as if he'd been hol di ng sonething very hot. His
entire body was sheathed in sweat but he felt colder than he'd ever felt in
his life.

Bl ake hit the last full stop, pulled the paper fromthe typewiter and laid it
on top of the pile beside him

W thout the clacking of typewiter keys, the cellar was once nore silent.

The writer picked up the pages next to himand skimred t hrough them Another
day or so and the book would be finished, he guessed. He had subnitted the
bulk of it to his publisher shortly after returning fromthe States. Now he
was nearing the end. He sat back in his chair and yawned. It was alnost 8 a.m
He' d been working for two hours. Bl ake always rose early, conpleting the
greater part of his work during the norning. It was a routine which he'd
followed for the last four years. Down in the cellar it was peaceful. He
didn't even hear the com ngs and goi ngs of his neighbours. But, on this
particul ar nmorning, his mnd had been el sewhere.

As hard as he tried, he could not shake the imge of Toni Landers' dead child
fromhis mind. In fact, the entire episode of the previous night still burned
as clearly in his consciousness as if it had been branded there. He renenbered
the terror etched on the faces of those who had sat at the table with him the
horrified reactions of those who had | ooked on fromthe rel ative safety beyond
the circle.

The gathering had begun to break up alnost inmmediately after the seance. Bl ake
hi nsel f, rather than drive back to Oxford, had persuaded Kelly to stay at his
house for the night. She had readily agreed. She was upstairs dressing. He had
woken her before he'd clinbed out of bed, they had made | ove and she had
decided to take a I ong hot bath before he drove her hone.

He put the cover back on the typewiter and made his way up the stone steps
fromthe subterranean work room | ocking the door behind him as he energed
into the hall.

"What are you hiding down there? The Crown Jewel s?'

The voice startled himmnonentarily and he spun round to see Kelly descendi ng
the stairs.

Bl ake smiled and pocketed the key to the cellar.



"Force of habit,"” he said. T don't like to be disturbed.’

They wal ked t hrough into the kitchen where she put the kettle on while he
jamred sonme bread into the toaster. Kelly spooned coffee into a couple of
mugs.

"Are you all right, Kelly?" he asked, noticing that she | ooked pale.

She nodded.

"I"'ma little tired, | didn't sleep too well last night,'" she told him

" That's under standabl e.'’

" Under st andabl e, but not forgivable.'

He | ooked puzzl ed.

"David, I'ma psychic investigator. My reactions to the paranornmal, anything
out of the ordinary, should be ... well, scientific. But what J saw | ast,
ni ght at that seance terrified me. | couldn't even think straight.'

if it's any consolation,' he said. T don't think you were the only one.' He
caught the toast as it popped up

Kel ly watched himas he buttered it, finally handing her a slice.

"I"d still like to know how Vernon managed to get an invitation,* she said
'"He's a friend of Sir George Howe, the old boy told us that.'

Kel | y nodded sl owy.

T still don't trust him' she said.

Bl ake | eant forward and ki ssed her on the forehead.

"I don't trust anyone.'

The kettle began to boil.

It was 2.15 when Bl ake parked the XJS back in his driveway. The journey back
from Oxford had taken | onger than he'd expected due to a traffic hold up on
the way back into the town. Now he clanbered out of the Jag and headed for his
front door, waving a greeting to one of his neighbours as she passed by with
her two children.

Bl ake wal ked i n and di scovered that the postnman had been

during his absence. There was a slimenvel ope which bore a fanmiliar type-face.
He tore it open and unfolded the letter, heading towards the sitting room as
he did so. The witer perched on the edge of a chair and read al oud.

'Dear David, I'msorry to have kept you waiting but | have only recently
managed to read the manuscript of "FromWthin ". I'meven sorrier to tell you
that | do not tee! thai it matches the quality of your earlier work, which was
based on solid facts and research. This latest effort seens conprised nostly
of specul ation and theorising, particularly on the subject of Astral travel
and mnd control. | realize that these subjects are open to question but the
book does not convince me as to the validity of your statenents. So how can we
expect the public to believe it?

Despite the fact that you are well established and a proven top-seller, | fee
that | cannot, as yet offer you a contract based on the manuscript inits
present state.'

Bl ake got to his feet, still glaring angrily at the letter

It was signed with the sweeping hand of Phillip Canpbell, his publisher

"I cannot offer you a contract ' Blake muttered, angrily. He crossed to the
phone and pi cked up the receiver, punching buttons irritably.

'Good nmorning ...'

He gave the receptionist no tine to conplete the formalities.

"Phillip Canpbell, please,' he said, inpatiently.

There was a click at the other line then another wonan's voi ce.

"Phillip Canpbell's office, good afternoon.'

is Phillip there?

'Yes, who's calling?

' Davi d Bl ake."

Anot her click. A hiss of static.

' Good afternoon, David.'

He recogni zed Canpbell's d aswegi an accent inmmedi ately

' "l cannot offer you a contract”, that's what's on ny mnd,' Bl ake snapped.
"What the hell is going on, Phil? Wat's wong with the bl oody book?



i thought | told you that in the letter,' the Scot said.

' "Specul ation and theorising" is that it?

'Look, Dave, don't start getting uptight about it. If you can't stand a bit of
criticismfroma friend then maybe you're in the wong gane. Wat | wote was
meant to hel p.’

'You haven't seen the conmpl eted manuscript yet,' Bl ake rem nded hi m

"Fair enough. Maybe I'Il change my mind once | have but, like | said, you need
nore concrete facts in it. Especially this business about someone being able
to control another person's Astral Body. You're going to have troubl e making
the readers believe that.'

"Phil, I"'mtelling you, I know it can be done,' said Bl ake.

'Facts, Dave,' the publisher reminded him 'Once |'ve seen the finished
manuscri pt then naybe we can sort something out.'

There was a nonent's pause then the Scot conti nued.

"David, | want this book in print as nmuch as you do. W both stand to nmake a
ot of noney out of it but, inits present form we'll be |aughed out of court
if we publish. You realize that.'

Bl ake si ghed.

'Facts,' he said. "All right, Phil, I'lIl get back to you.' He hung up. The

witer stood there for a nonent then he balled up the letter and threw it into
a near by wast e- basket .
He headed back towards the cellar

"Hello, Phil. I'd like a word if you can spare ne the time.' 'Sure. What's on
your m nd?'
Oxford

The book fell fromhis hand and hit the bedroom carpet with a thud.

Dr Stephen Vernon sat up, disturbed fromhis light sleep. He yawned, retrieved
t he book and placed it on his bedside table. Then he reached across and
flicked off the light. The hands of his watch gl owed dully, showi ng himthat

it was alnmost 1.05 a.m He pulled the sheet up to his neck and cl osed his eyes
but the sleep which had cone to himearlier now seened to desert him He
rolled onto his side, then his back, then the other side but the nore he noved
the nore he seened to shed any desire to sleep

He sat up again, reaching for the book

He read three or four pages w thout renenbering a single word and, with a
sigh, replaced the thick tone. He decided that his best strategy was to get

out of bed. He'd make hinmself a hot drink, that usually did the trick. Vernon
cl ambered out of bed and pulled on his dressing gown. He |left the bedside Ianp
burni ng and padded across the | andi ng.

He was at the top of the stairs when he heard the faint knocking.

Al most instinctively he turned and | ooked at the door of the | ocked room but

it took himbut an instant to realize that the sound had origi nated
downstairs.

He hesitated.

The knocki ng cane agai n.

Vernon swal | oned hard and noved cautiously down the first three or four steps.
Qutside, in the darkness, he heard the sound of noverent, the crunching of
grave! beneath heavy feet.

Vernon peered over the bannister, down into the pit of blackness which was his
hal | way. The light switch was at the

bottom beside the | arge w ndow which | ooked out onto the gravel drive and the
front garden.

He gl anced down, his heart quickening slightly.

He had neglected to draw the curtain across that w ndow.

The noverent seemed to have stopped so Vernon scuttled down the stairs,

gri pping the bannister with one hand in case he overbal anced in the gl oom

He was level with the wi ndow when he saw a dark shape three or four feet from
t he gl ass.

It noved rapidly back into the gl oomand seenmed to di sappear

Vernon felt hinself perspiring as he reached the light switch, not sure



whet her to turn it on or not. If he did then he would be visible to anyone
out side. Hi s hand hovered over the switch but, eventually, he decided agai nst
it and noved cautiously into the sitting room ears ever alert for the

sl i ghtest sound.

From t he brass bucket beside the fire-place he retrieved a poker then he

turned and wal ked back into the hall, pausing at the front door, |istening.
There was nore novenent outside
Foot st eps.

Shoul d he call the police, he wondered? If it was burglars then there m ght be
nore than one of them What if they should attack hinf

What if he called the police but they didn't arrive in tine?

What if...

The sound was right outside the front door now

Vernon, with excruciating care, slipped the bolt then the chain and fastened
hi s hand around t he door handl e, raising the poker high above his head in
readi ness to strike. H's heart was thudding madly against his ribs, his nouth
as dry as parchnent.

He pul | ed open the door

Not hi ng

Only the wind greeted him a cool breeze which nade hi mshiver. He exhal ed

al nrost gratefully and | owered the poker, squinting into the blackness in
search of that elusive shape.

He saw not hi ng.

Vernon waited a nonent | onger then turned.

He al nost screanmed as the hand gripped his shoul der

It appeared as if fromnowhere and the older man tried to raise the poker once
nore but his co-ordination seemed to have deserted him It fell fromhis grasp
with a dull clang.

He turned to see the figure standing before him

" You?' he gasped, one hand clutched to his chest. 'Wat do you think you're
doi ng creeping about in the dark? | could have hit you with this." He

retrieved the poker. 'l wasn't expecting you so soon.'

Al ai n Joubert wal ked past Vernon into the house.

London

Toni Landers held the small bottle before her and read the | abel
Mogadon.

She unscrewed the cap of the bottle and upended it, coaxing the contents into
one hand. There were twelve of the white tablets, all that renmained since she
had begun taking them soon after Rick's death.

Ri ck.
The t hought of his nanme brought a tear to her eye and she sat down on the side
of the bath, still clutching the tablets, renenbering the nonstrous inage

whi ch had appeared before her the night before, called by Mthias. That

abomi nation, that disfigured, nmutilated nonstrosity had been her son

She opened her hand and | ooked at the tablets again.

Wul d twel ve be enough?

She had contenpl ated suicide only once since he'd been killed but, after what
had happened the previous night, the prospect of ending her own |ife now
seened positively inviting. She wiped a tear fromher eye and spread the
tablets out on the | edge beside the sink

It was after three in the norning but the house was not silent.

Across the | anding she could hear the nuted, muffled sounds of cautious

| overraki ng. An occasional stifled noan of pleasure, a whispered word. It only
served to remind her of her own |oneliness.

She had been staying with friends ever since Rick's death but she realized
that she nust go back to the States eventually. Back to her own home. The hone
she had shared with Rick

She | ooked at the sleeping tablets once nore and realized that there was no
way she could return. Toni picked one up and held it between her fingers for a
noment. It wouldn't be difficult. She'd take the tablets then wander back to



bed and fall asleep. It was that sinple. Al she had to do was take the first
tabl et. Then the second. Then ..

She filled a beaker with water and got to her feet.

As she did so, she realized that the sounds of |ovenaking had stopped. The
house was sil ent again.

Toni heard footsteps, soft and light crossing the I anding. She scooped up the
Mogadon and pushed them back into the bottle, slipping it into the pocket of
her housecoat. But, the footsteps receded nonentarily and she guessed t hat
whoever it was had gone into the nursery.

The baby was asleep in there, in the roomclose to her own.

The baby.

She felt tears welling up once nore and, this time, they spilled down her
cheeks. Her body was racked by a series of uncontrollable sobs which, no
matter how hard she tried, she could not disguise. A second |later there was a
light tap on the bat hroom door

"Toni,' the voice asked. 'Are you all right?

She choked back her sobs with a monunental effort and wi ped her face with a
fl annel

"Toni.' The voice was | ow but nore insistent.

She crossed to the door and slid.back the bolt, opening it slightly.

Vi cki Barnes stood before her, her long, thick blonde hair unconbed, her eyes
puffy fromtiredness.

Even nodel s could | ook ordinary at three in the norning.

"I was just checking on the baby,' Vicki whispered. 'I heard you crying.'

Toni shook her head.

"I"'mOK now,' she lied, sniffing.

'Come on,' Vicki urged, taking her hand. 'Let's go downstairs. I'll nmake us
both a cup of coffee. | can't sleep either.’
i know,' Toni said, managing a slight smle. 'l heard you.'

Vi cki raised her eyebrows and shrugged.

"Sorry,' she smiled. 'Paul says | should wear a gag when we have guests.'

The two woren nade their way across the |anding, past the baby's roomand down
the stairs to the kitchen. Once there Vicki filled the electric kettle and
plugged it in. In the cold white light of the fluorescents she could see how
pal e Toni | ooked, how dark her eyes were, the whites streaked with veins.

Vi cki was two years younger than her friend. They'd net back in the

m d- seventi es when Vicki had been on a nodelling assignment in New York. The
bond between them had grown steadily since then and Toni had been Matron of
Honour when Vicki had married a record producer three years earlier. The
actress was also Godnother to their child, Dean, now al nost fourteen nonths
ol d.

"Vicki, do you ever think about dying? asked Toni, staring straight ahead.
The nodel | ooked shocked.

'No,"' she said, softly. 'Wiy do you ask?

i never used to, not until " The sentence trailed off as she bowed her
head. Vicki got up and stood beside her friend, snaking an arm around her
shoul der.

"Don't talk about it,' she said.

Toni reached for a tissue in her housecoat pocket and, as she did, the bottle
of Mbgadon fell to the floor. Vicki spotted it first and picked it up

She under st ood i nmedi at el y.

is this your answer, Toni?' she asked quietly, replacing the bottle on the
table in front of the actress.

"I"'mnot sure | want to go on without Rick,' said the Anerican, her voice

cracki ng. She clenched her fists. 'He was all | had. He neant everything to
me. Vicki, if you'd seen that ... thing the other night.'

"You nean at the seance?

Toni nodded.

'"He was there,' she paused for a monment, trying to conpose herself, i know it

was Rick. He | ooked the way he did when | had to identify him just after it



happened. After the accident. That was ny son,' she said, tears running down
her cheeks.

"No one's saying you haven't got a right to feel the way you do. But this
isn'"t the answer.' Vicki held up the bottle of tablets. 'And before you beat
me toit, I knowit's easy for me to say.'
Toni didn't speak.

'Pl ease Toni, for R ck's sake, think about it.
The American nodded.

"I"'mfrightened, Vicki,' she admtted. 'Wen | get back to the States, | don't
know how | ' mgoing to be able to go inside that house again. There are too
many nenories there.'

"You'll do it. If | have to come with you, you'll do it.'

Toni smled thinly. The other girl got to her feet and kissed her gently on

t he cheek. They held each other for |ong noments.

' Thank you,' Toni whi spered.

i wish there was nore | could do,"' Vicki said. She stepped back. 'Do you want
to go back to bed now? If not I'Il sit up with you.'

"You go, I'Il be OK ' Toni assured her

"And these?'" Vicki held up the bottle of tablets.

' Take themw th you.'

The nodel slipped theminto her hand and nade for the kitchen door

'See you in the norning, Toni.'

The actress heard footfalls on the stairs as her friend made her way up the
steps. For what seened like an eternity, Toni sat in silence, sipping at her
coffee then, finally, she got to her feet, rinsed the cup and wandered out of
the kitchen, flicking the Iight off behind her

As she reached the | anding she trod nore softly, not wanting to disturb her
hosts. The house was silent. The only thing which she heard was her own | ow

br eat hi ng.

Toni paused outside the nursery, looking at the door as if she expected to see
through it. She reached for the handle, hesitated a second then turned it. She
st epped i nside and

closed it gently behind her

The cot stood in the far corner of the room On a table close to her was a
smal | | amp which bathed the roomin a warm gol den gl ow. The walls were painted
light blue, the lower half decorated with a kind of rmural show ng teddy bears
riding bikes, flying aircraft and clinbing trees. It had, she guessed, been
pai nted by Vicki's husband.

A profusion of soft toys littered the floor near to the cot. A huge stuffed
penguin in particular fixed her in the unblinking stare of its glass eyes and
she saw her own distorted reflection in them as she approached the cot.

The child was awake but made no sound, he nmerely lay on his back gazing
wonderingly up at her with eyes as big as saucers.

Toni smled down at him chuckling softly as he returned the gesture. She took
one tiny hand in hers and shook it gently, feeling the little fingers
clutching at her.

The baby gurgled happily and Toni reached down and ran her fingertips over the
snoot h skin of his chubby face, stroking the gossamer strands of his hair

bef ore noving her fingers to his nmouth. She traced the outline of his Iips
with her nail, smling at the little boy as he flailed playfully at the
probing digit. His nouth opened wi der and he gurgl ed.

Suddenly, with a conbination of |ightning speed and denonic force, Toni ranmed
two fingers into the child' s mouth, pressing down hard as her nails raked the
back of its throat.

The baby squirned and tried to scream but the sound was |ost, gurgling away

into a liquid croak as blood began to fill the soft cavity.
Wth her free hand she clutched the child s head, holding it steady as she
forced another finger into its mouth, hooking theminside its throat until it

gagged on its own bl ood and the intruding fingers.
As Toni pushed a fourth finger into the blood-filled orifice, the soft skin at



each side of the baby's nmouth began to rip. Toni was pressing down so hard it
seened that she would push the child through the bottom of the cot.
Bl ood spl ashed her hand and fl ooded on to the sheet, staining it crinmson and

still she exerted yet nore pressure, grunting loudly at the effort. The baby
had | ong since ceased

to nove.

Toni lifted it fromits cot, her fingers covered in bl ood, some of which ran

up her armto stain her housecoat. She held the child before her, gazing into
its sightless eyes.

She was still holding the child when the door of the nursery was thrown open
Toni turned slowy to face Vicki Barnes and her husband, both of whom stood
transfixed by the sight before them

Toni heard screams echoing in her ears but couid not seemto conprehend that
they were conming fromVicki who had dropped to her knees and was staring at
the nonstrous scene before her

Then, as if soneone had pulled a veil fromher mnd she was able to see
hersel f just what she'd done. She held the bl oodied bundle at armi s |ength,
her expression a mxture of horror and bew | der ment.

The next screans she heard were her own.

Oxford

The di ning roomtable nust have been fully eight feet |ong, perhaps half that
in width and yet every single carefully polished inch of the surface seened to
be covered with pieces of paper. Sonme were still in the files they had
originated in, others were scattered about |ike the pieces of sonme huge,

unsol vabl e puzzl e.

And to Dr Stephen Vernon, that was exactly what all these notes were. A
puzzle. Yet sonehow it had to be sol ved.

He | ooked across the table at Joubert who was naki ng notes, scribbling down
words and phrases, sifting through the nmud in an effort to find those el usive
nuggets of information. Since his arrival at Vernon's house the previous
night, he had clone little else. Now, as the clock ticked around to 6 p.m, he
dropped his pen and sat back in the chair.

"There's sonething mssing,' said the Frenchman, sur-

veying the piles of paper, the type-witten sheets, the cramred notepads, the
EEG r ead- out s.

"But | thought you brought all your findings,' Vernon said.

'Lasal |l e nust have sonme of the research material with him' Joubert said,
irritably.

"Then all of this is useless? Vernon suggested.

"No, it isn't useless but there are other factors too,' the Frenchman said,
getting to his feet and crossing to the phone.

Ver non wat ched himas he dialled, sucking enthusiastically on his cough sweet,
enjoying the snell of menthol which filled the air around him

Joubert drumed agitatedly on the side-board as he waited for the receiver to
be picked up. Eventually it was and Vernon |listened as the investigator
rattl ed out some questions in French. In the niddle of it all he caught the
nane Lasalle. Joubert muttered something and pressed the cradl e down, dialling
again. He waited for an answer.

'Lasalle,' he said, quickly, as the receiver was picked up. 'This is Joubert."’
"Alain, where are you? Wy weren't you at the Centre, | '

"Listen to me, Lasalle,' he interrupted. 'Qur notes on Astral projection, |
need them Do you have any?

"That's what | wanted to tell you,' Lasalle said. 'All the files have gone
fromthe Centre. Everything relating to that one project.’

"I know, | have them' Joubert told him 'But there are sone nissing.'

"You took themfromthe Centre?" he asked. 'But why?

Joubert finally lost his tenper.

'For CGod's sake. How many tines do | have to say it? Shut up and listen to
me,' he barked. 'Do you have any of the notes relating to that project?

"Yes | have.'



i'mgoing to give you an address, | want you to send everything you have to
me. No matter how uninportant it may seem | want the files. Do you
under st and?

'Yes,' he answered, vaguely. Hi s voice was al nbst subservient.

Joubert gave himthe address of Vernon's house, his

irritation growi ng when he was forced to repeat it.

"Way are you in England?" Lasalle wanted to know.

"Send me those notes,' his conpani on snapped.

"Alain, you are needed here,' Lasalle said, weakly. 'There are newspaper and

tel evision people at the Centre every day. | can't cope with their questions.
They want to know so rmuch. | cannot work md answer them | need help ... |
feel overpowered ... trapped. Al ain, please.’

"This fiasco is of your own naking, Lasalle,' Joubert hissed. 'If you hadn't

witten that damed article none of this would be happening.'

i need help here ..."

"And | need those notes," he rasped and sl ammed down t he phone. He stood
nmotionl ess for a nonment, the knot of nuscles at the side of his jaw throbbing
angrily. Vernon watched himin silence.

'He has what | need. | should have been nore thorough,' the Frenchman said. He
went on to tell Vernon what Lasalle has said about the press. As he did so,
his face grew darker and finally, he slanmed his fist down on the table top
"/ should be the one being interviewed not him' he snarl ed.

'"I's the recognition that inportant to you?' Vernon asked.

Joubert sucked in a weary breath and nodded.

'Eight years ago | was working for the Metapsychic Centre investigating a
series of hauntings in a hotel in the Hauts-de-Seine area of Paris.' He
reached for a cigarette and lit it, drawing the snmoke into his lungs. '|I was
wor ki ng with another man, named Mreau." The Frenchnman frowned, his eyes
narrowi ng. 'W had been al the hotel for over two nonths, nmaking recordings,
taki ng statenments fromthe people who stayed there. It seemed as if there was
an entity of sone kind present in the building. Eventually we managed to get a
clear recording of its novenents. The next night we even photographed it. A
true haunting. As you know, nobst of those reported are either imagi ned or
psychol ogically rooted but not this one. W had visual evidence.'

'What happened?' Vernon asked.

Joubert stubbed out what was left of his cigarette in the saucer and sat back
in his chair.

' Moreau took the photographs and the tape recordings to the Director of the
Met apsychic Centre. He claimed that he

had di scovered the entity. Despite nmy protestations, he was credited with it.
Now he's one of the Directors of the Parapsychol ogy Laboratory in MIlan. One
of the nost respected men in his field in Italy. After that happened, | swore
that | would never share any such finding with anyone. Wat | worked on, what
| discovered would be nine. No one else's. But | ook what has happened. The
singl e nmost i nportant breakthrough in the study of the paranormal for twenty
years and Lasalle is being credited with it. Wien this is over, who wll
renenmber Al ain Joubert?" He glared at Vernon. 'No one. Well, this tinme it wll
be different. | had kept things quiet until the tine was right to reveal the
di scoveries. The only reason | agreed to help you was because | knew that you
of fered no threat, you wanted the secret for your own reasons. You would not
take away the recognition which was rightfully nmine.' H s tone turned
reflective, i underestimted Lasalle.’

"I don't see that there's nuch you can do,' Vernon said. 'If the press have
the story then ..." He shrugged, allow ng the sentence to trail off. 'Wat can
you do?

Joubert did not answer, he nerely gazed past Vernon to the overcast sky
out si de.

Cl ouds were gathering.

Pari s

He awoke scream ng



Lasalle sat up, as if trying to shake the |last vestiges of the nightmare from
his mnd. He gul ped in huge lungfuls of air, one hand pressed to his chest as
his heart thudded madly against his ribs.

He had seen her once nore.

Hs wfe.

Hi s Madel ai ne.

O what had once been her.

He had been bendi ng over the grave |laying fresh flowers on it when a hand had
erupted fromthe earth and gripped his wist, pulling himdown as she haul ed
herself free of the dirt. She had sought his lips with hers, only hers were
little nore than |iquescent pustules. She had enmbraced himw th those rotting
arms, pulling himclose in an obscene attenpt to push her decayi ng body
against him withing at the contact. He had felt pieces of putrescent flesh
peeling off in his hands like | eprous growmhs as he fought to push her away.
Lasalle got to his feet, holding his stomach. He scurried to the kitchen and
stood over the sink feeling his nausea buil ding. He splashed his face with
cold water and the feeling passed slowy. The Frenchman found that he was
shaki ng uncontroll ably so he gripped the edge of the sink in an effort to stop
t he quivering. Perspiration beaded on his forehead and ran in salty rivulets
down his face

He renmenbered falling asleep at the table in the sitting room He'd been

sl unped across it when he'd woken. Lasalle closed his eyes, but the imge of
his dead wife cane hurtling into his consciousness. He filled a glass with
wat er then wal ked back into the sitting room funbling in the pocket of his
jacket for the tranquilizers. He swall owed one. Two. Three. The Frenchnman
washed them down with the water and sat notionless at the table, his hands
clenched into fists.

On the sideboard opposite, the photo of his wife sniled back at hi mand
Lasal l e, unaccountably, felt tears brinming in his eyes. He blinked and one
trickl ed down his cheek.

' Madel ai ne,' he whi spered, softly.

He cl osed his eyes once nore, trying to remenber how he had cone to fal
asleep so early in the evening. It was not yet 9 p.m

It nust have been after the phone call, he guessed.

The phone call .

He swal | oned hard. He had spoken to Joubert. That much he did renmenber.
Lasall e raised both hands to his head as if he feared it m ght explode. He
could not seemto think straight. Thoughts and i mages tunbled through his nind
wi th dizzyi ng speed.

The phone call. The ni ght mare. Madel ai ne.

He exhal ed deeply, wi ping nore sweat fromhis face.

The nightmare still stood out with unwel come clarity. That nonstrous vision
filled his m nd again and he shook his head but, this time, there was
somet hi ng el se. Somet hi ng which he only now renenber ed

As the deconposing corpse of his wife had enbraced him he had heard soft

mal evol ent | aughter and he knew what had propelled him shrieking, fromthe
ni ght mar e

The | aughter had been coming fromthe graveside.

From Joubert .

London

The young make-up girl smiled as she applied the |ast few touches of
foundation to the face of Mathias. She then took what |ooked Iike a snall
pai nt brush and flicked away the residue. The | ayer of make-up was
sufficiently thick to protect his face fromthe bright studio lights he woul d
soon be facing.

Mat hi as returned her snile, watching as she gathered her brushes, powder pots
and small bottles and slipped themback into a | eather bag she carried. He

t hanked her then got to his feet and opened the door for her. She smiled and
left.

As the psychic was about to close the door again he saw a tubby man



approaching along the corridor. The man was dressed in jeans and a grey

sweat shirt and he had a set of earphones around his neck

"Are you ready, M Mathias?" he asked. 'There's two mnutes before you go on.'
The psychi c nodded and stepped back inside the dressing roomfor a noment to

i nspect his reflection in the large mrror, then he followed the tubby man

al ong the corridor towards a door nmarked: STUD O ONE

As they drew closer he could hear the nuted sounds of nany voices conming from
i nsi de. An occasional |augh which

signall ed that the audi ence were settling down. There was a red |ight above
the door and a sign which read: ON AIR

The tubby man opened the door carefully and ushered Mathias through.

The sound of the audi ence was very |oud now but Mathias paid it little heed as
he was led to a chair behind the main set.

From where he sat he could see nunerous spotlights suspended over the set but,
other than that, he could see only crew nmenbers dashing furtively about,
obeying the orders of the floor manager whose instructions they received via

t heir headphones. Hi gh up above the studio was the room where the director and
his assistants sat, watching everything on banks of screens, relaying
information to the floor

Mat hi as coul d hear Roger Carr's voice. He was speaki ng about the supernatural
dropping in the odd joke where he felt it necessary. The audi ence | aughed
happi l y. Mathias sipped at the glass of water on the table before himand
shook hi s head.

The tubby man turned to himand held up one finger

The psychic got to his feet.

Roger Carr turned towards the canera on his right hand side, noticing that a
red light had just blinked into life on top of it. He smled thinly at it,
getting hinself nore confortable in his |eather chair.

"My last guest tonight,' he began. 'Many of you may al ready have heard of.
Certainly in Arerica, he's what you mght call an institution. Some m ght even
say he should be in an institution.'

The audi ence | aughed.

'"He's revered by mllions as a healer, an expert on the supernatural. Someone
even dubbed him "The Messiah in the Tuxedo".'

Anot her ripple of |aughter.

"\Whet her his powers are genuine or not remains to be seen but there are

countl ess Americans who claimthat he is truly a mracle worker. Perhaps after
this interview, you can formyour own opinions. Saviour or charlatan? Messiah
or magi ci an? Judge for yourselves.' Carr got to his feet. 'Please wel cone
Jonat han Mat hi as. "

There was a sustained round of appl ause as the American wal ked onto the set.
He gl anced at the audi ence and smled as he made his way towards Carr. The
host shook hands with himand nmotioned for himto sit. The appl ause gradual |y
di ed away.

