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Jesus, speaking to Mary Magdal ene:

Jesus saith unto her, Touch me not; for I amnot yet ascended to ny
Father: but go to ny brethren, and say unto them | ascend unto ny
Fat her, and your Father; and to ny God, and your God.

THE GOSPEL ACCORDI NG TO ST. JOHN 20: 17

PART 1

BODY and BLOOD

THEY SAID a child had died in the attic. Her clothes had been di scovered
inthe wall. | wanted to go up there, and to lie down near the wall, and
be al one.

They' d seen her ghost now and then, the child. But none of these
vanmpires could see spirits, really, at least not the way that | could
see them No matter. It wasn't the conpany of the child | wanted. It was
to be in that place.

Not hi ng nore coul d be gained fromlingering near Lestat. 1'd cone.
I'"d fulfilled my purpose. | couldn't help him

The sight of his sharply focused and unchangi ng eyes unnerved ne, and
I was quiet inside and full of |love for those nearest me-ny human
children, my dark-haired little Benji and ny tender wllow Sybelle- but
I was not strong enough just yet to take them away.

| left the chapel

| didn't even take note of who was there. The whol e convent was now
the dwel ling place of vanpires. It was not an unruly place, or a
negl ected place, but | didn't notice who remained in the chapel when
left.

Lestat lay as he had all along, on the marble floor of the chapel in
front of the huge crucifix, on his side, his hands slack, the left hand
just below the right hand, its fingers touching the marble lightly, as

if with a purpose, when there was no purpose at all. The fingers of his
right hand curled, making a little hollow in the pal mwhere the |ight
fell, and that too seened to have a neani ng, but there was no neani ng.

This was sinply the preternatural body lying there without will or
ani mati on, no nore purposeful than the face, its expression al nost
defiantly intelligent, given that nonths had passed in which Lestat had
not noved.

The hi gh stai ned-glass wi ndows were dutifully draped for him before
sunrise. At night, they shone with all the wondrous candl es scattered



about the fine statues and relics which filled this once sanctified and
holy place. Little nortal children had heard Mass under this high coved
roof; a priest had sung out the Latin words froman altar

It was ours now. It belonged to himLestat, the man who | ay
noti onl ess on the marble floor

Man. Vanpire. Imortal. Child of Darkness. Any and all are excellent
words for him

Looki ng over ny shoulder at him | never felt so nuch like a child.

That's what | am | fill out the definition, as if it were encoded in
me perfectly, and there had never been any other genetic design

| was perhaps seventeen years old when Marius nmade nme into a vanpire.
| had stopped growing by that time. For a year, |1'd been five feet six
inches. My hands are as delicate as those of a young woman, and | was
beardl ess, as we used to say in that tinme, the years of the sixteenth
century. Not a eunuch, no, not that, nost certainly, but a boy.

It was fashionable then for boys to be as beautiful as girls. Only
now does it seem sonething worthwhile, and that's because | |ove the
ot hers-ny own: Sybelle with her woman's breasts and long girlish |inbs,
and Benji with his round intense little Arab face.

| stood at the foot of the stairs. No mirrors here, only the high
brick walls stripped of their plaster, walls that were old only for
America, darkened by the danmp even inside the convent, all textures and
el ements here softened by the simering summers of New Ol eans and her
clammy crawing winters, green winters | call them because the trees
here are al nost never bare.

| was born in a place of eternal w nter when one conpares it to this
pl ace. No wonder in sunny Italy | forgot the begi nnings altogether, and
fashioned ny life out of the present of ny years with Marius. "I don't
renenber."” It was a condition of |oving so nmuch vice, of being so
addicted to Italian wi ne and sunptuous neals, and even the feel of the
war m mar bl e under ny bare feet when the roons of the pal azzo were
sinfully, w ckedly heated by Marius's exorbitant fires.

H's nortal friends ... human beings |like ne at that tine ... scol ded
constantly about these expenditures: firewood, oil, candles. And for
Marius only the finest candl es of beeswax were acceptable. Every
fragrance was significant.

Stop these thoughts. Menories can't hurt you now. You cane here for a
reason and now you have finished, and you nust find those you | ove, your
young nortals, Benji and Sybelle, and you nust go on

Life was no longer a theatrical stage where Banquo's ghost cane again
and again to seat hinself at the grimtable.

My soul hurt.
Up the stairs. Lie for alittle while in this brick convent where the

child' s clothes were found. Lie with the child, nurdered here in this
convent, so say the runornongers, the vanpires who haunt these halls



now, who have come to see the great Vanpire Lestat in his Endym on-1like
sl eep.

| felt no nurder here, only the tender voices of nuns.

| went up the staircase, letting ny body find its human wei ght and
human tread.

After five hundred years, | know such tricks. | could frighten al
t he young ones-the hangers-on and the gawkers-just as surely as the
other ancient ones did it, even the nbst nodest, uttering words to
evince their tel epathy, or vani shing when they chose to | eave, or now
and then even naking the building trenmble with their power-an
i nteresting acconplishment even with these walls eighteen inches thick
with cypress sills that will never rot.

He must |ike the fragrances here, | thought. Marius, where is he?
Before | had visited Lestat, | had not wanted to talk very much to
Marius, and had spoken only a few civil words when | left ny treasures

in his charge

After all, | had brought nmy children into a nenagerie of the Undead.
VWho better to safeguard themthan ny bel oved Marius, so powerful that
none here dared question his smallest request.

There is no telepathic |link between us naturally-Mrius made ne, | am
forever his fledgling-but as soon as this occurred to nme, | realized
wi thout the aid of this telepathic link that | could not feel the
presence of Marius in the building. I didn't know what had happened in

that brief interval when I knelt down to |ook at Lestat. | didn't know
where Marius was. | couldn't catch the fam liar human scents of Benji or
Sybelle. Alittle stab of panic paralyzed mne.

| stood on the second story of the building. | |eaned against the
wal I, my eyes settling with determ ned cal mon the deeply varni shed

heart pine floor. The light nade pools of yellow on the boards.

VWere were they, Benji and Sybelle? What had | done in bringing them
here, two ripe and gl orious humans? Benji was a spirited boy of twelve,
Sybell e, a womanling of twenty-five. What if Mrius, so generous in his
own soul, had carelessly let themout of his sight?

"I"mhere, young one." The voice was abrupt, soft, wel cone.

My Maker stood on the |anding just bel ow ne, having cone up the steps
behind ne, or nore truly, with his powers, having placed hinself there,
covering the preceding distance with silent and invisible speed.

"Master," | said with a little trace of a smle. "I was afraid for
themfor a nonment." It was an apol ogy. "This place makes ne sad."

He nodded. "I have them Armand,"” he said. "The city seethes with
nortals. There's food enough for all the vagabonds wandering here. No
one will hurt them Even if | weren't here to say so, no one would
dare."

It was | who nodded now. | wasn't so sure, really. Vanpires are by
their very nature perverse and do wicked and terrible things sinply for
the sport of it. To kill another's nortal pet would be a worthy
entertai nnent for sone grimand alien creature, skirting the fringes



here, drawn by remarkabl e events.

"You're a wonder, young one," he said to ne smling. Young one! Wo
el se would call nme this but Marius, nmy Maker, and what is five hundred
years to hinf? "You went into the sun, child,” he continued with the sane
| egi bl e concern witten on his kind face. "And you lived to tell the
tale.”

"Into the sun, Master?" | questioned his words. But | nyself did not
want to reveal any nore. | did not want to talk yet, to tell of what had
happened, the | egend of Veronica's Veil and the Face of CQur Lord
enbl azoned upon it, and the norning when | had given up ny soul wth
such perfect happiness. VWat a fable it was.

He cane up the steps to be near nme, but kept a polite distance. He
has al ways been the gentl eman, even before there was such a word. In
anci ent Rome, they nust have had a termfor such a person, infallibly
good mannered, and considerate as a point of honor, and wholly
successful at common courtesy to rich and poor alike. This was Mari us,
and it had al ways been Marius, insofar as | could know.

He let his snowwhite hand rest on the dull satiny banister. He wore
a |l ong shapel ess cl oak of gray velvet, once perfectly extravagant, now
downpl ayed with wear and rain, and his yellow hair was long |ike
Lestat's hair, full of randomlight and unruly in the danp, and even
studded with drops of dew from outside, the same dew clinging to his
gol den eyebrows and darkening his long curling eyel ashes around his
| arge cobalt- bl ue eyes.

There was sonet hing altogether nore Nordic and icy about himthan
t here was about Lestat, whose hair tended nore to golden, for all its
| um nous highlights, and whose eyes were forever prismatic, drinking up
the colors around him becom ng even a gorgeous violet with the
slightest provocation fromthe worshipful outside world.

In Marius, | saw the sunny skies of the northern wilderness, eyes of
steady radi ance which rejected any outside color, perfect portals to his
own nost constant soul

"Armand,"” he said. "I want you to come with nme."
"Where is that, Master, cone where?" | asked. | too wanted to be
civil. He had always, even after a struggle of wits, brought such finer

instincts out of ne.

"To ny house, Armand, where they are now, Sybelle and Benji. Oh,
don't fear for themfor a second. Pandora's with them They are rather
astoni shing nortals, brilliant, remarkably different, yet alike. They
| ove you, and they know so nmuch and have come with you rather a |ong
way. "

| flushed with blood and color; the warnth was stinging and
unpl easant, and then as the bl ood danced back away fromthe surface of
my face, | felt cooler and strangely enervated that | felt any
sensations at all.

It was a shock being here and | wanted it to be over.

"Master, | don't knowwho | amin this newlife," | said gratefully.
"Reborn? Confused?" | hesitated, but there was no use stopping it.



"Don't ask me to stay here just now. Maybe sonme tinme when Lestat is
hi nsel f agai n, nmaybe when enough tinme has passed-. | don't know for
certain, only that I can't accept your kind invitation now "

He gave nme a brief accepting nod. Wth his hand he made a little
acqui escent gesture. H s old gray cloak had slipped off one shoul der. He
seened not to care about it. Hi s thin black wool clothes were neglected
| apel s and pockets trimed in a careless gray dust. That was not right
for him

He had a big shock of white silk at his throat that nade his pale
face seemnore colored and human than it otherwi se would. But the silk
was torn as if by branbles. In sum he haunted the world in these
clothes, rather than was dressed in them They were for a stunbler, not
nmy old Master.

| think he knew |l was at a loss. | was |ooking up at the gl oom above
me. | wanted to reach the attic of this place, the half-conceal ed
clothing of the dead child. | wondered at this story of the dead child.
| had the inpertinence to let my mind drift, though he was waiting.

He brought me back with his gentle words:

"Sybelle and Benji will be with me when you want them" he said. "You
can find us. W aren't far. You'll hear the Appassionato when you want
to hear it." He smled.

"You' ve given her a piano,"” | said. | spoke of golden Sybelle. | had
shut out the world fromny preternatural hearing, and I didn't want just
yet to unstop nmy ears even for the |ovely sound of her playing, which I
al ready m ssed overly nuch.

As soon as we'd entered the convent, Sybelle had seen a piano and
asked in a whisper at ny ear if she could play it. It was not in the
chapel where Lestat lay, but off in another |ong enpty room | had told
her it wasn't quite proper, that it mght disturb Lestat as he |ay
there, and we coul dn't know what he thought, or what he felt, or if he
was angui shed and trapped in his own dreans.

"Per haps when you cone, you'll stay for a while,"” Marius said.
"You'll like the sound of her playing ny piano, and maybe then we'l|
talk together, and you can rest with us, and we can share the house for
as long as you like.™

| didn't answer.

"It's palatial in a New Wrld sort of way," he said with a little

nockery in his smle. "It's not far at all. | have the nbst spacious
gardens and ol d oaks, oaks far ol der than those even out there on the
Avenue, and all the wi ndows are doors. You know how I like it that way.

It's the Roman style. The house is open to the spring rain, and the
spring rain here is like a dream™

"Yes, | know," | whispered. "I think it's falling now, isn't it?"
sm | ed.
"Well, I"mrather spattered with it, yes," he said alnost gaily. "You

come when you want to. If not tonight, then tonorrow ...

"Ch, I'll be there tonight,”" | said. | didn't want to offend him not



in the slightest, but Benji and Sybelle had seen enough of white-faced
nmonsters with velvet voices. It was tinme to be off.

| looked at himrather boldly, enjoying it for a nmonment, overconing a
shyness that had been our curse in this nodern world. In Venice of old,
he had gloried in his clothes as nen did then, always so sharp and
splendidly enbellished, the glass of fashion, to use the old gracefu
phrase. Wen he crossed the Piazza San Marco in the soft purple of
evening, all turned to watch himpass. Red had been his badge of pride,
red velvet-a flow ng cape, and nmagnificently enbroi dered doublet, and
beneath it a tunic of gold silk tissue, so very popular in those tines.

He'd had the hair of a young Lorenzo de' Medici, right fromthe
pai nted wal | .

"Master, | love you, but now |l must be alone,” | said. "You don't
need ne now, do you, Sir? How can you? You never really did." Instantly
| regretted it. The words, not the tone, were inpudent. And our m nds
being so divided by intimate blood, | was afraid he'd m sunderstand.

"Cherub, | want you," he said forgivingly. "But I can wait. Seens not
| ong ago | spoke these sane words when we were together, and so | say
t hem agai n. "

| couldn't bring nyself to tell himit was nmy season for norta
conpany, how | longed just to be talking away the night with little
Benji, who was such a sage, or listening to ny bel oved Sybelle play her
sonata over and over again. It seened beside the point to explain any
further. And the sadness cane over ne again, heavily and undeni ably, of
having come to this forlorn and enpty convent where Lestat |ay, unable
or unwilling to nove or speak, none of us knew.

"Nothing will conme of ny conpany just now, Master," | said. "But you
will grant ne sone key to finding you, surely, so that when this tine
passes ..." | let ny words die.

"I fear for you!" he whispered suddenly, w th great warnth.
"Any nore than ever before, Sir?" | asked.