' "The Messiah in a Tuxedo" ' said Carr, snmiling. 'How do you react to
coments |ike that?

"I don't take rmuch notice of criticism' WMathias began. 'I
Carr cut himshort.

"But surely, sone of the things you claimto have done do | eave you open to
it?

"If I could finish what | was saying,' Mthias continued, quietly. 'Yes, | do
receive criticismbut nmostly from people who don't understand what | do.

D dn't someone once say that any fool can criticise and nost do.'

There was a chorus of chuckles fromthe audi ence.

"You mentioned what you do,' Carr continued. 'You claimto be a faith-healer
and ...’

"lI've never clainmed to be a faith-healer,' Mthias corrected him

'"But you do performacts of healing? Non-medical acts.'

"Yes.'

"If that isn't faith-healing then what is it?



' Peopl e cone to me because they know | will help them | have never clai ned

"You charge noney for this "healing"? Carr said.

"A small fee. Usually people donate noney. | don't ask for much fromthem
They give because they want to. As a token of appreciation.'
Carr nodded.

"You al so appear on Anmerican tel evision, do you not?" he said. 'Presumably you
are well paid for that?

"I don't have a pay cheque on me right now,' Mathias said, smling. 'But, yes,
the pay is good. As no doubt yours is, M Carr.'

"You woul dn't deny then that your basic interests are comrercial .’

"I have a talent, a gift. | use it to help others.’
"But you wouldn't perform for nothing?
"Wul d you?

There was a ripple of laughter fromthe audi ence.

"No,"' Carr told him i wouldn't. But then | don't exploit the fears and
gullibility of sick people.'

i wasn't aware that / did, M Carr.'

The interviewer shifted unconfortably in his seat, angry that WMathias was
taking his verbal assault so calnly.

' Then what do you class yourself as?" he asked. 'Surely not an ordinary
psychic? The fact that you're a nulti-mllionaire seens to lift you out of the
category of ordinary.’

"My powers are greater than an ordinary psychic ..
Carr interrupted.

'Can you give nme an exanple of your power?' he said. 'Read nmy mind.' He
smi | ed.

"Wuld it be worth it?" Mathias japed.

The audi ence joined himin his amusenent. Carr did not appreciate the joke.
The veins at his tenple throbbed angrily.

"I'f we wheel in a couple of cripples could you make them wal k?' the

i ntervi ewer hissed.

"I don't performto order, M Carr,' the psychic told him

'"Only if the price is right, yes?

The floor manager | ooked anxiously at the two nen, as if expecting themto

| eap at one another. Mathias remai ned cal m

' How woul d you answer the charge of charlatan?' Carr said.

"It's for each individual to decide whether or not they believe in my powers,"
the American said. 'You rmay believe as you w sh.'

The two men regarded one another for |ong seconds, the interviewer seeking
some flicker of enpbtion in the piercing blue eyes of his guest. Haw saw none.
Not even anger. Carr eventually turned away and | ooked directly into the
caner a

"Well, as you have heard, M Mathias invites us to make up our own nminds as to
his ...powers. Although, having seen and heard his answers tonight I, for one,
will draw just one conclusion. And | think you know what that is. Goodnight.'

As the studio lights dimed, Carr got to his feet and gl ared down at Mathi as.
'C ever bastard aren't you?' he snarled. 'Trying to nake me | ook like a prick
in front of mllions of viewers.'

"I don't think you needed ny help on that score,' Mathias said. 'You were the
one | ooking for the fight, not ne.’

"Well, you can take your fucking powers and shove them up your arse,' he
shapped.

As he stormed off the set, the floor manager shouted somethi ng about the
director wanting to see him

"Fuck him"' Carr retorted and di sappeared through the exit door

Mat hi as was getting to his feet when the floor manager approached him

'"The director told me to apol ogise to you for M Carr's remarks during the
interview,' said the nan.

Mat hi as smi | ed.



"No harm done,’' he said.

The fl oor manager nodded and wal ked away. Only then did the psychic's snile

f ade.

The bedroom wi ndow was open and the cool breeze caused the curtains to bill ow
gently.

Roger Carr |ay naked on his back, arms fol ded behind his head. He was gazing
up at the ceiling, his eyes fixed on a fly which was crawl i ng across the
enul si oned surface. It eventually nade its exit through the open w ndow and
Carr was |left gazing at nothing but white paint. He lay there for a nonment

| onger then rolled on to his side and reached for the bottle of beer which was
propped on the bedside table. He tipped it up, discovering to his annoyance
that it was enpty. Carr tossed it away and it |landed with a thud on the
carpet, close to a pair of discarded knickers. The owner of the garnment was
out of the roomat present. Carr thought about shouting to her to fetch him
anot her bottle of beer. Instead he rolled over once nore and returned to
gazing at the ceiling.

Wth his hands behind his head, the ticking of his watch

sounded thunderous in the silence. The hands had crawl ed round to 12.18 a. m
He wondered what Mat hi as was doi ng.

Bast ar d.

Fl ash Yank bastard.

Carr had been surprised by the American's conposure during the interview
earlier in the evening. Mdst people usually crunbl ed beneath such a concerted
ver bal onsl aught, but Mathias had rmanaged to remai n cal mthroughout.

Fucki ng bastard.

Carr realized that the psychic had bettered himduring the argunent. It could
scarcely be called a discussion after all. In front of mllions of viewers and
the studi o audi ence, Carr had net his match and that hurt himdeeply. The

i mage of Mathias flashed into his mnd and he sat up, his breath comng in
short, angry grunts. He swung hinmsel f off the bed and wal ked across to the

wi ndow where he inhaled the cool night air and | ooked out into the darkness.
The street was quiet, but for the barking of a dog. The house was | ess than
five mnutes drive fromthe BBC and Carr had chosen it for its peaceful
surroundings. He didn't like noise, he didn't like interference. He was a
solitary person once he left the studio. He liked to pick and choose whose
conpany he kept, therefore few people ever got close to him O wanted to for
that matter.

Since his wife had wal ked out on himover three years earlier, Carr had becone
even nmore enbittered and antagonistic in his dealings with others. At the tine
she had tried to force himinto a reconciliation but Carr was not a nan to be
forced into anything. He'd even packed one suitcase for her before hurling her
car keys at her and showi ng her the door. She had told himshe would give him
anot her chance if he could try to change his ways. Four affairs in as many
years had been too much for her

Carr hadn't wanted anot her chance.

He smiled as he renenbered that night she left but the smle faded as he found
hi nsel f thi nki ng agai n about Mat hi as.

Once of fended, Carr would stop at nothing to nmake things even. He bore grudges
al nost gl eefully.

' Yank bastard,' he said, aloud.

"First sign of madness.'

The voice startled him he hadn't heard her footfalls on the stairs. Carr spun
round to see Suzanne Peters perched on the edge of the bed with a gl ass of

m 1k in her hand.

"What did you say?' he asked, irritably.

"I saidit's the first sign of nadness,' she told him 'Talking to yourself.'
Carr didn't answer her, he nmerely turned around and wal ked back to the bed,
flopping on it lazily.

Suzanne muttered sonmething to himas she alnost spilt her mlk. She placed it
on the table beside the bed and stretched out beside hi mpushing her naked



body against his, allow ng her anple breasts to press into his side while her
| eft hand snaked across his chest.

At twenty-two, Suzanne was al nmost half his age. She worked as a recepti oni st
at Broadcasting House and had done for the past ten nonths. During that tine,
she and Roger Carr had becone |overs although it was a term Carr disliked
because, to him it inplied that there was sone enption involved in the
relationship. In his eyes that was certainly not the case.

She nuzzled his chest, kissing it as she allowed her hand to reach | ower
towards his penis. She took his organ between her fingers and began to rub
gently. He stiffened slightly but then she felt his own hand cl ose around her
tiny wist, pulling her away from him Suzanne sat up, sweeping her thick

bl onde hair back and | ooki ng at her conpani on with bew | dernent.

"What's wong with you tonight? she wanted to know.

Carr didn't even | ook at her

"I"ve got sonething on ny mind," he said.

"That's obvious. Is it anything / can help w th?

Carr eyed her al nost contenptuously.

"You, help me? Gve it a rest.

He returned to staring at the ceiling.

"I only asked,' she said, Iying down beside himonce nore. She ran one finger
t hrough the thick hair on his chest, curling it into spirals.

' That bastard Mathias made nme |l ook like an idiot,' Carr said, angrily. 'He's a

bl oody con-man.' The interviewer's voice took on a reflective tone. '"I'll have
hi m for what
happened tonight. One way or another I'Il fix that shitbag."'

Once nmore Suzanne all owed her hand to reach | ower towards his groin. She

envel oped his penis in her snooth grip and, this tinme she felt himrespond. He
stiffened in her hand and she kissed his chest, nipping the flesh of his
stomach as she noved down onto his growi ng erection. Suzanne flicked at the
bul bous head with her tongue, watching as a drop of clear liquid oozed from
it. Her lips closed around his throbbing shaft and she felt himthrusting his
hi ps upwards trying to force hinmself further into the velvet warnth of her
nmout h. Her hand continued to nove expertly on his root and she sensed an even
greater swelling as his penis grewto full stiffness.

Carr gripped her by the back of the neck and pulled her off, dragging her
across him kissing her hard. Hi s hands found her breasts and she al nost cried
out as he kneaded the soft nmounds with furious vigour, but the disconfort was
tenmpered by an overriding pleasure and her nipples grew into hard buds as he
rubbed themw th his thunbs.

She felt his knee rise to push against her pubic nmound as he rolled her over
first onto her back and then her stomach. She felt himgrip her hips and she
arched her back to all ow himeasier access. He thrust into her violently, a
deep angry grunt acconpanying his al nost frenzied penetration of her. Suzanne
gasped, both at the pleasure and the power of his novenments. She knelt,
feeling his heavy testicles against her buttocks as he noved inside her
Suzanne ground hersel f back to neet his every thrust and, as they forned a
rhythm she felt her own excitenment grow ng

Carr gripped her hips, clinging onto her soft flesh so hard that he left red
welts where his fingers had been. He pulled her onto his throbbing shaft,
grunting nmore | oudly now.

She coul d not suppress a whinper of pain as he grabbed a | arge hunk of her
hair and pulled, tugging her head back with a force which threatened to snap
her neck. He held her like that, still spearing her unmercifully, only now her
pl easure had given way to pain. Carr nade a guttural sound, deep in his throat
and pul |l ed harder on her long hair. Some of it came away in his hand.

'No,"' she managed to squeal, breathlessly.

He ignored her conplaint, his own climx now draw ng

cl oser. The speed of his thrusts increased.

She coul d no | onger bear his weight so she | owered herself until she was |ying
face down on the bed, her legs still splayed wide as Carr drove into her



relentl essly.

Suzanne felt a sudden, unaccountable flicker of fear as he fastened first one,
then two hands around her throat.

He began to squeeze.

She |l et out a wheezing gasp and tried to claw at his hands to rel ease the

i ncreasi ng pressure but the nore she tugged at those twin vices, the harder he
pressed. She felt his nails digging into her flesh as he crushed her w ndpi pe
and, all the tine, he continued his violent novenents which threatened to
split her in two.

White |ight danced before her eyes and she flailed hel pl essly behind her
trying to scratch Carr. Anything to relieve the unbearable pressure on her
throat. It'felt as if her head were going to expl ode.

Roger Carr grinned crookedly, his face a mask of rage and triunph as he held
her beneath him

Suzanne felt herself growi ng weaker. It seenmed only a matter of nonents now
bef ore she bl acked out.

Wth one last vigorous thrust he felt the pleasure build to a peak then
gasping loudly, he punped his fluid into her. Carr shuddered as the sensations
gradual | y subsided. He withdrew from her and | ay on one side.

He wondered why she wasn't noving.

Suzanne coughed, horrified to see spots of blood mingling with the sputum
which stained the pillow Still lying on her stomach she rai sed one quivering
hand to her throat and tentatively felt the deep indentations there. She felt
Carr's hands on her shoul ders, turning her over and, despite her pain she
found the strength to push himaway. He | ooked down at her ravaged neck and
rai sed both hands to his head. In the sem -darkness his eyes | ooked sunken
only the whites standing out with any clarity.

She coughed again and tried to sit up, her head spinning. Carr reached out to
touch the welts on her flesh, his gaze straying to those on her hips too. She
sl apped his hand away and staggered to her feet.

"You stay away fromne,' she croaked, pointing at himwith a shaking finger, i
mean it.'

Carr got to his feet and noved towards her

'Suzanne, | ...'

"CGet away you ..." She coughed and nore bl ood-fl ecked spittle dribbled over
her lips. 'You're mad. You could have killed ne.’

He hesitated, listening as she crossed the |anding to the bat hroom

Carr sat down heavily on the edge of the bed, head bowed. He was drenched in
perspiration but he felt al mbst unbearably cold. He found his dressing gown
and pulled it on. His fingers, he noticed, had some bl ood on them so he
hurriedly wiped it off with the corner of a sheet. His initial bew | dernment by
now had turned to fear. Carr rubbed his face with both hands, aware that his
chest was heaving fromthe effort of trying to slow his rapid breathing. He

| ooked at his hands as if they were not his own, as if they had been gui ded by
a wll other than his.

Suzanne returned fromthe bathroom and gat hered up her cl ot hes.

"Look, | don't know what to say ..."' he began

She i nterrupted.

"Don't say anything,' she told him
"l don't know what came over ne, |
"Just |l eave ne al one,' she demanded, picking up the last of her clothes. He

wat ched as she hurried fromthe room I|istening as she made her way down to
t he ground fl oor.
Carr shuddered once nore as a chill ran through him

He found her pulling on her jeans, tears trickling down her cheeks to snudge
her make- up.

' Suzanne,' he said, alnost apologetically. 'Honest to God, | don't know what
happened. '

"I do,' she snapped, fastening the button at the waist. 'You tried to kil
ne.'



i didn't know what | was doing.'

She pointed to the angry red nmarks on her neck.

'How am | supposed to explain these away?' Suzanne asked.

She pull ed on her coat and turned towards the door which |led through to the

kitchen. "I'lIl go out the back way, | don't even want anyone to know |'ve been
with you.'

He fol |l owed her, slapping on the |ight.

'Stay away from nme, Roger,' she said, a note of concern in her voice. '|l mean
it.'

"You have to believe nme,' he said, i didn't know what | was doing.' Again he

felt that cold chill sweeping through him

He caught her by the arm spinning her round.

"Let go,' she shrieked and struck out at him raking his cheek with her nails,
draw ng bl ood.

Carr's nostrils flared and his face darkened. Wth a roar he hurled Suzanne
across the kitchen.

She slanmed into the cooker and | ay notionless for a nonent but, as she saw
Carr advanci ng on her, she managed to claw her way upright. He overturned the
table in his haste to reach her

Suzanne made a lunge for the door but Carr grabbed her by the collar. The

mat eri al of her blouse ripped, the buttons flying off. Her large breasts were
exposed but she cared little for that. Her only thought was to get out of the
house.

But Carr moved too quickly. He shot out a grasping hand and tugged her back by
her hair, slanm ng her head against the fridge as he did so. A cut opened just
above her hairline, crinson fluid running down her face and staining the white
door of the fridge as she lay against it.

As he lunged for her once nore she flung open the fridge door and rammed it
against his legs, struggling to get to her feet.

Carr snarled angrily and al nost fell but he recovered in time to see her pul

a long serrated blade fromthe knife rack on the wall nearby. She turned on
him the vicious blade glinting wickedly. He did not hesitate, he grabbed for
her, his hands ainmed at her throat but Suzanne struck out with the knife.

The conbi ned force of his nmonmentum and her own upward thrust was devastating.
The bl ade punctured the pal mof Carr's right hand and erupted fromthe back
sawi ng through several small bones as it did so. Blood burst fromthe wound
and Suzanne tore the knife free, nearly severing his thunmb as she did so. He
roared in pain and held up the nmutilated |linb al nbst as an accusati on

wat chi ng the tendons and nuscl es beneath the

skin moving frantically. It felt as if his armwere on fire but, despite the
severity of the wound. Carr did not hold back. He reached for a chair and
lifted it above his head, bringing it down w th bone-crushing force across
Suzanne's outstretched arm

The knife was knocked from her grasp and she fell backwards, blood now fl ow ng
nore freely fromthe rent in her scalp.

Carr grinned mani acally and struck again.

So violent was the inpact this tinme that the chair broke as he brought it down
across her face and upper body. Her bottomlip exploded, her nose nerely
col | apsed as the bones in it were obliterated. In one fleeting second,
Suzanne's face was a bl oody ruin.

Carr dropped to his knees, one hand groping for the discarded knife. He
gripped it in his gashed hand, ignoring his own pain as he took hold of a hunk
of Suzanne's hair and lifted her head.

She tried to scream but her bottom jaw had been splintered and the only sound
she could make was a liquid gurgle.

Carr pressed the knife to her forehead, just below the hairline, using all his
strength as he noved the serrated bl ade qui ckly back and forth, shearing
through the flesh of her scalp. He slid it in expertly towards her ear

slicing off the top of the fleshy protruberance as he did so and, all the
time, her body jerked violently as waves of pain tore through her



The knife grated agai nst bone as he sawed madly at her head, tugging on her
hair as he did so until finally, with a loud grunt, he tore nost of it free.
Li ke some bl oodied wig, the hair cane away in his hand, nost of the scalp
still attached.

Suzanne lay still.

Carr staggered upright, the grisly trophy held before him

There was | oud banging fromthe direction of the front door, grow ng |ouder by
t he second.

Carr closed his eyes tightly, suddenly aware of an unbearable pain in his
right hand. The entire linmb was going nunb, he could hardly lift it. He

st aggered back, seeking support against the sink and, gradually, a vision

pl ucked raw and bl oody from a ni ght mare swam before him Only he

wasn't dream ng

He | ooked down in horrified disbelief at the scal ped body of Suzanne Peters,
al nrost shouting al oud as he recogni zed the matted nmass of hair and flesh which
he held. He dropped it hurriedly.

"No,' he murnured, quietly. 'Oh God, no.' His voice began to crack and he
edged away fromthe girl as if she were sonehow going to disappear. He
continued to shake his head, not able to conprehend what had happened. O how.
The banging on the front door intensified but all Roger Carr was aware of was
t he agonising pain in his hand, the stench of bl ood which hung in the air |ike
an invisible pall

And the icy chill which had wapped itself around himlike a frozen shroud.
The restaurant was small, what the owners liked to refer to as intimte. But,
due to the number of people crowded into it, the place |ooked nore like a
gigantic rugby scrum Not at all intimate, thought David Bl ake as the waiter

I ed himthrough the nel ee towards the appropriate table.

Ami dst the sea of lunch-time faces, the witer spotted Phillip Canpbel

i medi at el y.

The Scot was sitting near to the wi ndow, sipping a glass of red wine and
poring over a thick pile of A4 sheets, scribbling pencilled notes on the pages
every so often. He was dressed in a light grey suit which seemed to match the
colour of his hair. A red rose adorned his button-hole as it did on every
occasi on that Bl ake saw him He wondered, at tines, if Canpbell was
propagating the flowers in the breast pocket of his jacket. As each new one
canme up. Snip. Into the button hole.

He | ooked up as Bl ake reached the table, rising to shake hands with the
witer.

They exchanged pl easanties and t he younger man sat

down, | oosening his tie as he did so. The waiter scuttled over and placed a

| arge gl ass before him

' Thank you,' said Bl ake, |ooking rather surprised.

'Vodka and | emonade,' Canpbell told him sniling. 'You haven't started

dri nki ng sonet hing el se have you?'

The writer chuckl ed, shook his head and took a sip fromthe gl ass.

"I make a point of knowing all ny author's requirenents,' the Scot said,

rai sing his glass. 'Cheers.’

Both nen drank. The waiter arrived with the nmenus and | eft themto decide.
"What do you think of the conpleted manuscript now that you' ve read it?" Bl ake
asked, indicating the A4 sheets.

"You're no closer, David,' Campbell toid him '"I'mstill not convinced about
hal f the things you claimin here.' He tapped the pile of typewitten pages.
The witer was about to speak when the waiter returned. The two nmen ordered
and he hurried off through the throng to fetch their first course.

"It's too nmuddl ed,' Canpbell continued. 'You don't name any sources for sone
of the theories you' ve put forward, especially the ones to do with Astra!
projection. Control of the Astral body.1

"I met a girl at the Institute of Psychical Study,' Blake said. 'She's
conducted | aboratory tests into this kind of thing.'

' Then why isn't she nanmed as a source?



"Her superior is keeping a pretty tight rein on the research they're doing. |
don't think he'd be too pleased if her findings turned up in ny book."'

'How wel | do you know this girl'?

"W're pretty close,’ Blake told him

Canpbel | nodded.

' The Astral body can be activated by artificial stimulus |ike drugs or
hypnosi s, she told ne.'

" Then use her name for Christ's sake,' snapped Canpbell. 'Can't you speak to
her superior about this information? Maybe he'll rel ease sonme details.'

The waiter returned with the first course and the two nen began eating.

i can't use her nane or her findings and that's final,' Blake told him

' Then you've still got nothing concrete and until you have, this manuscript is

no good,' said Canpbell, pushing a forkful of food into his nouth.

"I take it that means you're not ready to negotiate a contract?' Bl ake said.
Canpbel | nodded.

Bl ake smiled humourl essly.

"You could do with a denonstration, Phil," he said.

The Scot took a sip of his w ne.

"That | could,' he smled. 'See if you can arrange it, eh?

Bl ake chuckl ed. Behind the tinted screens of his dark glasses his eyes

twi nkl ed.

CGeral d Braddock reached forward and wound up the wi ndow of the Granada. It was
warm inside the car but he decided that the heat was preferable to the noxious
fumes bel ching from so many exhaust pipes. The streets of London seened even
nore clogged with traffic than usual. H gh above, in the cloudl ess sky, the
sun bl azed away nercil essly.

The politician funbled for the handkerchief in his top pocket and fastidiously
dabbed the perspiration fromhis face. He thought about renoving his jacket
but decided against it, realizing that they were close to their destination
The driver threaded the car skilfully through the traffic, hitting the horn
every so often to clear offending vehicles out of the way.

Braddock sat back and cl osed his eyes but he found it difficult to relax. The
events of two nights before were still unconfortably fresh in his nind

He had told no one of what he had wi tnessed at the seance, least of all his

wi fe. For one thing she woul d probably never have believed himand, if she
had, Braddock realized that mention of it nmay well have disturbed her. For his
own part, the inage of that mained and burned child had surfaced,

unwanted, in his mnd on a nunber of occasions since. Albeit fleetingly. He
wondered how long it would take to fully erase the image and the nenory. He
was thankful that nothing about the incident had appeared in any of the
papers. Even the gutter press had so far remained blissfully ignorant of what
woul d, for them have been front page fodder. Braddock was grateful for that
because he knew that the Prime Mnister would not have | ooked kindly on his
participation in such a fiasco.

He had held the post of Mnister of the Arts in the |ast two Conservative

adm nistrations. Prior to that he had served as a spokesman on Finance in a
career in the House of Commons whi ch spanned over twenty years. Sone had seen
hi s appointment as Arts Mnister as something of a denotion but Braddock was
happy with his present position as it renoved sone of the pressure from him
whi ch had been preval ent when he'd been with the Exchequer

As traffic began to thin he decided to roll down the wi ndow slightly. A
cooling breeze wafted in, drying the perspiration on him He glanced to his
right and saw a sign which read: BRI XTON Vi M LE

Anot her five minutes and the G anada began to slow up

As Braddock | ooked out he saw that there was already a sizeable crowd gat hered
in the paved area which fronted the new Activity Centre. The buil di ng had been
converted fromfour derelict shops, with the help of a two mllion pound
CGovernment grant. The minister scanned the rows of black faces and felt a

twi nge of distaste.

As the driver brought the car to a halt he saw two col oured nmen approachi ng.



Both were dressed in suits, one |looking all the nore incongruous because,
perched on his head, was a multi-col oured wool |l en bonnet. Hi s dreadl ocks had
been carefully pushed inside. Braddock sniled his practised smle and waited
for the driver to open the car door.

He stepped out, extending his hand to the first of the black men.

Braddock cringed inwardly as he felt his flesh make contact with the other man
and he hastily shook hands with the Rastafarian, allow ng hinmself to be Ied
across the concrete piazza towards a make-shift platformwhich had been
erected in front of the entrance to the Activity Centre.

As he made his way up the three steps the crowmd broke into a chorus of

appl ause.

Braddock scanned the faces before him sone white but nostly black. He
continued to smile although it was beconming nore of an effort. The first of

t he organisers, who had introduced hinself as Julian Hayes, stepped forward
towards a m crophone and tapped it twice. There was a whine fromthe PA system
and Hayes tapped it again. This tine there was no interference.

it's been nore than two years since building first started on this Centre,’
Hayes began. 'And |'msure we're all happy to see that it's finally finished."'
There was sone nore cl apping and the odd whistle.

Hayes smil ed broadly.

"As fromtoday,' he continued. 'We shall all be able to use the facilities. |
would like to call on M Gerald Braddock to officially open the Centre.' He
beckoned the politician forward. 'M Braddock.'

There was nore appl ause as the nminister reached the m crophone. Beside it he
noticed there was a snall table and on it lay a pair of shears with which he
was meant to cut the gaily coloured ribbon strung across the doors of the
centre.

He paused before the mcrophone still smling, scanning the rows of dark
faces. Braddock felt the disgust rising within him He coughed, suddenly aware
of a slight shiver which ran down his spine. The sun continued to beat down
relentlessly but, despite the heat, the politician felt inexplicably cold.
"Firstly,' he began, i would like to thank M Hayes for asking ne to declare
this new centre open. He nust take credit for so nuch of the organisation

whi ch went into ensuring that the project was conpleted.’

There was nore vi gorous cl apping.

Braddock smiled thinly and gripped the m crophone stand.

'The cutting of the ribbon is synmbolic,' he said, 'in as much as it marks the
cutting of ties between you people and ny Governnment. We have punped over two
mllion pounds into the devel opment of this Centre. | hope that it will be put

to good use.'

Hayes | ooked at his Rastafarian conpani on who nerely shrugged.

in the past we have tried to help this area but, up unti

now, that effort has been |l argely wasted,' Braddock continued. 'CQur good faith
has not been repaid. | sincerely hope that it will not be the case this tine.'
The politician's voice had taken on a dictatorial tone, one not unnoticed by
the crowd.

There were one or two disapproving comments fromthe assenbled throng. A
babbl e of unrest which grew slowy as Braddock pressed on regardl ess.

' There are many deserving causes to which we coul d have given a grant such as
the one received to convert these old shops into this fine new Centre,' he
said, 'most of which would normally cone higher on our list of priorities.
Nevert hel ess, partly through pressure fromleaders of your comunity, we
decided to furnish your conmittee with the appropriate funds.'

Julian Hayes | ooked angrily at Braddock's broad back then at the crowd who
were nuttering anongst thensel ves, angered by the politician's renarks.

"You seemto think that you qualify as a special case,' Braddock said,
vehement |y, 'because you're black.' 'Steady, man,' the Rastafarian runbled
behi nd him Hayes raised a hand for himto be silent although his own tenper
was becom ng sonmewhat frayed as the mnister ploughed on

it will be interesting to see how long this Centre remains intact. How | ong



bef ore some of you decide to weck it. As it is, one of the few advantages
that | can see is that it will give sone of you a place to go, instead of
hanging idly around on street corners.'

The crowd, by this tinme, were now gesturing nenacingly at Braddock. Someone
shout ed something fromthe rear of the crowd but the minister either didn't
hear it or ignored it. His own face was flushed, perspiration running in

rivulets over the puffy flesh, yet still he felt himself encased in that
invisible grip which seened to squeeze tighter, growing colder all the tine.
" Perhaps now,' he hissed, "with your own Centre, you will stop bothering the

decent white people who are unfortunate enough to have to live in this filthy
"ghetto" you have created in Brixton.' He was breathing heavily, rapidly. H's
eyes were bul ging wi de and, when he spoke it was through

cl enched teeth.

"That's it,' snapped the Rastafarian, stepping forward. 'Who the hell do you
t hi nk you are, nan?

Braddock spun around, his eyes bl azing.

'CGet away from ne you stinking nigger,' he roared, his voice anplified by the
m cr ophone.

The crowd raged back at him

"M Braddock ..."' Julian Hayes began, noving in front of his coll eague to face
the politician. 'W' ve heard enough.'

'You black scum' rasped the m nister

In one lightning nmovenent, he snatched the shears fromthe table and drove

t hem f orwar d.

The twi n bl ades punctured Hayes' stomach just bel ow the navel and Braddock
tore themupwards until they cracked noisily against the black man's sternum
Bl ood burst fromthe hideous rent and Hayes dropped to his knees as a tangled
mess of purplish-blue intestines spilled fromthe gaping hole. Hayes clawed at
them feeling the blood and bile spilling on to his hands and splattering down
the front of his trousers. He whinpered quietly as he attenpted to retain his
entrails, pushing at themw th slippery hands.

In the crowd sonmeone screaned. Two or three wonen fainted. Qthers seened
rooted to the spot, not sure whether to run or try to confront Braddock who
stood on the platformfacing the Rastafarian, the dripping sheers now held in
bot h hands.

' Mot her fucker,' rasped the black man and | unged forward.