He thought for a nmonment. Then he said, "Yes. You love two norta
children. They are your nmoon and stars. Cone stay with nme if only for a
little while. Tell me what you think of our Lestat and what's happened.
Tell me perhaps, if | promse to remain very quiet and not to press you,
tell me your opinion of all you' ve so recently seen.”

"You touch on it delicately, Sir, I admre you. You nmean why did
bel i eve Lestat when he said he had been to Heaven and Hell, you nean
what did | see when | | ooked at the relic he brought back with him
Veronica's Veil."

"If you want to tell me. But nore truly, | w sh you would come and
rest.”

| put nmy hand on top of his, marveling that in spite of all I'd
endured, ny skin was al nbst as white as his.

"You will be patient with nmy children till | come, won't you?"
asked. "They imagine thenselves so intrepidly w cked, com ng here to be
with ne, whistling nonchalantly in the crucible of the Undead, so to



speak. "

"Undead, " he said, smling reprovingly. "Such | anguage, and in ny
presence. You know | hate it."

He planted a kiss quickly on nmy cheek. It startled nme, and then
realized that he was gone.

"ddtricks!" I said aloud, wondering if he were still near enough to
hear ne, or whether he had shut up his ears to nme as fiercely as | shut
mne to the outside world.

| looked off, wanting the quiet, dream ng of bowers suddenly, not in
words but in images, the way ny old mind would do it, wanting to lie
down in garden beds anong growi ng flowers, wanting to press ny face to
earth and sing softly to nyself.

The spring outside, the warnth, the hovering m st that would be rain.
Al this | wanted. | wanted the swanmpy forests beyond, but | wanted
Sybell e and Benji, too, and to be gone, and to have sone will to carry
on.

Ah, Armand, you always lack this very thing, the will. Don't let the
old story repeat itself now. Armyourself with all that's happened

Anot her was near by.

It seemed so awful to me suddenly, that sone imortal whom | didn't
know should i ntrude here on ny random private thoughts, perhaps to nake
a selfish approxi mation of what | felt.

It was only David Tal bot .

He cane fromthe chapel w ng, through the bridge roons of the convent
that connect it to the main building where | stood at the top of the
staircase to the second fl oor

| saw himconme into the hallway. Behind himwas the glass of the door
that led to the gallery, and beyond that the soft mngled gold and white
light of the courtyard bel ow.

"It's quiet now," he said. "And the attic's enpty and you know t hat
you can go there, of course.”

"Go away," | said. I felt no anger, only the honest wish to have ny
t houghts unread and nmy enotions |eft al one.

Wth remarkabl e sel f-possession he ignored ne, then said:

"Yes, | amafraid of you, a little, but then terribly curious too."
"Ch, | see, so that excuses it, that you foll owed ne here?"

"I didn't follow you, Armand,"” he said. "I live here."

"Ah, I'msorry then," | admtted. "I hadn't known. | suppose |I'm gl ad
of it. You guard him He's never alone."™ | neant Lestat of course.

"Everyone's afraid of you," he said calmy. He had taken up a
position only a few feet away, casually folding his arns. "You knowt,



it's quite a study, the lore and habits of the vanpires."

"Not to nme, "I said.

"Yes, | realize that," he said. "I was only musing, and | hope you'l
forgive nme. It was about the child in the attic, the child they said was
murdered. It's a tall story, about a very small little person. Maybe if
your luck is better than that of everyone else, you'll see the ghost of

the child whose clothes were shut up in the wall."

"Do you mind if I ook at you?" | said. "I nean if you're going to
dip your beak into ny mnd with such abandon? W net sone time ago
before all this happened-Lestat, the Heavenly Journey, this place. |
never really took stock of you. I was indifferent, or too polite, I
don't know which."

I was surprised to hear such heat in ny voice. | was volatile, and it
wasn't David Talbot's fault.

"I"mthinking of the conventional know edge about you," | said. "That
you weren't born in this body, that you were an elderly man when Lest at
knew you, that this body you inhabit now bel onged to a clever soul who
could hop fromliving being to living being, and there set up shop with
his own trespassing soul."

He gave nme a rather disarmng smle.

"So Lestat said," he answered. "So Lestat wote. It's true, of
course. You know it is. You ve known since you saw ne before.”

"Three nights we spent together,” | said. "And | never really
guestioned you. | mean | never really even | ooked directly into your
eyes. "

"W were thinking of Lestat then.”
"Aren't we now?"
"l don't know," he said.

"David Tal bot,” | said, nmeasuring himcoldly with ny eyes, "David
Tal bot, Superior General of the Order of Psychic Detectives known as the
Tal amasca, had been catapulted into the body in which he now wal ks. " |
didn't know whether | paraphrased or made it up as | went along. "He'd
been entrenched or chained inside it, made a prisoner by so nmany ropey
veins, and then tricked into a vanpire as a fiery unstanchabl e bl ood
i nvaded his |ucky anatony, sealing his soul up init as it transforned
himinto an imortal -a man of dark bronzed skin and dry, lustrous and
thick black hair."

"I think you have it right," he said with indul gent politeness.

"A handsone gent," | went on, "the color of caranel, noving with such
catli ke ease and gil ded gl ances that he makes ne think of all things
once del ectabl e, and now a potpourri of scent: cinnanon, clove, nmld
peppers and ot her spices golden, brown or red, whose fragrances can
spi ke ny brain and plunge nme into erotic yearnings that |ive now, nore
than ever, to play thenselves out. H's skin nmust snell |ike cashew nuts
and thick alnond creans. It does."



He | aughed. "I get your point."

I had shocked nmyself. | was wetched for a monent. "I'mnot sure
get nyself," | said apol ogetically.

"I think it's plain,"” he said. "You want ne to | eave you al one."

| saw the preposterous contradictions in all this at once.

"Look," | whispered quickly. "I'mderanged,"” | whispered. "My senses
cross, like so many threads to make a knot: taste, see, snell, feel. I'm
ranmpant . "

I wondered idly and viciously if | could attack him take him bring
hi m down under ny greater craft and cunning and taste his bl ood without
hi s consent.

"I"'mmuch too far along the road for that,"
you chance such a thing?"

he said, "and why woul d

VWhat sel f-possession. The older man in himdid i ndeed command t he
sturdi er younger flesh, the wise nortal with an iron authority over al
things eternal and supernaturally powerful. What a bl end of energies!
Nice to drink his blood, to take himagainst his will. There is no such
fun on Earth like the raping of an equal

"I don't know," | said, ashanmed. Rape is unnmanly. "I don't know why I
insult you. You know, | wanted to |l eave quickly. | nean | wanted to
visit the attic, and then be out of here. | wanted to avoid this sort of

i nfatuation. You are a wonder, and you think me a wonder, and it's
rich."”

| let my eyes pass over him 1'd been blind to himwhen we net |ast,
t hat was nost true

He dressed to kill. Wth the cleverness of olden tines, when nen
could preen |ike peacocks, he'd chosen gol den sepia and unber colors for
his clothes. He was smart and clean and fretted all over with carefu
bits of pure gold, in a wistband tinepiece and buttons and a sl ender
pin for his nodern tie, that tailored spill of color men wear in this
age, as if to let us grab themall the nore easily by its noose. Stupid
ornanent. Even his shirt of polished cotton was tawny and full of
somet hing of the sun and the warned earth. Even his shoes were brown,
gl ossy as beetl es' backs.

He canme towards ne.

"You know what |I'mgoing to ask," he said. "Don't westle with these
unarticul ated thoughts, these new experiences, all this overwhel m ng
under st andi ng. Make a book out of it for ne.”

I couldn't have predicted that this would be his question. | was
surprised, sweetly so, but neverthel ess taken of f guard.

"Mbke a book? | ? Arnmand?"

I went towards him turned sharply and fled up the steps to the
attic, skirting the third floor and then entering the fourth.

The air was thick and warm here. It was a place daily baked by the



sun. Al was dry and sweet, the wood |ike incense and the floors
splintery.

"Little girl, where are you?" | asked.

"Child, you nean," he said.

He had conme up behind nme, taking a bit of tinme for courtesy's sake.
He added, "She was never here."

"How do you know?"

"If she were a ghost, | could call her,"” he said.

| |1 ooked over my shoul der. "You have that power? O is this just what
you want to say to nme right now? Before you venture further, let ne warn
you that we al nost never have the power to see spirits.”

"I"maltogether new," David said. "I"munlike any others. |'ve cone
into the Dark World with different faculties. Dare | say, we, our
speci es, vanpires, have evol ved?"

"The conventional word is stupid,” |I said. | noved further into the
attic. | spied a small chanber with plaster and peeling roses, big
floppy prettily drawn Victorian roses with pale fuzzy green | eaves. |
went into the chanber. Light cane froma high wi ndow out of which a
child could not have seen. Merciless, | thought.

"Wio said that a child died here?" | said. All was clean beneath the
soil of years. There was no presence. It seened perfect and just, no
ghost to confort ne. Wiy should a ghost cone from some savory rest for
nmy sake?

So | could cuddle up perhaps to the menory of her, her tender |egend.
How are children nmurdered in orphanages where only nuns attend? | never
t hought of womnen as so cruel. Dried up, w thout imagination perhaps, but
not aggressive as we are, to kill.

| turned round and round. Woden |ockers Iined one wall, and one
| ocker stood open, and there the tunbled shoes were, little brown
Oxfords, as they called them w th black strings, and now | beheld,
where it had been behind nme, the broken and frayed hol e from which
they'd ripped her clothes. Al fallen there, noldy and winkled they
| ay, her cl ot hes.

A stillness settled on ne as if the dust of this place were a fine
ice, comng dowmn fromthe high peaks of haughty and nonstrously selfish
mountains to freeze all living things, this ice, to close up and stop
forever all that breathed or felt or dreaned or |ived.

He spoke in poetry:

Tear no nore the heat of the sun,’" " he whispered. "Nor the furious
winter's rages. Fear no nore ..." "

I winced with pleasure. | knew the verses. | loved them

| genuflected, as if before the Sacranent, and touched her cl ot hes.
"And she was little, no nore than five, and she didn't die here at all.



No one killed her. Nothing so special for her.”

"How your words belie your thoughts," he said.
"Not so, | think of two things sinultaneously. There's a distinction
in being murdered. | was nurdered. Ch, not by Mrius, as you m ght

t hi nk, but by others."

I knew | spoke soft and in an assum ng way, because this wasn't neant
for pure drama.

"I"'mtrimed in menories as if inold furs. I [ift ny armand the
sl eeve of nmenory covers it. | | ook around and see other tines. But you
know what frightens ne the nost-it is that this state, |ike so many

others with ne, will prove the verge of nothing but extend itself over
centuries.”

"What do you really fear? What did you want from Lestat when you cane
her e?"

"David, | cane to see him | came to find out how it was with him
and why he lies there, unnoving. | came-." | wasn't going to say any
nor e.

H s glossy nails made his hands | ook ornanental and special, cares-
sive, conely and lovely with which to be touched. He picked up a snal
dress, torn, gray, spotted with bits of mean |ace. Everything dressed in
flesh can yield a dizzying beauty if you concentrate on it |ong enough
and his beauty | eapt out w thout apol ogy.

"Just clothes.” Flowered cotton, a bit of velvet with a puffed sleeve
no bigger than an apple for the century of bare arnms by day and night.
"No violence at all surrounding her," he said as if it were a pity.
"Just a poor child, don't you think, and sad by nature as well as

ci rcumnst ance. "

"And why were they walled up, tell ne that! Wiat sin did these little
dresses commit?" | sighed. "Good God, David Tal bot, why don't we let the
little girl have her romance, her fane? You nake ne angry. You say you
can see ghosts. You find them pleasant? You like to talk with them |
could tell you about a ghost-."

"When will you tell ne? Look, don't you see the trick of a book?" He
stood up, and dusted off his knee with his right hand. In his left was
her gathered dress. Somethi ng about the whole configuration bothered ne,
atall creature holding a little girl's crunpled dress.

"You know, when you think of it," | said, turning away, so | wouldn't
see the dress in his hand, "there's no good reason under CGod for little
girls and little boys. Think of it, the other tender issue of manmals.
Among puppies or kitten or colts, does one find gender? It's never an
i ssue. The half-grown fragile thing is sexless. There is no
determ nation. There is nothing as splendid to look at as a little boy
or girl. My head is so full of notions. | rather think I'Il explode if
don't do sonething, and you say make a book for you. You think it's
possi bl e, you think..."

"What | think is that when you make a book, you tell the tale as you
would like to know it!"



"I see no great wisdomin that."

"Well, then think, for npbst speech is a nmere issue of our feelings, a
nmere expl osion. Listen, note the way that you nake these outbursts.”

"I don't want to."
"But you do, but they are not the words you want to read. Wen you

wite, something different happens. You nmake a tale, no matter how
fragmented or experinmental or how disregarding of all conventional and

hel pful forms. Try this for ne. No, no, | have a better idea."
"What ?"

"Come down with me into ny roons. | live here now, | told you
Through ny wi ndows you can see the trees. | don't live like our friend

Loui s, wandering fromdusty corner to dusty corner, and then back to his
flat in the Rue Royal e when he's convinced hinself once nore and for the

thousandth tine that no one can harm Lestat. | have warmroons. | use
candles for old light. Cone down and let me wite it, your story. Talk
to ne. Pace, and rant if you will, or rail, yes, rail, and let ne wite
it, and even so, the very fact that | wite, this in itself will nake
you make a formout of it. You'll beginto ..."

"What ?"

"To tell ne what happened. How you died and how you lived."

"Expect no miracles, perplexing scholar. | didn't die in New York
that norning. | alnost died."

He had ne faintly curious, but | could never do what he wanted.
Nevert hel ess he was honest, amazingly so, as far as | could neasure, and
therefore sincere

"Ah, so, | didn't nmean literally | neant that you should tell ne what
it was like to clinb so high into the sun, and suffer so nuch, and, as
you said, to discover in your pain all these nmenories, these connecting
links. Tell me! Tell ne."