Braddock si destepped and brought the razor sharp bl ades together once nore.
They closed with ease around his opponent's neck and, with a novenent
conbi ni ng denonic force and seething anger, the politician snapped the bl ades
t oget her.

Two spurting crimson parabolas erupted fromthe Rasta-farian's neck as the
shears bit through his carotid arteries, slicing through the thick nuscles of
his neck until they crushed his larynx and net agai nst his spine.

Braddock roared triunmphantly, exerting nore force on the handles until the

bl ack man's spinal colum began to splinter and break. He was suspended in

m d-air by the shears, held there by Braddock who seened to have found
reserves of strength he hadn't formerly been aware of. Bl ood gushed

madly forth, nuch of it covering the politician hinself, but he ignored the
crinmson cascade, grunting loudly as he finally succeeded in severing his
opponent's head. It rose on a thick gout of blood as the body fell to the
ground, twitching slightly.

The head rolled across the platform sightless eyes gazing at the sky as
torrents of red fluid poured fromthe stunp of the neck

Sone of the crowd, by now, had scattered, others had surrounded the platform
but, understandably, seened reluctant to approach Braddock

The politician had | owered the shears and his breathing seenmed to have sl owed.
He stood motionless, like a child lost in a supernmarket. Those watchi ng saw
hi mrai se one bl oodi ed hand to his forehead and squeeze his eyes tightly shut.
When he opened them again his expression had changed from one of anger to
utter horror. He | ooked at the headl ess corpse at his feet, then at Julian



Hayes who was rocking gently back and forth clutching at his torn belly.
Finally, Braddock lifted the shears before him staring at the sticky red
fluid which covered them And him

He dropped the weapon and staggered backward, his face pal e and drai ned.
Sonmewhere in the distance he heard a police siren

As the sun burned brightly in the sky, he shivered, his entire body envel oped
by an icy chill, the like of which he had never experienced before.

Ceral d Braddock took one nmore | ook at the carnage before himthen vomted

The dashboard cl ock showed 6.05 p.m as Kelly pulled the Mni into Bl ake's
driveway. She tapped the wheel agitatedly, wondering, when she didn't see his
XJS, if he was out. She decided that he might have put it in the garage,

haul ed hersel f out of her own car and ran to his front door, clutching the two
newspapers which she'd gathered fromthe back seat.

The sun was slowy sinking and the air was still warmfromthe daytine
heatwave. Kelly felt her blouse sticking to her. The drive had been a | ong and
tortuous one, especially once she'd reached inner London. Now she banged hard
on Bl ake's front door, alnost relieved that she'd conpleted the trip.

She waited a nonent but there was no answer.

Kel |y banged again, this tine hearing sounds of novenment frominside. The door
swung open and she saw Bl ake standing there.

"Kelly,' he beaned. 'What a great surprise. Conme in.' He ushered her inside,
puzzl ed by her flustered appearance and | ook of anxiety.

i s sonething wong? he asked. She had still not smled.

'Have you seen the news today?' she asked. 'Or watched TV at all?

Bl ake shook his head in bew | dernment.

"No. | had lunch with my publisher. |I've been working since | got back. |
haven't had time to | ook at the papers. Wy?

She held two newspapers out before him both were fol ded open to revea
headl i nes. He | ooked at one, then the other: ACTRESS KILLS BABY

Bl ake read it then | ooked at Kelly.

'Read the other one," she told him TELEVI SI ON PERSONALI TY CHARGED W TH MURDER
Below it was a photograph of Roger Carr.

The witer |ooked at the first article once nore and noticed the nanme Ton
Landers.

"Jesus Christ,' he murrmured, sitting down on the edge of a chair. 'Wen did

t hi s happen?'

'Last night they found Roger Carr in his house with the body of a girl,' said
Kelly. ' The night before, Toni Landers killed the baby. The article said it
bel onged to her friend.'

Bl ake frowned and skimed the articles quickly.

"That's not all,' Kelly told him "Wen | was driving home fromthe Institute
today, | had the radio on. Do you renenber Cerald Braddock?

Bl ake nodded.

"According to the radio he went crazy this afternoon and killed two people,’
Kelly told him

The witer hurriedly got to his feet and switched on the tel evision.

' There might be sonething on here about it,' he said, punching buttons unti
he found the appropriate channel

' M Braddock today. The Arts Mnister is nowin the Wstm nster Hospital
under police guard, where he was treated for shock prior to being charged.’
The newsreader droned on but Bl ake seenmed not to hear the rest.

"Treated for shock? said Kelly. '"That's a little unusual isn't it? Do
nmurderers usually go into a state of shock after committing the crinme? She
exhal ed deeply.

i wish | knew,' said BSake. 'I know |l ess than you do.' He scanned the papers
once nmore. 'As far as | can nake out Toni Landers and Roger Carr can renenber
not hi ng about the nurders they commtted. Yet they were both found with their
victins.'

'So was Cerald Braddock,' Kelly added. 'Only there were witnesses in his
case.'



' Three respected peopl e suddenly commt mnurder for no apparent reason,' Bl ake

muttered. 'They can't renenber doing it and nothing |inks them

"There is a link, David,'" Kelly assured him 'They were all at the seance the

ot her night.'

The two of them regarded each other warily for a noment then Bl ake got to his

feet once nore and picked up the phone. He jabbed the buttons and got a dial

t one.

"Can | speak to Phillip Canpbell, please?" he asked when the phone was finally
answered. He waited inpatiently while the receptionist connected him

"Hell o, David,' the Scot said. 'You were lucky to catch me, | was just about
to | eave.'
"Phil, listen to ne, this is inmportant. Do the nanes Toni Landers, Roger Carr

and Ceral d Braddock mean anything to you?'

"Of course. Toni Landers is an actress. Can's an interviewer and Braddock's a
politician. Do F get a prize for getting themall right?

"In the past two days, each one of themhas commtted a nurder.’

There was silence from Canpbell's end.

"Phil, are you still there?" Bl ake asked.

"Yes, | ook, what the hell are you tal king about, David?

"It's all over the papers, on the TV as well."’

"But | know Braddock,' Canpbell said in surprise. 'He couldn't fart without
hel p, | et al one nurder anyone.'

"Well, all that changed today," Bl ake said. He went on to explain what had
happened to Toni Landers and Roger Carr. 'None of them could renmenber what
they'd done. It's alnpbst as if they were in sone kind of trance. In ny book
I'"ve discussed the possibility of some kind of unconscious reaction to an
external stinulus ...'

Canpbel | interrupted.

if you're trying to use three randomkillings to justify what you' ve witten,
David. Forget it." snapped the Scot.

"But you'll admit it's a possibility?

"No. Christ, that's even nore bl oody conjecture than you had before. R ng ne
when you' ve gat hered some real evidence."

Bl ake exhal ed wearily and dropped the receiver back into place.

"What did he say?' Kelly asked, tentatively.

The witer didn't answer. He was staring past her, his eyes fixed On the twin
headl i nes:

ACTRESS Kl LLS BABY

TELEVI SI ON PERSONALI TY CHARGED W TH

MURDER CQut si de, the dying sun had col oured the sky crinson.

Li ke cloth soaked in bl ood.

The snell of roast neat wafted invitingly through the air as Phillip Canpbel
stepped into the sitting roomof his house.

The tel evision was on and, through the open kitchen door, he could hear sounds
of nmovenent. As he drew closer, the smell grew stronger, tenpting himtoward
the kitchen like a bee to nectar. He paused in the doorway and smiled. H's
daught er had her back to him busily inspecting the dials on the cooker. Her
bl ack hair was long, spilling half-way down her back, alnbst to the waist band
of her jeans. She looked a little too large for the pair she wore, possessing
what were euphem stically known as 'child-bearing hips'. But her |egs were
long and rel atively slender. She wore a baggy sweater, cut off at the el bows,
whi ch she'd knitted herself during her |last break from University. She al ways
cane hone during the holidays, only this time she had felt it as nmuch out of
duty as a desire to be with her parents.

Canpbell's wife was in Scotland and had been for the past two weeks. Her

nmot her was terminally ill with colonic cancer and was bei ng nursed through her
final few weeks by her fam ly. Canpbell hinmself had been up to see her tw ce
but, after the secdnd visit, he had been unable to bear the sight of the old
girl wasting away. H s wi fe phoned every other night and the presence of his
daughter in some way conpensated for her absence.



"Whatever it is it snells good,' the publisher said, smling.

Mel i ssa spun around, a | ook of surprise on her face.

i didn't hear you conme in, Dad,' she told him 'You nmust be getting sneaky in
your ol d age.' She grinned.

You cheeky little tyke,' he chuckled. 'Less of the old age.'

Her mood changed slightly.

" Mum phoned earlier,' Melissa told him

Canpbel | sat down at the carefully set table.

"What did she say?" he wanted to know.

"Not much. She sounded upset, she said something about being hone next week.'
"Ch Christ," Canpbell said, wearily. "We!! perhaps it's a kindness if her

not her does pass on. At least it'll be the end of her suffering.'

There was a nonent's silence between themthen Canpbell got to his feet.
"I"mgoing to get changed before dinner," he said.

"You' ve got about five minutes,' Melissa told him 'l don't want this to
spoil .’

'You cooks are really temperanental aren't you?' he said, smling.

The cuckoo clock on the wall of the kitchen burst into |ife as the hands
reached 9 p.m

Canpbel | set down the plates on the draining board and picked up a tea-towel
as Melissa filled the sink with hot water.

Til do the washing up, Dad,' she told him 'You go and sit down.'

He insisted on drying.

"Are we going to be seeing any nore of this young fell ow Andy or whatever his
nane was, nhext tern?' Canpbell asked, w ping the first saucepan

"I don't know. He's gone grape-picking in France for the sumer,' she

chuckl ed.

" You were keen on hi mthough?

"Y6u sound as if you're trying to get me hitched.'

"Am | the match-making type?' he said with nmock indignation

"Yes,' she told him handing hima plate. 'Now, can we change the subject,

pl ease?

Her father grinned.

"What sort of day have you had?' Melissa asked him

They tal ked and joked while they cleared away the crockery, pots and pans and
cutlery then Melissa decided to nmake coffee.

"I"ve got a fewthings to read before tomorrow,' he told her

"I thought you didn't usually bring work home with you?

"Sonetines it's unavoi dable.’

Til bring your coffee in when it's ready,' she said.

He t hanked her then wandered through into the sitting room searching through
his attache case for the relevant material. Seated in front of the television
Canpbel | began scanni ng the synopses and odd chapters whi ch he had not found
time to get through at the office. There was work from established authors, as
well as unsolicited efforts fromthose all too anxious to break into the world
of publishing. The nystique which seenmed to surround the publishing world
never ceased to anaze the Scot.

Melissa joined himin the sitting roomand reached for the book which she had
been readi ng. They sat opposite one another, undisturbed by the television
Nei t her thought to get up and turn it off.

It was approaching 11.30 when Melissa finally put down her book and stretched.
She rubbed her eyes and gl anced at the clock on the mantl epi ece.

"I think "Il go to bed, Dad,' she said, sleepily.
Canpbel | | ooked up at her and smil ed.
"OK,' he said. 'I'll see you in the norning.'

He heard the door close behind her as she nmade her way upstairs. The Scot
paused for a nonent, his attention taken by a photograph of Gerald Braddock
whi ch had been flashed up on the TV screen. He quickly moved forward and
turned up the volune, listening as the newscaster relayed i nformati on about
the horrific incident in Brixton that afternoon. Canpbell watched wth



i nterest, remenbering his phone conversation with Bl ake. He shook his head.
How coul d there possibly be any |ink between Bl ake's theories and Braddock's
denented act? He dism ssed the thought as quickly as it had come, returning to
the work before him Canpbell yawned and rubbed his eyes, weariness creeping
up on hi munannounced. He decided to nake hinself a cup of coffee in an effort
to stay awake. There wasn't much nore to read and he wanted everything out of
the way before he eventually retired to bed. He wandered into the kitchen and
filled the kettle, returning to his chair in the sitting room He sl unped
wearily into it and decided to watch the rest of the |late news before
conti nui ng. He yawned agai n.

Phillip Canmpbell made his way quietly up the stairs, pausing when he reached
the I andi ng. He heard no sounds from Melissa's roomand was certain that he
hadn't disturbed her. The Scot slowy turned the handl e of her door and edged
into the room He smled as he | ooked at her, sleeping soundly, her |ong black
hair spread across the pillow |like a silken snudge. She noved slightly but did
not awake.

Canpbel | paused for a nmoment running his eyes over the numerous pen and ink
wat er col our and pencil draw ngs which were displayed proudly in the room

Besi de the bed was a plastic tunmbler crammed with pieces of charcoal, pens and
penci | s and, propped agai nst the bedside table was an open sketch-pad which
bore the begi nnings of a new draw ng.

Canpbel | noved cl oser to the bed, his eyes fixed on his sl eeping daughter

Even when he stood over her she did not stir.

He bent forward and, with infinite care, pulled down the sheets, exposing her
body. She wore only a thin nightdress, the dark outline of her nipples and
pubi ¢ mound vi si bl e through the di aphanous material. Canpbell felt his
erection growi ng, bulging urgently against his trousers. Wthout taking his
eyes from Melissa, he unzipped his flies and pulled out his ranpant organ

It was then that she rolled on to her back, her eyes opening slightly.

Bef ore she could react, the Scot was upon her, tearing frenziedly at the

ni ghtdress, ripping it fromher, exposing her breasts. He grabbed one roughly,
using his other hand to part her |legs. She clawed at his face then attenpted
to push himoff, using all her strength to keep her |egs together but he knelt
over her and struck her hard across the face. Still dazed from sl eep, she was
stunned by the bl ow and her body went nonmentarily Iinp. Canpbell took his
chance and pulled her legs apart, forcing his penis into her

Mel i ssa screaned in pain and fear and bit at the hand whi ch he danped over her
mout h but he seenmed undeterred by her feeble assaults and he struck her once
nore, harder this time. A vicious red mark appeared bel ow her right eye.

Wth a grunt of triunph he began to thrust within her, using one forearmto
hol d her down, wei ghing heavily across

her throat until she began to gasp for air. She flailed at himweakly and he
sl apped her hands away contenptuously as he speeded up his novenents,

t hrusting harder into her.

Wth his free hand, Canpbell reached for the bedside table and pulled a penci
fromthe pastic container. The point had been sharpened repeatedly to a

needl e-like lead tip and he gripped it in one powerful hand.

Mel i ssa, who was already on the point of blacking out now seened to find
renewed strength as she saw him bringing the pencil closer, but the weight on
top of her prevented her from squirm ng away from her father

He gui ded the pencil inexorably towards her ear

She tried to twi st her head back and forth but he struck her again and she
felt the pressure on her throat ease as he held her head steady.

Wth fastidious precision, Canpbell began to push the needl e sharp pencil into
her ear, putting nore weight behind it as the wooden shaft penetrated deeper
He felt his daughter's body buck madly beneath himand her eyes bul ged w de as
he pushed the pencil further, driving it into the soft grey tissue of her
brain, forcing it as far as it would go. Alnost a full half of the I ength had
di sappeared before she stopped noving but still Canpbell forced the object
deeper, as if he wished to push it right through her skull, to see the



bl oodi ed point energe fromthe other side.

The Scot grunted in satisfaction and continued to pound away at her corpse, a
crooked smile of pleasure on his face.

Phillip Canmpbell awoke with a start, his body bathed in perspiration. He was
panting |ike a carthorse, his heart thuddi ng heavily against his ribs. He

| ooked across at the enpty chair opposite him

"Melissa,' he breathed, a note of panic in his voice.

He haul ed hinmself out of his chair and bolted for the stairs, taking themtwo
at a tine, stunbling as he reached the | anding. He threw open the door of his
daughter's room and | ooked i n.

She was sl eeping soundly but, as he stood there, breathless, she nurnmured
somet hi ng and opened her eyes, blinking nmyopically at the figure silhouetted
i n her doorway.

' Dad?' she said, puzzlenent in her voice. 'Wat's wong?

He sucked in a deep, al nost painful breath.

'"Not hing,' he told her

"Are you all right?

The Scot wi ped-his forehead with the back of his hand.

"I must have dozed off in the chair,' he said, softly. 'I had a nightmare.' He
dare not tell her about it. 'Are you OK?' he added, his voice full of concern
She nodded.

'Yes, of course | am

Canpbel | exhal ed.

Tm sorry | woke you,' he croaked, and pulled the door shut behind him

He wal ked sl owWy back across the | andi ng, pausing as he reached the top step
There was a sticky substance on his underpants, a dark stain on his trousers.
For a nonent he thought he'd wet hinself.

It took but a second for himto realize that the substance was senen.

How | ong the phone had been ringing he wasn't sure but the di scordant tone
finally woke himand he thrust out a hand to grab the receiver.

"Hello,' Bl ake croaked, rubbing a hand through his hair. He glanced at the
alarmcl ock as he did so.

It was 12.55 a.m

"David, it's ne.’

Bl ake shook his head, trying to dispel some of the dullness fromhis mnd
"Sorry, who is it?" he asked.

Beside him Kelly stirred and noved closer to him her body warm and soft.

"Phillip Canmpbell,' the voice said and finally Bl ake recogni sed the Scot's
draw .

"What do you want, Phil?" he said, with surprising calm

"I had a dream ... a nightmare. It was so vivid."'

"What about ?

Canpbell told him

- '"So now you believe what |'ve been telling you about the subconsci ous?'

Bl ake said, al nost nockingly.

"Look, we'll sort out the contract in a day or two. Al right?

"That's fine.'

Bl ake hung up.

Kelly, by now, was partially awake.

"What was that, David? she purred. Her voice thick with sleep

He told her of Canpbell's insistence on going ahead with the book

"I"'mglad he's decided to publish the book, I wonder why he changed his nind?
she said.

Bl ake didn't speak. He nerely kissed her gently on the forehead then |lay down
agai n.

Kel |y snuggl ed up agai nst himand he pulled her close.

In no tine they had both drifted off to sl eep again.

Pari s

The full nopon was like a huge flare in the cloudy sky, casting a cold white
light over the land. The breeze which was devel oping rapidly into a strong



wi nd, sent the dark banks scuddi ng across the nottl ed heavens.

M chel Lasalle stopped the car and switched off the engine, sitting notionless
behi nd the wheel. Despite the chill in the air he was sweating profusely and
wi ped his palnms on his trousers before reaching over onto the back seat where
t he shovel lay. He pushed open his door and cl anbered out.

The gates of the cenetary, as he'd expected, were | ocked but Lasalle was
undeterred by this minor inconvenience. He

tossed the shovel over the wought iron framework where it |anded with a dul
clang. He stood still, looking furtively around himin the" darkness then

sati sfied that no one was around, he junped and nmanaged to get a grip on one
of the gates, hauling hinmself painfully upward until he was in a position to
swi ng over the top.

The inpact jarred himas he hit the ground but the Frenchman merely rubbed his
cal ves, picked up the shovel and headed across the darkened cenetery towards
the place he knew so well. Trees, stirred by the wi nd, shook their branches at
him as if warding himoff, but Lasalle wal ked on purposefully, a glazed | ook
in his eye.

The gendarme had heard the strange noi se and decided that his imagination was
playing tricks on him But, as he rounded a corner of the high wall which
guarded the cenetery, he saw Lasalle's car parked outside the main gates. The
uni formed man qui ckened his pace, squinting at the vehicle through the gl oom
in an attenpt to catch sight of anyone who mi ght be inside. He noved slowy
around the car, tapping on two of the w ndows, but received no response.

As the nmoon energed from behind the cl ouds he peered through the gates of the
graveyard.

[Ilumnated in the chilly white glow was a figure.

A man.

The gendarme could see that he was busy digging up the earth of a grave.

The uni formed man | ooked up and saw that the walls were covered by barbed
wire, his only way in was over the netal gates. He |leapt at them gained a
grip, and began to clinb.

Lasall e had dug his way at |east three feet down into the earth of his wife's
grave when he | ooked up and saw the gendarne approachi ng. Lasalle nurnured
something to hinmself and froze for precious seconds, not sure what to do.

He bolted, still clutching the spade.

"Arretez!

He heard the shout and | ooked over his shoulder to see that the gendarne was
pursui ng him

Lasall e didn't know where he was going to run. The

uni formed man had bl ocked his only way out of the cemetery. He had no chance
of scaling the wall at the far side and, nore to the point, the other man was
gai ning on him Wakened by the exertions of his digging, Lasalle stunbled,
peering round a second tinme to see that his pursuer was | ess than ten yards
behi nd. The uniforned man shouted once nore and Lasalle actually slowed his
pace.

He spun round, the shovel ainmed at the gendarne's head.

A bl ow whi ch woul d have split his skull open m ssed by inches and cracked into
a tree.

The uniformed man hurled hinmself at Lasalle and succeeded in bringing him
down. They crashed to the ground, rolling over in the danmp grass. The gendarne
tried to grip his opponent's arnms but, despite Lasalle's. weakness, he found a
reserve of strength born of desperation and, bringing his foot up, he flipped
the other man over. The gendarne | anded with a thud, the wi nd knocked from him
as he hit a marble cross which stood over one of the graves.

Lasal | e snatched up the shovel again and brought it crashing down.

There was a sickening clang as it caught the other man on the back, felling
himas he tried to rise.

Lasall e hesitated a nmonent then sprinted back the way he had come, towards the
grave of his wife.

The gendarme haul ed hinself to his feet and spat blood, trying to focus on his



fleeing quarry. He tensed the nuscles in his back, wi ncing fromthe pain where
he'd been struck but there was a deternmined | ook on his face as he set off
after Lasalle once nore.

It only took hima noment to catch up with the running man.

Agai n, Lasalle swung the shovel, his blow shattering a marbl e angel, the head
disintegrating to | eave a jagged point of stone between the wi ngs.

The swing set hint off bal ance and the gendarnme took full advantage, hitting
the other man with .a rugby tackle just above the knees.

Lasall e grunted. The sound turning to a scream as he toppled towards the

br oken angel

The noon shone brightly on the jagged stone.

The point pierced Lasalle's chest bel ow the heart, snap-

ping ribs and tearing one lung. Wnd hissed coldly in the gaping wound as he
tried to suck in an agoni sed breath. Inpaled on the narble angel, he tried to
pull hinself free but blood made the stone slippery. He tasted it in his
mouth, felt it running fromhis nose as his struggl es becane weaker

The gendarme rolled free and attenpted to pull the other man clear, the odour
of blood filling the air around them

Lasalle finally freed hinself and toppled backward, blood punping nmadly from
t he gaping hole in his chest. H s body shook once or twi ce but, even as the
uni formed man knelt beside him he heard a soft di scharge which signalled that
Lasal l e's sphincter muscle had given out. A rancid stench of excrenent made
hi mrecoi l

The noon shone briefly on the dead man's open eyes.

The gendarme shuddered as the wi nd hissed through the branches of a nearby
tree.

It sounded |ike a di senbodi ed voi ce.

A cold, invisible oration spoken for the man who | ay before him

The last rites.

Oxford

The sun shone brightly, pouring through the wi ndows of her office and
reflecting back off the white paper before her. She told herself that was the
reason she found it so hard to concentrate. She had read the sanme two pages
hal f - a-dozen tinmes but still not a word had penetrated. It was the heat. It
had to be the heat that was putting her off.

Kelly sat back in her chair and dropped the wad of notes.

She sighed, knowing full well that her |ack of concentration had nothing to do
with present climtic conditions.

Since arriving at the Instiute that norning she had been able to think of
not hi ng but Bl ake. Even now, as the vision of himdrifted into her mnd she
smled. For a nonent she

rebuked hersel f, alnmbst angry that she had beconme so strongly attached to him

She felt alnost guilty, like a schoolgirl with a crush on a teacher but, the
nore she thought about it, the nore she realized how close to | ove her
feelings for Bl ake were beconming. Was it possible to fall in love with soneone

in such a short tine? Kelly decided that it was. She was certain that he felt
the sane way about her. She felt it in his touch, in the way he spoke to her
Kel Iy shook her head and chuckled to herself. She could hardly wait for the
evening to see hi m again.

Once nore she began readi ng the notes before her

There was a light tap on the door and, before she could tell the visitor to
enter, Dr Vernon wal ked in.

Kelly's eyes wi dened in unconceal ed surprise.

Standing with the Institute Director was Al ain Joubert.

He and Kelly | ocked stares as Vernon noved into the room

i believe you already know Al ain Joubert,' he said, notioning to the
Frenchman

"OF course,' Kelly told him shaking hands with Joubert curtly.

'How are you, M ss Hunt?' Joubert asked, his face inpassive.

"I"'mfine, | didn't expect to see you again so soon. |Is Lasalle here too?



Joubert opened his mouth to speak but V rnon stepped forward. Hi s face was
suddenly sonehow softer and Kelly noticed the difference in his features.
"Kelly, you were a friend of Lasalle's weren't you?' he said, quietly.

"What do you nean "you were"? Wiy the past tense?' she asked.

"He was killed in an accident |ast night.'

"What kind of accident? she denmanded, her voice a mxture of shock and

hel pl essness.

"W don't know all the details,' Vernon explained. 'The Director of the

Met apsychic Centre inforned me this nmorning. | thought you had a right to
know. '

She nodded and brushed a hand through her hair wearily.

'He was dyi ng anyway,' Joubert said.

"What do you nean?' Kelly snapped, |ooking at the

Frenchman

'He was cracking up. Taking nore of those pills of his. He was dying and he
didn't even realize it.'

Kel |y detected sonmething close to contenpt in Joubert's voice and it angered
her .

"Doesn't his death nmean anything to you?' she snapped. 'The two of you had
wor ked together for a long tinme.'

The Frenchman seened unconcer ned.

it's aregrettable incident,' Vernon interjected. 'But, unfortunately, there's
not hi ng we can do.' He sniled condescendingly at Kelly, the tone of his voice
changi ng. 'That wasn't the real reason | came to speak to you, Kelly.'

She | ooked at hi m expectantly.

"You' re probably wondering why Joubert is here? he began

it had occurred to ne,' Kelly said.

i want you to work with himon the dream project."'

Kelly shot a wary gl ance at the Frenchman.

"Why?' she demanded, i can handle the work alone. |'ve been doing it since
John Fraser ... left,' she enphasised the |last word with contenpt.

"Joubert is nore experienced than you are. |'m sure you appreciate that,'
Vernon said, in fact, |I felt it only fair to put himin charge of the
project.'

"I"ve been involved with the work fromthe begi nning. Wiy shoul d Joubert be
gi ven seniority?

i explained that. He's nore experienced.'’

' Then you don't |eave me nuch choice, Dr Vernon. If you put Joubert over ne,

"Il resign.’
Vernon studied Kelly's determ ned features for a nmoment.
"Very well,' he said, flatly. 'You may | eave.'

Kelly tried to disguise her surprise but couldn't manage it.

if that's the way you feel, then | won't try to stop you,' Vernon conti nued,
unw appi ng a fresh nmenthol sweet. He popped it into his nouth.

She got to her feet and, without speaking, picked up her |eather attache case
and funbl ed for the notes on the desk

'Leave the notes,' said Vernon, forcefully.

She dropped them back on to the desk

"I"'msorry you couldrft have accepted this situation,' Vernon told her. 'But,
as you know, the work of the Institute

conmes first.'

"Yes, | understand,' she said, acidly, i hope you find what you're | ooking
for.' She glanced at Joubert. 'Both of you.'

Kelly felt like slanm ng the door behind her as she left but she resisted the
tenptati on. As she made her way up the corridor towards the entrance hall she
felt the anger seething within her.

She stal ked out into the bright sunshine but paused for a noment, narrow ng
her eyes against the bl azing onslaught. She found that the pal ns of her hands
were sweating, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She marched across to
her waiting car and slid behind the wheel, sitting there in the cloying heat,



not allow ng herself to cal mdown. She thunped the steering wheel in
frustration, |ooking to one side, towards the Institute.

How coul d Vernon let her wal k out just like that? She inhaled and held the
breath for a nonent.

And Joubert.

The arrogant bastard. She wondered if his research was the only reason for
bei ng i n Engl and.

The reality of the situation suddenly seened to hit her like a steamtrain and
she felt tears welling in her eyes.

Tears of sadness for Lasalle.

Tears of frustration for herself. O anger

Her body shook as she felt the hot, salty droplets cascadi ng down her cheeks
and she reached for a tissue, hurriedly w ping them away.

She wondered if Joubert and Vernon were watching her

The seed of doubt inside her mnd had grown steadily over the past few weeks
until now, it had become a spreadi ng bl oom of unquenchabl e conviction

There was, she was sure, a conspiracy taking place between the Frenchman and
the Institute Director. Nothing would di ssuade her fromthat concl usion now
First John Fraser, then Mchel Lasalle. Both had been involved with the
projects on Astral projection and both were now dead.

Coi nci dence?

She thought about what had happened over the past couple of days as she
started the engine and drove off.

The seance.

Toni Landers. Roger Can. Gerald Braddock. She gl anced over her shoul der at the
gaunt edifice of the Institute. Even in the warm sunshine it | ooked peculiarly
nmenaci ng.

She rang Bl ake as soon as she got in. She told himwhat had happened that
nmorning. He listened patiently, speaking softly to her every now and then

cal ming her down. She felt like crying once nore, such was her feeling of

hel pl essness and rage.

He asked her if she was OK to drive and, puzzled, she said that she was.

"WIl you cone and stay with me?" he wanted to know.

Kelly smil ed.

You nmean nove in?

"Stay as long as you like. Until this is sorted out or, you never know, you
m ght even deci de that you can put up with ne for a few nore weeks.'

There was a long silence between themfinally broken by Bl ake.

'Best food in town,' he said, chuckling.-

Til start packing,' she told him

They said their goodbyes and Kelly replaced the receiver, suddenly anxious to
be with him She hurried through into the bedroom haul ed her suitcase down
fromthe top of the wardrobe and began rummagi ng through her drawers for the
itenms she woul d need.

She felt a slight chill but disregarded it and continued packing.

London

The crushed | ager can | anded with a scarcely audible thud on the stage in
front of the drumriser. Aroadie, clad in jeans and a white sweatshirt,
scuttled to pick up the debris and renove it. On the far side of the stage two
of his conpani ons were draggi ng one of the huge Marshall anps into position
al ongside three others of the same size. Each was the height of a nan.
Jim O Neil picked up another can of drink and downed half in one huge swal | ow
He wi ped his mouth with the back of his hand and wandered back and forth
behind the curtain. Fromthe other side he could hear the sound of al nost
2,000 voices muttering, chatting expectantly. Whistles punctuated the

gat hering sea of sound.

He guessed that the theatre was full to capacity and the crowd were grow ng
restless as the mnutes ticked away until the curtain rose. The place sneiled
of sweat and | eather.

O Neil hinself |ooked like something froma gladiatorial arena clad as he was



in a pair of knee boots, l|leather trousers and a wai st-coat decorated with
hundreds of studs. On both arns he wore | eather wi st-bands which covered his
muscul ar forearnms, the nickel-plated points glinting in the half-Iight.

There was a burst of sound fromhis left and he turned to see his |ead
guitarist, Kevin Taylor, adjusting his anps.

A loud cheer fromthe other side of the curtain greeted this involuntary
action and when the drunmer thundered out a brief roll there was even nore
frenzied shouting fromthe waiting crowd.

O Neil wandered over towards Kevin Taylor and tapped the guitarist on the
shoul der. He turned and smiled at the singer. At twenty-four, Taylor was

al nrost five years younger than O Neil but his long hair and craggy face gave
hi mt he appearance of a man nuch older. He wore a white tee-shirt

and striped trousers.

'Go easy on the solos tonight,” ONeil said to him taking another swig from
his can of lager. 'There are four of us in the band you know.'

i don't know what you nean," said the guitarist, a slight

Irish I[ilt to his accent. 'At the last gig you nearly wore your fucking
fingers out

you pl ayed so nmany sol os.'

' The audi ence seens to enjoy it," Taylor protested.

"I don't give a fuck about the audience. I'mtelling you, don't overdo it and
keep it sinple. Nothing fresh. Ri ght?

"You're the boss.'

"Yeah,' O Neil grunted. *I am' He finished the |ager, crushed the can in one
power ful hand and dropped it at the Irishman's feet.

O Neil wal ked away, wondering if he was the only one

who felt cold.

"Two minutes,' someone shout ed.

The singer noved towards the front of the stage and tapped the nicrophone
then, satisfied, he retreated out of view and waited for the curtain to rise.
The lights were lowered until the theatre was in darkness and, as the gl oom
descended, the shouts and whistles grewin intensity finally erupting into a
shattering crescendo as the curtain began to rise and the coloured lights
above the stage flashed on and off. As the band opened up with a series of
power chords which woul d have registered on the Richter scale, even the

swel ling roar of the audience was eclipsed. The expl osion of musical ferocity
swept through the hall like a series of sonic blasts, the screamof guitars
and the searing hammerstrokes forged by the drunmer nerged into a force which
threatened to put cracks in the walls.

O Neil took the stage, his powerful voice soaring like an air raid siren over
the driving sound of his rmrusicians.

As he sang he ran fromone side of the stage to the other, grinning at the
hordes of fans who clanmoured to get closer to the stage, occasionally pausing
to touch their upraised hands. Like sone | eather clad dem -CGod he strode the
platform his disciples before him fists raised in salute and admration

The heat fromthe spotlights was al nost unbearable but still ONeil felt an
icy chill nipping at his neck, spreading
slowy through his entire body until it seenmed to fill him He gazed out at

the crowd, their faces becom ng nmomentary blurs to himas he spun round and
noved towards Kevin Tayl or.

O Neil raised the mcrophone stand above his head, twirling it like a
drummajor's baton, much to the delight of the crowd.

Even Taylor smiled at him

He was still snmiling when O Neil drove the stand forward |ike a spear, putting
all his weight behind it, forcing the nmetal tube into Taylor's stonmach. The
al um ni um shaft tore through his m dsectionand, propelled by O Neil, erupted

fromthe guitarist's back just above the kidneys. Blood burst from botn wounds
and Tayl or croaked in agony as he was forced back towards the stack of anps
behind him O Neil let go of the m ke stand as Tayl or crashed into the
speakers.



There was a bright flash as they shorted out and, the guitarist, stil
transfixed, began to jerk uncontrollably as thousands of volts of electricity
ri pped through him

There was a blinding white explosion as the first anp went up

The PA system began to crackle insanely as a conbination of feed-back and
static acconpanied the short circuit.

Anot her anp expl oded.

Then anot her.

Rigged to the sane system it was |like dropping a lighted match into a ful
box.

Fl anes began to lick fromthe first anp, devouring Taylor's twitching body
hungrily, withing in his long hair like yellow snakes. He | ooked like a fiery
Gorgon. On the far side of the stage the other banks of speakers began to bl ow
up, some showering the audi ence with pieces of blazing wood.

Those in the front few rows cl anbered back over their seats, anxious to be
away fromthe terrifying destruction before them but those behind could not
nmove fast enough and nany were crushed in the mad stanpede to escape. Anyone
who fell was inmedi ately trodden underfoot as fear overcame even the strongest
and panic rapidly became blind terror. On the bal cony, sonme stared nesnerised
at the stage which was rapidly becom ng an inferno.

FIl anes rose high, destroying everything they touched. The other nusicians had
already fled the stage and a roadi e who dashed on to hel p was crushed beneath
a falling anp, pinned hel plessly as he burned alive, his shrieks drowned out
by the deafening crackle coming fromthe PA and the horrified shouts of the
crowd.

The curtain was |l owered but flames caught it and it becane little nore than a
canopy of fire, suspended over the stage |like some kind of super-nova. Dozens
of lights, unable to stand up to the heat, shattered, spraying glass on to
those below. A large frame hol ding eight football-sized spotlights came free
of its rigging and plumeted into the audi ence where it expl oded. Dozens were
crushed, others were burned or sliced open by flying glass which hurtled
around |i ke jagged crystal grapeshots.

Motionl ess on the stage, framed by fire, stood JimO Neil, his face pale and
bl ank as he gazed unconprehendi ngly around himat the destruction. He saw
peopl e in the audi ence screamng as they ran, he saw others lying on the
floor, across seats. Bl oodied, burned or crushed.

A roadi e ran shrieking across the stage, his clothes and hair ablaze. The
acrid stench of burned flesh filled ONeil's nostrils and he swayed as though
he were going to faint.

Behind him still inpaled on the m crophone stand, the body of Kevin Tayl or
was being reduced to charred pulp by the searing flames which | eapt and danced
all around the stage.

O Neil could only stand al one and shake his head. Like some |ost soul newy
introduced to hell.

Sweat was pouring fromhimbut, despite the blistering tenperatures, he felt
as if he were freezing to death.

As darkness crept across the sky, Blake got to his feet and crossed the room
to draw the curtains. Kelly watched as he shut out the gloom feeling sonmehow
nore secure, as if the night were conprised of mllions of tiny eyes —each
one wat chi ng her.

The writer paused by the drinks cabinet and re-filled his own glass. Kelly
declined the offer of a top-up. She felt that she had al ready consuned a
little too much liquor since arriving at Bl ake's house earlier in the day.

Thr oughout the journey to London she had felt an unexplained chill, an

i nexplicabl e sense of foreboding which only seenmed to di sappear once she saw
Bl ake. She felt safe with him But, nore than that, she was now even nore
convinced that she was falling in love with him

He returned to his chair and sat down, glancing across at Kelly.

Barefoot, clad only in a pair of skin tight faded jeans and a tee-shirt, she
| ooked nore vul nerable than he had ever seen her before. And al so, perhaps



because she was unaware of it, nore alluring. Yet he knew, beneath that
apparently anxi ous exterior, she still retained the courage and determ nation
whi ch had first drawn himto her

"Are you feeling all right?" he asked, noticing howintently she stared into
t he bottom of her gl ass.

"I was just thinking,' she told him finally gracing himw th her attention

"I know we've been over this dozens of times but | can't seemto get it out of
my mind. |'mconvinced that someone at that seance is responsible for what's
been going on, for these nurders.'

'"Go on,' he pronpted her.

' The only one who knew all five victins ..
Bl ake i nterrupt ed.

' How can you call Braddock and the other two, victins

when they were the ones who conmitted the mnurders?

'They did them against their will. They were used.' She | ooked intently at
him 'And |'msure that the same person who influenced themwas al so
responsi ble for the deaths of Fraser and Lasalle. It has to be Dr Vernon.'

Bl ake shook his head.

"Fraser was killed in a car crash, right? You' ve already told me that Lasalle
was starting to crack up again. Wat proof is there that Vernon had anything
to do with their deaths?" he said. 'Wo's to say that both men didn't die in
bona fide accidents?

"Whose side are you on?' she snapped.

it's nothing to do with sides, Kelly,' he said, angrily. '"It's a matter of
practicality. You can't go accusing someone |ike Vernon w thout proof.
Besides, if it were true, how the hell are you going to prove it? There isn't
a policeman in the country who' d believe you. The whol e idea of controlling
someone el se's Astral personality is difficult enough to understand, even for

people like you and I, let alone for someone with no know edge of the
subj ect .’

"Are you saying we're beaten?' she nuttered.

"No, I'mjust trying to be practical,' Bl ake expl ai ned.

" Three of the people involved in that seance have already commited nurder
What about the rest of us? How | ong before sonething happens to us?

Bl ake pi cked up the phone.

"I"'mgoing to call Mathias and JimO Neil,' he said. T want to know if they're
aware of what's been happeni ng. They could be in danger too.'

"And so could we,' Kelly added, cryptically.

Bl ake didn't answer.

' Grosvenor House Hotel. Can | help you?' said a fenmal e voice.

"I'd like to speak to M Jonat han Mathias,' said Blake. 'He has a suite at
the hotel. My nanme is David Bl ake."

There was a nonent's silence and, fromthe other end of the line, Blake heard
t he sound of paper rustling.

Kel ly kept her eyes on himas he stood waiting.

Tm afraid M Mt hias checked out this norning," the voice told him

"Dam,' muttered the witer; then to the receptionist,

'Have you any idea where he is? Wiere he went? It is inportant.”

"I"'msorry, | can't help you there, sir,' she said.

Bl ake t hanked her and pressed his fingers down on the cradle.

"No | uck?'" Kelly asked.

'"He's probably back in the States by now,' the witer said, reaching for a

bl ack not ebook which lay close to the phone. He flipped through it, running
his finger down the list of names and nunbers. He found what he was | ooking
for and tapped out the correct nunber, listening as the purring tones began

' Come on,' he whispered, inpatiently.

"Are you calling O Neil? Kelly wanted to know.

Bl ake nodded.

'"He's probably on stage at the noment but perhaps if | can talk to one of his
crew !l can get himto ring me back.' The purring went on. Bl ake jabbed the



cradl e and pressed the nunbers again.

Still no answer.

"What the hell are they playing at?' he nuttered.

He flicked the cradle and tried yet again.

A mnute passed and he was about to replace the receiver when he heard a
famliar click fromthe other end.

"Hello, is that the Gdeon?' he blurted.

The voice at the other end of the |line sounded al nost unsure.

'Yes. What do you want?

Bl ake detected a note of unease in the voice. Fear perhaps?

is JimONeil still on stage? If "

The man at the other end cut himshort.

"Are you froma newspaper?' he asked.

"No,' Blake told him puzzled. 'Wy?

i thought you mi ght have heard about the accident. No press allowed. The
police won't |let any of themthrough.'

"What's happened there?" the witer demanded. 'I'ma friend of O NeiFs.'

' There was an accident, a fire. God knows how rmany people are dead.' The man's
voi ce began to crack. 'O Neil killed one of his band. It happened on the
stage. | ...'

"Where's O Neil now?

Kelly got up and wal ked across to the table. Blake picked up a pencil and
scribbled a note on a piece of paper. She read it as he continued speaking:

O NEIL HAS KILLED. FIRE ON STAGE. PECPLE I N AUDI ENCE KI LLED

"Ch ny God," nurnured Kelly.

"Where is ONeil at the nmonent?' the witer repeated.

' The police took himaway,' the other man said. 'I've never seen anything |ike
it. He looked as if he didn't know what was going on, he ...’

The phone went dead.

Bl ake flicked the cradle but could get no response. He gently replaced the
receiver.

For | ong monents neither he nor Kelly spoke, the silence gathering round them
i ke an om nous cl oud.

" Toni Landers. Gerald Braddock. Roger Carr and now O Neil,' Kelly said
finally. 'Who's going to be next?

Her words hung, unanswered, in the air.

New Yor k

Jonat han Mat hi as rai sed both arns above his head and stood for a nonent,
surveying the sea of faces before him Al ages. Al nationalities. But with a
singl e purpose.

To see him

The hall in the Bronx was the | argest that he used and as he ran an apprai si ng
eye over the throng he guessed that somewhere in the region of 2,000 people
had packed into the converted warehouse. They stood in expectant silence,
waiting for a sign fromhim

'Come forward,' Mathias said, his powerful voice reverberating around the
crowded neeting pl ace.

Men wor king for the psychic, dressed in dark suits, cleared an aisle through
the mddl e of the horde, allow ng the procession of pain to begin. First cane
t he wheel chairs, sone

of their occupants | ooking expectantly towards the stage where Mathias stood.
He saw a young woman bei ng brought forward by two men who had laid her on a
stretcher. She lay notionless, sightless eyes gazing at the ceiling, her
tongue lolling fromone corner of her nouth.

Dozens hobbl ed towards the psychic on crutches, many struggling with the

wei ght of the callipers which weighed them down. O hers were supported by
friends or relatives.

Mat hi as count ed perhaps twenty or nore figures noving slowy behind those on
crutches. Most carried the white sticks which marked themout as blind, others
were |l ed forward by menbers of the crowd or by the dark-suited stewards. One



of them a man in his forties, stunbled and had to be hel ped up, but he
continued on his way, anxious to reach the figure whom he could not see but
who he knew woul d hel p him

As the last of the sick passed through the m dst of the crowd, the gap which
had opened now cl osed. The people drifting back to their places. From where
Mat hi as stood, it |ooked Iike one single anpoebic entity repairing a
self-inflicted rent in itself. The sea of faces waited as the lights in the
hal | dimed slightly, one particularly bright spotlight focusing on the
psychic, framing himin a brilliant white gl ow.

The psychic had still not |lowered his arms. He closed his eyes for a nonment
and stood like sone finely attired scarecrow, his head slightly bowed. In the
al nost pal pabl e silence, even the odd involuntary cough or whinper seened

i ntrusive.

Wt hout | ooking up, Mthias nodded inperceptibly.

Fromthe right of the stage, a woman put her strength into pushing a

wheel chair up the ranmp which had been erected to facilitate the countless
invalid chairs. A steward noved forward to hel p her but Mthias waved him
back, watching as the wonman strained against the weight contained in the
chair. Eventually, she nade it and, after a swift pause to catch her breath,
she noved towards the psychic who fixed both her and the boy in the wheel chair
in his piercing gaze.

The occupant of the chair was in his early twenties, his ruddy features and

| ustrous bl ack hair somehow belying the fact that his body was relatively

usel ess. The boy had | ar ge,

alert eyes which glistened in the powerful |ight and he net ©Mathias' stare
with something akin to pleading. He still wore a netal neck-brace which was
fastened to his shattered spine by a succession of pins. Paralysed fromthe
neck down the only thing which noved were his eyes.

"What is your name?' Mathias asked him

"James Morrow,' the youngster told him

"You're his nother?' the psychic asked, |ooking at the worman fleetingly.

She nodded vi gorously.

'"Please help him' she babbled. 'He's been like this for a year and ..
Mat hi as | ooked at her again and, this tine, his gaze seened to bore through
her. She stopped talking instantly and took a step back, watching as the
psychic gently gripped her son's head, circling it with his long fingers,
their tips alnost nmeeting at the back of the boy's skull. He raised his head
and | ooked upward, nonentarily staring at the powerful spotlight which held
himlike a moth in a flanme. Hi s breathing began to degenerate into a series of
low grunts and the first minute droplets of perspiration started to formon
his forehead. The psychic gripped the boy's head and pressed his thunbs gently
against his scalp for a monent or two, passing to his tenples, then his
cheeks.

James Morrow cl osed his eyes, a feeling of welcone serenity filling him He
even smiled slightly as he felt the psychic's thunbs brush his eyelids and
rest there.

Mat hi as was quivering violently, his entire body shaking madly. He | owered his
head and | ooked down at Mdrrow, his own teeth now clenched. A thin ribbon of
saliva oozed fromhis nouth and dripped on to the bl anket which covered the
boy's | ower body.

The psychic gasped, a sound which he m ght have made had all the wi nd suddenly
been knocked fromhim He felt his hands beginning to tingle but it wasn't the
customary heat which he experienced. It was a searing cold, as if soneone had
pl unged hi s hands into snow.

James Morrow tried to open his eyes but was unable to do so due to the fact
that Mathias' thunbs held his lids closed. The boy felt a slight increase of
pressure on the back of his head as the psychic gripped harder

Mat hias felt the muscles in his arnms and shoul ders throbbing as he exerted
nore force, pushing his thunbs against Morrow s cl osed eyes. He was aware of
the youngster trying to pull his head back and, as if froma thousand nmiles



away, Mathias heard himgroan slightly as the fingers and thunbs dug into him
The psychic | ooked down at himand snmiled thinly, his face appearing horribly
distorted by the blinding power of the spotlight.

Even i f Morrow had been aware of what was happeni ng, there was nothing he
could have done to prevent it. Al he felt was the steadily growi ng pain as
Mat hi as gripped his head with even nore force, a vice-like strength which
threatened to crack the bones of his skull. But, as it was, all he could do
was remain hel pless in the wheel chair, unable to sgirmaway fromthose

power ful hands which felt as if they were intent on crushing his head.

The pressure on his eyes became unbearabl e as Mthias' thunbs drove forward.
Mat hi as felt some slight resistance at first but then he grunted triunphantly
as he felt Morrow s eyes begin to retreat backward beneath the force he was
exerting. Blood burst fromthe corner of the Ieft one and cascaded down the
younger man's cheek. Mathias felt the glistening orb nove to one side, his
thunb slipping into the crimon wetness which was the socket. His nail tore
the Iid of Morrow s right eye, scraping across the cornea before puncturing
the entire structure. The psychic felt his other thunb tearing nuscle and

| igaments as he began to shake his paral ysed victim

Wth both thunbs enbedded in Morrow s eyes, Mathias forced hi mbackwards,

ai ded by the notion of the wheelchair.

The wat ching crowmd were stunned, not quite sure what was goi ng on. They saw

t he bl ood, they saw Morrow s not her running forward but still they |ooked on
in dunb-struck horror.

It was Morrow s keening wail of agony which seenmed to gal vanise theminto
action.

In the watching throng, a nunmber of other people screaned. Shouts rose. Shouts
of fear and revul sion

One of the screans came from James Morrow s not her

who ran at the psyshic, anxious to drag himaway from her son, who sat

nmotionl ess in his wheel chair as the psychic continued to gouge his thunbs ever
deeper into the riven cavities of his eye sockets. Blood was running freely
down the boy's face now, staining his shirt and the bl anket around him
Mathias finally released his hold, turning swiftly to strike the approaching
woman with one bl oodi ed hand. The bl ow shattered her nose and sent her

spraw i ng.

The body of Janes Morrow, sitting upright in the chair, rolled towards one
side of the stage where it tipped precariously for a second before toppling
over. The lifeless formfell out and the psychic watched as Ms Mrrow, her
face a crimson ruin, craw ed hel plessly towards it, burbling incoherently.
Mat hi as bl i nked hard, aware that people were noving away fromthe stage. Away
fromhim He glanced down at the struggling formof Ms Mrrow, draped over
her dead son |ike sone kind of bloodied shroud. He took a step towards the
carnage then faltered, his head spinning, his eyes drawmn to the twn
gore-filled hol es which had once been Janmes Mdrrow s eyes.

The psychic | ooked down at his own hands and saw that they were soaked with
bl ood. A fragnent of red nuscle still clung to one thunb nail. The crinson
fluid had run up his arnms, staining the cuffs of his shirt.

He shook violently, struggling to breathe as he surveyed the grisly scene
before him

The spotlight pinned himin its unremitting glare but, despite the heat which
it gave off, Mathias found that he was shivering.

London

Kelly slipped off her jeans and shivered nonentarily before clinmbing into the
| arge bed in Blake's room She heard the sound of footfalls approachi ng across
t he | andi ng.

Bl ake entered the room and pull ed the door closed behind him He began
unbuttoning his shirt.

Til drive to the Institute tonorrow,' he said. 'Confront Vernon. I'll nention
his wife. Anything | have to in order to get himto respond.’

He wal ked to the bedside cabinet and knelt down. The bottom drawer was | ocked



but a quick turn of the ornate gold key and the witer opened it. He reached
inside and lifted something out, hefting it before him

It was a .357 Magnum A snub-nose nodel. Bl ake flipped out the cylinder and
careful ly thunbed one of the heavy grain bullets into each chanber then he
snapped it back into position. He laid the revolver on top of the cabinet.
Kelly regarded the gun warily.

i f Vernon does respond,' said Blake slipping into bed beside her, 'then, at

| east you'll know you were right. If he doesn't, then you can start | ooking
for another suspect.’

'That narrows the field down quite a bit,' Kelly said, cryptically. She noved
close to him nuzzling against his body, kissing first his chest then his
lips. 'Please be careful,' she whispered.

Bl ake nodded, gl anced one last tinme at the Magnum then reached over and
flicked off the Ianp.

She was blind.

Kelly thrashed her head frantically back and forth, the terror growing within
her .

She coul d see not hi ng.

She tried to scream but no sound woul d cone forth.

It took her a second or two to realize that she had been gagged. A piece of
cloth had been stuffed into her mouth, secured by a length of thick henp which
chaf ed agai nst the soft flesh of her cheeks. Her eyes had been covered by
nore, tightly fastened, strands of knotted material, sealed shut as surely as
if the lids had been sewn together

She felt someone noving beside her, felt a hand gently stfoking her flat
stomach before first noving upwards to her breasts and then down to her pubic
nmound.

Kelly attenpted to nove but, as she did, red hot pain | anced through her
wrists and ankles as the rope which held her to the bed rasped agai nst her
skin. She made a whi npering sound deep in her throat, aware that her |egs had
been forced apart. She |ay spreadeagl ed, her body exposed to whatever prying
eyes chose to inspect it. Her |legs had been pulled apart to such an extent
that the nuscles at the backs of her thighs felt as if they were about to
tear. Pain gnawed at the small of her back, intensifying as she struggled in
vain to free herself. The rope which was wound so tightly around her wists
and ankles bit hungrily into her flesh until she felt a warm dribble of bl ood
fromher left ankle.

Kel ly was aware of novenent, of a heavy form positioning itself between her

| egs.

She felt fingers trickling up the inside of her thighs, seeking her exposed
vagi na.

In the darkness she felt even nore hel pl ess, unable to see her assail ant
because of the blindfold.

Sonet hi ng nudged agai nst her cleft and she stiffened.

Whatever it was, it was excruciatingly cold on that nobst sensitive area. She
lay still as the freezing object probed deeper and, again, she tried to
scream

Kel ly heard soft chuckling then a guttural grunt of pleasure.

It was followed by a rapid, rhythm c slopping sound which seenmed to keep tine
with the | ow grunts

She realized that her invisible assailant was masturbating.

The col d obj ect between her |egs pushed deeper, now adding pain to the other
sensation she was feeling.

Anot her second and Kelly felt warmfluid spilling onto her belly in an erratic
fountain. The grunts of her captor grew

| ouder as he coaxed the last droplets of thick liquid fromhis penis.

Li ght flashed into her eyes as the blindfold was torn free and, in that split
second, she saw the face of her attacker

H's penis still gripped in one fist, the other hand hol di ng the gun agai nst
her vagi na, he grinned down at her



She heard a noi se which she knew to be the pulling back of the revolver's
hamrer but her senses were already reeling as she stared with bul gi ng eyes at
the man who hovered above her.

Davi d Bl ake smled down at her, his face twisted into an unearthly grinace.
Kel |y awoke fromthe nightmare bathed in perspiration. She |let out a noan of
terror and sat up, |ooking around her, trying to convince herself that what
she had experienced had been the work of her inmagination

The roomwas silent.

Bl ake sl ept soundly beside her, his chest rising and falling slowy.

She let out a long, alnost painful breath and ran her hands through her
sweat - soaked hair.

As she did so she becane aware of a slight tingling in her hands and feet so
she pulled the sheet back and gl anced down.

Kelly stifled a scream

On both her wists and ankles, the flesh was puffy and swollen. Ugly, vivid
red welts disfigured the skin.

They were very nuch |ike rope burns.

The sound of the alarm shattered the silence and shocked Bl ake from his
slunber. He shot out a hand and silenced the insistent buzzing before |ying
back for a monent to rub his eyes. He took two or three deep breaths and

bl i nked at the ceiling before easing hinmself slowy out of bed.

Beside him Kelly did not stir.

The writer gathered up sone clothes and crept out of the roomin an effort not
to wake her. He paused once nore when he reached the bedroom door, satisfied
that Kelly had not been di sturbed.

He showered and dressed, returning to the bedroomonce nore to retrieve the
Magnum He then nade his way downstairs where he slipped the revolver into his
attache case and clipped it shut.

Bl ake ate a |ight breakfast then he got to his feet and, case in hand, headed
out to the waiting XJS.

The drive to Oxford should take hima couple of hours.

Kel ly watched fromthe bedroom w ndow as Bl ake clinbed into the Jag and
started the engine.

She remmi ned hidden in case he | ooked round but she need not have worried. The
sl eek vehicle burst into life and the witer guided it out onto the road.
Kelly had heard the alarmclock earlier but had |ain awake, eyes still closed,
whi | e he had slipped away. She had feigned sleep, aware of his presence in the
room She had heard hi m novi ng about downstairs and then, finally, she'd
listened as he had wal ked out to the car. Only at that point had she

cl anbered, naked, out of bed and crossed to the wi ndow to watch him|eave. Now
she returned to the bed and sat down on the edge.

First she inspected her ankles, then her wists

They were unmarked.

She told herself that she should have woken Bl ake i medi ately after she'd had
the nightmare but it had frightened her so nuch that she had decided to remain
silent. Even now, in the Iight of day, she could not find the courage to Speak
to himabout it. That was why she had chosen to give himthe inpression she
was still sleeping when he left.

The dream had been so vivid. Too vivid. Parts of it still burned brightly in
her mind like a brand. Ugly and unwant ed.

Kel ly dressed and made her way downstairs where she found a note propped up on
the kitchen table.

SEE YOU LATER, SLEEPYHEAD. It was signed with Bl ake's sweepi ng signature.

She smled, folded up the note and slipped it into the pocket of her jeans. As
she waited for the kettle to boil she put two pieces of bread in the toaster
and propped hersel f against the draining board, waiting.

Shoul d she tell Bl ake about the dream when he returned? She ran a hand through
her hair and decided that she shouldn't. After all, it had been only a dream
hadn't it?

She | ooked at her wrists and renenbered the rope burns which she'd seen the



previ ous night.

Kel |y sighed. She wasn't even sure she had seen them

The toast popped up and she buttered the slices, chew ng thoughtfully.
!

She heard a noise fromthe front of the house and wandered through the sitting
roomin tine to see the postman retreating back up the path. Kelly wal ked
through into the hall and picked up the mail he'd pushed through. As she
strai ghtened up she glanced across at the door which led to Bl ake's
under gr ound wor kr oom

The key was in the |ock.

Kelly placed the mail on a nearby table and wandered across to the cellar
door. She turned the handl e and found that the door was unl ocked anyway. She
pushed it, reaching for the light switches inside. Kelly slapped themon and
the cellar was bathed in the cold gl ow of fluorescents.

Apart fromthe steps which |ed down to the work area itself, the floor had
been carpeted. She scurried down the stairs, the col dness of the concrete on
her bare feet giving her added speed. Finally she stood at the bottom glad of
t he

warnth fromthe carpet. The cellar was |large, stretching away fromher in al
four directions. A huge wooden desk occupi ed central position and she noticed
that there was a typewiter on it. A small waste bin, overflowing with scraps
of balled up paper stood nearby. There was a tel ephone too. The entire cellar
had been decorated in white; it positively gleamed and, as she noved around,
Kelly detected the scent of an air freshener. Bookcases lined two walls, huge,
dark wood creations creaking with hundreds of volunes but, unlike those which
Bl ake di spl ayed on his shelves upstairs in the sitting room these books were
nmore in the manner of research material. A great many were bound in | eather
and, as Kelly drew closer, she realized that nost were very old.

She reached up and t ook one.

The gold leaf title was cracked and barely readabl e so she opened the book and
scanned the tit\e page: inside the Mnd, She checked the publication date and
saw that it was 1921. Replacing it she found another, this one even ol der
Psychiatry and the Unknown. It was dated 1906.