"Not if you nean to nake it coherent,"” | said crossly. | gauged his
reaction. | wasn't bothering him He wanted to tal k nore.
"Make it coherent? Armand, ['Il sinmply wite down what you say." He

made his words sinple yet curiously passionate.
"Prom se?"
| flashed on hima playful |ook. Me! To do that.

He smiled. He wadded up the little dress and then dropped it
carefully so it mght fall in the mddle of the pile of her old clothes.

"I"ll not alter one syllable,” he said. "Cone be with me, and talk to
me, and be nmy love." Again, he smled.

Suddenly he cane towards ne, rmuch in the aggressive manner in which
I'd thought earlier to approach him He slipped his hands under ny hair,
and felt of ny face, and then he gathered up the hair and he put his
face down into nmy curls, and he | aughed. He ki ssed ny cheek



"Your hair's |ike sonething spun fromanber, as if the anber would
melt and could be drawn fromcandle flanes in long fine airy threads and
let to dry that way to nake all these shining tresses. You' re sweet,
boyli ke and pretty as a girl. | wish I had one glinpse of you in antique
vel vet the way you were for him for Marius. | wish I could see for one
monent how it was when you dressed in stockings and wore a belted
doubl et sewn with rubies. Look at you, the frosty child. My |ove doesn't
even touch you."

This wasn't true.
Hs lips were hot, and | could feel the fangs under them feel the

urgency suddenly in his fingers pressing against ny scalp. It sent the
shivers through ne, and ny body tensed and then shuddered, and it was

sweet beyond prediction. | resented this lonely intimcy, resented it
enough to transformit, or rid myself of it utterly. I'd rather die or
be away, in the dark, sinple and lonely with conmon tears.

Fromthe look in his eyes, | thought he could | ove w thout giving
anyt hi ng. Not a connoi sseur, just a blood drinker

"You make me hungry," | whispered. "Not for you but for one who is
dooned and yet alive. | want to hunt. Stop it. Wiy do you touch ne? Wy

be so gentle?"
"Everyone wants you," he said

"Ch, | know Everyone would ravage a guilty cunning child! Everyone
woul d have a | aughi ng boy who knows his way around the bl ock. Kids nmake
better food than wonmen, and girls are all too much |ike wonmen, but young
boys? They're not |ike nen, are they?"

"Don't nock ne. | meant | wanted only to touch you, to feel how soft
you are, how eternally young."

"Ch, that's ne, eternally young," | said. "You speak nonsense words
for one so pretty yourself. I'mgoing out. | have to feed. And when I've
finished with that, when I'mfiill and hot, then I'Il conme and I'IIl talk
to you and tell you anything you want." | stepped back just a little
fromhim feeling the quivers through me as his fingers rel eased ny
hair. | | ooked at the enpty white wi ndow, peering too high for the
trees.

"They could see nothing green here, and it's spring outside, southern
spring. | can snell it through the walls. I want to look just for a
nonment on flowers. To kill, to drink blood and to have flowers."

"Not good enough. Want to make the book," he said. "Want to make it

now and want you to come with nme. | won't hang around forever."

"Ch, nonsense, of course you will. You think I'ma doll, don't you?
You think I'mcute and nmade of poured wax, and you'll stay as long as |
stay."

"You're a bit nean, Armand. You look like an angel, and talk like a
conmon t hug. "

"Such arrogance! | thought you wanted ne."



"Only on certain terns.”
"You lie, David Tal bot," | said.

| headed past himfor the stairs. C cadas sang in the night as they
often do, to no clock, in New Ol eans.

Thr ough the ni ne-pane wi ndows of the stairwell, | glinpsed the
flowering trees of spring, a bit of vine curling on a porch top

He foll owed. Down and down we went, wal king |ike regular nen, down to
the first floor, and out the sparkling glass doors and into the broad
i ghted space of Napol eon Avenue with its danp, sweet park of green down
the mddle, a park thick with carefully planted flowers and ol d gnarl ed
and hunbl e, bending trees.

The whol e picture noved with the subtle river winds, and wet m st
swirled but would not fall into rain itself, and tiny green | eaves
drifted down like wilting ashes to the ground. Soft soft southern
spring. Even the sky seened pregnant with the season, |owering yet
bl ushing with reflected light, giving birth to the mst fromall its
por es.

Strident perfune rose fromthe gardens right and left, frompurple
Four O docks, as nortals call themhere, a ranpant flower |ike unto
weed, but infinitely sweet, and the wild irises stabbing upwards |ike
bl ades out of the black mud, throaty petals nonstrously big, battering
t hensel ves on old walls and concrete steps, and then as always there
were roses, roses of old wonmen and roses of the young, roses too whol e
for the tropical night, roses coated with poi son

There had been streetcars here once on this center strip of grass.
knew it, that the tracks had run along this w de deep green space where
I wal ked ahead of him slummard, riverward, deathward, Wodward. He cane
after me. | could close ny eyes as | wal ked, never losing a step, and
see the streetcars.

"Conme on, follownne," | said, describing what he did, not inviting
hi m

Bl ocks and bl ocks within seconds. He kept up. Very strong. The bl ood
of an entire Royal Vanpire court was inside him no doubt of it. Count
on Lestat to nmake the nost |ethal of nonsters, that is, after his
initial seductive blunders-N colas, Louis, O audia-not a single one of
the three able to take care of thenselves al one, and two perished, and
one |ingering and perhaps the weakest vanpire yet wal king in the great
wor | d.

| |1 ooked back. His tight, polished brown face startled ne. He | ooked
| acquered all over, waxed, buffed, and once again | thought of spicy
thi ngs, of the meat of candied nuts, and delicious aromas, of chocol ates
sweet with sugar and dark rich butterscotch, and it seened a good thing
suddenly to maybe grab ahold of him

But this was no substitute for one rotten, cheap, ripe and
odoriferous nortal. And guess what? | pointed. "Over there.”

He | ooked as | directed him He saw the sagging line of old
buil dings. Mortals everywhere |urked, slept, sat, dined, wandered, amd
tiny narrow stairs, behind peeling walls and under cracked ceilings.



I had found one, nost perfect in his w ckedness, a great flurry of
hat eful enbers, of malice and greed and contenpt snoldering as he waited
for ne.

We'd conme to Magazine Street and passed it, but we were not at the
river, only alnost, and this was a street | had no recollection of, or
know edge of, in nmy wanderings of this city-their city, Louis's and
Lestat's-just a narrow street with these houses the col or of driftwood
under the noon and wi ndows hung with makeshift coverings, and inside
there was this one slouching, arrogant, vicious nortal fixed to a
tel evision set and guzzling malt froma brown bottle, ignoring the
roaches and the pul sing heat that pressed in fromthe open w ndow, this
ugly, sweating, filthy and irresistible thing, this flesh and bl ood for
ne.

The house was so alive with vermn and tiny despicable things that it
seened no nore than a shell surrounding him crackling and friable and
the sane color in all its shadows as a forest. No antiseptic nodern
standards here. Even the furniture rotted in the trashy clutter and
danp. M I dew covered the grinding white refrigerator

Only the reeky personal bed and rags gave off the clue to reigning
donesticity.

It was a proper nest in which to find this fow, this ugly bird,
thick rich pluckable, devourable sack of bones and bl ood and shabby
pl umage.

| pushed the door to one side, the human stench rising like a swir
of gnats, and thereby put it off its hinges, but not with much sound.

| wal ked on newspapers strewn on painted wood. Orange peels turned to
br owni sh | eat her. Roaches running. He didn't even | ook up. Hi s swollen
drunken face was blue and eerie, black eyebrows thick and unkenpt, and
yet he | ooked quite possibly a bit angelic, due to the light fromthe
t ube.

He flicked the nmagic plastic twanger in his hand to make the channel s
change, and the light flared and flickered soundl essly, and then he |et
the song rise, a band playing, a travesty, people clapping.

Trashy noi ses, trashy inmages, like the trash all around him All
right, I want you. No one el se does.

He | ooked up at me, a boy invader, David too far off for himto see,
wai t i ng.

| pushed the television set to the side. It teetered, then fell onto
the floor, its parts breaking, like so many jars of energy were inside,
and now splinters of gl ass.

A monmentary fury overcame him charging his face with sluggish
recognition.

He rose up, arms out, and canme at ne.
Before I sank nmy teeth, | noticed that he had | ong tangled bl ack

hair. Dirty but rich. He wore it back by neans of a knotted bit of rag
at the base of his neck and then straggling down his checkered shirt in



a thick tail.

Meanti me, he had enough syrupy and beer-besotted blood in himfor two
vanpires, delicious, ugly, and a raging fighting heart, and so nuch bul k
it was like riding a bull to be on him

In the mdst of the feed, all odors rise to sweetness, even the nost

rancid. | thought | would quietly die of joy, as always.
| sucked hard enough to fill ny nouth, letting the blood roll over ny
tongue, and then to fill my stomach, if | have one, but above all just

to stanch this greedy dirty thirst, but not hard enough to slow him
down.

He swooned and fought, and did the stupid thing of tearing at ny
fingers, and then the nost dangerous and clunsy thing of trying to find
nmy eyes. | shut themtight and et himpress with his greasy thunbs. It
did himno good. | aman inpregnable little boy. You can not blind the
blind. I was too fall of blood to care. Besides it felt good. Those weak
things that would scratch you do only stroke you.

Hs life went by as if everyone he ever |loved were riding a roller
coaster under snazzy stars. Wrse than a Van Gogh painting. You never

know t he palette of the one you kill until the m nd disgorges its finest
col ors.

Soon enough he sank down. | went with him | had ny left armall the
way around himnow, and | lay childlike against his big muscul ar belly,

and | drew the blood out now in the blindest gushes, pressing everything
he thought and saw and felt down into only color, just give nme color
pure orange, and just for a second, as he died-as the death passed ne
by, like a big rolling ball of black strength which turns out to be
not hi ng actual ly, nothing but snoke or sonething even | ess than that-as
this death came into ne and went out again like the wind, |I thought, Do
| by crushing everything that he is deprive himof a final know ng?

Nonsense, Armand. You know what the spirits know, what the angels
know. The bastard is going honme! To Heaven. To Heaven that woul d not
have you, and m ght never.

In death, he | ooked npbst excellent.

| sat beside him | w ped ny nouth, not that there was a drop to
wi pe. Vanpires slobber blood only in notion pictures. Even the nost
mundane imortal is far too skilled to spill a drop. | w ped ny nmouth
because his sweat was on ny lips and on ny face, and | wanted it to go
away.

| admired him however, that he was big and wondrously hard for al
his seem ng roundness. | admired the black hair clinging to his wet
chest where the shirt had been so inevitably torn away.

H s black hair was something to behold. | ripped the knotted cloth
that tied it. It was as full and thick as a woman's hair.

Maki ng sure he was dead, | wapped its Iength around ny left hand and
purposed to pull the whole mass from his scal p.

Davi d gasped. "Mist you do this?" he asked ne.



"No," | said. Even then a few thousand strands had ri pped | oose from
the scalp, each with only its tiny blooded root winking in the air |ike
atiny firefly. I held the nop for a noment and then let it slip out of
nmy fingers and fall down behind his turned head.

Those unanchored hairs fell sloppily over his coarse cheek. Hi s eyes
were wet and wakeful -seenmi ng, dying jelly.

David turned and went out into the little street. Cars roared and
clattered by. A ship on the river sang with a steam calli ope.

| came up behind him | w ped the dust off nme. One blow and | could
have set the whole house to falling down, just caving in on the putrid
filth within, dying softly am d other houses so no one indoors here
woul d even know, all this noist wood nerely caving.

I could not get the taste and snell of this sweat gone.

"Why did you so object to nmy pulling out his hair?" | asked. "I only
wanted to have it, and he's dead and beyond caring and no one else wll
mss his black hair."

He turned with a sly smle and took ny neasure.

"You frighten ne, the way you look," | said. "Have |I so carelessly
reveal ed nyself to be a nonster? You know, ny blessed nortal Sybelle,
when she is not playing the Sonata by Beethoven called the Appassio-
nata, watches ne feed all the tinme. Do you want nme to tell ny story
now?"

| glanced back at the dead man on his side, his shoul der saggi ng. On
the wi ndowsi Il beyond and above himstood a blue glass bottle and in it
was an orange flower. Isn't that the dammedest thing?

"Yes, | do want your story," David said. "Come, let's go back
together. | only asked you not to take his hair for one reason.”
"Yes?" | asked. | | ooked at him Rather genuine curiosity. "Wat was

the reason then? I was only going to pull out all his hair and throw it
away. "

"Like pulling off the wings of a fly," he offered seem ngly w t hout
j udgrent .

"A dead fly," |I said. |I deliberately snmled. "Cone now, why the
fass?"

"I wanted to see if you'd listen to nme," he said. "That's all
Because if you did then it mght be all right between us. And you
stopped. And it is."” He turned around and took nmy arm

"I don't like you! "l said.

"Ch, yes, you do, Armand," he answered. "Let nme wite it. Pace and
rail and rant. You're very high and m ghty right now because you have
those two splendid little nortals hanging on your every gesture, and
they're like acolytes to a god. But you want to tell ne the story, you
know you do. Cone on!"

| couldn't stop nyself fromlaughing. "Have these tactics worked for



you in the past?"

Now it was his turn to | augh and he did, good-naturedly. "No, |
suppose not," he said. "But let ne put it to you this way, wite it for
them"

"For whon®"
"For Benji and Sybelle." He shrugged. "No?"
| didn't answer.

Wite the story for Benji and Sybelle. My mind raced forwards, to sone
cheerful and whol esone room where we three would be gathered years
hence-1, Armand, unchanged, boy teacher-and Benji and Sybelle in their
nmortal prine, Benji grown into a sleek tall gentleman with an Arab's
i nk-eyed allure and his favorite cheroot in his hand, a man of great
expectation and opportunity, and ny Sybelle, a curvaceous and ful
regal - bodi ed wonan by then, and an even greater concert pianist than she
could be now, her golden hair fram ng a woman's oval face and fuller
wormani sh |ips and eyes full of entsagang and secret radiance.