No wonder Bl ake kept these books hi dden away, Kelly thought, scanning nore
titles. They nmust be worth a fortune. She ran her index finger along the
shel f, mouthing each title silently as she went.

She came to a shelf which consisted entirely of ring binders, each one

| abel | ed on the spine. She recognised Blake's witing on the | abels.

'Dreamns,' she read on the first and took it down, flipping through quickly.
Sone of the pages were typed, others hand-written. Here and there she spotted
a phot ograph. There was one of Bl ake's house and, beside it, a rough draw ng
of the sane building. It was alnost childlike inits sinplicity, drawn, as it
was, with a thick pencil. However, the simlarity was unm stakable. Kelly
repl aced the file and reached for another

"Hypnosi s,' she nurnured.

There was a photo of Mathias inside.

Kelly turned the page and found one of Bl ake hinmself but apparently he was

sl eeping. It nmust, she reasoned, have been taken with an automatic timer. She
was puzzled as to why he shoul d have taken such a shot though. Kelly scanned
what

was witten beneath the photo but saw only a date. The photo, it seened, had
been taken over a year ago. She wondered if Bl ake had, perhaps, asked soneone
else to take it but she still couldn't understand why he would need such a
phot ogr aph.

She reached for another file marked 'Astral Projection' and ski med through

t hat .

There were nore photos.

O Mathias. O Bl ake hinself.

O Toni Landers.

She turned a page.



There was a newspaper clipping which featured Roger Carr.

Kelly swall omed hard and perched on the edge of the desk as she read one of
the typewitten sheets in the file.

' Decenber 6th," she read, keeping her voice low, as if she were in a library.
'The Astral body is a separate entity. | amsure of that now. From what | have
observed and read, but, nore inmportantly, from experinmentation upon nyself, |
know that it can be summoned in tangible form By a |long and tortuous process
| have actually nmanaged to separate my Astral body from ny physical body at

will. To unlock the part of the m nd previously unexpl ored by scientists and
psychol ogi sts. | now feel confident enough to use this process on others.'
Kelly swal |l owed hard and read on:

"In order to confirmthat tangi ble Astral projection is possible, | conducted
the following test. Wiile in a self-induced trance, | inflicted injury upon ny

own Astral body and di scovered that this injury was subsequently manifested on
nmy physical body."

There were two phot ographs beneath. One showed Bl ake | ooki ng at the canera,
the other, identical in appearance, highlighted a small scar on his |eft

shoul der. The photos were marked with dates and tinmes. The unbl erm shed one
bore the | egend: Decenber 4th 7.30p.m The second: Decenber 5th 8.01 a.m
"This proved two inportant things, firstly that it is possible to possess two
centres of consciousness simultaneously and al so that any injury sustained in
the Astral state will nmanifest itself on the host body. The proof is

i rrefutable. Tangible

Astral projection is possible, so too is the manipul ati on of another person's
subconsci ous m ' nd."’

Kelly closed the file, got to her feet and replaced it. For |ong seconds she
stood notionless in the silent cellar then she scurried back up the steps,
aware of the icy chill which seemed to have envel oped her

She cl osed the cellar door behind her, noticing that her hand was shaki ng.

It was almbst 3.15 p.m when the XJS canme to a halt outside the house.

Kelly, watching fromthe sitting room peered out and saw Bl ake | ock the
vehicl e before gathering up his attache case. He headed for the front door
and, a nonent later, she heard the key turn. As it did she noved across to the
sofa and sat down, her eyes on the hall door

Bl ake sniled at her as he entered.

She watched as he laid the attache case on the coffee table and flipped it
open, removing the Magnum whi ch he pl aced beside it.

"Vernon didn't try anything? she said, |ooking at the gun

The witer shook his head.

"I'f he has acquired sonme kind of power then he knows how to control it,' he
said, crossing to the drinks cabinet and pouring hinmself a |arge neasure of
Haig. He offered Kelly a drink and she accepted a Canpari

"Did he say anything at all?" she wanted to know.

"Nothing that | found incrimnating if that's what you nean,' Bl ake told her

i nentioned his wife. You were right, he does get touchy about that. He wanted
to know how | knew about her, what | knew about her. Wen | nentioned John
Fraser he threatened to have nme thrown out or arrested.' The witer downed a
si zeabl e neasure of the fiery liquid.

"You didn't accuse himof killing Fraser did you?

"Not in so many words. | just told himwhat you' d told ne. He didn't react
very favourably.'

There was a long silence, finally broken by Bl ake.

i don't know where we go from here,' he said.

Kelly didn't speak for a monent then she sucked in a |long breath and | ooked at
Bl ake.

' David, how nuch do you know about Astral projection? she asked.

He sipped at his drink, his eyes glinting behind the dark screen of his

gl asses.

"Why do you ask?' he said, his voice | ow.

"I was just curious,' she told him She opened her nmouth to speak again but



couldn't seemto find the words.

Bl ake sat beside her on the sofa and placed one arm around her, drawi ng her to
him He smiled reassuringly. She noved closer to him aware of an icy chil

whi ch surrounded her.

He held her firmy and only when her head was resting on his shoulder did his
sm | e di sappear.

He | ooked across at the Magnhum

Oxford

The strains of 'God Save the Queen' died away gradually to be replaced by a
rasping hiss of static, so loud that it jolted Dr Stephen Vernon fromhis
uneasy dozing. He noved to get up, alnobst spilling the mug of cocoa which he
held in one hand. He switched off the television and stood silently in the
sitting roomfor a nonent. He was alone in his house. Joubert was at the
Institute and woul d be for the remainder of the night, going through reans of
notes so far untouched. Vernon gazed down into his nug of cold cocoa and

wi nced as he saw the filmof skin which had covered the surface. He put it
down and headed for the sitting roomdoor, turning off

lights as he went.

He had reached the bottom of the staircase when he heard the noi se.

Vernon froze, trying to pinpoint the direction fromwhich it had come. He felt
his heart begin to beat a little faster as he heard it once nore.

A dull thud followed by what sounded |ike soft whispering.

He turned, realizing that it came fromthe study, behind himto the left. The
white door was firmy shut however, hiding its secret securely.

Vernon hesitated, waiting for the sound to conme again.

He heard nothing and prepared to clinmb the stairs once nore. He'd left the

wi ndow i n the room open. A breeze might well have di sl odged sonething in
there, knocked it to the floor, caused ..

He heard the sound |ike whispering again and, this time, turned and approached
t he door.

Ver non paused outside, his ear close to the wood in an effort to detect any
sounds fromw thin. H's hand hovered nervously over the knob, finally closing
onit, turning it gently.

He tried to control his rapid breathing, afraid that whoever was inside the
study woul d hear his approach. Also, as he stood there waiting for the right
monent to strike, he felt suddenly vul nerable. He rel eased the door knob and
| ooked around the darkened hallway for a weapon of sone kind.

There was a thick wood wal ki ng stick propped up in the unbrella stand near by;
Vernon took it and, for the second time, prepared to enter the study.

Beyond the cl osed door all was silent once again, not the slightest sound of
nmoverent di sturbed the solitude. A thought occurred to Vernon

What if the intruder was aware of his presence and, at this nonment, was

wai ting for hinf

He swal |l owed hard and tried to force the thought fromhis mnd

He gripped the knob and twisted it, hurling open the door, his free hand
slapping for the light switches just inside.

As the study was illum nated, Vernon scanned the area before him the wal ki ng
stick brandished like a club

H s mouth dropped open in surprise as he caught sight of

the intruder.

Hunkered over the large table, one of the files open before him was David

Bl ake.

' You,' gasped Vernon, |owering his guard.

That | apse of concentration was all that Bl ake needed. He flung hinself across
the table, catapulted as if from some gigantic rubber band. He crashed into
Ver non, knocking the wal king stick fromhis hand, rolling to one side as the
ol der man | ashed out at him Vernon nanaged to scranble to his feet, bolting
fromthe room but Bl ake was younger and qui cker and he rugby-tackl ed the
doctor, bringing himdown in the hallway. They grappled in the gl oom and
Vernon found that his fear gave himadded strength. He gripped Bl ake's wrists



and succeeded in throwing himto one side. The younger nan crashed agai nst a
nearby wall but the inpact seemed only to slow himup for a nonment. He
scranbled to his feet and set off after the older man again, follow ng him
into the kitchen this tine.

Vernon tugged open a drawer, the contents spilling across the tiled floor

Kni ves, forks, spoons, a ladle —all rained down around his feet with a series
of high pitched clangs. He snatched up a long carving knife and brandi shed it
before him

Bl ake hesitated as he saw the vicious blade w nking at himand, for what
seened like an eternity, the two nen faced one another, eyes |ocked. Like two
gl adi ators, they both waited for the other to nove first.

'What do you want?' asked Vernon, the knife quivering in his grip.

The younger man didn't answer, he merely edged forward slightly.

Til kill you, Blake, | swear to God | will,' Vernon assured him making a
sharp stabbi ng noverrent with the bl ade.

Bl ake was undeterred. He took another step forward, sonething on the worktop
to his right catching his eye.

It was a sugar bow .

Wth lightning speed, he picked it up and hurled the contents into Vernon's
face. The tiny grains showered him sone finding their way into his eyes, and
he yel ped in pain, nmonentarily blinded by the stinging shower of particles.

Bl ake took his chance. Dropping to one knee, he grabbed a

corkscrew and hurl ed hinself at Vernon who sonmehow managed one | ast despairing
| unge before Bl ake reached him

The bl ade sliced through the younger man's jacket and laid open his |eft
forearmjust above the wist. Blood spurted fromthe cut and plashed on to the
tiles. But Blake slamed into Vernon with the force of a pile-driver, knocking
hi m back agai nst the sink. He snaked one arm around the ol der man's neck and
held himfirmy, bringing the corkscrew forward wi th devastating power.

The sharp point pierced Vernon's skull at the crown and he screanmed in agony
as Blake twisted it, driving the curling nmetal prong deeper until it began to
churn into the older man's brain. Wite hot pain seared through himand he
felt himself blacking out but, just before he did, Blake tore the corkscrew
free, ripping a sizeable [unp of bone with it. Geyish red brain mtter welled
up through the hole and Vernon fell forward on to the tiles as Bl ake struck
again. This time driving the corkscrewinto the hollow at the base of his
skull, ranm ng hard until it erupted from Vernon's throat. There was an

expl osion of crinmson as bl ood spouted from both wounds and his body began to
qui ver uncontrollably as Blake tore the twi sted weapon free once nore

He stood there for a nonment, gazing down at the |lifel ess body before him now
surrounded by a spreadi ng pool of red liquid. Then, alnmost contenptuously, he
tossed the corkscrew to one side, stepped over the body and headed back

t owar ds the study.

Kelly et out a strangled cry as she sat up, the last vestiges of the
nightmare still clinging to her consciousness |ike graveyard m st.

She cl osed her eyes tightly for a nonent, aware that her heart was thundering
agai nst her ribs. But, gradually, she slowed her breathing, aware that the
dream was fadi ng.

Bl ake was sl eeping peacefully beside her. Apparently he had not heard her
frightened outburst. She thought about waking him telling himwhat she had
dreant but she thought better of it. Kelly could hear his gentle, rhythmc

br eat hi ng besi de her and she | ooked down at his still form

The breath caught in her throat.

There was a small dark stain on the sheet.

She prodded it with her finger and found that it was still danp. Kelly noticed
t hat whatever the substance was, it also coloured her finger. In the darkness
of the bedroomit |ooked black but, as she sniffed it, she caught the
unmi st akabl e odour of bl ood.

Bl ake noved slightly, turning on to his side.

Kelly pulled the sheet back further and ran her gaze over his body.



On his left forearm just above the wist, there was a cut.

She stood in the bedroom doorway for a full five minutes, her eyes riveted to
Bl ake's sleeping formthen, certain that she had not disturbed him she crept
downstairs to the sitting room

Kelly did not turn on the light, not even one of the table | anps. She found

t he phone and sel ected the appropriate nunber, waiting for the receiver to be
pi cked up, hoping that she had remenbered Dr Vernon's nunber correctly.

She didn't have to wait | ong for an answer.

"Yes.' The voice sounded harsh and she realized that it wasn't the doctor
"Can | speak to Dr Vernon, please? she whispered, casting a furtive gl ance
towards the door behind her.

"Who is this? the voice asked

Tma friend of his,' she persisted. 'Could | speak to him pl ease?

"That isn't possible. Dr Vernon was nurdered earlier tonight.'

Kel Iy hung up, banging the phone down with a little too much force. She
wondered if Bl ake had heard her but the thought swiftly vani shed. There was no
sound of novenent fromupstairs. She stood alone in the dark sitting room
perspiration form ng droplets on her face and forehead.

Ver non nur der ed.

She sat down on the edge of the sofa, her head cradled in her hands, still not
fully conprehendi ng what she had heard.

She thought of the blood on the sheet. O her nightmare. The cut on Bl ake's
Wi st.

And of what she had read earlier in the day;

"An injury sustained in the Astral state will manifest itself on the host
body. "'

Kelly suddenly felt nmore frightened than she could ever remenber.

Kelly brought the Mni to a halt and sat behind the wheel for a noment,
scanning the area in front of Dr Vernon's house. In addition to the doctor's
Audi, there was a dark brown Sierra in the driveway and, by the kerbside
itself, a Granada. She could see two nen seated in that particular, car. One
was eating a sandwich while the other, the driver, was busy cleaning his ears
out with one index finger. Both men wore suits despite the warmh of the early
nmor ni ng sunshi ne.

She wound down the window a little further, allowing what little breeze there
was to circulate inside the car. She was perspiring, but not all of it was due
to the heat of the day.

The drive from London had taken over two hours. She'd told Bl ake that she
wanted to pick up some nore clothes fromher flat. He'd seen her off like the
dutiful |over he'd becone, then retired to his workroomfor the day. She had
not mentioned anything to himabout either her nightmare or the phone call to
Vernon's house. She had not slept much the previous night, not after returning
to bed. What was nore, she'd been mldly disturbed to find that the

bl oodstai ns on the sheet had all but di sappeared and, that norning, Bl ake's
wrist appeared to be uninjured but for a mnute red mark which | ooked Iike
little nmore than a cat-scratch.

Now Kelly sat in the car staring across the road at the G anada and t he house
beyond it, realizing that, sooner or |ater she was going to be forced to nmake
her nmove. Her palns felt sticky as she reached for the door handle and eased
herself out of the Mni. She sucked in a deep breath then headed across the
road towards the driveway.

She was a foot or two beyond the G anada when a voice called her back and she
turned to see one of the nen getting out, his cheeks bul ging, hanster-like,
with the |ast remants

of his sandw ch.

'Excuse me, Mss,' he said, trying hurriedly to swall ow what he was chew ng.
Kelly turned to face him noticing as she did that he was reaching inside his
jacket. He produced a slimleather wallet and flipped it open to reveal an ID
card which bore his picture. It was a bad |ikeness, making his thick brown
hai r appear ginger.



"I"m Detective-Sergeant Ross,' the man told her. 'May | ask what you're doing
here?'

"Police? she said, feigning surprise

He nodded and succeeded in forcing down the |ast of his food.

"What are you doi ng here?

Ross smiled thinly.

7 asked first, Mss,1 he said.

The Iie was ready on her tongue.

"I"ve come to see ny father,' she told him

Ross's smle faded suddenly and he al nost took a step back.

"W weren't aware that Dr Vernon had any close famly,' he told her

Kelly felt her heart beating a little faster.

'I's somet hing wong?' she wanted to know, hoping that her little act was
wor ki ng.

'Coul d you come with me please, Mss? the DS said and | ed her up the driveway
towards the house. As they drew nearer, Kelly tried frantically to slow her
rapi d breathing. She had suddenly begun to doubt the success of her little
venture. The front door opened and a man dressed in a grey suit, carrying a
bl ack briefcase, energed

He exchanged brief words with Ross then clinbed into the Sierra, reversed out
of the driveway and sped off.

"You still haven't told nme what's going on?' Kelly insisted, not trying to

di sgui se the nock concern in her voice

They were inside the house by now and Ross ushered her into a sitting room
where she sat down on one of the chairs.

"I"ll be back in a minute," he told her and di sappeared.

Keliy | ooked around the room hands cl asped on her knees. She swall owed hard
and attenpted to stop her body quivering. Her roving eyes scanned the shel ves
and tables for

photos. If there was one of Vernon's daughter then she was finished. Al though
Ross had. told her that the police were unaware he'd had a famly, it did
little to confort her. She was still in the process of composing herself when
Ross returned, acconpanied by a taller, older man with a Iong face and chin
which jutted forward with al nost abnormal prom nence. He introduced hinself as
Det ective Inspector Allen

"You're Dr Vernon's daughter?' he asked, eyeing her up and down.

"Yes,' she lied.

Al len | ooked at his conpanion then at Kelly. He cleared his throat

sel f-consci ously and proceeded to tell her what had happened the previous
night. Kelly reacted with all the rehearsed shock and grief she could nuster
"As far as we know, nothing was stolen,' Allen continued. 'There was stil
nmoney in one of the drawers upstairs and your father's wallet was in his
jacket which is hanging in the hallway.'

'So why was he killed? Kelly asked, reaching for a handkerchief which she

cl utched between her hands in nock despair, tugging at it nobst convincingly.
"W were hoping you mght be able to shed sone light on that,' Allen said.
'Did he have any enem es that you know of ?'

Kel | y shook her head.

'"He kept hinself to hinself,' she said, |owering her eyes slightly.

"Did you know that there was soneone living in the house with hin?' the D
wanted to know. 'One of the guest roons is occupied.'

"I didn't know that,' she said, w th genuine surprise.

Al l en frowned.

'How often did you see your father, Mss Vernon?

Kelly I'icked her lips self-consciously. She was going to have to tread
careful ly.

"Not regularly. | live in London at the nmonent. But that's not ny pernmanent
address.'

" Al one?

' What ?'



'"Do you live al one?
She paused a second or two |longer than she should have and, what was nore, she
was aware of that fact. Kelly realized that she was on the verge of bl ow ng
the entire facade w de open.
"You'll have to excuse ne,' she said, pressing the handkerchief to her eyes.
"I can't seemto think straight. After what you've told me about ny father |

" She allowed the sentence to trail off.
Al'l en nodded confortingly.
"I realize it must be difficult,' he said, softly. 'Take your tine.'
How many nore questions, she wondered?
She was spared the trouble of answering by Ross who popped his head around the
corner and called to his superior. Alen excused hinself and left the roomfor
a nonent. Kelly let out an audi ble sigh of relief, grateful for the nonmentary
respite. She heard voices in the hallway, one of which she was sure she
recogni sed.
A moment | ater, Al ain Joubert entered the sitting room followed by Allen.
The Frenchman stopped in his tracks when he saw Kelly, who shot an anxi ous
gl ance in the policeman's direction, thankful that he hadn't noticed her
reaction. He did, however, glinpse the surprised expression of Joubert.
'"Do you two know each other?' Allen asked.
') -
Kelly cut himshort.
"My father introduced us about a nonth ago,' she said, stepping forward. 'How
are you, M Joubert?"
The Frenchman nmanaged to conceal his bew | dernment and Kelly prayed that he
woul dn't give the gane away.
'"I"'msorry to hear what happened,' Joubert said, flatly.
Kel | y nodded.
"Were you aware that M Joubert had been staying at your father's house for
t he past two weeks.?' asked the policeman.
"No,' Kelly said. 'But | knew that he was working on a new project with
someone. | wasn't aware it was M Joubert though. My father likes to keep his
work to hinself.
"You claimthat you' ve been at the Research Institute all night?' Allen said
to the Frenchman.
"Yes | have,' Joubert told him 'The night-watchman will
verify that if you ask him'
"As far as we can see, nothing of Dr Vernon's was taken, but you might like to
check your own bel ongi ngs,' the D suggested.
Joubert nodded.
it would be nore convenient for all of us if you could | eave the house for a
day or two, sir,' Allen said. '"Wile the lads fromforensic go over the
pl ace.'
Joubert nodded.
"I"lIl book into a hotel,' he said. Til get sonme things fromupstairs.' The
Frenchman gl anced once nore at Kelly then left the room
"How was ny father killed? Kelly asked.
'He was stabbed,' said Allen, hastily.

' Kni f ed?'

The policeman swal | owed hard.

'"No. He was stabbed with a corkscrew. |I'm sorry.

Kelly closed her eyes for a nmonent, the details of her dream suddenly fl ashing
with neon brilliance in her mind. She felt a twi nge of nausea but fought it
back. Allen noved towards her as if he feared she would faint but she waved

hi m anay.

i'mall right,'" she assured him smiling thinly.

Joubert returned a nonment |ater carrying what | ooked |ike an overni ght bag.
"There is one nore thing I'd like to check on before | |eave,' he said,
entering the study.

Kelly and DI Allen foll owed him



The Frenchman nuttered sonething in his own tongue as he surveyed the enpty
table in the study.

"The files,' he said, wearily. 'They've been taken.'

"What files? A len demanded.

'The project that Dr Vernon and | were working on,' Joubert snapped. "All the
i nformati on was conpiled in half a dozen files. They're gone.'

"What kind of information? the policeman persi sted.

"Just research notes, of no inportance to anyone but us.' He cast a sly glance
at Kelly.

"Are you sure they've been taken?' said Allen

' They were here,' Joubert snapped, tapping the table top

'Can you describe then?' asked Allen

The Frenchman shrugged.

"Six plain manilla files, what nore can | tell you?

" Whoever took them knew what they were |ooking for,'" Kelly interjected.
Joubert nodded and | ooked at her once nore.

"Damm, ' he said, under his breath.

"Wll," Allen told him it's not much to go on but, we'll do our best to trace
them' He paused for a nmonent. 'I'd |ike the nane of the hotel you're staying
in, M Joubert, if you could phone me at the station as soon as you've booked
in.'" He handed the Frenchman a piece of paper with a phone nunber on it. 'And

you, Mss Vernon, |'d appreciate an address where | can reach you.'

She gave himthat of her flat in Oxford.

i don't think we need keep you any longer,' the DI told them 'But we'll be in
touch.’

Joubert was the first to turn and head for the front door

Kelly foll owed, catching up with himas he reached his car. She gl anced round,
maki ng sure they were out of earshot.

'"Did Lasall e know what was in those files? she asked.

"What the hell has he got to do with all this? Joubert barked. 'And you are
taki ng a chance posing as Vernon's daughter aren't you?

"Joubert, | have to speak to you. But not here.’

H s expression softened somewhat.

it's inmportant,' she persisted.

"Very well. Perhaps you could reconmend a hotel.' He smiled hunourl essly.
"I"ve got ny car,' she told him 'Follow nme into the town centre. W nust
talk. There's a lot that needs expl anation.'

He regarded her inpassively for a noment then nodded, clinbed into his Fiat
and started the engine. Kelly scuttled across the road to her own car and
twisted the key in the ignition. She waited until Joubert had reversed out
into the street, then she set off. He followed close behind. Kelly could see
the trailing Fiat in her rear view mirror as she drove.

She wondered if finally she would | earn the answers to the questions which had
pl agued her for so | ong.

There were only a handful of people in the bar of 'The Bull' hotel. It was not
yet noon and the lunchtine drinkers had still to appear

Kel |y sat over her orange juice, waiting for Joubert to join her. \Wen he
finally sat down opposite her she noticed how dark and sunken his eyes | ooked,
a testanent to the fact that he had been working all night. He sipped his own
drink and watched as Kelly did the sane.

"You said you wanted to talk,' the Frenchman said. "Wat had you in m nd?

"For one thing, 1'd like to know what the hell you and Vernon had been up to
for the past nonth or so,' she said, challengingly. 'Ever since the two
institutes began work on Astral projection and dreaminterpretation it's been
nore |ike working for M5 than a psychic research unit. Wat were you and

Ver non wor ki ng on?'

"What happened to the famous English quality of tact? he said, smling. "Wat
do you want to know?'

if | asked all the questions that are on ny mind we'd be here until this tine
next year. Right now I'll settle for knowi ng why you and Vernon were so



secretive about the research findings.'

Joubert sipped his drink once nore, gazing into the glass as if seeking

i nspiration.

" How much did you know about Vernon?' he asked.

"Personally, not a great deal. Professionally he seened obsessed with the work
on Astral projection and mind control,' Kelly said.

'"He was. But with good cause, as | was. We both had reasons for wanting the
findings kept quiet until a suitable tine.'

" Reasons worth killing for?" she asked.

Joubert | ooked aghast.

"Certainly not,' he said, indignantly. "Wiy do you say that?

'The death of Lasalle didn't seemto nmake nuch of an inpression on you.'
"You thought | was responsible for Lasalle's death?" he said, although it
sounded nore like a statenent than a question

She nodded.

'He was cracking up, close to insanity when he died,' said Joubert. 'No one
could have helped him least of all ne. He was afraid of ne.’

"You gave himcause to be. | noticed the hostility between you.'
it was nothing personal. | was angry with himfor revealing our findings so
early. That was all.' The Frenchman | owered his voice slightly. 'Lasalle was a

good friend of mne,' he said, reflectively. 'But he did a | ot of damage to
our research with that article he wote. It brought too much nmedia attention
to a project which should have been fully conpl eted before being put up for
scrutiny. And, he ruined ny chances of making a name for nyself in our field.'
He went on to recount the story he had told Vernon, about how the |inelight
had been snatched from hi monce before. 'So, perhaps you can understand ny
reasons for secrecy. That was why | was unco-operative with you. | didn't want
anybody or anything to interfere with nmy chances of making the breakthrough. /
wanted to be the one who was remenbered for maki ng one of parapsychol ogy's
greatest finds.'

Kel |l y exhal ed.

"And Vernon?' she said. 'Why was he so fascinated by nind control ?

'"Hi s reasons were even nore genui ne than mne,' said the Frenchman.

'One of my coll eagues said that he was hiding sonething about his wife. He

Joubert interrupted.

"Vernon's wife has been irretrievably and irreversibly insane for the past six
years. When you nasqueraded as his daughter this nmorning you took a bigger

ri sk than you could have i magi ned. Vernon has a daughter. Adnittedly, he
hadn't seen her for six years and, as far as she is concerned, he had no pl ace
in her life but she exists neverthel ess.’

Kelly raised her glass to her lips but she lowered it again, her ful

attention on Joubert as he continued.

'He had a Grandson too. As he explained it to me, the child, who was | ess than
a year old at the tine, was being cared for by Ms Vernon. She doted on the
boy, worshipped himas if he were hers. Vernon hinself has al ways been a
nervous man, afraid of burglars and intruders. He and his wife owned two

Dober mans. They were kept in a small compound during the day and rel eased at
night.' He sighed. 'This particular day, they escaped. The baby boy was

craw ing on the lawn. There was nothing Ms Vernon could do. The dogs tore the
child to pieces before her eyes.' 'Oh CGod,' murnured Kelly.

'She went into a state of shock and then slipped into a catatonic trance.
Vernon thought that if he discovered a way to unl ock the subconscious m nd, he
could use it to cure his wife. That was his secret. Nothing sinister." Kelly
shook her head al nbst inperceptibly, if only he'd said sonething," she

whi spered. 'He never intended the truth to be reveal ed,' Joubert said. 'But
now it doesn't matter.'

"Who would want to kill hin?' she asked, as if expecting the Frenchman to
furnish her with an answer.

' The sane person who would want to steal those files,' he said, i can't think



what possible use they would be to anyone not acquainted with the paranornal.
Besi des, who el se but Vernon and nysel f even knew they were at the house?' He
shook hi s head.

i saw Vernon nurdered,' Kelly said, flatly. Joubert |ooked at her aghast. 'In
a dream' she conti nued.

'Have you had precognitive dreans before?" he asked, sonewhat excitedly.
"Never.'

"Did you see who killed hinf

Kelly took a long swig from her glass, wi shing that it contai ned sonething
stronger. She nodded.

"His nane is David Bl ake," she said. 'The man I'mliving with.'

Joubert watched her across the table, aware that she was quivering slightly.
"Coul d there have been sonme nistake? he asked.

She shrugged.

i don't know what to believe any nore.'

"Kelly, if it's true then you could be in a great deal of danger.'’

'He doesn't know | suspect him' she said, her voice cracking. 'Besides,"
Kelly wiped a tear fromher eye corner, i love him' Her eyes filled with

nmoi sture which, a second later, began to spill down her cheeks. 'Oh Cod it
can't be Hm It can't.’

Joubert noved cl oser and curled one conforting arm around her shoul der

'"He wouldn't hurt me though, | know he wouldn't,"' she rmurnured.

' How can you be sure?

She had no answer.

London

It was late afternoon by the tinme Kelly drew into the driveway outside Bl ake's
house. There was no sign of his XJS. He was either out for a while or the car
was in the garage. She left her Mni where it was, |locked it, then headed for
the front door.

As she stepped inside the hall, the silence seened to envel op her like an

i nvi si bl e bl anket and she stood notionless for a noment as if reluctant to

di sturb the solitude. She glanced across at the cellar door.

It was open slightly.

Kel |y approached it silently, listening for the noise of a clacking typewiter
from bel ow but there was none.

"David,' she called and her voice sounded hollow in the stillness.

No answer.

She wal ked back to the sitting roomdoor, opened it slightly and peered in,
calling his name as she did so.

Not hi ng

Kelly wandered to the bottom of the staircase and | ooked up.

'David, are you up there?

The sil ence reigned suprene.

She opened the cellar door w der and gazed down into the subterranean chamber.
Kel | y began to descend.

Hal f way down the stairs she called his name once again, now satisfied that

t he house was enpty. The extractor fan was on, a slight whirring sound filling
the cal mess. Kelly felt that all too famliar ripple of fear caress her neck
and spine. The celiar |ooked vast, stretching out all around her, naking her
feel vul nerable and exposed. She noved towards his desk, her pace slow ng, her
j aw dr oppi ng open

Perched on top of the typewiter were the six manilla files.

Kelly froze for a second then reached forward and picked one up, nipping it
open. She recogni sed Lasalle's handwiting on the first page.

' Found what you're | ooking for?

The voi ce sounded thunderous in the silence.

Kel ly spun round, al nost dropping the file, her eyes fixed on the figure at
the top of the stairs.

Bl ake stood there notionless for a nonment then slowy descended the steps.

H s face was expressionless as he approached her, one hand extended. He



noti oned for her to give himthe file which she did, not shifting her gaze
fromhis eyes, trying to | ook through those twin dark screens which covered

t hem

"Way did you kill Dr Vernon?' she asked, falteringly.

"Kelly," he said, softly. '"You shouldn't have come down here. \What goes on in
this roomis ny business.'

"You did kill himdidn't you, David? she persisted.

"Yes,' he said, unhesitatingly. 'l needed the files.'

"I"ve been to his house today. |'ve spoken to Joubert.'

Bl ake chuckl ed.

"Not so |long ago you were convinced that Vernon and Joubert were responsible
for these events,' he said.

"Tell me why you did it,' she said. 'Wwy you caused all those deaths.'

He didn't answer.

"Why?' she roared at him her voice a mxture of fear and desperation

He saw a single tear trickle fromher eye corner. She wiped it away angrily.
'Ever since | can renenber, even before | began witing about the paranormal,
the idea of Astral projection has fascinated nme,' he began, his tone neasured
and calm 'Not just travelling through space on an ethereal |evel, but actua
physi cal novenent of the Astral body through time. The tangible realization of
t hat nmovenent which nmeant | could literally be in two places at once. In

control of two centres of consciousness. | made it work. It took years to
master but | |earned howto do it and the nore | |earned, the nore | realized
that it was possible to mani pul ate the subconsci ous personalities of others as
well. To use them' He regarded her with no hint of enotion on his face.

'Li ke Toni Landers and the rest?' she said.

"I learned to control the Shadow inside them'

' The Shadow?' Kelly said, |ooking vague.

'The alter-ego. What you know as the subconscious. That part of the m nd which

controls our darker side, that's the Shadow. | found a way to release it.'

" How?' she wanted to know. 'Is it by a formof hypnosis?

"Yes, conmbined with ny own ability to absorb the energy which the Shadow
radiates. It's like an infra-red beacon to nme. | can tap into it. Feed on it.

It increases ny own power. Everyone, no matter who they are, has this darker
side to their nature. Mst people are able to control it, and it's kept in
check by their code of norals or by the law. But when the force is rel eased,
they act out thoughts and desires which had previously been hidden.'

Kel | y shook her head.

"Way did you do it, David? she asked, tears brinmmng in her eyes once again.
"What did you hope to achieve by having Toni Landers kill that baby, or Roger
Carr murder that girl. O Braddock or O Neil. Wy did they have to kill?'

"I had to be sure of my own abilities. Now | am' he said, inpassively. 'The
seance gave nme a perfect opportunity to

use that power, to prove once and for all that | could influence other
people's alter-egos. Use them Can't you appreciate what this nmeans?' H s

voi ce had taken on a note of excitenent. 'Politicians could be mani pul at ed.
Leaders of the Church, Heads of State.'

"You're mad,' she said, taking a step back

"No, Kelly, I"'mnot mad,' he said. 'This power is too great to be wasted.

Thi nk about it. There need be no nore wars, no nore civil unrest, because

t hose who provoke such incidents could be found and destroyed before they were

able to create trouble. Any trace of evil inside their m nds would be visible
to sonmeone |ike me who knew how to use the power of the Shadow. '
"And if you did discover some evil inside then?

i told you, they would be destroyed. Executed. This know edge gives ne the
power of life and death over anyone | choose. It's a weapon too.'

'For selling? she asked, cryptically.

"If necessary,' he told her. There's no weapons systemon earth to match it.'
"But why use it to kill?

"Every discovery has its sacrifices,' he said, smling. 'You should know



that.'

"No one will believe it.'

Bl ake smiled and crossed to his desk. He pulled open one of the drawers and
took out a letter. Kelly watched him warily.

if you'd searched ny office nore thoroughly,' he said. 'You' d have found
this.'" He unfolded the letter, it arrived two days ago, from Thanmes TV. |'ve
been invited onto a discussion progranme. Myself and two other "experts" are
supposed to di scuss whether or not the supernatural is real or imaginary. N ce
of themto include me don't you think?

"What are you going to do?

His snmile faded.

"I"mgoing to prove, once and for all, exactly how powerful the Shadowis,"
Bl ake tol d her.

Kel | y took another step back.

i loved you, David,' she said, softly, tears rolling down her cheeks.

'Then stay with me," he said, noving towards her

"You're a nurderer. | saw you kill Vernon.'

" Ah, your dream' he said, that chilling grin returning, i had al ready been
probing your mind for a week or two prior to that little incident. Can't you
see, Kelly, you and | are one. W belong together. You can share this power
with ne. Learn howto use it.'

'Learn how to kill, you mean?' she said, vehenently.

"All right then, leave. Go to the police. Tell theml| killed Dr Vernon but who
the hell is going to believe you? Hqw could | have killed hin?' he added,

nockingly, i was in bed with you | ast night.'

She swal | owed hard, realizing he was right.

'"Go. Get out,' Blake roared, i offered you the chance and you refused. Leave
here.’

He wat ched as she turned and hurriedly clinbed the stairs, disappearing into
the hall. A nonent later he heard the front door slam behind her. His

expression darkened as he gripped the file. He clutched it a second | onger
then, with a grunt, hurled it across the room

Kel | y knew Bl ake was ri ght.

As she started the engine of the Mni she realized she woul d never convince
the police of his guilt. She was hel pl ess, sonething which made her feel angry
as well as afraid.

She guided the car out into traffic, wiping nore tears away with the back of
her hand. Conbined with that feeling of hel pl essness was al so one of |oss, for
somewher e inside her, despite what she knew, she retained her affection for

Bl ake. Kelly felt as if the world were col |l apsing around her

She knew that she nust tell Joubert what she had | earned. There was a phone
box on the corner of the street. Kelly slowed down and prepared to swing the
car over. She checked her rear view mirror

She coul d not supress a scream

Reflected in the mrror, glaring at her fromthe back seat, was the face of

Bl ake.

Kelly twi sted the wheel, her eyes riveted to the visage in the mrror.

Al'l she heard was the loud blast of the air horns as the lorry thundered

t owar ds her.

It was enough to shake her from her terror and now she | ooked through the

wi ndscreen to see the huge Scani a bearing down on her. The driver was wavi ng
madly for her to get out of his way.

She pushed her foot down on the accelerator and the Mni shot forward,
swerving violently, missing the nearest huge wheel by inches. Kelly yel ped as
the car hit the kerb with a bone jarring bunp before skidding across the
paverent and coming to rest against the hedge of the garden opposite.

A car behind her also cane to a grinding halt and the lorry pulled up a few
yards further on, the driver |eaping fromthe cab

Kel |y shook herself and twisted in her seat. The back seat was enpty. There
was no sign of Bl ake.



She felt sick, the realization of what had just happened sl owy dawni ng on
her. She heard footsteps approaching the car then her door was w enched open
The lorry driver stood there, his face flushed. 'Are you all right? he asked,
anxi ously. She nodded.

"What the hell were you doing? You pulled straight in front of ne. | could
have killed you.'
Kelly closed her eyes tightly for a monent. 'I'msorry,' she whispered.

The driver of the other car had arrived by now and he reached in to undo
Kelly's seatbelt. The two men hel ped her fromthe car, standing beside her as
she sucked in deep lungfuls of air.

"I"ll phone for an anbul ance,’' said the truck driver. 'No.' Kelly caught his
arm "I'Il be OK | wasn't hurt.' 'You |look pretty shaken up,' he told her

" Pl ease. No anbul ance."

She wasn't sure what had di sturbed her the nost. Nearly being hit by the lorry
or the sight of Blake's leering face. 'I'mfine, really,' she assured them
both. O her vehicles slowed down as they drove by, glancing at the roadside

t abl eau.

Kelly eventual ly clanbered back into the Mni and strapped herself in. The two
men wat ched as she guided her car off the pavenment back on to the road.

' Thanks for your help,' she said and drove off, | eaving the two nen shaking
their heads as she disappeared into traffic.

After another nile or so and Kelly canme to a second phone box. @ ancing
somewhat nervously into her rear-view mrror she signalled then pulled in,

cl ambering out of the car and reaching the box noments before two young girls,
who began muttering to each other and pacing up and down outsi de.

Kelly funbled for some change and dialled the nunber of Joubert's hotel. She
tapped agitatedly on one gl ass panel of the phone box as she waited to be
connected. Finally she heard the Frenchman's voice.

Scarcely had he identified hinself than she began babbling her story to him
About Bl ake. About Vernon's death. The nurders conmitted by Toni Landers and
the others. Bl ake's TV appearance.

The power of the Shadow.

The Frenchman |istened in stunned silence, only his |ow breathing signalling
his presence on the other end of the line.

The rapi d pi ps sounded and she pushed in another coin.

"Kelly, you nust get away fromthere,' Joubert said, finally.

"I can't leave now,' she told him

'For Cod's sake, he could kill you too.'
"He nust be stopped.’
"But Kelly ...°

She hung up, paused a noment then wal ked back to her car. As she opened her
hand she gl anced at the bunch of keys resting on her palm

One of themunl ocked the front door of Bl ake's house.

The thought hit her Iike a thunderbolt. She scranbl ed behind the steering
wheel and started the engine.

It was 5.56 p.m

She had tine but it was running out fast.

PART THREE

"We'll know for the first tine, If we're evil or divine ..
—Ronni e Janes Dio

"The evil that nmen do lives after them...'

—Julius Caesar, Act IIl, Scene |

At 6.35 David Bl ake wal ked fromhis house, clinbed into the waiting XJS and
started the engine. Despite the relative warnth of the evening, the sky was a
pat chwork of nottled grey and blue. Away to the north clouds were gathering in
unyi el di ng dark formati ons and Bl ake wondered how |l ong it woul d be before the
i npending stormarrived. As if to reinforce his supicions, a distant runble of
t hunder rolled across the sky.

He guided the Jag out into the street and swung it right.

He didn't see Kelly.



She had been standi ng about twenty yards further down the street for alnpst an
hour, watching and waiting, the key to Blake's front door clutched in her

hand.

Now she watched as the XJS pull ed away, disappearing around the corner

As if fearing that he might return, she paused for another five mnutes then
began wal ki ng briskly towards the house, not hesitating as she made her way up
the path, attenpting to hide the anxiousness in her stride. She reached the
front door and pushed in the key.

'"He's just gone out.'

She gasped al oud as she heard the voice, turning to discover its source.

Kelly saw the niddl e-aged man who |ived next door to Bl ake. He was struggling
to hold his Alsatian under control, the large dog pulling on its leash as if
threatening to tug the man off his feet. He stood there, watching as Kelly
turned the key in the |ock.

"I don't know where he's gone,' the man persi sted.

She smled as politely as she coul d manage.

"It's all right, I'lIl wait,' she told himand stepped inside.

Through the bevell ed glass of the front door, Kelly could see the distorted

i mage of the man next door. He appeared

to be standing staring at the house but, after a noment or two, he noved on
She si ghed and noved quickly across the hall to the staircase, scuttling up
the steps towards Bl ake's bedroom

She paused outside the door, aware of a slight chill in the air but she
ignored it and wal ked in. The silence swall owed her up and she was aware only
of the sound of her own heart beating.

Kel ly noved around the bed to the cabinet, her eyes fixed on the ornate gold
key in the | ock of the bottomdrawer. She dropped to her knees and turned it.
It was al nost seven o'clock by the time she left the house. As she cl anbered
into the Mni she guessed that the drive across London woul d take her
forty-five mnutes if she was |ucky. She prayed that the traffic wouldn't be
too heavy. Her heart was still thunping hard against her ribs and she took a
ti ssue from her handbag to wi pe the noisture fromthe pal ns of her hands.

As she dropped the bag on to the passenger seat she noticed how heavy it was.
The .357 Magnum nestl ed safely inside.

Bl ake turned up the volune on the casette and drummed on the steering wheel as
he waited for the lights to turn green. Traffic in the centre of London was
beginning to clog the roads but the witer seenmed unperturbed by the tenporary
hol d-up. The show he was due to appear on was going out |ive but he | ooked at
his watch and realized he'd nake it in tine. He snmiled as he saw the traffic
i ghts change col our.

Anot her fifteen minutes and he would be at the studio.

Anot her om nous runbl e of thunder shook the heavens. The stormwas getting

cl oser.

Kelly | ooked first as the dashboard clock and then at her own watch. She drove
as fast as she was able in the streans of traffic, slow ng down slightly when
she saw a police car cruise past in the lane next to her. Al npst without

t hi nki ng, she reached over and secured the clasp on her handbag, ensuring that
the revolver didn't fall out. Kelly could feel the perspiration on her back
and forehead, clinging to her I|ike

dew to the grass.

She guessed that Bl ake nust have reached his destination by now.

Anot her gl ance at her watch and she estimated it woul d be over ten m nutes

bef ore she caught up with him

The first spots of rain began to spatter her w ndscreen

By the time Kelly reached the Thames Tel evisi on studi os in Euston Road the
rain was falling in torrents. Large droplets of it bounced off the car and she
squinted to see through the drenched w ndscreen. Her w pers seened quite

i nadequate for the task of sweeping away the water which poured down the

gl ass.

She found a parking space then junped out of the car, picking up her handbag.



She sprinted towards the main entrance, slow ng her pace as she saw a

uni formed doorman barring the way. A thought crossed her mind

What if he wanted to search her bag?

She held it close to .her and | ooked at himwarily but his only gesture was to
smle happily at her. Kelly smled back, as nuch in relief as anything el se.
The man opened the door for her and she wal ked inside the vast entry-way.
"Could you tell me which studio David Blake is in?" she asked.

"Wro?1 he said.

'David Bl ake," she repeated. "He's a witer. He's taking part in a discussion
programre tonight at eight. | hope I"'mnot too late.'

"Ch yes, that's Studio One, they started about ten mnutes ago. It's that
way.' He hooked a thumb in the general direction

Kel |y wal ked past him

"Just a minute. Mss,' he called.

She froze

'Have you got a ticket? he wanted to know

She opened her nouth to speak but he conti nued.

'"There's a few seats left. If you see that young | ady behind the desk, I'm
sure she'll be able to help you.'" He smiled and indicated a womman who was
sitting beneath a | arge framed photo of a well-known conedi an

Kel ly asked for a ticket.

'"I"'mafraid that the programme in Studio One is being transmitted live,' said
t he ot her woman, apologetically. 'It's not normal policy to allow nenbers of
the audience in while the showis on.'

"Dam, ny editor will kill me,' said Kelly, with nmock exasperation. 'I'm
supposed to cover this show for the paper, talk to the guests afterwards.

W' re doing a feature on one of themthis week.'

'Do you have your press card with you?' asked the receptionist.

"No, | don't, | was in such a rush to get here I ...' She shrugged, wondering
if the ruse woul d work.

The wonman ran an apprai sing eye over her

"\Whi ch paper?' she asked.

'The Standard,' Kelly lied, it is very inmportant.' She played her trunp card.
"You can call my editor if you like.'

The wonman t hought for a nmoment then shook her head.

'"No, that won't be necessary. | think we can get you in.'" She called the
doornman over. 'George, can you show this lady into Studio One. But they are on
the air at the noment.'

The doorman nodded, snmiled politely at Kelly and asked her to follow him She
swal | owed hard, trying to control her breathing as they made their way up a
long corridor. The walls on either side bore framed photographs of celebrities
past and present. Kelly felt as if she were being watched, scrutinised by each
pai r of nmonochrone eyes, all of whom knew her secret. The .357 suddenly felt
gigantic inside her handbag and she hugged it closer to her, watching as the
door man paused beneath a red light and a sign which proclainmed: STUDIO ONE. He
opened the door a fraction and peered inside.

'Keep as quiet as you can,' he whispered and led Kelly into the studio.

Apart fromthe area which made up the studio floor, the

entire cavervous roomwas in darkness. Kelly saw rows and rows of people
before her, their attention directed towards the four nmen who sat in front of
t hem

She caught sight of Bl ake.

The doorman ushered her towards an enpty seat near the back of the studio
where she settled herself, nouthing a silent Thankyou' to him as he slipped
away. A man seated in front of her turned and | ooked at her briefly before
returning his attention to the discussion being conducted by the four nen.
Kel |y gl anced around the studio.

Caneras noved silently back and forth. She saw a man w th headphones hunched
close to the interviewer, a clipboard clutched in his hand. He was counting
of f seconds with his fingers, notioning a canera forward as one of the four



men seated am dst the nodest set spoke.

Bl ake was seated between the interviewer and an elderly priest who was havi ng
trouble with a long strand of grey hair which kept falling over his forehead.
He brushed it back each time he spoke but, within seconds, the gossaner
tentacl e had crept back to its original position

Arc lights burned brightly, pinpointing the men in their powerful beans while
sausage- shaped boonms were | owered carefully by the sound engineers, all of
whom were intent on staying out of camera shot. The sound was com ng through

l oud and clear but Kelly seemed not to hear it. Her gaze was riveted to Bl ake
who was in the process of pouring hinmself some water fromthe jug on top of

t he snoked-gl ass table before him He smled cordially at a remark nmade by the
old priest and sipped his drink.

Kel ly watched him unable to take her eyes fromthe witer's slimframe. She
heard hi s name spoken then his voice filled the studio.

"In the course of nmy work |I've cone across all nanner of religions, each one
as valid as the next,' he said.

"But you nentioned voodoo earlier,' the old priest remnded him 'Surely you
can't class that as a religion?

"It's the worship of a God or a set of Gods. As far as |'m concerned that
makes it a religion.'

' Then you coul d say the sane about witchcraft?' the priest countered.

"Why not?' Bl ake said. 'The deities worshi pped by w tches were thought to be
powerful in their own right. A God doesn't have to be benevolent to be

wor shi pped. '

"Do you have any religious beliefs yourself, M Blake? asked the interviewer.
"Not in God and the Devil as we know them no,' the witer told him

Kel ly sat notionless, watching him her eyes filling with tears once nore. She
touched the Magnum i nsi de her handbag but, somewhere deep inside her, she knew
that she could not use the weapon. \What she should be feeling for Bl ake was
hatred but, in fact, she felt feelings of |love as strong for himnow as she
had ever known. Could this man really be evil? This man she felt so nmuch for?
"What do you believe in then? the interviewer asked Bl ake.

i believe that there is a force which controls everyone's lives but | don't
believe that it cones froma God of any description,' the witer said. "It
cones fromhere.' He prodded his own chest.

"Don't you, in fact, use this theory in your forthcom ng book?' the
interviewer said. 'This idea of each of us having two distinct sides to our
nature. One good, one evil.'

"That's hardly an original concept,' said the psychiatrist, haughtily. 'Surely
every religion in the world, in history, has revol ved around the struggle

bet ween good and evil .’

"I agree,' said Blake. 'But never before has it been possible to isolate the
evil side of man and make it a tangible force i ndependent fromthe rest of the
m nd. "'

Kel | y shuddered, her mnd suddenly clearing as if a veil had been drawn from
it.

She slid one hand inside her handbag, her fist closing around the butt of the
.357. She slowy eased back the hammer, glancing around furtively to see if
anyone el se had noticed the netallic click

There was a man standing directly behind her.

He wore a short sleeved white shirt and dark trousers and, Kelly caught a

qui ck glinpse of the badge pinned to his chest: SECURITY.

She took her hand off the Magnum and hurriedly turned to

face the studio floor once again, her heart beating nadly agai nst her ribs.
She gl anced at Bl ake.

A camera was nmovi ng cl oser towards him

She realized the time had cone.

'What exactly are you suggesting? the interviewer asked, smling.

Bl ake | ooked into the camera.

' Everyone can be made to commit acts normally abhorrent to them' he said.



The canera zoonmed in on him

Kelly all owed her hand to slip back inside the handbag, and, once nore, she
gri pped the revolver. She could hear the | ow breathing of the security guard
behi nd her but she realized that she had no choice.

She began to ease the gun slowy fromits place of conceal nent.

Behi nd her, the security man noved and Kelly swal | owed hard as she heard his
footsteps gradual ly receding. The next tine she saw himhe was a good fifty
feet away, to the left of the studio's set. Kelly watched himfor a noment

| onger then turned her attention back to Bl ake.

He was staring into the camera, nmotionless in his chair.

The other three nmen | ooked at himin bew ldernment and, after a minute or so of
silence, sone inpatient mutterings began to ripple through the audi ence but

Bl ake nerely sat as he was, his eyes fixed on the canera as if it were a snake
about to strike him

The caneraman was not the only one in the studio to feel as if iced water had
been punped through his veins. He shivered.

Kelly too felt that freezing hand grip her tightly but the tears which ran
down her cheeks were warm

She coul d not take her eyes from Bl ake and now the cold seened to be
intensifying, growing within her until it was al nbost unbearabl e.

She slid the Magnum from her handbag and stood up, holding the gun at arms

I ength, fixing Blake hurriedly in the sights.

The man in front of her turned and opened his nouth to shout a warning.
Fromthe studio floor, the security guard spotted her. He raced towards her
his eyes fixed on the gl eam ng Magnum

The noi se was thunderous.

As Kelly squeezed the trigger, the .357 roared |loudly. The savage recoft
nearly knocked her over and she winced as the butt smashed agai nst the heel of
her hand. The Magnum bucked violently in her grip as it spat out the heavy
grain bullet. The barrel flaned brilliant white for precious seconds and, in
that blinding illumnation, nenbers of the audience dived for cover, npst of

t hem unawar e of what had nmade the deafening bl ast.

The bullet hit the floor and drilled a hole the size of a fifty pence piece in
the hard surface.

Kelly fired again.

The second shot shattered the snoked glass table in front of Bl ake who turned
and | ooked up into the audience, the muzzle flash catching his eye. Shards of
gl ass sprayed in all directions and the old priest yelped in pain as one laid
open his cheek. He felt hinself being pulled to one side by the psychiatrist.
Bl ake rose, his arns outstretched.

The writer presented a much bigger target and, this time, Kelly didn't niss.
Movi ng at a speed of over 1,430 feet a second, the heavy grain slug hit him
squarely in the chest. It shattered his sternumand tore through his |ung
before erupting fromhis back, blasting an exit hole the size of a fist. Lunps
of grey and red viscera splattered the flinsy set behind himand Bl ake was
lifted off his feet by the inpact. He crashed to the floor and rolled over
once, trying to drag hinself away, but Kelly fired once nore.

The next bullet hit himin the side, splintering his pelvis, decimating the
liver as it ripped through him

He cl apped one hand to the gaping wound as if trying to hold the blood in. H's
chest felt as if it were on fire and, when he coughed, bl ood spilled over his
lips and ran down his chin, mngling with that which was already fornmng a
pool around him

Nevert hel ess, fighting back the waves of agony which tore

t hrough him he managed to claw his way across the set and he was on his knees
when the third bullet hit him It snmashed his left shoul der and spun him
round, fragments of bone spraying fromthe exit wound, propelled by the
eruption of bl ood which acconpani ed the bl ast.

He sagged forward across the chair, hardly feeling any pain as”nother round
practically took his head off. It caught himat the base of the throat, the



massi ve force throwing himonto his back where he lay nmotionless, a crimson
fountain spurting fromthe |arge hole.

Kelly stood at the back of the studio, the gun hot in her hand, her pal ns
stinging fromthe constant recoil. The snell of cordite stung her nostrils but
she seemed not to notice it and, as the security nman approached her, one eye
on that yawning barrel, she nerely dropped the Magnum and | ooked bl ankly at
hi m

He sl owed his pace as he drew cl oser and she saw his |ips noving as he spoke
but she heard nothing. Only gradually did the sounds begin to filter back into
her consci ousness.

The screans. The shouts.

She shook her head then | ooked in bew | dernent at the security nman, her eyes
wi de and unconprehendi ng. She | ooked down at the gun which lay at her feet
then back at the set.

Kelly saw two or three people gathered around a body and it took her a noment
or two to realize it was the body of Bl ake.

She saw the bl ood. Snelled the cordite. Her ears were still ringing fromthe
expl osi ve sound of the gunshots.

First aid men scurried on to the set to tend to Bl ake but she saw one of them
shake his head as he felt for a pulse and heartbeat. Another man renoved his
jacket and laid it over Blake's face.

She realized that David Bl ake was dead.

The security guard took her by the armand she | ooked at him her eyes wi de
and questing. She shook her head, glancing down once nore at the gun

In that instant, as she was being led away, Kelly felt as if her entire body
had been wapped in freezing rags.

The roominside Al bany Street police station was small. Despite the dearth of
furniture it still appeared nminiscule. Less than twelve feet square, it
contained two chairs, one on each side of a wooden table. A cracked wash-basin
was jammed i nto one corner near the door and there was a plastic bucket
beneath it to catch the drips which dribbled through the chi pped porcel ain.
The room smelt of perspiration and cigarette snoke, but the w ndows remai ned
firmy closed. Powerful banks of fluorescents, quite disproportionately bright
for the size of the room blazed in the ceiling.

I nspector Mal colm Barton lit up another cigarette and tossed the enpty packet
onto the table in front of Kelly.

"How well did you know David Bl ake?" he asked

"I"ve already told you,' Kelly protested.

"So tell me again.'

"W were lovers. | was living at his house. | had been for about a fortnight.'
' Then why did you kill hin®

"I"ve told you that too.'

Barton bl ew out a stream of snoke and shook his head.

"You can do better than that, Mss Hunt,' he said. 'First you told nme you
intended to kill Bl ake then you said you didn't renenmber pulling the trigger
Now, |'mjust a thick copper. | like things plain and sinple. Te!l ne why you
shot him'

Kelly cradl ed her head in her hands and tried to keep her voice calm She had
been at the police station for over an hour, taken directly there fromthe
Eust on Road st udi os.

'He was dangerous,' she said.

'He never seened like a nut-case to ne the odd tines | saw himon the box.
What gave you this special insight? The policeman's voice was heavy with
scorn.

"He told nme about his powers,' said Kelly, wearily.

"OfF course, his powers, 1'd forgotten about them'

if you won't believe ne then at |east |et soneone el se back up what |'ve told
you. Blake had the ability to control people's mnds, to nmake them act out
their worst desires. That was his power.'

"And you know of sonmeone who'll verify that do you?' Barton chided. 'I'd be



interested to neet him'

"Then |l et me make a bl oody phone call,' Kelly snapped. 'Like you should have
done when you first brought nme here.'

Barton pointed an accusatory finger at her

"Don't start giving ne orders, Mss Hunt, you're not in a bargaining
position,' he hissed. 'Jesus Christ you were seen by dozens of people. You
told me yourself that you had to kill Bl ake.'

'"Have | ever denied |I shot hin?' she said, challengingly.

"You said you didn't renenber pulling the trigger.'

"I didn't. | wasn't even sure what had happened until | saw himlying there.’
There was a nonent's silence then Barton crossed to the gl ass panelled door
behi nd hi m

' Tony, bring the phone in here will you,' he called, then turned back to face
Kelly. "AH right, you nake your phone call.’
Atall, slimmn in a sergeant's uniformentered the roomcarrying a trinphone

whi ch he plugged into a socket in the wall near Kelly. He hesitated a nonment
t hen wal ked out.

'Go on,' urged the Inspector, nodding towards the phone.

Kel ly picked up the receiver and dialled the nunber of the hotel where Joubert
was staying. She wi ped perspiration fromher face with her free hand, |ooking
up occasionally at Barton who was rummagi ng through his pockets in search of
anot her packet of cigarettes. He found one and lit up

On the other end of the line, Kelly heard the sound of Joubert's voice.

' Bl ake nade the broadcast,' she told him 'l couldn't stop himin tine.'

He asked where she was.

"I killed Bl ake. The police are holding me here now Please Joubert, you mnust
cone to London. It might already be too late.' She gave himinstructions on
how to reach the police station then hung up

"Too late for what?' Barton wanted to know.

' Everyone who wat ched that programme,' she said.

'He m ght have been bluffing,' said Barton, disinterestedly.

i wish to God he had been,' Kelly said, quietly.

There was a knock on the door and the tall, slimsergeant entered, carrying a
pi ece of paper. He passed it to Barton. The Inspector read it, glancing
occasionally at Kelly as he did so. He sucked hard on his cigarette.

"What do you make of it, guv?' said the sergeant.

"When did these reports cone in? Barton wanted to know

' These were the first three, they came in |l ess than an hour ago.'

Barton | ooked puzzl ed.

"What do you nean, the first three?" he asked.

"W've had five nore reports since,' the sergeant told him

i suppose you'd take this as proof of your little story would you, M ss Hunt?
the I nspector said, tapping the piece of paper.

"What is it?" she asked.