Could | dictate the story in this roomand give themthe book? This
book dictated to David Talbot? Could I, as | set themfree fromny
al chem cal world, give themthis book? Go forth ny children, with al
the weal th and gui dance | could bestow, and now this book I wote so
| ong ago for you with David.

Yes, said nmy soul. Yet | turned, and ripped the black scalp of hair
fromny victimand stonped on it with a Runpel stiltskin foot.

David didn't flinch. Englishnen are so polite.
"Very well,"” | said. "I"Il tell you ny story."

H s roons were on the second floor, not far fromwhere |I'd paused at
the top of the staircase. What a change fromthe barren and unheated
hal | ways! He'd nade a library for hinself and with tables and chairs. A
brass bed was there, dry and cl ean

"These are her roons,"” he said. "Don't you renenber?"
"Dora," | said. | breathed her scent suddenly. Wy, it was all around
me. But all her personal things were gone.

These were his books, they had to be. They were new spiritua
expl orers-Danni on Brinkley, Hilarion, Melvin Mrse, Brian Wiss, Matthew
Fox, the Urantia book. Add to this old texts-Cassiodorus, St. Teresa of
Avila, Gregory of Tours, the Veda, Talnud, Torah, Kama Sutra-all in
original tongues. He had a few obscure novels, plays, poetry.

"Yes.
it?"

He sat down at the table. "I don't need the light. Do you want

"I don't know what to tell you."

"Ah," he said. He took out his mechanical pen. He opened a notebook
with startlingly white paper scored with fine green lines. "You wll
know what to tell ne." He | ooked up at ne.



| stood hugging nyself, as it were, letting ny head fall as if it
could drop right off me and I would die. My hair fell [ong about nme.

| thought of Sybelle and Benjamn, my quiet girl and exuberant boy.
"Did you like them David, ny children?" | asked.

"Yes, the first nmoment | saw them when you brought themin. Everyone
did. Everyone | ooked lovingly and respectfully at them Such poise, such
charm 1 think we all dream of such confidants, faithful norta
conpani ons of conpelling grace, who aren't scream ng mad. They | ove you,
yet they are neither terrified nor entranced.™

| didn"t nmove. | didn't speak. | shut ny eyes. | heard in ny heart the
swift, bold march of the Appassionata, those runbling, incandescent
waves of music, full of throbbing and brittle nmetal, Appassionata. Only
it was in ny head. No gol den | ong-Iinbed Sybelle.

"Light the candles that you have," | said timdly. "WIIl you do that
for me? It would be sweet to have many candles, and | ook, Dora's lace is
hangi ng still on the wi ndows, fresh and clean. I ama |over of |ace,
that is Brussels point de gaze, or very like it, yes, I'mrather mad for
it."

"OF course, I'lIl light the candles,” he said.

I had nmy back to him | heard the sharp delicious crack of a smal
wooden match. | snelt it burn, and then cane the liquid fragrance of the
noddi ng wi ck, the curling wick, and the light rose upwards, finding the
cypress boards of the stripped wooden ceiling above us. Another crack
anot her series of tiny sweet soft crackling sounds, and the |ight
swel | ed and cane down over ne and fell just short of brightness al ong
t he shadowy wal | .

"Way did you do it, Armand?" he said. "Oh, the Veil has Christ on it,
in sone form no doubt of it, it did seemto be the Holy Veil of
Veroni ca, and God knows, thousands of others believed it, yes, but why
in your case, why? It was blazingly beautiful, yes, | grant you that,
Christ with H's thorns and H s blood, and H s eyes gazing right at us,
both of us, but why did you believe it so conpletely, Armand, after so
long? Wiy did you go to Hin? That's what you tried to do, didn't you?"

I shook ny head. | made ny words soft and pl eading.

"Back up, scholar,” | said, turning around slowy. "M nd your page.
This is for you, and for Sybelle. Ch, it's for ny little Benji too. But
inawy, it's ny synphony for Sybelle. The story begins a long tine
ago. Maybe |'ve never truly realized how |l ong ago, until this very
monent. You listen and wite. Let nme be the one to cry and to rant and
torail."

LOOK AT MY HANDS. | think of the phrase "not made by human hands." |
know what this neans, even though every time | ever heard the phrase
said with enption it had to do with what had come from ny hands.

I"d like to paint now, to pick up a brush and try it the way | did it
then, in a trance, furiously, once and for only, every line and mass of
col or, each bl ending, each decision final

Ah, 1'm so disorgani zed, so browbeaten by what | renenber.



Let me choose a place to begin.

Const anti nopl e-newly under the Turks, by that | nean a Moslem City for
| ess than a century when I was brought there, a slave boy, captured in
the wild Iands of his country for which he barely knew the proper nane:
t he Col den Horde

Menory had al ready been choked out of me, along with |anguage, or any
capacity to reason in a consistent way. | remenber the squalid roons
t hat nmust have been Constantinopl e because ot her people tal ked, and for
the first time in forever, since |I'd been ripped out of what |I couldn't
renenber, | coul d understand what peopl e said.

They spoke G eek, of course, these traders who dealt in slaves for
brothels in Europe. They knew no religious allegiance, which was all
knew, pitifully devoid of detail.

I was thrown down on a thick Turkey carpet, the fancified rich floor
covering one saw in a palace, a display rug for high-priced goods.

My hair was wet and | ong; soneone had brushed it enough to hurt ne.
Al'l those personal things that were mine had been stripped fromnme and

fromny nenory. | was naked beneath an old frayed tunic of gold cloth.

It was hot and danp in the room | was hungry, but having no hope of
food, | knew this to be a pain that would spi ke and then, of its own,
die away. The tunic nust have given nme a castoff glory, the shimer of a
fallen angel. It had long bell sleeves and cane to ny knees.

VWen | got to nmy feet, which were bare of course, | saw these nen and
knew what they wanted, that this was vice, and despicable, and the price
of it was Hell. Curses of vanished el ders echoed down on ne: too pretty,
too soft, too pale, eyes far too full of the Devil, ah, the devilish
smle.

How i ntent these men were on their argunent, their bargaining. How
they | ooked at me wi thout ever |ooking into ny eyes.

Suddenly | | aughed. Things here were being done so hastily. Those who
had delivered nme had left nme. Those who had scrubbed nme had never |eft

the tubs. | was a bundle thrown down on the carpet.

For one monent, | had an awareness of nyself as havi ng been sharp-
tongued once and cynical, and keenly aware of the nature of men in
general . | laughed because these nerchants thought | was a girl.
| waited, listening, catching these bits and pieces of talk.

W were in a broad room with a | ow canopied ceiling, the silk of it
sewn with tiny mrrors and the curlicues so |loved by the Turks, and the
| anps, though snoky, were scented and filled the air with a dusky hazy
soot that burned ny eyes.

The men in their turbans and caftans weren't unfamliar to nme any
nore than the |language. But | only caught dashes of what they said. My
eyes | ooked for an escape. There was none. There were heavy, broodi ng
men sl ouching near the entrances. A man far off at a desk used an abacus
for counting. He had piles and piles of gold coins.

One of the nmen, a tall |ean one, all cheekbones and jaw, with rotted-



out teeth, came towards nme and felt of my shoul ders and ny neck. Then he
l[ifted up the tunic. | stood stock-still, not enraged or consciously
fearful, nerely paralyzed. This was the |and of the Turks, and | knew
what they did to boys. Only I had never seen a picture, nor heard a rea
story of it, or known anyone who had ever really lived in it, penetrated
it and come back hone.

Hone. Surely | nust have wanted to forget who | was. | nust have.
Shanme must have nmade it mandatory. But at that nonment, in the tent-Ilike
roomwith its flowered carpet, anmong the nerchants and slave traders, |
strained to renenber as if, discovering a map in nyself, | could follow
it out of here and back to where | bel onged.

| did recollect the grasslands, the wild | ands, |ands where you don't
go, except for-. But that was a blank. 1'd been in the grassl ands,
defying fate, stupidly but not unwillingly. 1'd been carrying sonething
of the utnost inportance. | got off ny horse, ripped this big bundle
| oose fromthe | eather harness and ran with the bundl e cl utched agai nst
nmy chest.

"The trees!" he shouted, but who was he?

| knew what he had neant, however, that | had to reach the copse and
put this treasure there, this splendid and magi cal thing that was inside
t he bundl e, "not made by human hands."

I never got that far. Wen they grabbed hold of nme, | dropped the
bundl e and they didn't even go after it, at least not as |I saw. |
t hought, as | was hoisted into the air: It isn't supposed to be found
like that, wapped in cloth like that. It has to be placed in the trees.

They nmust have raped me on the boat because | don't remenber coming to
Constantinople. | don't remenber being hungry, cold, outraged or afraid.

Now here for the first time, | knew the particulars of rape, the
stinking grease, the squabbling, the curses over the ruin of the lanb. I
felt a hideous unsupportabl e powerl essness.

Loat hsone nen, nen agai nst God and agai nst nature.

| made a roar like an animal at the turbaned nerchant, and he struck

me hard on the ear so that | fell to the ground. | lay still |ooking up
at himwith all the contenpt | could bring into ny gaze. | didn't get
up, even when he kicked nme. | wouldn't speak

Thrown over his shoulder | was carried out, taken through a crowded
courtyard, past wondrous stinking canels and donkeys and heaps of filth,
out by the harbor where the ships waited, over the gangplank and into
t he ship's hol d.

It was filth again, the snell of henp, the rustling of the rats on
board. I was thrown on a pallet of rough cloth. Once again, | |ooked for
t he escape and saw only the | adder by which we'd descended and above
heard the voi ces of too many men.

It was still dark when the ship began to nove. Wthin an hour | was so
sick, I wanted sinply to die. | curled up on the floor and lay as stil
as possible, hiding nyself entirely under the soft clinging fabric of
the old tunic. | slept for the |longest tinme.



VWen | awoke an old man was there. He wore a different style of dress,
| ess frightening to ne than that of the turbaned Turks, and his eyes
were kindly. He bent near ne. He spoke a new | anguage whi ch was
uncomonly soft and sweet, but | couldn't understand him

A voi ce speaking Greek told himthat | was a nmute, had no wits and
grow ed |ike a beast.

Time to | augh again, but | was too sick

The sane Greek told the old nman | hadn't been torn or wounded. | was
marked at a high price

The ol d man made sone di sm ssing gestures as he shook his head and
tal ked a song in the new speech. He laid his hands on nme and gently
coaxed ne to ny feet.

He took me through a doorway into a small chanber, draped all in red
sil k.

| spent the rest of the voyage in this chanber, except for one night.

On that one night-and I can't place it in ternms of the journey-I
awoke, and finding himasleep beside nme, this old man who never touched
me except to pat or console ne, | went out, up the |adder, and stood for
along tine looking up at the stars.

W& were at anchor in a port, and a city of dark bl ue-black buil dings
with doned roofs and bell towers tunbled down the cliffs to the harbor
where the torches turned beneath the ornanented arches of an arcade.

Al this, the civilized shore, |ooked probable to nme, appealing, but
I had no thought that | could junp ship and get free. Men wandered
beneat h the archways. Beneath the arch nearest to nme, a strangely garbed
man in a shiny helnet, with a big broad sword dangling on his hip, stood
guard agai nst the branching fretted colum, carved so mar-velously to
look Iike a tree as it supported the cloister, like the remant of a
pal ace into which this channel for ships had been rudely dug.

| didn't |ook at the shore much after this first |ong and nenorabl e
glinpse. | |ooked up at Heaven and her court of nythical creatures fixed
forever in the all powerful and inscrutable stars. Ink black was the
ni ght beyond them and they so |like jewels that old poetry canme back to
me, the sound even of hymms sung only by nen.

As | recall it, hours passed before | was caught, beaten fiercely
with a | eather thong and dragged back down in the hold. | knew the
beati ng woul d stop when the old man saw ne. He was furious and
trenbling. He gathered nme to him and we bedded down again. He was too
old to ask anything of ne.

| didn'"t love him It was clear to the witless nute that this man
regarded himas sonething quite valuable, to be preserved for sale. But

I needed himand he wiped ny tears. | slept as nuch as | could. | was
sick every time the waves were rough. Sonetinmes the heat al one sickened
me. | didn't know real heat. The man fed nme so well that sonetines

t hought | was a being kept by himlike a fatted calf to be sold for
f ood.

VWhen we reached Venice, it was late in the day. I had no hint of the



beauty of Italy. I'd been | ocked away fromit, down in this grime pit
with the old keeper, and being taken up into the city I soon saw that ny
suspi ci ons about the old keeper were perfectly right.

In a dark room he and another man fell into bitter argument. Nothing
could make me speak. Nothing could nake ne indicate that | understood
anyt hi ng that was happening to nme. | did, however, understand. Mboney

changed hands. The old man | eft without | ooking back

They tried to teach me things. The soft caressing new | anguage was all
around ne. Boys came, sat beside ne, tried to coax ne with soft Kkisses
and enbraces. They pinched the nipples on ny chest and tried to touch
the private parts which I'd been taught not even to | ook at on account
of the bitter occasion of sin.

Several times | resolved to pray. But | discovered I couldn't
renenber the words. Even the images were indistinct. Lights had gone out
forever which had guided nme through all ny years. Every tine | drifted
deep into thought, someone struck me or yanked at ny hair.

They always cane with ointnments after they hit me. They were carefu
to treat the abraded skin. Once, when a man struck me on the side of the
face, another shouted and grabbed his uprai sed hand before he could | and
t he second bl ow.

| refused food and drink. They couldn't make ne take it. | couldn't
take it. | didn't choose to starve. | sinply couldn't do anything to
keep nyself alive. | knew | was going honme. | was going home. | would
die and go home. It would be an awful painful passage. | woul d have
cried if I'd been alone. But | was never alone. 1'd have to die in front
of people. | hadn't seen real daylight in forever. Even the | anps hurt

nmy eyes because | was so nuch in unbroken darkness. But people were
al ways there.