"At 8.07 a pet shop owner in Kilburn slaughtered every single animal in his
shop with a knife. One of our constables found himin the street outside the
shop. He'd just gutted a couple of kittens. At 8.16 a woman in Bernondsey held
her ei ght-week-old child against the bars of an electric fire until it died.
At 8.29 a man in Hanmersmith killed his wife and daughter with a chisel.’
Kelly cl osed her eyes.

'"Ch God," she nurnured

'"Go on then, tell me it was your friend Bl ake who caused these killings.'

"It doesn't matter any nore,' said Kelly, wearily, it's already begun and
there's no way to stop it.'

This time Barton did not add a sarcastic renark.

He felt inexplicably afraid as he lit up another cigarette.

And he wondered if he was the only one who felt the peculiar chill in the
room

Manchest er

8.36 p.m



The scissors fell to the carpet with a dull ring as Laura Foster knocked them
off the armof the chair. She reached down and retrieved them replacing them
next to her. Her husband, Paul, got to his feet as she handed himthe trousers
she'd finished turning up. He pulled themon and strutted around the sitting
room happily.

"They're OK aren't they?' he asked.

'They are now,' Laura told him 'You' d have worn them wi thout me turning them
up. They | ooked |ike concertinas on your shoes.'

Paul slipped them off again and wal ked across to her chair, bending down to

ki ss her. She giggled as he slipped one hand inside her blouse and squeezed
her unfettered breasts.

"Shall | bother putting my others back on?' he asked.

Laura chuckl ed agai n, pointing out how conical he |ooked in just his socks and
under pant s.

He noved cl oser, kissing her fiercely and she responded with equal fervour
one hand straying to the growing bulge in his pants. She slipped her hand
beneath his testicles and fondl ed them feeling his erection throbbing agai nst
her fingers.

Paul closed his eyes as she pulled his pants down, freeing his stiff organ.
The next thing he felt was an unbearabl e col dness as the scissor bl ades
brushed his testicles. H s eyes jerked open and, for interm nable seconds he
found himsel f gaping at Laura. Her own eyes were gl azed, al nost unseeing. Her
face was expressionless.

The bl ades snapped toget her

Laura sat inpassively as he dropped to his knees, hands clutching his scrotum
Bl ood sprayed fromthe neatly severed

vei ns and Paul found that his agony was m xed wi th nausea as he saw one

egg- shaped purple object glistening on the carpet before him

As he fell backward he heard | aughter and, just before he bl acked out, he
realized that it was comng fromthe tel evision

Li ver pool

8. 52.

The child was small and it had been common sense to keep himin plain view at
all times since his premature birth two weeks earlier. Now he gurgled happily
in his carry-cot, his large brown eyes open and staring at the multi-col oured
TV screen near by.

Terry Pearson | ooked down at the child and sml ed.

'"I's he all right, Iove? asked his w fe, Denise, who was gl ancing through the
paper to see what other delights the networks were offering for the reminder
of the evening. She and Terry had been watching the screen since six that
eveni ng. Though Deni se doubted if there'd be anything else to match the

exci temrent of what had happened on the chat show they'd been wat ching.

i suppose there'll be sonething on News at Ten about that fella getting shot,"'
she said, putting down the paper and crossing to the carry-cot.

Terry nodded, not taking his eyes fromhis son. Denise al so gazed down at the
baby, both of them nesnerised by it.

Il | ooked so helpless. So tiny.

Terry reached into the cot and, with contenptuous ease, fastened the fingers
of one powerful hand around the baby's neck, squeezing tighter until the
child' s face began to turn the col our of dark grapes. He held it before him
for a noment |onger, watched by Denise, then, with a grunt, he hurled the
child across the roomas if it had been a rag doll.

The baby hit the mirror which hung on the far wall, the inpact bringing down
the glass which pronptly shattered, spraying the carpet with needl e-sharp
shards of crystal

Terry crossed the room and prodded the tiny body. There was bl ood on the wall
and a sickly grey substance on the

car pet .

He reached for a particularly long piece of mrror, ignoring the pain in his
hand as it cut into his palm Blood dribbled down his arm the flow increasing



as he put his weight behind the rapier-1like inplement.
Deni se chuckl ed as she watched her husband tear her child's flesh and raise it

to his lips.

Then she held the tiny body still as Terry set about hacking the other |eg
of f.

Nor wi ch

9. 03.

The book fell fromher grasp and she awoke with a start, picking the paperback
up, muttering to herself when she saw that she'd | ost her page. Maureen Horton
found her place and fol ded down the corner of the page, checking that Arthur
wasn't | ooking. He hated to see books being mistreated and, as far as he was
concerned, folding down the corner of a page was a particularly heinous crine.
He' d rem nded her time and agai n what bookmarks were for. Well, she didn't
care. This was one of her books. A good old romance. Not that pompous Jeffrey
Archer stuff that Arthur always had his nose in.

Art hur.

She | ooked across to his chair but he was gone.

Probably out making a cup of tea, she reasoned. He'd left the TV on as usual
She was al ways naggi ng hi m about wasting electricity. What was the point of
having the television on if they were both readi ng she insisted? Arthur always
tried to tell her he preferred what he called 'background sound'

She smled to herself and leant forward to turn up the volume. The news had
just started.

She heard a slight whoosh then felt a numbing inpact across the back of her
head as her husband struck her with the petrol can

Arthur Horton grabbed his sem -conscious wife by the hair and dragged her back
into her seat.

She lay there, twitching slightly, watching himthrough

pai n-racked eyes. Maureen coul d feel sonething warm and wet running down her
back, pouring freely fromthe cut on her skull.

He noved to one side of her and she heard the noi sy squeaki ng of the cap as he
unscrewed it. Arthur gazed down at her with gl assy eyes, the aronma of petro
stinging his nostrils. He upended the can, enptying the golden fluid all over
his wife and the chair, watching as she tried to nove. Maureen opened her
mouth to scream but some of the petrol gushed down her throat and she gagged
violently.

He struck the match and dropped it on her

Maur een Horton di sappeared beneath a searing ball of flane which hungrily
devoured her skin, hair and clothes. She tried to rise but, within seconds,

t he searing agony had caused her to black out. Her skin rose in blisters which
burst, only to be replaced by fresh sores. Her skin seemed to be bubbling as
the flames stripped it away, |eaving only calcified bone.

Arthur Horton stood notionless as his wife burned to death, the |eaping flanes
reflected in his blank eyes.

London

9.11 p.m

Kel Iy coughed as I nspector Barton stubbed out his hal f-snoked cigarette, the
pl ume of grey snoke rising into the air. The entire roomseened to be full of
fumes, so much so that she felt as if she were | ooking at the policenan

t hrough a fine gauze.

is there anything in this statement you want to anmend?' he said, tapping the
pi ece of paper before himwith the end of his pen

"What's the point? she wanted to know.

'"The point is, that you' re looking at a twenty year stretch for nurder, that's
what the point is.'

"Perhaps | should plead insanity,' she said, cryptically.

'Looki ng at some of the things that are in this statenment you'd probably get
away with it too,' snorted Barton

"Way can't you understand?' Kelly rasped. 'Blake had the ability to reach
peopl e on a massive scale. For him this TV show provided the ultimte



opportunity to display his ability to control the m nds of those watching, to
sumon their evil sides. Fromthe anobunt of reports you've been getting, it

| ooks as if he succeeded.’

it's coincidence,' said Barton, although he sounded none too convinced.

"No, Inspector,' Kelly sighed, it isn't coincidence and, so far, the reports
have been restricted to a snmall area of London. That show was networ ked,
nati onw de."'

"So you're telling me there are people carving each other up fromone end of
Britain to the other?

" Anyone who saw that programre is at risk,' Kelly said.

"That's boll ocks,' snapped Barton, getting to his feet. He left the statenent
lying on the table in front of her. 'You read that over again, |I'll be back in
a while, perhaps you'll have sone nore convincing answers for me then.' He

cl osed the door behind him Kelly heard the key turn in the |ock

She sl unped back in her chair, eyes closed. Were the hell was Joubert? It had
been over an hour since she'd phoned him She opened her eyes and | ooked down
at her hands. The hands which had held the gun. Kelly found that she was

qui veri ng.

She remenbered reaching into her handbag for the pistol but, after that, her

m nd was a blank. Nothing remaining with any clarity until the point when she
was grabbed by the security guard. She wondered if Toni Landers, Roger Carr,
CGeral d Braddock and Jim O Neil had felt the sanme way after conmitting their
crines.

She gl anced at her statement, aware of how ridicul ous the whole affair nust
appear to soneone |ike Barton

Alone in that small roomshe felt a crushing sense of desolation

Bl ake had rel eased a wave of insanity which was now unst oppabl e.

d asgow

9.23 p.m

The shrill whistling of the kettle sounded like a siren inside the small flat.
Young CGordon Mackay got slowy to his feet and wandered through fromthe
sitting room glancing back at the television as he did so.

"Turn it off, Gordon,' shouted his younger sister, Claire, it'll wake the baby
up. '

He nodded wearily and switched of f the screaning kettle.

"Way couldn't you do it?'" he asked Claire who was sitting at the kitchen table
with three or four books spread out in front of her.

' Because |'mdoing nmy homework,' she told him 'Anyway, all you' ve been doing
all night is sitting in front of the television.'

" Fuck you,"' grunted Gordon, pouring hot water on to the tea bag in his nug. He
stirred it around then scooped the bag out and dropped it into the
wast e- di sposal unit of the sink. As he flicked it on it runbled into life, the
vi ci ous bl ades churning noisily as they swallowed the solitary tea-bag. That
was one of the perks of baby-sitting, Gordon thought. Normally his nother
wouldn't et himnear this |ethal device but, when she and his father left him
to mind the other three kids, it was like a newtoy to him He took sone

wi thered flowers froma vase on the window sill and watched as they were
gobbl ed up by the hungry nouth of the machi ne.

"Mum said you weren't to use that,' Caire bleated.

Cordon ignored her, feeding nore refuse into the gaping hole.

Claire got to her feet and crossed to the sink

"Turn it off, CGordon,' she said, angrily.

He ignored her.

Claire reached across himfor the button which controlled the machine.

Cordon grabbed her armtightly.

"Let go,' she shouted, striking himw th her free hand, trying to pull away.
As he turned to | ook at her, his eyes were glazed, as if he didn't see her at
all. Caire was suddenly afraid.

Wth a strength that belied his size, Gordon wenched her towards the sink
gui di ng her hand towards the churning bl ades of the waste-di sposal unit.



Claire began to scream as her finger tips actually brushed the cold steel of
the sink bottom She clenched her hand into a fist but it only served to

prol ong the nonent for precious seconds.

Gordon thrust her hand into the machine, forcing her armin as far as the

Wi st.

Bl ood spurted up fromthe razor sharp bl ades, spewi ng up crimson fountains as
the Iinb was first |acerated then crushed. He heard the noise of splintering
bone as her arm was dragged deeper into the yawning hole, the skin being

ri pped away as far as the el bow. The stainless steel sink flooded with thick
red fluid and, as daire's shrieks of agony grew shrill, the noise of the
machi ne seemed to be deafening. Her hand was torn off and she fell back, bl ood
spurting fromthe shredded stunp that was her arm GCordon | ooked down at her
at the pul ped flesh and nmuscl e and the spreadi ng puddl e of crinmson which
formed around the mutil ated appendage.

He didn't realize that bone was so white. It gleaned am dst the crinson ness,
fragnents of it floating on the red puddle.

The sound of the waste-disposal unit filled his ears.

Sout hanpt on

9. 46.

The garage door opened with a distressing creak and Doug Jenkins peered from
beneath the bonnet of his car to see who had conme in. He saw the door close
and the sound of footsteps echoed throughout the garage as Bruce Mirray
approached the old Ford Angli a.

"Sorry, Doug,' Mirray said. 'That all night spares place doesn't carry the
parts for a car as old as this. | rang thembefore | canme over.'

Jenkins cursed under his breath.

"Way the hell don't you buy a new car?' Mirray wanted to know. 'This one's
twenty years old at |east.'

"I"ve had this since | was eighteen,' Jenkins protested. 'lI've got a soft spot
for it.'

' The best spot for it would be the bloody junk yard,' Mirray chuckl ed as he
stepped forward to i nspect the engine. 'Have you been working on it al

ni ght ?'

"No, only for the past hour or so, |'ve been watching TV.'

Jenki ns stepped back, wi ping his hands on an oil-covered rag. He shuddered,
despite the warnth inside the garage.

'Pass me that wench will you, Doug?" said Miurray, holding out a hand.

H s conpani on sel ected one fromthe dozens which hung on the wall and passed
it to Murray. The wall was |ike sonething froma hardware store. Hanmers,
spanners, saws, wenches, hatchets and even a snmall chai nsaw were hung neatly
fromnails, all of themin the correct order. Doug Jenkins was nothing if not
nmet hodi cal . He rubbed his eyes with a dirty hand, |eaving a dark snudge on his
face. The cold seened to be intensifying.

i heard there was sonme trouble on TV earlier,' said Murray, his back to his
friend. 'Sonmebody got shot in full view of the canera or sonmething. Did you
see it?

Si |l ence

"Doug, | said did you see it?" he repeated.

Murray straightened up and turned to face his conpanion.

"Are you goi ng deaf, | '

The sentence trailed away as Miurray's jaw dropped open, his eyes bul gi ng wi de
interror. A sound like a revving notorbike filled the garage.

" Ch Jesus,' Mirray gasped.

Jenki ns advanced on himwith the chai nsaw, holding the I ethal blade at arnms
length, its wicked barbs rotating at a speed of over 2,000 rpm

"What are you doi ng?" shrieked Murray, gazing first at his friend' s blank eyes
and then at the nurderous inpl ement

[ evell ed at him

Jenkins drove it forward.

Murray tried to knock the blade to one side with the wench but fear affected



his aim The chainsaw sliced effortlessly through his armjust bel ow the

el bow. He shrieked as bl ood spouted fromthe stunp and he held it up
showering both hinself and Jenkins with the sticky red fluid.

Jenki ns brought the spinning saw bl ade down in a carving action whi ch caught
Murray at the point of the shoulder. There was a high pitched scream as the
chai nsaw cut through his ribs, hacking its way deeper to rupture his lungs

whi ch burst like fleshy balloons, expelling a choking flux of blood and bile.
The churning bl ade chewed easily through nuscle and sinew, finally severing
Murray's bul ging intestines. Like the glutinous tentacles of sonme bl oodi ed
octopus, his entrails burst fromthe gaping rent in his stomach, spilling
forth in a reeking mass.

As he fell forward into a pool of blood and viscera,, his body jerked
uncontrollably as the final rnuscul ar spasms racked it.

Jenkins switched off the chainsaw and, in the silence, |ooked down at the
corpse of Mirray.

He | ooked on disinterestedly as bl ood washed over his shoes.

London

9. 58.

The di esel was picking up speed.

As the train hurtled through Finsbury Park station, people on the platforns
appeared only as rapid blurs to Derek West. He had only been driving for about
five or ten minutes, since picking up the diesel at the Bounds G een Depot
earlier on. Up until then he and five or six of the other drivers and guards
had been sitting idly around readi ng the papers or watching TV. Derek had
consumed yet another mug of strong tea then clanbered into the cab and started
t he powerful engine. The diesel was pulling eight tankers behind it. Each one
containing alnmost 71,000 litres of liquid oxygen

Now, Derek felt the massive engine throbbing around him

as he gl anced down at the speedoneter

As the train roared through the last tunnel it was travelling at well over
ninety mles an hour.

Up ahead of him Derek could see the nassive edifice which was King' s Cross,
lights gleaning in the darkness.

He smiled thinly.

Qut of his eye corner he caught sight of a red warning light but he paid it no
heed.

The needl e on the speedo touched ninety-five.

The di esel thundered on, travelling as if it had been fired from some gigantic
cannon. It swept into the station, the air horn sounding one | ast defiant

deat h-knell which echoed around the cavernous interior of the station

It struck the buffers doing ninety-eight.

Concrete and metal seemed to dissolve under the crushing inpact of the hundred
ton train. The huge machi ne pl oughed through the platform sending |unps of
stone and steel scything in all directions like shrapnel. Such was the power
with which it hit, the engine buckled and split open, the top half of it
somersaul ting, blasting massive holes in the gigantic timetable a full fifty
feet fromthe buffers. Screans of terror were drowned as the engi ne expl oded,
foll owed, a second later, by a series of devastating detonations as the liquid
oxygen tanks first skewed off the track and then bl ew up

An eruption of seisnmic proportions ripped through the station as a scream ng
ball of fire filled the giant building, nelting the glass in the roof and
roaring upward into the night sky like a searing, nonstrous flare which
scorched everything around it. Concrete archways were sinply brushed aside by

the incredible blast and part of the great canopy above fell inward with a
deafening crash. It was inpossible to hear anything over the high-pitched
shriek of the flanes which shot up in a white wall. People not instantly

incinerated by the fireball were crushed by falling rubble or flattened by the
shock wave which ripped the station apart as if it had been made of paper. The
searing tenperatures ignited fuel in the engines of other trains and nore
expl osi ons began to punctuate the persistent roar of the main fire. Weels,



buffers, sleepers and even lengths of rail flew through the air, those that
hadn't al ready been transforned

to nolten metal by the fury of the tenperatures.

The glass front of the station expl oded outward, blown by the incredible shock
wave, and the street beyond was showered with debris. Taxis waiting in the
forecourt were overturned by the blast.

It was as if the station had been trodden on by some huge invisible foot. Huge
tongues of flane still rose, snatching at the darkness, nelting everything
near themw th the blistering heat. Platfornms had been | evelled, people inside
t he once proud buil ding had been bl asted to atons, pulverised by the ferocity
of the explosion. The entire buil ding had beconme one nassive ball of fire.

It looked as if a portion of Hell had forced its way up through the earth.
Mere seconds after she heard the | oud bang, Kelly felt the fl oor nove. She
gripped the table and | ooked anxi ously around her as if fearing that the roof
were going to fall in on her. She heard the unnistakabl e sound of shattering
gl ass and was thankful that the room had no wi ndows. There were shouts and
curses fromthe roons beyond hers.

She guessed that the violent vibrations continued for a full fifteen seconds
then the room seened to settle once again. A couple of pieces of plaster fel
onto the table and she cast an anxious glance at the ceiling once nore.

Kelly was aware that there had been a nassive expl osi on somewhere cl ose but
she could not have inmagined it was as close as King's Cross.

Phones began to ring. It sounded |i ke pandenoni um beyond t he | ocked door.

She cl osed her eyes, wondering what could have caused the blast, her nind
tortured by the fact that the perpetrator was nore than likely acting out sone
mani ac scheme previously hidden deep within his subconscious.

Until tonight.

Until Blake had ..

She got to her feet and paced up and down for a monent, still partially
stunned by the bang and its subsequent trenor.

Even she had not fully believed that anyone coul d possess such an awesone
power as Bl ake had cl ai med. Now, she had been given anple proof. Kelly
wonder ed what woul d have happened if she had arrived at the studios earlier

If she had not wal ked out on him I|f she had joined him

If she had killed himearlier

The questions were inmaterial now The final act had been conpl eted. The
horror unl eashed.

She gl anced up at the clock, then at her own watch.

Where was Joubert?

Had he been butchered by sone denented victimof Blake's master plan? she
wonder ed, but then hurriedly pushed the thought to the back of her mnd. He
woul d conme. She knew he woul d conme. How foolish she had been to doubt him
Those suspi ci ons stung even nore now as she renenbered how she had confided in

Bl ake, never suspecting the man she had trusted, lived with. Loved.
She sat down once nore, her head cradled in her hands, eyes fixed on the
statenment before her —her adm ssion of guilt, although she still did not

renmenmber pulling the trigger and blasting the witer into oblivion. Al she
renmenbered was the feeling of cold, a sensation she had experienced many years
earlier whilst in a haunted house. The col dness which cones with absol ute
evil.

Kelly slunmped forward on the desk, tears trickling down her face.

She didn't raise her head when she heard the footsteps fromthe direction of
t he door.

'What happened?' she asked. '| heard an expl osion.'’

Sil ence greeted her enquiry.

"I asked you what happened,' Kelly said, wondering why her conpani on was
silent. She | ooked up

Had she been able to, Kelly would probably have screaned. As it was, she felt
as if someone had fastened a cord around her throat and was slowy tw sting
it, tighter and tighter, preventing her from naki ng any sound. She shook her



head slowly fromside to side

St andi ng before her was David Bl ake.

For | ong seconds, Kelly could not speak. Her eyes bulged madly in their
sockets as she gazed at Bl ake.

O was it Blake? Was she too losing her grip on sanity?

He reached forward and touched her hand and she felt a shiver run through her
It seened to penetrate her soul

"How?' was all she could gasp, her voice a horrified whisper. 'I saw you die.'
She screwed up her eyes until they hurt then | ooked again.

Bl ake renmai ned opposite her

"Tell me how,' she hissed.

' The power of the Shadow,' he told her, quietly. "It enabled nmy Astral body to
live on after death. Only total destruction of ny physical formcan cause ny
Astral body to di sappear.’

She ran both hands through her hair.

"How wi || it end?" she asked him

Bl ake didn't answer.

'"Did you use hypnosis?' she said.

"A formof hypnosis, but the word is inadequate.'

"Stop it now, please,' she begged. 'Let it end.’

"It's only just beginning,' he whispered.

Kelly finally did manage a scream a long wild ululation of despair. Tears
were squeezed from her eyes as she closed the lids tightly. She sl unped
forward on the table, sobbing.

"Make it stop,' she whinpered. 'Please, make it stop.'

She rai sed her head.

Bl ake was gone. She was al one once nore.

The door to the roomwas flung open and Barton dashed in.

"What's wong?' he asked, seeing how di straught she | ooked. 'W heard you
scream'

Kelly could not answer him Tears dripped fromher face

and stained the statenment sheet bel ow. She saw Barton notion to someone behi nd
hi m and, a second | ater, Joubert entered the room

'They told me what happened,' said the Frenchman, watching as she wi ped the
tears fromher face. She | ooked at Barton

"Where was Bl ake's body taken after he was shot?' she asked.

Barton | ooked bew | dered.

'"Great Portland Street Hospital,' he said. 'What the hell does that matter?
"It has to be destroyed,' Kelly told him 'Burned. D smenbered. Anything. But
pl ease, Inspector, you nust destroy Bl ake's body."

"You are off your head,' the policeman said.

She turned to Joubert.

"Bl ake was here. In this room Not two mnutes ago,' she babbled. 'He's found
a way for his Astral body to survive beyond death. These atrocities will
continue unl ess the physical formcan be destroyed.'

"Hold up,' Barton interrupted. 'Are you trying to say that Bl ake isn't dead,
because if he's not, who's the geezer laid out at Great Portland Street '
"/ understand what she neans, |nspector,' Joubert interrupted.

"Well | fucking well don't,' snapped the policenman. 'Now one of you had better
start naking some sense, and fast, because |I'mnot known for ny patience.'
"Just destroy the body,' Kelly said, inploringly.

"Forget it,' said Barton. 'Wio the hell do you think | anf? The body's at the
hospital and it stays there until it's buried.'

He turned and left the room slamrng the door behind him

Kel ly and Joubert | ooked at each other and, if defeat had a physical face,
then it was mirrored in their expressions.

The light flickered once then died.

"Sod it," muttered Bill Howard getting to his feet. He put down his copy of
Weekend and funbled his way across to the cupboard set in the far wall. He
banged his shin on one of the slabs and cursed again, rubbing the injured



ar ea.

There was sone light flooding into the basenent area but it was largely

di ssipated by the thick glass and wire nesh which covered the ground | evel

wi ndow, the only window in the norgue of Geat Portland Street Hospital

Bill had worked there for the past thirty-eight years, ever since he'd been
de-nmobbed. He'd tried a spell as ward orderly but his real niche had been down
below in the norgue. He felt curiously secure within its antiseptic confines.
He knew it was a place where he. would not be disturbed by the day-to-day
runni ng of the hospital. As long as he did his job then things went al ong
fine. Cean up the stiffs, make sure they were ready for the post-nortens
which were carried out in the roomnext door. Not once, in all his years at
the hospital, had the task bothered him Hardly surprisingly really, he
reasoned, after having spent six years in the arny nedical corps treating al
manner of wounds, gangrene, dysentery and other illnesses fromDunkirk to
Burma. He'd seen sights which nade his present job positively tane.

Hs wife had died three years earlier after a long battle with cancer but now

Bill lived quite happily with his dog in a nice little flat not far fromthe
hospital . Another half an hour and he'd be able to go hone.
Bill found his way to the cupboard and opened it, peering through the gloomin

search of the strip-light he required. In the dark confines of the norgue he
had but one conpani on

Bill had been inforned that the body would be renoved the follow ng day by the
police. It had been brought in at

about 8.30 that evening, the man had been shot, so Bill had been told. He'd
waited until the police and hospital officials had left then he'd lifted the
pl astic sheet which covered the body and gl anced at it. They had left it

cl othed and the name tag pinned to the | apel of the man's bl oodi ed jacket read
' Davi d Bl ake'

Now Bill took the light tube fromits cardboard casing and went in search of a
chair to stand on

As he passed the body he shuddered involuntarily. The norgue was usually cold
but tonight it seened positively wintry. Bill saw his breath form gossaner
clouds in the air as he exhaled. He wouldn't be sorry to get hone in the warm
He woul d not have to return until nine the follow ng norning.

Bill clanbered up onto the chair and renoved the old light and slotted in the
repl acement .

He heard a faint rustling sound.

Bill froze, trying to detect where the noise was coning from He realized that
it was coming fromthe direction of his desk. He paused a nonment, ears alert.
Si |l ence

He stepped down off the chair.

The rustling cane again.

Bill hurried across to the light switch, his hand poised over it but, as he
was about to press it, he saw what was maki ng the noise. A slight breeze
coming fromthe half open door was turning the pages of his magazine. He
smi | ed.

Getting junpy in your old age, he told hinself

Bill al nost gasped aloud as he felt a particularly numbi ng sensation on the
back of his neck. It felt as if soneone had placed a bl ock of ice against his
back. He felt his skin pucker into goose-pinples.

Bill switched on the light and turned.

He suddenly wi shed he hadn't.

The night was alive with the sound of sirens as dozens of accident and
energency vehicles raced towards the blazing inferno which was King's Cross.
For miles around flames could still be seen |eaping through the fractured
roof, turning the clouds orange. A dense pall of snoke hung over the ruins
raining cinders down on all those nearby.

I nside Al bany Street Police station Sergeant Tony Dean was hurriedly, but
efficiently, answering phone calls and barking instructions into the two-way
radio on his desk. The tall sergeant was sweating profusely due to his



exertions.

"How s it going? asked Inspector Barton

"I"ve called in the bl okes who were off duty tonight,' Dean told him 'And
we' ve got every available man at the scene.’

"Don't spread us too thin, Tony,' Barton reminded him 'Wth so many coppers
in one place, the villains could have a field day.'

" Scotl and Yard have been on the bl ower, they've sent an Anti-Terrorist squad
to the station to check it out.'

"It nust have been a bl oody big bonb then,' said Barton, sceptically,
renenberi ng the devastating expl osion. He | ooked warily at the sergeant. 'Have
there been any nore reports in like the ones we had earlier? You know, the
nmurders.’

Dean nodded.
" Anot her six since nine o' clock,'" he said. T checked with a couple of other
stations as well. It's happening all over the city, guv.'

Barton didn't answer, he nerely | ooked towards the door which hid Kelly and
Joubert fromhis view He decided he'd better check on them As he turned he
heard Dean's voice, loud in his ear

"You took your bleeding tine, didn't you?

The | nspector saw PC Roy Fenner hurrying through the

door towards the desk where he stood.

"Sorry, Sarge, | got held up, there was | oads of traffic,' he babbl ed.

' Eveni ng, Inspector,' he added.

"CGet your uniformon and get back out here,' Dean told him

"What's been going on anyway?' Fenner wanted to know. 'I've been watching
telly all night. First this bloke got shot. In full view of the camera, |

t hought it was a gi nm ck but '

' Move yoursel f,' bellowed Dean and the PC di sappeared into the | ocker roomto
change.

Barton stroked his chin thoughtfully, a flicker of uncertainty passing across
his eyes.

' Somet hi ng wong, guv?' the sergeant asked him

He shook his head slowy.

"No,' he murnured then passed through the door which ed himto Kelly and
Joubert.

Dean snatched up the phone as it rang again and jamed it between his shoul der
and ear as he scribbled down the information

"Christ,' he muttered, as he wote. 'Wat was that agai n? Sone bl oke's killed
his wife by pressing a red hot iron into her face. Yes, | got it. \Were was
this?" He scrawl ed down the location. 'd oucester Place. Right. Have you

call ed an anbul ance? OK.' He hung up. Dean stared down at what he'd witten
and shook his head, then he turned towards the door of the |ocker room

"\What are you doi ng, Fenner? Making the bl oody uniforn?

The door renained cl osed.

' Fenner.'

There was still no answer.

Dean opened the door and poked his head in.

"For Christ's sake, what ...’

H s sentence was cut short as Fenner |eapt forward, bringing his hard-wood
truncheon up with bone-crushing force.

The inpact lifted the sergeant off his feet and the strudent sound of breaking
bone filled his ears as he heard his | ower jaw snap. Wite hot agony | anced

t hrough himand he felt consciousness slipping away fromhim But, through a
haze of pain, he saw the constabl e advancing. Dean tried to speak

but as he did, blood fromhis smashed jaw ran down his face and neck and the
sound came out as a throaty croak. He could see Fenner |ooking at him but the
constable's eyes did not seemto register his presence. He |ooked drunk

Dean managed to scranble to his feet as Fenner brought the truncheon down
agai n.