The | anp woul d brighten. They sat in a ring around me with griny
little faces and qui ck pawl i ke hands that w ped ny hair out of mny face
or shook ne by the shoulder. | turned ny face to the wall.

A sound kept ne conpany. This was to be the end of nmy life. The sound
was the sound of water outside. | could hear it against the wall. |
could tell when a boat passed and | could hear the wood pyl ons creaking,
and | lay nmy head against the stone and felt the house sway in the water
as if we were not beside it but planted in it, which of course we were.

Once | dreaned of home, but | don't renenber what it was |ike.
woke, | cried, and there came a volley of little greetings fromthe
shadows, wheedling, sentinental voices.

| thought | wanted to be alone. | didn't. Wen they | ocked nme up for
days and nights in a black roomwi thout bread or water, | began to
scream and pound on the walls. No one cane.

After a while, | fell into a stupor. It was a violent jolt when the
door was opened. | sat up, covering nmy eyes. The | anp was a nenace. My

head t hr obbed.

But there cane a soft insinuating perfune, a mxture of the snell of
sweet burning wood in snowing winter and that of crushed flowers and
pungent oil.



| was touched by sonething hard, something made of wood or brass,
only this thing noved as if it were organic. At last | opened ny eyes
and saw that a man held nme, and these inhuman things, these things that
felt so like stone or brass, were his white fingers, and he | ooked at ne
wi th eager, gentle blue eyes.

"Amadeo, " he sai d.

He was dressed all in red velvet and splendidly tall. H's blond hair
was parted in the mddle in a saintly fashion and conbed richly down to
his shoul ders where it broke over his cloak in lustrous curls. He had a
snooth forehead without a line to it, and high straight gol den eyebrows
dark enough to give his face a clear, determ ned |ook. H's |ashes curled
i ke dark gol den threads fromhis eyelids. And when he smiled, his lips
were flushed suddenly with a pale i mediate col or that nmade their ful
careful shape all the nore visible.

I knew him | spoke to him | could have never seen such mracles in
the face of anyone el se.

He smiled so kindly at ne. Hi s upper lip and chin were all clean
shaven. | couldn't even see the scantest hair on him and his nose was
narrow and delicate though |arge enough to be in proportion to the other
magnetic features of his face.

"Not the Christ, ny child,"” he said. "But one who comes with his own
sal vation. Cone into ny arns.”

"I"mdying, Master." Wiat was ny | anguage? | can't say even now what
it was. But he understood ne.

"No, little one, you' re not dying. You' re comng nowinto ny
protection, and perhaps if the stars are with us, if they are kind to
us, you'll never die at all."

"But you are the Christ. | know you!"

He shook his head, and in the nost common human way he | owered his
eyes as he did, and he smiled. H's generous lips parted, and | saw only
a human's white teeth. He put his hands beneath ny arns, lifted ne and
ki ssed ny throat, and the shivers paralyzed ne. | closed ny eyes and
felt his fingers on top of them and heard himsay into ny ear, "Sleep
as | take you hone."

VWen | awoke, we were in a huge bath. No Venetian ever had such a bath
as this, I can tell you that now fromall the things | saw | ater, but
what did | know of the conventions of this place? This was a pal ace
truly; 1 had seen pal aces.

| clinbed up and out of the swaddling of velvet in which |l lay-his red
cloak if I"mnot m staken-and | saw a great curtained bed to ny right
and, beyond, the deep oval basin of the bath itself. Water poured froma
shell held by angels into the basin, and steamrose fromthe broad
surface, and in the steamny Master stood. H s white chest was naked and
the nipples faintly pink, and his hair, pushed back from his snooth
strai ght forehead, |ooked even thicker and nore beautifully blond than
it had before.

He beckoned to ne.



| was afraid of the water. | knelt at the edge and put ny hand into it.

Wth amazi ng speed and grace, he reached for ne and brought ne down
into the warm pool, pushing ne until the water covered ny shoul ders and
then tilting back ny head.

Again | | ooked up at him Beyond himthe bright-blue ceiling was
covered in startlingly vivid angels with giant white feathery w ngs.
had never seen such brilliant and curly angels, |eaping as they did, out
of all restraint and style, to flaunt their human beauty in nuscled
linbs and swirling garnments, in flying locks. It seened a bit of nadness
this, these robust and ronping figures, this riot of celestial play
above nme to which the steam ascended, evaporating in a golden |ight.

| looked at nmy Master. His face was right before nme. Kiss ne again,
yes, do it, that shiver, kiss-. But he was of the sane ilk as those
pai nt ed beings, one of them and this some form of heathen Heaven, a
pagan pl ace of Soldiers' gods where all is wine, and fruit, and flesh.
had conme to the wong pl ace.

He threw back his head. He gave way to ringing laughter. He lifted a
handful of water again and let it spill down my chest. He opened his
mouth and for a nmonent | saw the flash of sonething very wong and
dangerous, teeth such as a wolf m ght have. But these were gone, and
only his lips sucked at ny throat, then at ny shoulder. Only his |ips
sucked at the nipple as |I sought too late to cover it.

| groaned for all this. | sank against himin the warmwater, and his
[ips went down ny chest to ny belly. He sucked tenderly at the skin as
if he were sucking up the salt and the heat fromit, and even his
forehead nudgi ng nmy shoulder filled me with warmthrilling sensations.
put nmy armaround him and when he found the sin itself, | felt it go
off as if an arrow had been shot fromit, and it were a crosshow, | felt
it go, this arrow, this thrust, and I cried out.

He let ne lie for a while against him He bathed ne slowy. He had a
soft gathered cloth with which he wi ped ny face. He dipped ne back to
wash ny hair.

And then when he thought | had rested enough, we began the ki sses
agai n.

Bef ore dawn, | woke against his pillow | sat up and saw himas he
put on his big cloak and covered his head. The roomwas full of boys
agai n, but these were not the sad, emaciated tutors of the brothel
These boys were handsone, well fed, smling and sweet, as they gathered
around the bed.

They wore brightly colored tunics of effervescent colors, with
fabrics carefully pleated and tight belts that gave thema girlish
grace. All wore long luxuriant hair.

My Master |ooked at ne and in a tongue | knew, | knew perfectly, he
said that | was his only child, and he would conme again that night, and
by such tine as that | would have seen a new worl d.

"Anewworld!'" | cried out. "No, don't |eave me, Master. | don't want
the whole world. I want you!™"

"Amadeo,"” he said in this private tongue of confidence, |eaning over



the bed, his hair dry now and beautifully brushed, his hands softened
wi th powder. "You have nme forever. Let the boys feed you, dress you."
You belong to ne, to Marius Romanus, now.

He turned to them and gave themtheir commuands in the soft singing
| anguage.

And you woul d have thought fromtheir happy faces that he had given
t hem sweets and gol d.

"Amadeo, Amadeo," they sang as they gathered around nme. They held ne
so that | couldn't follow him They spoke G eek to nme, fast and easily,
and Greek for ne was not so easy. But | understood

Come with us, you are one of us, we are to be good to you, we are to
be especially good to you. They dressed nme up hastily in castoffs,
arguing with one another about my tunic, was it good enough, and these
faded stockings, well, it was only for now Put on the slippers; here, a
jacket that was too small for Riccardo. These seened the garnents of
ki ngs.

"W | ove you," said Al binus, the second in command to Riccardo, and a
dramatic contrast to the bl ack-haired Riccardo, for his blond hair and
pal e green eyes. The other boys, | couldn't quite distinguish, but these
two were easy to watch.

"Yes, we |love you," said Riccardo, pushing back his black hair and
wi nking at me, his skin so smooth and dark conpared to the others. His
eyes were fiercely black. He clutched ny hand and I saw his long thin
fingers. Here everyone had thin fingers, fine fingers. They had fingers
like mine, and m ne had been unusual anong ny brethren. But | couldn't
think of this.

And eerie possibility suggested itself to ne, that |, the pale one,
the one who made all the trouble, the one with the fine fingers, had
been spirited away to the good | and where | bel onged. But that was
al t oget her too fabul ous to believe. My head ached. | saw wordl ess
fl ashes of the stubby horsenen who had captured ne, of the stinking hold
of the ship in which I'd been brought to Constantinople, flashes of
gaunt, busy nen, nen fussing as they had handl ed ne there.

Dear God, why did anyone |ove nme? Wat for? Marius Romanus, why do
you | ove ne?

The Master smiled as he waved fromthe door. The hood was up around
his head, a crinson frane for his fine cheekbones and his curling |ips.

My eyes filled with tears.

A white mist swirled around the Master as the door closed behind him
The ni ght was going. But the candles still burned.

We cane into a large room and | saw that it was full of paints and
pots of color and brushes standing in earthen jars ready to be used.
Great white squares of cloth-canvas-waited for the paint.

These boys didn't make their colors with the yoke of an egg in the tine-
honored manner. They nixed the bright fine ground pignments directly with
t he anmber-colored oils. Geat glossy gobs of color awaited me in little
pots. | took the brush when they gave it to ne. | |ooked at the



stretched white cloth on which | was to paint.

"Not from human hands,"” | said. But what did these words nean?
lifted the brush and | began to paint him this bl ond-haired man who had
rescued nme from darkness and squalor. | threw out the hand with the

brush, dipping the bristles into the jars of cream and pink and white
and sl apping these colors onto the curiously resilient canvas. But |
couldn't nake a picture. No picture cane!

"Not by human hands!" | whispered. | dropped the brush. | put ny
hands over ny face.

| searched for the words in Greek. Wien | said them several of the
boys nodded, but they didn't grasp the neaning. How could | explain to
them the catastrophe? | |ooked at ny fingers. Wat had become of-. There
all recollection burnt up and I was left suddenly with Anadeo.

"I can't do it." | stared at the canvas, at the ness of col ors.
"Maybe if it was wood, not cloth, | could do it."

VWhat had it been that | could do? They didn't understand.

He was not the Living Lord, ny Master, the blond one, the blond one
with the icy blue eyes.

But he was nmy Lord. And | could not do this thing that was neant to
be done.

To confort ne, to distract ne, the boys took up their brushes and
qui ckly astonished me with pictures that ran like a streamout of their
qui ck applications of the brush.

A boy's face, cheeks, |ips, eyes, yes, and reddi sh-golden hair in
profusion. Good Lord, it was |I... it was not a canvas but a mrror. It
was this Amadeo. Riccardo took over to refine the expression, to deepen
the eyes and work a sorcery on the tongue so | seenmed about to speak
VWhat was this ranpant magi c that nmade a boy appear out of nothing, nost
natural, at a casual angle, with knitted brows and streaks of unkenpt
hair over his ear?

It seemed both bl asphemous and beautiful, this fluid, abandoned
fleshly figure

Ri ccardo spelled the letters out in Geek as he wote them Then he
threw the brush down. He cried

"Avery different picture is what our Master has in mnd." He
snhat ched up the draw ngs.

They pulled me through the house, the "pal azzo" as they called it,
teaching nme the word with relish.

The entire place was filled with such paintings-on its walls, its
ceilings, on panels and canvases stacked agai nst each ot her-towering
pictures full of ruined buildings, broken colums, ranpant greenery,
di stant nountai ns and an endl ess stream of busy people with flushed
faces, their luxuriant hair and gorgeous clothing always runpled and
curling in a w nd.

It was like the big platters of fruit and neats that they brought out



and set before nme. A mad di sorder, an abundance for the sake of itself,
a great drench of colors and shapes. It was |ike the wine, too sweet and
[ight.

IT WAS LIKE the city bel ow when they threw open the wi ndows, and | saw
the small bl ack boats-gondol as, even then-in brilliant sunlight coursing
t hrough the greeni sh waters, when I saw the men in their sunptuous
scarl et or gold cloaks hurrying al ong the quays.

Into our gondolas we piled, a troop of us, and suddenly we travel ed
in graceful darting silence anmong the facades, each huge house as
magni ficent as a Cathedral, with its narrow pointed arches, its |otus
wi ndows, its covering of gleanm ng white stone.

Even the ol der, sorrier dwellings, not too ornate but neverthel ess
nmonstrous in size, were plastered in colors, a rose so deep it seened to
conme fromcrushed petals, a green so thick it seened to have been m xed
fromthe opaque water itself.

Qut into the Piazza San Marco we cane, amd the long fantastically
regul ar arcades on both sides.

It seemed the very gathering place of Heaven as | stared at the
hundreds mlling before the distant gol den donmes of the church

Gol den dones. Gol den dones.

Sonme old tale had been told to me of gol den dones, and | had seen
themin a darkling picture, had I not? Sacred dones, |ost dones, dones
in flames, a church violated, as | had been violated. Ah, ruin, ruin was
gone, laid waste by the sudden eruption all around ne of what was vita
and whol e! How had all this been born out of wintry ashes? How had
di ed anmong snows and snoking fires and cone to rise here beneath this
caressi ng sun?

Its warm sweet |ight bathed beggars and tradesnen; it shone on princes
passing with pages to carry their ornate velvet trains behind them on
t he booksell ers who spread their books beneath scarlet canopies, lute
pl ayers who vied for small coins.

The wares of the w de diabolical world were displayed in the shops
and market stalls-glassware such as | have never behel d, including
goblets of all possible colors, not to mention little figurines of glass
i ncl udi ng ani mal s and human bei ngs and other filmy shining trinkets.
There were nmarvel ously bright and beautifully turned beads for rosaries;
magni fi cent |laces in grand and graceful patterns, including even snowy
white pictures of actual church towers and little houses with w ndows
and doors; great feathery plumes frombirds | couldn't nanme; other
exotic species flapping and screeching in gilt cages; and the finest and
nost magnificently worked nulticol ored carpets only too rem ni scent of
the powerful Turks and their capital fromwhich I'd come. Neverthel ess,
who resists such carpets? Forbidden by |law to render human bei ngs,

Mosl ens rendered flowers, arabesques, |abyrinthian curlicues and ot her
such designs with bold dyes and awe-inspiring exactitude. There were
oils for |anps, tapers, candles, incense, and great displays of
glistering jewels of indescribable beauty and the nost delicate work of
the goldsnmiths and silversmths, in plate and ornanental itens both
newl y made and ol d. There were shops that sold only spices. There were
shops that sold nedicines and cures. There were bronze statues, lion
heads, | anterns and weapons. There were cloth nerchants with the silks



of the East, the finest woven wools dyed in mraculous tints, cotton and
linen and fine speci nens of enbroidery, and ribbons gal ore.