The sergeant succeeded in bringing his armup and the solid truncheon cracked



agai nst his forearm but he managed to drive one fist into Fenner's face,
knocki ng hi m backward. He fell with a crash, the truncheon still gripped in
his fist.

Al three of them heard the sounds from beyond the door but Kelly was the
first to speak.

"What' s happeni ng out there?" she asked.

Barton hesitated a nonment, looking first at Kelly, then at Joubert. They stood
nmoti onl ess for a nonent then there was another |oud crash, |ike breaking wood.
Barton turned and scuttled through the door

"W have to get out of here,' said Kelly.

"But how?' Joubert wanted to know.

'There has to be a way. We nust find Bl ake's body and destroy it.' She was

al ready nmoving towards the door which she found, to her relief, was unl ocked.
"No,"' said Joubert, stepping ahead of her. 'Let me go first.' He pulled the
door open and both of them saw that a narrow corridor separated them from
anot her, gl ass panell ed door about twenty feet further away. Through the
bevel | ed partition they could see the dark outlines of nmoving figures. Shouts
and curses came fromthe room beyond and Kelly swall owed hard as they drew

cl oser.

They coul d have been only a yard away when they heard a denoni ¢ shout.

A dark shape hurtled towards the gl ass-panelled door.

I nspect or Barton crashed through the thick glass, his upper body slunping over
t he door which swung under the inpact. Shards of glass flew towards Kelly and
Joubert, one of themslicing open the Frenchman's left ear; he clapped a hand
to the bl eedi ng appendage, using his body to shield Kelly fromthe worst of
the flying crystal. Barton |lay across the broken shards, one particularly |ong
pi ece having pierced his chest. The point had burst from his back and now hel d
hi mthere, blood running down it.

Joubert pulled the door open a fraction nore, edging through

Kelly foll owed.

She was al nost t hrough when she felt a bl oodi ed hand cl ose around her wi st.
Joubert spun round as she screamed and he saw that the dying Barton had
grabbed her as she passed. |npaled on the broken glass, the policeman raised
his head as if soliciting help. Crimson liquid spilled over his Iips and he
tried to lift hinmself off the jagged points but, with one final despairing
nmoan, he fell forward again.

Kel |y shook free of his hand and foll owed Joubert through the door.

Al bany Street Police station resenbled a bonb-site.

Filing cabinets had been overturned, their contents spilled across the floor
Furniture was smashed and lay in pieces everywhere. The wi ndows were broken
Kel |y saw bl ood spl ashed across the floor and on the far wail.

Cl ose by lay the body of Sergeant Dean, his face pul ped by repeated bl ows from
the truncheon. A foot or so fromhim the Ieg of a chair broken across his
head, | ay PC Fenner.

"Come on, let's get out of here,' said Joubert and the two of them bolted.
They dashed out into the rainy night, pausing nonmentarily to gaze at the
nmushroom cl oud of dark snoke and orange flane which still ball ooned upward
fromthe bl azing weckage of King's Cross. Then, Joubert pulled her arm

| eadi ng her towards his car.

They scranbled in and he started the engine.

"How far is Geat Portland Street Hospital from here?" the Frenchman asked,
guiding the Fiat into traffic.

"Not far,' she told him

Joubert gl anced at her but Kelly was | ooking out of the side w ndow.

If they could get to Blake's body, perhaps they still had a chance to stop the
horror he had rel eased.
Per haps.

'"There,' Kelly shouted, pointing to the dimMy lit sign over the hospita
ent rance.
Joubert waited for a break in the streamof traffic then swng the Fiat across



the street and parked it outside the large building. Apart fromthe dozen or
so lights which burned in the big wi ndows, the hospital appeared to be in

dar kness. Kelly scranbled out of the car and hurried up the stone steps to the
mai n entrance, Joubert follow ng closely behind.

The entry-way was bright but the |ight was not welconing. It reflected off the
polished floors as if they were mirrors, causing Kelly to wince. There was a
desk directly opposite, a steam ng nmug of coffee perched on it. Woever it

bel onged to was nowhere in evidence. For fleeting seconds a terrifying thought
crossed Kelly's m nd.

What if one or nmore of the patients had seen the programme earlier in the
eveni ng? Even now, the wards could be full of butchered, helpless invalids.
She shuddered and tried to push the thought to the back of her mind but it
refused to budge.

"Kelly, here,' said Joubert, pointing to a blue sign which procl ai ned:
MORTUARY. A white arrow pointed down a flight of stone steps and, noving as
qui ckly and quietly as they could, the two of them nmade their way towards the
nor gue.

As they descended, the darkness seened to grow thicker until it swirled around
themlike a cloud, hardly broken by the |low wattage |ights set in the walls.
As they reached the bottomof the stairs a long corridor faced them and,

al nost unconsciously, both slowed their pace, suddenly not so eager to reach
their destination. The lights in the corridor flickered om nously for a second
then glowed with their customary brilliance once nore. Kelly swall owed hard as
she advanced

towards the door of the nmorgue, her heels clicking noisily in the cloying

si | ence.

They drew cl oser.

It was Kelly who noticed that the door was ajar

There were sonme spots of dark liquid on the polished floor which Joubert knelt
and touched with his finger. He sniffed it.

"Blood,' he told Kelly, softly.

Inside the norgue itself, apart fromthe half-1ight com ng through the
street-level w ndow, everything was in darkness.

The door opened soundl essly and the two of them stepped inside, glancing to
left and right for any sounds or novenents.

There was a faint hunming in the background which Kelly took to be the
hospital generator. Qther than that, the nmorgue was unbearably silent. She
heard the bl ood singing in her ears, her heart thunping noisily as she
tip-toed towards the one slab which bore a body. . Covered by a sheet, it

| ooked shapel ess in the gl oom

They both approached it slowy, their eyes not |eaving the notionless body.
There was nore blood on the floor beside the slab

A dark shape suddenly passed over them and Kelly spun round in panic.

It was a second or two before she realized that it had nmerely been the shadow
of a person wal ki ng by out si de.

Joubert | ooked at her and she nodded slowy in answer to his unspoken

guesti on.

The Frenchman gripped one corner of the sheet which covered the body.

Kel |l y noved cl oser.

There was a soft click behind themand, this time, Joubert felt his heart skip
a beat. He squinted through the gloomto see that a slight breeze had pushed

t he norgue door shut. The Frenchman used his free hand to wi pe a bead of
perspiration fromhis forehead.

He took hold of the sheet nmore firmy, aware of the biting chill which seened
to have filled the room

Kel ly nodded and, gritting his teeth, he whi pped the sheet away.

Lyi ng on the slab, glazed eyes bulging wide in terror, was

t he body of Bill Howard.

Kel 'y and Joubert exchanged anxi ous gl ances, the Frenchman touching the face
of the dead man with the back of his hand.



'He hasn't been dead long,' he told Kelly, keeping his voice | ow

She took a step back, allow ng an al nost painful breath to escape her |ungs.
Bill Howard had obviously died in agony and it showed in his contorted
features. A long netal probe had been rammed into his nouth, puncturing his
tongue before being driven through the base of his skull above the holl ow at
the back of his neck

A question burned brightly in her nind

Where was Bl ake's body?

As the two of themenmerged fromthe stairway into the hospital entry-way, they
were surprised to find it still deserted. Once nore Kelly wondered if the

pati ents had been butchered in their beds, maybe the staff as well. She sl owed
her pace slightly, her eyes shifting to the solitary nug of tea which stil
stood on the desk. It was no | onger steam ng. Woever had put it there had not
returned to claimit.

"Kelly, come on,' Joubert urged, making for the main door. She hesitated a
nmonent | onger then followed himout to the car

"Where to now?' he asked.

She gazed ahead of her, her voice soft but deternined.

"There's only one place |left where the body could be.'

Joubert under st ood.

The traffic was surprisingly light in the city centre. The drive to Bl ake's
house took less than thirty mnutes. Joubert brought the Fiat to a halt and
swi tched off the engine, peering through the side wi ndow at the |arge
bui I di ng.

Rai n coursed lazily down the wi ndows of the car and, overhead, a loud runble
of thunder was instantly answered by a vivid but soundl ess flash of |ightning.
Kel |y brushed fingers through her hair, noticing that her hand was shaki ng.
She cl enched her fists together for a noment, drawing in a deep breath.

"What if the body isn't in the house?' asked Joubert, cryptically.

"It has to be there,' she said. 'Blake would feel safe hiding it there.’

They both cl anbered out of the Fiat, ignoring the rain as they stood facing
the house. A single light burned in the porch. Far from | ooking forbidding,

Bl ake' s house seened positively inviting. It beckoned to them and they
responded, moving quickly but cautiously towards the dwelling, never taking
their eyes fromit. Once nore Kelly felt a shiver run up her spine.

They paused at the end of the short driveway.

"It'd be better if we split up,' Kelly said. 'That way we'll have a better
chance of finding the body. And it won't take so long.'

Joubert regarded her warily for a nonent.

Til check inside the house,' she said, producing her key ring and show ng hi m
the key to Blake's front door which she still possessed. "You search the
garden and garage.'

The Frenchman nodded.

A particularly brilliant flash of lightning iashed across the rain-soaked
heavens, bathing the two investigators in cold white light. For fleeting
seconds they resenbl ed ghosts, their

faces distorted and white in the flash.

Kelly hesitated a nonment | onger then, with a final |ook at Joubert, she headed
towards the front door.

He waited until she was inside then he noved cautiously forward, his sights
set on a door at the side of the garage.

Kelly stepped into the hall and quickly | ooked around her, searching the
darkness with uncertain eyes. She raised her hand, wondering whether or not
she should put on the light, but she felt sinultaneously exposed and safe in
the glow. She eventually decided to switch it on

Not hi ng noved in the hallway.

To her right, the sitting roomdoor was slightly ajar.

Ahead of her, the stairs disappeared upward into the inpenetrabl e darkness of
the first floor.

On the left, the door of the cellar was closed and, this time, there was no



key init. She decided to leave it until last and noved towards the sitting
room pushing the door wi de open. Light fromthe hall offered her sufficient
illumination to find the nearest table lanp. This she al so switched on
Standing in the sitting room Kelly could feel the silence closing in around
her as if it were a living thing.

Qutside, the stormwas reaching its height.

Joubert found that the door which led into the garage was unl ocked but the
catch was rusty and he needed to put all his weight behind it to shift the
recalcitrant partition

It swng open with a despairing shriek and the Frenchman practically fell into
t he dark abyss beyond. He stunbl ed but managed to keep his feet, |ooking round
for a light switch. He found one close to the door and flicked it on. The
fluorescents in the ceiling sputtered into life and Joubert scanned the inside
of the garage. The floor was spotted with congeal ed patches of oil and slicks
of petrol but, apart froma small tool box shoved into one corner, the place
was enpty. There was certainly nowhere to hide a body.

He took one last | ook then retraced his steps, flicking off the light as he
did so.

Qutside in the rain again he wi ped some of it fromhis face and deci ded which
direction to foll ow next.

There was a narrow passageway besi de the garage and the

side of the house which, he suspected, led to the back garden. Joubert noved
cautiously towards it, attenpting to see through the short, but

dar kness- shrouded, passageway. It was |less than four feet w de, perhaps three
times that in length and it was as black as the grave in there. He put out one
hand and funbl ed his way al ong the stone wall, unable to see a hand in front
of him

There was a loud clap of thunder and Joubert prayed for a flash of |ightning
whi ch woul d at |east give hima few seconds of |ight. Enough to reach the end
of the passage or perhaps alert himif he were not alone in the gl oom

He tried to force that particular thought to the back of his mnd but it would
not budge.

Inch by inch he edged onward, deeper into the bl ackness.

Sonet hi ng touched his |eg.

Sonet hi ng sol i d.

Joubert jumped back, not knowi ng what he was going to do, fear overwhel ning
hi m

In that split second there was an ear-shreddi ng whipl ash of |ightning which
it up the entire passage.

A foot or so fromthe end of it, there was a wooden gate. He had wal ked into
it in the blackness, unable to see the object.

Joubert closed his eyes for a second and smled thinly, noving forward once
again. He succeeded in slipping the catch on the gate and passed through and
out of the passage. The Frenchman found hinself in the back garden. The rain
continued to pelt down, plastering his hair to his face, streanming into his
eyes. Another crack of lightning -lit the heavens and Joubert saw that, ten or
twel ve yards further on, nestling in sonme trees at the bottom of the garden
was what | ooked |ike a wooden shed. He trod quickly over the sodden grass
towards the small hut and tugged on the handl e.

It was | ocked.

He pulled on it again, finally using his foot to dislodge the tinber door. It
swung open, a pungent snell of danp and decay billowi ng out to greet him He
coughed and stepped inside.

There was no light in the hut.

The bulb was still in place but it was broken. He narrowed his eyes in an
effort to see around the confines of the snmall

structure, which seened, to all intents and purposes, |like a garden shed. He
saw a | awn-mower, a roller and sundry other garden inplenents.
Joubert even spotted a | arge, doubl e-handed axe. Bl ake had obvi ously i ntended



choppi ng down some of the overhangi ng branches which grew around the shed,
Joubert assuned. He noved forward and picked up the axe, glad of a weapon

t hough he wondered if it would be of any help if the need arose.

The rain was pounding the shed so violently now that it rem nded the Frenchman
of waves breaking continually on rocks. He shivered in his wet clothes and
took one | ast | ook around the tiny hut.

H dden behind a pile of boxes and encrusted with grinme as it was, he al npost
failed to see the freezer

It was long, perhaps six feet and at least half that in depth. Quite |arge
enough ...

Gipping the axe tighter, he noved towards it, pulling the boxes aside in his
wake until he could reach the old freezer without any trouble. He hooked his
fingers beneath the rimand prepared to fling it open

There was a harsh crack as the wind bl ew the shed door shut, plunging Joubert
i nto darkness.

He nuttered sonething in French and hurried across to the door, pushing it
open once again, allowing the rain to lash his face for a second, then he
returned to the freezer. He dug his fingers under the filthy lid and lifted.

It was enpty.
Only a large spider and sone woodlice scuttled about inside.
Joubert slammed the Iid down again, his heart still beating fast. He w ped his

face with the back of his hand and | eant back against the enpty freezer to
catch his breath.

The lights inside the house dimed for a noment then gl owed once nore as

t hunder continued to roll across the heavens. Kelly stood quite still in the
dar kness, her eyes darting back and forth, ears alert for the slightest sound.
But all she heard was the driving rain and the fury of the storm outside. As
the lanp in the sitting roomcane on she noved slowy

towards the kitchen.

The door was open

Kel ly stopped for a second and gl anced over her shoul der before entering the
next room She flicked on the Iights and | ooked around. There were a coupl e of
dirty mugs in the sink but, apart fromthat, everything seemed to be inits

pl ace.

The lights went out again.

She waited for the brightness to return, her heart thudding nore rapidly in
her chest.

She wai t ed.
Qut si de the thunder roared |oudly.
Wi t ed.

' Come on, cone on,' she whispered, trying to steady her breathing.

Wi t ed.

The house remai ned in darkness.

Frominsi de the garden shed, Joubert had seen Kelly turn on the kitchen lights
and now, as he stood | ooking at the house, he too wondered how long it would
be before the power supply was restored. The Frenchman deci ded that he woul d
be better enployed aiding Kelly in her search of the house. Carrying the axe
with him he headed for the door.

A gust of wind slammed it in his face.

He gripped the rusty knob irritably and tugged it open

Joubert found hinself face to face with David Bl ake.

Bef ore the Frenchman coul d nove, he felt powerful hands grabbing for his
throat, hands which felt |ike blocks of ice as they squeezed. He struck out
vainly at Blake who finally hurled the intruder to one side where he crashed
into a pile of boxes. As he tried to rise he felt an incredible pressure on
his skull as Blake gripped himin a vice-like grip, his fingers resenbling
talons as they threatened to plunge through the Frenchman's skull

Joubert felt the cold filling his head, his torso. Hi s entire body.

He screaned but the sound was |ost as thunder tore open the dark clouds and
the rain | ashed the hut unnercifully.



He felt hinmself being hurled to the floor where he landed with a jarring

i mpact. When he opened his eyes there was no sign of Blake. Joubert didn't
know how | ong he'd been

unconsci ous. A minute? An hour?

The Frenchman got to his feet, picking up the axe as he did so. He held it
before him studying the heavy, w ckedly sharp blade. He | ooked towards the
house and thought of Kelly. The axe felt as if it were a part of him an
extension of his arnmns.

He ki cked open the door and trudged across the | awn towards the darkened
house, the |l arge, razor-sharp weapon held before him A smile creased his
lips.

When the power inside the house went off, Kelly could hear nothing but the
runbling of thunder. The electric wall clock stopped ticking and she was
deprived of even that wel come sound.

Now she stood alone in the darkness, praying for the light to return. The

t hought that the fuse box m ght have bl own began to creep into her mnd

O had soneone in the house turned the power off?

She spun round, her imagination beginning to play tricks on her. Had she seen
nmoverrent in the sitting room behind her?

The lights came back on so suddenly she al nost shouted al oud in surprise and
relief.

Kelly licked her Iips but found that her tongue felt like old newspaper. She
qui ckly checked in the pantry then turned, intent on headi ng back through

t he. house to | ook upstairs.

In the light flooding fromthe kitchen w ndows, she saw Joubert approachi ng
across the snall [|awn.

She breathed an audible sigh of relief and knelt to undo the bolt on the back
door, preparing to turn the key in the lock to let himin. He obviously hadn't
found anyt hi ng, she reasoned, except for the axe which he carried. He had

al nost reached the back door

She turned the key in the | ock, her hand resting on the knob

As he saw the door opening, Joubert uttered a high-pitched yell of fury and
swung the axe with all his strength. It scythed through the wooden door
ripping it free of one hinge. Kelly's own screammnmingled with the shriek of
splintering wood. She turned and ran for the sitting roomas Joubert stove in
the remai nder of the door and crashed into the Kkitchen.

Kelly slipped and fell as she reached the hall, |ooking over her shoulder in
time to see himenerge fromthe kitchen

He | ooked like something froma nightmare with his hair plastered down, his
face scratched and bruised and his nmouth spread in a kind of rictus. He
hurdled a coffee table and hurried after her

Kelly leapt to her feet, slamming the hall door behind her, darting towards
the stairs.

She took themtwo at a time, stumbling once again at the top

Bel ow her, Joubert flung open the door and hurried across the hall, pausing on
the bottom step before ascending slowy.

Kelly was faced by four doors.

She raced towards the first, hearing his heavy footfalls on the stairs as he
cl i mbed hi gher.

The door was | ocked. -

Kelly hurried to the second one, praying that it was open.

She pul | ed open the door and ran inside,-flinging herself beneath the bed.
Thr ough the hal f-open door, she could see when Joubert reached the |anding. He
stood at the top of the stairs for what seenmed like an eternity, only his feet
visible to Kelly but she realized that he nust be deciding which door to try
first.

He noved towards the roomon her left.

The | ocked one. She heard himtw sting the handl e then she heard the sound of
shatteri ng wood as he smashed off the knob and ki cked the door open

Kelly closed her eyes, wondering if this was all a nightmare. If she would



wake up in a second. She tried to swallow but her throat was constricted.

She heard his footsteps, saw his feet as he stood in the doorway of the room
i n which she hid.

He took a step inside.

Kelly bit her fist to stifle a cry.

He noved cl oser towards the bed.

If only she could roll out on the other side, run for the door

But what if she slipped? What if he reached the door before her?

What if...?

He was standi ng beside her now, his feet together

She i magi ned t hat axe poi sed over the bed.

Wth a strength born of terror, Kelly snaked her arms out, fastened them
around Joubert's ankl es and tugged. She succeeded in pulling his |egs away
from himand he went down with a heavy thunp, the axe falling fromhis grip.
She rol |l ed over, scranmbling clear of the bed, junped to her feet and ran for

t he door.

Joubert was up in a second. He flung out a hand and nmanaged to grab a handful
of her hair. Kelly yel ped as sone of it canme out at the roots and she felt
hersel f overbal anci ng. She grabbed for the door frame and nanaged to retain
her stance but he had sl owed her up and, as she reached the |anding, the
Frenchman hurl ed hinself at her, bringing her down in a pile-up which knocked
the wind fromthem bot h.

Kelly struck out with her nails, raking his face. Joubert bellowed in pain and
tried to pull her down again but Kelly got to her feet and kicked himhard in
the side, bringing the heel of her shoe down on his outstretched hand so hard
that it penetrated. Blood welled fromthe puncture and Joubert roiled to one
side. But, he was still between Kelly and the stairs.

As the Frenchman struggled to his knees, Kelly ran at himand | ashed out again
with a kick which caught himfirmy in the solar plexus. He fell backward,
clutching at enpty air for a second before tunbling down the stairs, thudding
to a halt at the bottomwi th his head at an unnatural angle.

She gazed down at his notionless formrealizing that his neck rmust be broken
Kelly ran into the bedroom and pi cked up the doubl e-handed axe, moving quickly
from bedroomto bedroomin search of Bl ake's body.

The roons were enpty.

Kel | y began descending the stairs, the axe held firmy in

her hands. She paused beside the body of Joubert, holding the razor sharp

bl ade above his head as she felt for a pul se.

Not hi ng. As she'd thought, his neck had been broken in the fall

She suddenly felt overwhel ned by sadness, not just for his death but for al

t he ot her people who had died that night and who would die if she did not
conpl ete her task. Her grief slowy became anger as she realized that all of
the carnage, all of the suffering had been caused by Bl ake.

There were two nore roons in the house to be searched.

She went through the dining roomaquickly. That left the cellar

The door was | ocked but that did not deter Kelly. She brought the axe down

twi ce, shattering the | ock, knocking the door wi de open. She sl apped on the
lights and slowy descended into the subterranean room

The sil ence crowded around her, an al nost physical force. She stood still at
the bottom of the steps, her eyes searching.

Next to one of the | arge bookcases, alnobst invisible on first glinpse, was a
smal | door, no bigger than three feet square, its handle also painted white to
make it even nore inconspicuous. Kelly bent and tugged on the handl e.

It opened effortlessly and she recoiled as a rancid snmell of rotten wood and
danp earth rose fromthe tiny compartnment. But, if the door was small then
what |ay beyond it was not. The space behind the door |ooked as though it had
been nade nany years earlier. It stretched back into darkness, she wasn't sure
how far. The walls were soft and sliny and she had to duck low to avoid
scraping her hair on the dripping ceiling. The stench was al nbst over poweri ng.
Lyi ng undi sturbed, covered by a bl anket, amidst the muck and filth, was the



body of Bl ake.

Kel |y grabbed both ankles and, using all her strength, pulled. Inch by inch,
the corpse cane clear of its resting place until it lay in full viewin the
cellar. Kelly noticed that the eyes were still open. They seenmed to fix her in
a reproachful stare and, for a noment, she was rooted to the spot.

There was anot her deafening clap of thunder, audible even in the depths of the
cel lar.

The room was plunged into darkness as the lights flickered then died.

A second | ater they cane back on again and Kelly finally managed to tear her
gaze fromthe body of Bl ake.

She reached for the axe and raised it above her head, know ng what she nust

do, praying for the strength to performthis final act of destruction. Tears
wel led up in her eyes then trickled down her cheeks and the axe wavered in the
air. Kelly squeezed her eyes tightly shut for a nonent, anxious to avoid the
reproachful stare of Blake's dead eyes.

The lights began to flash on and off, blinking wildly as the thunder now
seenmed to becone one continual salvo of sound.

Kel |y screaned as she brought the axe down.

The bl ade buried itself in the right shoul der of the corpse and she heard a

| oud cracking of bone as the scapula was shattered. Kelly wenched it free and
struck again, her aimslightly off but the weight of the weapon was enough. It
severed the right arm She lifted it again and, after two nore powerful
strokes, succeeded in hacking off the other arm Tears were now pouring freely
down her cheeks and the storm offered a macabre acconpani ment to her own sobs
and the thick, hollow sound the axe made as it sheared through dead fl esh.

She changed position to attack the right leg, the axe skidding off the pelvic
bone and shaving away a portion of thigh. Kelly recovered her bal ance and
struck again, forced to stand on the torso to pull the blade free. Her next

bl ow exposed the femur and, with a despairing grunt, she smashed the thick
bone and managed to hack the leg off. The remains of the body shuddered
beneat h each fresh inpact but Kelly continued with her grisly task,
perspiration soaking through her clothes. It took five attenpts to sever the
left |eg.

Panting |like a carthorse, she took a step back, realizing that she had stil

not conpl eted the nonstrous task.

Wth a bl ow which conbined horrified determ nati on and angry despair, she
struck off the head. It rolled for two or three feet across the floor, com ng
to rest on the stunp. She noticed with relief that the sightless eyes were
faci ng away from her.

Kel |y stood ami dst the pieces of dismenbered corpse and dropped the axe,
shaki ng her head gently. Her breath cane in great choki ng gasps which seared
her throat and |ungs. She

| eant back agai nst the nearest wall for support, closing her eyes for a
nonent .

The cell ar door slamed shut and Kelly shot an anxious glance towards it.

At the top of the stairs stood David Bl ake.

Kel |y shuddered as the roomseened to fill with icy air, as if sonmeone were
sucking all the warmth fromthe cellar and replacing it with the bone-chilling
nunmbness she now felt.

Bl ake began to descend, his eyes fixed, not on her, but on the hewn corpse.
"It's over, Blake,' she said, her voice a harsh croak

He didn't answer. He nerely continued his purposeful stride, his face

i npassive until he reached the bottomof the stairs. Then, his nostrils
flared. Wth a roar of rage he ran at her

Tired fromher exertions, Kelly could not nmove fast enough to avoid his

fearsone |unge. He grabbed her by the throat, lifting her bodily fromthe
ground.
Kel ly found herself | ooking deep into his eyes —into bul ging orbs which were

pool s of sheer hatred. But there was something el se there too.
Fear ?



She felt the cold seeping through her |ike gangrene through a rotting |inb but
Bl ake's powerful grip was beginning to weaken. Wth a grunt he | owered her to
the floor where she sprawl ed before him gazing up at his contorted features.
He took a step back, alnost tripping over the nutilated remains of the corpse.
H s corpse.

The Astral body of David Bl ake, the tangi bl e enbodi nent of his evil, staggered
drunkenly for a second, one hand held towards Kelly in a last act of defiance.
Wth a despairing groan, he dropped to his knees, his eyes still fixed on the
girl who was cowering a few feet fromhim Kelly saw himopen his nouth to
scream but the sound, when it canme forth, was |ike nothing human. The

t hunderous utul ation rattled around the cellar, causing Kelly to cover her
ears for fear that they would be damaged. The lights in the roomwent out for
a noment then came back on with an increased brilliance.

Bl ake's scream di ed away as his face began to split open. Huge, jagged
fissures opened in his flesh, as if his mrror

i mmge had been broken. An evil-snelling, yellow sh-white subsl ance bubbl ed up
fromthe rents which were now spreading all over his body. He clawed at his
chest, pulling his shirt open, a large lunp of skin coming with it, exposing

t he bl oodied internal organs beneath. H's fingers seened to shrivel |ike dying
flowers and Kelly saw nore of the pus-like fluid oozing fromthe deep cuts

whi ch were spreading along his arns and legs like rips in fabric.

He fell forward, his head disintegrating as he hit the ground. It split open
pus and Wod bursting fromthe ruptured skull. A tangle of intestines snaked
upward, as if propelled by sone inner force as his stomach burst.

Kel ly | ooked away, feeling her stomach sonmersault. The odour of corruption,
that rank and fetid stench which floated in the air |ike an invisible cloud,
surrounded her. She coughed and thought she was going to be sick. But the
feeling passed.

The room was plunged into darkness again as the lights dinmred for fleeting
seconds and a nassive thundercl ap shook the house.

Kel |y managed to | ook back at the decaying form of Blake. The last nonents |it
by the faintly glimrering lights which seemed to act |ike strobes as they
flickered.

As the electrical power was restored, the cellar was bathed in the cold white
light of the fluorescents.

Bl ake had vani shed.

Not hi ng remai ned.

No bl ood. No pus.

Not hi ng

Only the disnenbered corpse |ay before her

Kelly got slowy to her feet, swaying uncertainly for a nmonment. She was soaked
with sweat. Every single muscle in her body ached and it took a nonunent al
effort for her to even wal k. She was conpletely drained. As close to coll apse
as she could ever renmenber but, sonmewhere amidst that exhaustion, there was a
feeling of triunmph. She had succeeded in stopping B ake. Now she prayed that
she had been able to end the reign of terror he'd unl eashed. There was no way
of know ng yet.

Al'l she could do was wai't.

And hope.

She knew that there was one nore thing which had to be done.

Crossing to the phone on the nearby desk, she lifted the receiver and pressed
out three nines. She had no choice but to tell the police. Kelly heard the
purring at the other end of the line.

The lights flickered once nore and she nuttered under her breath as she heard
t he phone go dead.

She was about to try again when the hand cl osed on her shoul der

She spun round, the scream catching in her throat.

The figure which faced her was identical in every respect. A mrror image of
hersel f.

And it held the axe.



Her alter-ego smiled as it brought the vicious weapon down with incredible
force. The blade ainmed at Kelly's head.
It was the |last thing she saw