Men and wonen here appeared i mensely weal thy, feasting casually on
fresh neat tarts in the cookshops, drinking clear red wine and eating
sweet cakes full of cream

There were booksellers offering the new printed books, of which the
ot her apprentices told nme eagerly, explaining the marvel ous invention of
the printing press, which had only lately nade it possible for nen far
and wi de to acquire not only books of letters and words but books of
drawn pictures as well.

Veni ce al ready had dozens of small print shops and publishers where
the presses were hard at work produci ng books in Greek as well as Latin,
and in the vernacul ar tongue-the soft singing tongue- which the
apprentices spoke anongst thensel ves.

They let nme stop to glut ny eyes on these wonders, these machines
t hat made pages for books.

But they did have their chores, R ccardo and the others-they were to
scoop up the prints and engravings of the Gernman painters for our
Master, pictures made by the new printing presses of old wonders by
Mem i ng, Van Eyck, or Hieronymus Bosch. Qur Master was always in the
mar ket for them Such drawi ngs brought the north to the south. Qur
Mast er was a chanpion of such wonders. Qur Master was pleased that over
one hundred printing presses filled our city, that he could throw away
his coarse inaccurate copies of Livy and Virgil and have now corrected
printed texts.

Ch, it was such a load of infornation

And no less inportant than the literature or paintings of the
uni verse was the matter of ny clothes. W had to get the tailors to stop
everything to dress ne properly according to small chal k drawi ngs whi ch
the Master had nade.

Handwitten letters of credit had to be taken to the banks. | was to
have noney. Everyone was to have noney. | had never touched such a thing
as noney.

Money was pretty-Florentine gold or silver, German florins, Bohem an
groschens, fancy old coins mnted under the rulers of Venice who were
call ed the Doges, exotic coins fromthe Constantinople of old. | was
given a little sack of nmy own clinking clanking noney. We tied our
"purses" to our belts.

One of the boys bought me a small wonder because | stared at it. It
was a ticking watch. | couldn't grasp the theory of it, this tiny
ticking thing, all encrusted with jewels, and not all the hands pointed
at the sky would teach me. At last with a shock | realized: It was,
beneath its filigree and paint, its strange glass and bejeweled frane, a
tiny clock!

| closed my hand on it and felt dizzy. |I had never known clocks to be
anyt hi ng but great venerable things in bell towers or on walls.

"I carry time now," | whispered in Geek, |looking to ny friends.



"Amadeo, " said Riccardo. "Count the hours for ne.

| wanted to say that this prodigious discovery neant sonething,
somet hing personal. It was a nessage to ne from sone other too hastily
and perilously forgotten world. Time was not time anynore and never
woul d be. The day was not the day, nor the night the night. I couldn't
articulate it, not in Geek, nor any tongue, nor even in mny feverish
t houghts. | w ped the sweat frommnmy forehead. | squinted into the
brilliant sun of Italy. My eyes cl apped upon the birds who flew in great
flocks across the sky, like tiny pen strokes nmade to flap in unison.
think I whispered foolishly, "We are in the world."

"We are in the center of it, the greatest city of it!" R ccardo cried
urging ne on into the crowds. "W shall see it before we get |ocked up
inthe tailor's, that's for damed sure.”

But first it was tinme for the sweetshop, for the mracle of chocol ate
wi th sugar, for syrupy concoctions of unnaneable but bright red and
yel | ow sweets.

One of the boys showed to nme his little book of the nost frightening
printed pictures, nen and wonen enbraced in carnality. It was the
stories of Boccaccio. R ccardo said he would read themto nme, that it
was in fact an excellent book to teach ne Italian. And that he woul d
teach ne Dante too.

Boccacci o and Dante were Florentines, said one of the other boys, but
all inall the two weren't so bad.

Qur Master loved all kinds of books, | was told, you couldn't go
wrong spendi ng your noney on them he was always pleased with that. 1'd
cone to see that the teachers who cane to the house would drive ne crazy
with their lessons. It was the studia humanitatis that we nust al
learn, and it included history, grammar, rhetoric, philosophy and
ancient authors ... all of this so nuch dazzling words that only
revealed its neaning to me as it was often repeated and denonstrated in
t he days to cone.

We coul d not | ook too good for our Master either, that was anot her
lesson I nust learn. Gold and silver chains, necklaces with nedallions
and ot her such trinkets were bought for me and | aid over ny neck.
needed rings, jeweled rings. W had to bargain fiercely with the
jewelers for these, and | cane out of it wearing a real enerald fromthe
new world, and two ruby rings carved with silver inscriptions which
couldn't read.

I couldn't get over the sight of nmy hand with a ring. To this very
night of nmy life, sone five hundred years after, you see, | have a
weakness for jeweled rings. Only during those centuries in Paris when |
was a penitent, one of Satan's discalced Children of the N ght, during
that long slunmber only, did | give up ny rings. But we'll conme to that
ni ght mare soon enough

For now, this was Venice, | was Marius's child and ronped with his
other children in a manner that woul d be repeated for years ahead.

Onto the tailor.

As | was neasured and pi nned and dressed, the boys told nme stories of
all those rich Venetians who canme to our Master seeking to have even the



smal | est piece of his work. As for our Master, he, claimng that he was
too wretched, sold al nost nothing but occasionally did a portrait of a
worman or man who struck his eye. These portraits al nost al ways worked
the person into a nythol ogi cal subject-gods, goddesses, angels, saints.
Nanes | knew and nanes |'d never heard of tripped off the boys' tongues.
It seemed here all echoes of sacred things were swept up in a new tide.

Menory would jolt ne only to release ne. Saints and gods, they were
one and the sane? Wasn't there a code to which | should renmain faithfu
t hat somehow dictated these were but artful lies? I couldn't get it
clear in ny head, and all around ne was such happi ness, yes, happi ness.
It seenmed inpossible that these sinple shining faces coul d mask
wi ckedness. | didn't believe it. Yet all pleasure to me was suspect. |
was dazzled when | could not give in, and overconme when | did surrender
and as the days followed | surrendered with ever greater ease all the
time.

This day of initiation was only one of hundreds, nay, thousands that
were to follow, and | don't know when | started to understand with any
preci seness what ny boy conpani ons said. That tinme canme, however, and
rather quickly. I do not remenber being the naive one very |ong.

On this first excursion, it was magi c. And hi gh above the sky was the
perfect blue of cobalt, and the breeze fromthe sea was fresh and noi st
and cool. There above were massed the scuddi ng clouds | had seen so
wondrously rendered in the paintings of the palazzo, and there canme ny
first hint that the paintings of my Master were no lie.

I ndeed when we entered, by special perm ssion, the Doges' chapel, San
Marco, | was caught by the throat by its splendor-its walls of gleam ng
tessel |l ated gol d. But another shock followed hard upon ny finding nyself
virtually entonbed in light and in riches. Here were stark, sonber
figures, figures of saints |I knew.

These were no nystery to nme, the al nond-eyed tenants of these hammrered
wal s, severe in their straight careful drapery, their hands infallibly
folded in prayer. | knew their halos, | knewthe tiny holes made in the
gold to make it glitter ever nore nmagically. | knew the judgnment of
t hese bearded patriarchs who gazed inpassively on ne as | stopped, dead
in my tracks, unable to go on

| slunped to the stone floor. | was sick

| had to be taken fromthe church. The noise of the piazza rose over
me as if | were descending to some awful denouenent. | wanted to tell ny
friends it was inevitable, not their fault.

The boys were in a fluster. | couldn't explain it. Stunned, sweating
all over and lying linp at the base of a colum, | listened dully as
they explained to me in Geek that this church was only part of all |
had seen. Wiy should it frighten ne so? Yes, it was old, yes, it was
Byzantine, as so much in Venice was. "Qur ships have traded with
Byzantium for centuries. W are a maritinme enpire." | tried to grasp it.

VWhat cane clear in ny pain was only that this place had not been a
speci al judgment upon ne. | had been taken fromit as easily as | had
been brought into it. The sweet-voiced boys with the gentle hands who
surrounded nme, who offered me cool wine to drink and fruit to eat that |
m ght recover, they did not hold this place in any terrible dread.



Turning to the left of me, | glinpsed the quays, the harbor. | ran
towards it, thunderstruck by the sight of the wooden ships. They stood
at anchor four and five deep, but beyond them was enacted the greatest
mracle: great galleons of deep ballooning wood, their sails collecting
the breeze, their graceful oars chopping the water as they noved out to
sea.

Back and forth the traffic noved, the huge wooden bar ks dangerously
close to one another, slipping in and out of the mouth of Venice, while
others no | ess graceful and inpossible at anchor di sgorged abundant
goods.

Leadi ng me stunbling to the Arsenale, ny conpanions conforted ne with
the sight of the ships being built by ordinary nen. In days to cone I
woul d hang about at the Arsenale for hours, watching the ingenious
process by which human bei ngs made such i mrense barks that to ny mnd
shoul d rightly sink

Now and then in snatches | saw inmages of icy rivers, of barges and
flatboats, of coarse nmen reeking of animal fat and rancid | eat her. But
these last ragged tidbits of the winter world fromwhich I'd cone faded.

Per haps had this not been Venice, it would have been a different
tal e.

In all my years in Venice, | never tired of the Arsenale, of watching
the ships being built. I had no problem gai ni ng access by neans of a few
kind words and coins, and it was ever ny delight to watch these
fantastical structures being constructed of bowed ribs, bent wood and
piercing masts. O this first day, we were rushed through this yard of
mracles. It was enough.

Yes, well, it was Venice, this place that nust erase fromny nmnd, at
least for a while, the clotted tornment of sone earlier existence, sone
congestion of all truths | would not face.

My Master woul d never have been there, had it not been Venice

Not a nmonth later he would tell nme matter-of-factly what each of the
cities of Italy had to offer him how he |oved to watch M chel angel o
the great scul ptor, hard at work in Florence, how he went to listen to
the fine teachers in Rone.

"But Venice has an art of a thousand years,"” he said as he hinself
lifted his brush to paint the huge panel before him "Venice is in
itself a work of art, a metropolis of inpossible donestic tenples built
side by side |like waxen honeyconbs and mai ntained in ever flow ng nectar
by a popul ation as busy as bees. Behold our pal aces, they alone are
wort hy of the eye.”

As tine passed he would school ne in the history of Venice, as did the
others, dwelling on the nature of the Republic, which, though despotic
inits decisions and fiercely hostile to the outsider, was neverthel ess
acity of "equal" men. Florence, MIlan, Ronme-these cities were falling
under the power of small elites or powerful famlies and individuals,
while Venice, for all her faults, remai ned governed by her Senators, her
power ful merchants and her Council of Ten.

On that first day, an everlasting |love for Venice was born in ne. It
seened singularly devoid of horrors, a warm honme even for its well-



dressed and cl ever beggars, a hive of prosperity and vehenment passion as
wel | as staggering wealth.

And in the tailor shop, was | not being made up into a prince like ny
new friends?

Look, had | not seen Riccardo's sword? They were all nobl emen.

"Forget all that has gone before," said Riccardo. "Qur Master is our
Lord, and we are his princes, we are his royal court. You are rich now
and not hing can hurt you."

"We are not nere apprentices in the ordinary sense,” said Al binus.
"W are to be sent to the University of Padua. You'll see. W are
tutored in nusic and dance and manners as regularly as in science and
literature. You will have tine to see the boys who come back to visit,
all gentlemen of neans. Why, Guliano was a prosperous |awer, and one
of the other boys was a physician in Torcello, an island city nearby.

"But all have independent means when they | eave the Master,"
expl ained Al binus. "It's only that the Master, like all Venetians,
deplores idleness. W are as well off as lazy lords from abroad who do
not hi ng but sanple our world as though it were a dish of food."

By the end of this first sunlighted adventure, this welcone into the
bosom of nmy Master's school and his splendid city, | was conbed, trinmed
and dressed in the colors he would forever choose for ne, sky blue for
t he stockings, a darker m dni ght blue velvet for a short belted jacket,
and a tunic of an even fairer shade of azure enbroidered with tiny
French fleur-de-lis in thick gold thread. A bit of burgundy there m ght
be for trinming and fur; for when the sea breezes grew strong in w nter
this paradi se woul d be what these Italians called cold.

By nightfall, | pranced on the marble tile with the others, dancing
for a while to the lutes played by the younger boys, acconpanied by the
fragile nusic of the Virginal, the first keyboard instrunment | had ever
seen.

VWhen the last of twilight had died beautifully into the canal outside
t he narrow poi nted arched wi ndows of the palazzo, | roaned about,
cat chi ng random gl ances of nyself in the many dark mirrors that rose up
fromthe marble tile to the very ceiling of the corridor, the salon, the
al cove, or whatever beautifully appointed room| should find.

I sang new words in unison with R ccardo. The great state of Venice
was called the Serenissim. The black boats of the canals were gondol as.
The wi nds that would conme soon to make us all crazy were called the
Sirocco. The nost high ruler of this magical city was the Doge, our book
tonight with the teacher was G cero, the nusical instrunment which
Ri ccardo gathered up and played with his plucking fingers was the lute.
The great canopy of the Master's regal bed was a bal daquin trimed each
fortnight with new gold fringe

| was ecstatic.
I had not nmerely a sword but a dagger
Such trust. O course | was lanblike to these others, and pretty much

a lanb to nmyself. But never had anyone entrusted to me such bronze and
steel weapons. Again, nenory played its tricks. | knew howto throw a



wooden spear, howto ... Alas, it becane a wi sp of snoke, and there |ay
inthe air around it that 1'd been conmmtted not to weapons, but to
somet hi ng el se, sonething i nmense which exacted all | could give it
Weapons were forbidden for ne.

Well, no nore. No nore, no nore, no nore. Death had swal | oned ne
whol e and thrown nme forth here. In the palazzo of ny Master, in a salon
of brilliantly painted battle scenes, with nmaps upon the ceiling, with
wi ndows of thick nolded glass, | drew ny sword with a great singing
sound and pointed it at the future. Wth ny dagger, after exam ning the
eneral ds and rubies of its handle, | sliced an apple in two with a gasp.

The ot her boys |aughed at nme. But it was all friendly, kind.

Soon the Master would conme. Look. Fromroomto roomthe youngest
fellows anong us, little boys who had not come out with us, now noved
quickly, lifting their tapers to torches and candel abra. | stood in the
door, looking to yet another and anot her and another. Light burst forth
soundl essly in each of these roons.

A tall man, very shadowy and plain, came in with a tattered book in
his hand. Hs long thin hair and plain wool robe were black. H's smal
eyes were cheerful, but his thin nouth was col orl ess and belligerently
set.

The boys all groaned.
H gh narrow wi ndows were cl osed agai nst the cooler night air.
In the canal below, nmen sang as they drove their |ong narrow

gondol as, voices seenming to ring, to splash up the walls, delicate,
sparkling, then dying away.

| ate the apple to the last juicy speck of it. | had eaten nore in
this day of fruit, neat, bread, sweets and candy than a human being
could possibly eat. | wasn't human. | was a hungry boy.

The teacher snapped his fingers, then took fromhis belt a |long switch
and cracked it against his own |l eg. "Conme now," he said to the boys.

| 1 ooked up as the Master appeared.

Al the boys, big and tall, babyfied and manly, ran to himand
enbraced himand clung to his arnms as he nade his inspection of the
pai nting they had done by the | ong day.

The teacher waited in silence, giving the Master a hunbl e bow.

Through the galleries we wal ked, the entire conmpany, the teacher
trailing behind.

The Master held out his hands, and it was a privilege to feel the
touch of his cold white fingers, a privilege to catch a part of his |long
thick trailing red sl eeves.

"Cone, Amadeo, conme with us."”

I wanted one thing only, and it cane soon enough

They were sent off with the man who was to read Cicero. The Master's



firmhands with their flashing fingernails turned ne and directed ne to
his private roons.

It was private here, the painted wooden doors at once bolted, the
burni ng braziers scented with incense, perfuned snoke rising fromthe
brass lanmps. It was the soft pillows of the bed, a flower garden of
stencil ed and enbroidered silk, floral satin, rich chenille, intricately
patterned brocade. He pulled the scarlet bed curtains. The |ight nade
themtransparent. Red and red and red. It was his color, he told ne, as
bl ue was to be mne

In a universal tongue he wooed ne, feeding ne the inmages:

"Your brown eyes are anber when the fire catches them™ he whi spered.
"Ch, but they are lustrous and dark, two glossy mrrors in which | see
nmysel f even as they keep their secrets, these dark portals of a rich
soul . "

| was too lost in the frigid blue of his own eyes, and the snooth
gl eami ng coral of his |ips.

He lay with ne, kissed ne, pushing his fingers carefully and snoothly
through ny hair, never pulling a curl of it, and brought the shivers
fromny scalp and frombetween ny legs. H's thunbs, so hard and cold,
stroked ny cheeks, ny lips, nmy jaw so as to nmake the fl esh quicken
Turning ny head fromright to left, he pressed his half-formed kisses
with a dainty hunger to the inner shells of ny ears.

| was too young for a wet pleasure.

I wonder if it was nore what wonen feel. | thought it couldn't end.
It became an agony of rapture, being caught in his hands, unable to
escape, convulsing and twisting and feeling this ecstasy again and again
and agai n.

He taught ne words in the new | anguage afterwards, the word for the
cold hard tile on the floor which was Carrara narble, the word for the
curtai ns which was spun silk, the names of the "fishes" and "turtles"
and the "el ephants” enbroidered onto the pillows, the word for the lion
sewn in tapestry on the heavy coverlet itself.

As | listened, rapt, to all details both large and snmall, he told ne
t he provenance of the pearls sewn into ny tunic, of how they had conme
fromthe oysters of the sea. Boys had dived into the depths to bring
t hese precious round white treasures up to the surface, carrying themin
their very nouths. Enmeralds came frommnes within the earth. Men killed
for them And di anonds, ah, | ook at these dianonds. He took a ring from
his finger and put it on mine, his fingertips stroking ny finger gently
as he made sure of the fit. Dianmonds are the white |light of God, he
said. Di anonds are pure

God. What is God! The shock went through nmy body. It seened the scene
about ne woul d wither.

He wat ched me as he spoke, and it seemed now and then |I heard him
clearly, though he had not nmoved his |lips or made a sound.

| grew agitated. God, don't let nme think of God. Be ny God.

"G ve nme your nouth, give me your arns,"” | whispered. My hunger



startled and delighted him

He | aughed softly as he answered ne with nore fragrant and harnl ess
kisses. H's warmbreath cane in a soft whistling fl ood agai nst nmy groin.

"Amadeo, Anmadeo, Ammdeo, " he sai d.

"What does this name nmean, Master?" | asked. "Wy do you give it to
me?" | think I heard an old self in ny voice, but maybe it was only this
newborn princeling gilded and wapped in fine goods that had chosen this
soft respectful but neverthel ess bold voice.

"Bel oved of CGod," he said.

Ch, | couldn't bear to hear this. God, the inescapable God. | was
troubl ed, panic-stricken.

He took my outstretched hand and bent ny finger to point to a tiny
wi nged infant etched in glittering beads on a worn square cushion that
| ay beside us. "Amadeo," he said, "beloved of the God of |ove."

He found the ticking watch in the heap of nmy cl othes at bedside. He
picked it up and snmled as he |ooked at it. He had not seen many of
these at all. Mst nmarvel ous. They were expensive enough for Kings and
Queens.

"You shall have everything you want," he said.

n W‘y?"

Agai n cane his laughter in answer.

"For reddish | ocks such as these," he said caressing ny hair, "for
eyes of the deepest and nost synpathetic brown. For skin like the fresh
creamof the mlk in the norning; for |ips indistinguishable fromthe
petals of a rose.”

In the small hours, he told nme tales of Eros and Aphrodite; he lulled
me with the fantastic sorrow of Psyche, bel oved by Eros and never
allowed to see himby the day's light.

| wal ked beside himthrough chilly corridors, his fingers clasping ny
shoul ders, as he showed ne the fine white marbl e statues of his gods and
goddesses, all |overs-Daphne, her graceful linmbs turned into the
branches of the laurel as the god Apoll o desperately sought her; Leda
hel pl ess within the grip of the m ghty swan.

He gui ded ny hands over the nmarble curves, the sharply chiseled and
hi ghly polished faces, the taut calves of nubile legs, the ice-cold
clefts of half-opened nouths. And then to his own face he lifted ny
fingers. He did seemthe very living and breathing statue, nore mar-
vel ously made than any other, and even as he lifted me with powerful
hands, a great heat cane out of him a heat of sweet breath in sighs and
mur nur ed wor ds.

By the end of the week, | couldn't even renmenber one word of ny
Mot her Tongue.

In a stormof proffered adjectives | stood in the piazza and wat ched
spel | bound as the Great Council of Venice marched al ong the Ml o, as the



H gh Mass was sung fromthe altar of San Marco, as the ships noved out
on the glassy waves of the Adriatic, as the brushes di pped to gather up
their colors and nmix themin the earthen pots-rose nadder, vermlion
carmne, cerise, cerulean, turquoise, viridian, yellow ocher, burnt
unmber, quinacridone, citrine, sepia, Caput Mdrtuum Violet- oh, too

| ovel y-and of a thick |acquer, the name Dragon's bl ood.

At dancing and fencing, | excelled. My favorite partner was Ric-
cardo, and | fast realized | was close to this elder in all skills, even
sur passi ng Al bi nus, who had held that place until | came, though now he
showed me no ill wll.

These boys were like nmy brothers to ne.

They took nme to the hone of the slender and beautiful courtesan
Bi anca Sol derini, a lithesonme and i nconparable charner, with Botticelli -
styl e wavy | ocks and al nond-shaped gray eyes and a generous and kindly
wit. I was the fashion in her house whenever | wanted to be, anong the
young wonen and nen there who spent hours readi ng poetry, talking of the
foreign wars, which seenmed endl ess, and of the |atest painters and who
woul d get what conmm ssion next.

Bi anca had a small, childlike voice which matched her girlish face
and tiny nose. Her nmouth was a mere buddi ng rose. But she was clever,
and i ndom table. She turned away possessive lovers coldly; she preferred
that her house be full of people at all hours. Anyone in proper dress,
or carrying a sword, was admtted automatically. Al nbst no one but those
who wanted to own her were ever turned away.

Visitors from France and Germany were common at the honme of Bianca,
and all there, both fromafar and from home, were curious about our
Master, Marius, a man of nystery, though we had been school ed never to
answer idle questions about him and could only smle when asked if he
intended to marry, if he would paint this or that portrait, if he would
be hone on such and such a date for this person or that to call

Sonetimes | fell asleep on the pillows of the couch at Bianca's or
even on one of the beds, listening to the hushed voices of the nobl enmen
who canme there, dreaming to the nusic which was al ways of the nost
lulling and soot hi ng ki nd.

Now and then, on the npbst rare occasions, the Master hinself appeared
there to collect me and Riccardo, always causing a mnor sensation in
the portego, or main salon. He would never take a chair. He stood al ways
with his hooded cloak over his head and shoul ders. But he smiled
graciously to all the entreaties put to him and did sonmetines offer a
tiny portrait that he had done of Bianca.

| see these now, these many tiny portraits that he gave her over the
years, each encrusted with jewels.

"You capture ny likeness so keenly fromnmenory," she said as she went
to kiss him | saw the reserve with which he held her aloof fromhis
cold hard chest and face, planting kisses on her cheeks that conveyed
the spell of softness and sweetness which the real touch of hi mwould
have destroyed.

| read for hours with the aid of the teacher Leonardo of Padua, ny
voi ce perfectly intine with his as | grasped the schenme of Latin, then
Italian, then back to Greek. | liked Aristotle as nmuch as Plato or



Plutarch or Livy or Virgil. The truth was, | didn't nuch conprehend any
of them | was doing as the Master directed, letting the know edge
accunul ate in ny m nd.

| saw no reason to talk endlessly, as Aristotle did, about things
that were nmade. The lives of the ancients that Plutarch told with such
spirit made excellent stories. | wanted to know people of the now,
however. | preferred to doze on Bianca's couch rather than argue about
the merits of this or that painter. Besides, | knew ny Master was the
best .

This world was one of spacious roons, decorated walls, generous
fragrant |ight and a regul ar parade of high fashion, to which | grew
accustoned conpl etely, never seeing much of the pain and msery of the
poor of the city at all. Even the books | read reflected this new real m
in which | had been so securely fixed that nothing could take ne back to
the world of confusion and suffering that had gone before.

| learned to play little songs on the Virginal. | learned to strum
the lute and to sing in a soft voice, though I would only sing sad
songs. My Master |oved these songs.

We made a choir now and then, all the boys together, and presented the
Master with our own conpositions and sonetinmes our own dances as well.

In the hot afternoon, we played cards when we were supposed to be
nappi ng. Riccardo and | slipped out to ganble in taverns. W drank too
much once or twi ce. The Master knew it and put a stop to it at once. He
was particularly horrified that 1'd fallen drunk into the G and Canal
necessitating a clunmsy and hysterical rescue. I could have sworn he went
pal e at the account, that | saw the col or dance back from his whitening
cheeks.

He whi pped Riccardo for it. |I was full of shame. Riccardo took it
like a soldier without cries or comment, standing still at a large
fireplace in the library, his back turned to receive the blows on his
| egs. Afterwards, he knelt and kissed the Master's ring. | vowed I1'd

never get drunk again.

| got drunk the next day, but | had the sense to stagger into
Bi anca's house and clinb under her bed, where |I could fall asleep
wi thout risk. Before m dnight the Master pulled nme out. | thought, Now
"Il get it. But he only put ne to bed, where | fell asleep before
coul d apol ogi ze. Wen | woke once it was to see himat his witing desk,
witing as swiftly as he could paint, in some great book which he al ways
managed to hide before he left the house.

VWhen others did sleep, including R ccardo, during the worst

aft ernoons of summer, | ventured out and hired a gondola. | lay on ny
back in it staring skyward, as we floated down the canal and to the nore
turbul ent breast of the gulf. | closed ny eyes as we nade our way back

so that | mght hear the smallest cries fromthe quiet siesta-tine
buil dings, the lap of the rank waters on rotting foundations, the cry of
seagul |l s overhead. | didn't mnd the gnats or the snmell of the canals.

One afternoon | didn't go hone for work or |essons. | wandered into a
tavern to listen to musicians and singers, and another time happened
upon an open drama on a trestle stage in a square before a church. No
one was angry with me for my com ngs and goi ngs. Nothi ng was reported.
There were no tests of ny |earning or anyone el se's.



Sonetimes | slept all day, or until | was curious. It was an extrene
pl easure to wake up and find the Master at work, either in the studio,
wal ki ng up and down the scaffolding as he painted his |arger canvas, or
just near ne, at his table in the bedroom witing away.

There was al ways food everywhere, glistening bunches of grapes, and
ri pe nelons cut open for us, and delicious fine-grained bread with the
freshest oil. | ate black olives, slices of pale soft cheese and fresh
| eeks fromthe roof garden. The m |k cane up cool in the silver
pi tchers.

The Master ate nothing. Al knew this. The Master was al ways gone by
day. The Master was never spoken of w thout reverence. The Master could
read a boy's soul. The Master knew good fromevil, and he knew deceit.
The boys were good boys. There was sone hushed nention now and then of
bad boys who had been bani shed fromthe house al nost at once. But no one
ever spoke even in a trivial way about the Master. No one spoke about
the fact that | slept in the Master's bed.

At noon each day, we dined together formally on roasted fow, tender
[ anb, thick juicy slabs of beef.

Three and four teachers came at any one tine to instruct the various
smal | groups of apprentices. Some worked while others studied.

I could wander fromthe Latin class to the Greek class. | could | eaf
t hrough the erotic sonnets and read what | could until Riccardo cane to
the rescue and drew a circle of |aughter around his reading, for which
the teachers had to wait.

In this leniency | prospered. | learnt quickly, and could answer all
the Master's casual questions, offering thoughtful questions of nmy own.

The Master painted four out of the seven nights a week, and usually
fromafter mdnight until his di sappearance at dawn. Not hing interrupted
hi m on these nights.

He clinbed the scaffold with amazing ease, rather |like a great white
nmonkey, and, letting his scarlet cloak drop carel essly, he snatched up
the brush fromthe boy who held it for himand painted in such a fury
that the paint splattered on all of us as we watched aghast. Under his
geni us whol e | andscapes canme to life within hours; gatherings of people
were drawn with the greatest detail.

He hunmed al oud as he worked; he announced the nanes of the great
witers or heroes as he painted their portraits fromhis nenory or his
i magi nati on. He drew our attention to his colors, the |lines he chose,
the tricks with perspective that plunged his groupings of pal pable and
ent husi asti c subjects into real gardens, rooms, pal aces, halls.

Only the fill-in work was left to the boys to do by norning-the
coloring of drapery, the tinting of wings, the broad spaces of flesh to
whi ch the Master would conme again to add the nodeling while the oily
paint was still mobile, the shining flooring of sometine pal aces which
after his final touches |ooked Iike real marble recedi ng beneath the
flushed chubby feet of his phil osophers and saints.

The work drew us naturally, spontaneously. There were dozens of
unfi ni shed canvases and walls within the palazzo, all so lifelike they



seened portals to anot her worl d.

Gaet ano, one of the youngest of us, was the nost gifted. But any of
t he boys, except nme, could match the apprentice painters of any man's
wor kshop, even the boys of Bellini

Sonetimes there was a receiving day. Bianca was then jubilant as she
woul d receive for the Master, and cane with her servants to be | ady of
t he house. Men and wonen fromthe finest houses in Venice cane to view
the Master's paintings. People were astonished at his powers. Only from
listening to themon these days did | realize ny Master sold al nost
nothing, but filled his palazzo with his own work, and that he had his
own versions of nost fampbus subjects, fromthe school of Aristotle to
the Crucifixion of Christ. Christ. This was the curly-haired, ruddy,
muscul ar and human-1ooking Christ, their Christ. The Christ who was |ike
Cupid or Zeus.

| didn'"t mind that | couldn't paint as well as Riccardo and the
others, that | was half the tine content to hold the pots for them to
wash the brushes, to w pe clean the m stakes that had to be corrected.
did not want to paint. | did not want to. | could feel ny hands cranp at
the thought of it, and there would cone a sickness in ny belly when I
t hought of it.

| preferred the conversation, the jokes, the speculation as to why
our fabul ous Master took no conm ssions, though letters came to him
daily inviting himto conpete for this or that nmural to be painted in
the Ducal Palace or in one or another of the thousand churches of the
i sle.

I watched the color spreading out by the hour. | breathed in the
fragrance of varnishes, the pignents, the oils.

Now and then a stuporous anger overcanme nme, but not at my |ack of
skil'l

Sonet hing el se tormented ne, sonmething to do with the humd
t enmpest uous postures of the painted figures, with their glistening pink
cheeks and the boiling sweep of cloudy sky behind them or the fleecy
branches of the dark trees.

It seemed madness, this, this unbridled depiction of nature. My head
hurting, | wal ked al one and briskly along the quays until | found an old
church, and a gilded altar with stiff, narrow eyed saints, dark and
drawn and rigid: the |legacy of Byzantium as | had seen it in San Marco
on ny first day. My soul hurt and hurt and hurt as | gazed wor-shipfully
at these old proprieties. | cursed when ny new friends found ne. |
knelt, stubborn, refusing to show that | knew they were there. | covered
nmy ears to shut out the laughter of ny new friends. How could they |augh
in the hollow of the church where the tortured Christ bled tears |ike
bl ack beetles |l eaping fromH s fadi ng hands and feet?

Now and then | fell asleep before antique altars. | had escaped ny
conpanions. | was solitary and happy on the danp cold stones. | fan-cied
| could hear the water beneath the fl oor

| took a gondola to Torcello and there sought out the great old
Cat hedral of Santa Maria Assunta, fanmous for its npsaics which sone said
were as splendid in the antique way as the nosaics of San Marco. | crept
about under the | ow arches, |ooking at the ancient gold Iconosta-sis and



t he nosaics of the apse. Hi gh above, in the back curve of the apse there
stood the great Virgin, the Theotokos, the bearer of God. Her face was
austere, alnost sour. A tear glistened on her |left cheek. In her hands
she held the infant Jesus, but al so a napkin, the token of the Mater
Dol or osa.

| understood these inmages, even as they froze ny soul. My head swam
and the heat of the island and the quiet Cathedral nade ne sick in ny

stomach. But | stayed there. | drifted about the Iconostasis and prayed.
I thought sure no one could find nme here. Towards dusk, | becane
truly sick. I knew | had a fever, but | sought a corner of the church

and took confort in only the cold of the stone floor against ny face and
nmy outstretched hands. Before nme, if | raised ny head I could see
terrifying scenes of the Last Judgnent, of souls condemmed to Hell. |
deserve this pain, | thought.

The Master canme for me. | don't renenber the journey back to the
pal azzo. It seened that sonehow in a matter of nonents he had put nme in
bed. The boys bathed ny forehead with cool cloths. | was nade to drink
wat er. Soneone said that | had "the fever"” and soneone el se said, "Be
quiet."

The Master kept watch with ne. | had bad dreans which | couldn't bring
with ne into ny waki ng state. Before dawn, the Master kissed nme and held
me close to him | had never |oved so nuch the chill hardness of his
body as | did in this fever, wapping ny arnms around him pushing ny
cheek agai nst his.

He gave nme sonething hot and spiced to drink froma warm cup. And
then he kissed nme, and again cane the cup. My body was filled with a
healing fire.

But by the time he returned that night ny fever was bad again. | did
not dream so nmuch as | wandered, half asleep, half awake, through
terrible dark corridors unable to find a place that was either warm or
clean. There was dirt beneath ny fingernails. At one point, | saw a
shovel noving, and saw the dirt, and feared the dirt would cover ne, and
| started to cry.

Ri ccardo kept watch, holding nmy hand, telling nme it would soon be
nightfall, and that the Master would surely cone.

"Amadeo, " the Master said. He hoisted ne up as if | were truly stil
a small child.

Too many questions formed in ny mind. Wuld | die? Were was the
Mast er taking me now? | was w apped in velvet and furs and he carried
me, but how?

W were in a church in Venice, am d new paintings of our time. The
requi site candl es burned. Men prayed. He turned nme in his arns and told
me to |l ook up at the giant altarpiece before ne.

Squinting, nmy eyes hurting, | obeyed himand saw the Virgin on high
bei ng crowned by her bel oved Son, Christ the King.

"Look at the sweetness of her face, the natural expression to her,"
the Master whispered. "She sits there as one mght sit here in the
church. And the angels, |look at them the happy boys clustered around



the colums beneath her. Look at the serenity and the gentl eness of
their smles. This is Heaven, Amadeo. This is goodness."

My sl eepy eyes noved over the high painting. "See the Apostle who
whi spers so naturally to the one beside him as nmen m ght at such a
cerenony. See above, CGod the Father, gazing down so contentedly on all."

| tried to formquestions, to say it was not possible, this
conbi nation of the fleshly and the beatific, but | couldn't find
el oquent words. The nakedness of the boy angels was enchanting and
i nnocent, but | could not believe it. It was a lie of Venice, a lie of
the West, a lie of the Devil hinself.

"Amadeo, " he continued, "there is no good that is founded in
suffering and cruelty; there is no good that nust root itself in the
privation of little children. Amadeo, out of the |ove of God grows
beauty everywhere. Look at these colors; these are the colors created by
God. "

Secure in his arnms, ny feet dangling, ny arns about his neck, | |et
the details of the imense altarpiece sink into ny consciousness. | went
back and forth, back and forth, over those small touches | |oved.

| raised my finger to point. The lion there, just sitting so calmy
at the feet of St. Mark, and | ook, the pages of St. Mark's book, the
pages are actually in notion as he turns them And the lion is tane and
gentle as a friendly fireside dog.

"This is Heaven, Amadeo," he said to ne. "Watever the past has
hanmrered into your soul, let it go."

| smled, and slowy, gazing up at the saints, the rows and rows of
saints, | began to |augh softly and confidentially in the Master's ear

"They're all tal king, nmurnuring, tal king anongst thenselves as if
they were the Venetian Senators.”

| heard his |ow, subdued laughter in answer. "Ch, | think the
Senators are nore decorous, Amadeo. |'ve never seen themin such
informality, but this is Heaven, as | said."

"Ah, NMaster, look there. A saint holds an ikon, a beautiful ikon

Master, | have to tell you-." | broke off. The fever rose and the sweat
broke out on ne. My eyes felt hot, and | couldn't see. "Master," | said
"I amin the wild lands. I"mrunning. | have to put it in the trees."

How coul d he know what | nmeant, that | spoke of that |ong-ago desperate
flight out of coherent recollection and through the wild grasses with
the sacred bundle in ny keep, the bundle that had to be unw apped and
placed in the trees. "Look, the ikon.™"

Honey filled nme. It was thick and sweet. It cane froma cold fount,
but it didn't matter. | knew this fount. My body was |ike a gobl et
stirred so that all that was bitter dissolved in the fluids of it,

di ssolved in a vortex to | eave only honey and a dreamnmy warnth.

VWhen | opened ny eyes, | was in our bed. | was cool all over. The
fever was gone. | turned over and pulled nyself up

My Master sat at his desk. He was readi ng over what he had apparently
just witten. He had tied back his blond hair with a bit of cord. H's



face was very beautiful, unveiled as it were, with its chiseled
cheekbones and snoot h narrow nose. He | ooked at nme, and his nouth worked
the mracle of the ordinary smle.

"Don't chase these nenories,"” he said. He said it as if we'd been
talking all the while that | slept. "Don't go to the church of Torcello
to find them Don't go to the nobsaics of San Marco. In tinme all these
harnful things will conme back."

"I"'mafraid to remenber," | said
"1 know," he answered.

"How can you know?" | asked him "I have it in nmy heart. It's nmine
alone, this pain." | was sorry for sounding so bold, but whatever ny
guilt, the bol dness cane nore and nore often

"Do you really doubt ne?" he asked.

"Your endowrents are beyond neasure. W all knowit, and we never
speak of it, and you and | never speak of it."

"So why then don't you put your faith in ne instead of things you
only half recal | ?"

He got up fromthe desk and cane to the bed.
"Cone," he said. "Your fever's broken. Cone with ne."

He took me into one of the many libraries of the pal azzo, nmessy roons
in which the manuscripts lay helter-skelter, and the books in stacks.
Seldomif ever did he work in these roonms. He threw his purchases there
to be catal oged by the boys, taking what he needed back to the witing
desk in our room

He nmoved anong the shelves now until he found a portfolio, a big
flopping thing of old yellowed | eather, frayed at the edges. Hs white
fingers snoothed a | arge page of vellum He laid it down on the oak
study table for ne to see.

A painting, antique.

| saw there drawn a great church of gilded donmes, so beautiful, so
maj estic. Letters were blazoned there. | knew these letters. But |
couldn't nmake the words come to nmy mind or ny tongue.

"Kiev Rus," he said. Kiev Rus.

An unsupportabl e horror cane over ne. Before | could stop nyself, |

said, "lIt's ruined, burnt. There is no such place. It's not alive like
Venice. It's ruined, and all is cold, and filthy and desperate. Yes,
that's the very word." | was dizzy. | felt | saw an escape from

desol ation, only it was cold and dark, this escape, and it led by tw sts
and turns into a world of eternal darkness where the raw earth gave the
only snmell to one's hands, one's skin, one's clothes.

| pulled back and ran fromthe Master

I ran the full length of the pal azzo.



I ran down the stairs, and through the dark | ower roons that opened
on the canal. Wen | cane back, | found himalone in the bedroom He was
readi ng as always. He had his favorite book of late, The Consol ati on of
Phi | osophy by Boet hius, and he | ooked up fromit patiently when | canme
in.
| stood thinking of nmy painful nenories.

I couldn't catch them So be it. They scurried into the nothingness
rather like the |l eaves in the alleyways, the | eaves that sonetines
tunbl e down and down the stained green walls fromthe little gardens
whi pped in the wind up there on the rooftops.

"I don't want to," | said again.
There was but one Living Lord. My Master.

"Some day it will all come clear to you, when you have the strength
to use it," he said. He shut his book. "For now, let ne confort you."

Ah, yes, | was all too ready for this.
HOW LONG t he days could be without him By nightfall, | clenched ny
fists as the candles were lighted. There came ni ghts when he didn't
appear at all. The boys said he had gone on nost inportant errands. The
house nust run as if he were there.

| slept in his enpty bed, and no one questioned nme. | searched the
house for any personal trace of him Questions plagued nme. | feared he

woul d never cone back.
But he al ways canme back.

VWhen he cane up the stairs, | flewinto his enbrace. He caught ne,
held ne, kissed me and only then let nme fall gently against his hard
chest. My weight was nothing to him though |I seened to grow taller and
heavi er every day.

I woul d never be anything but the seventeen-year-old boy you see now,
but how could a man so slight as he heft ne with such ease? I amnot a
wai f and never have been. | ama strong child.

| liked it best-if | had to share with the others-when he read to us
al oud.

Surroundi ng hinself w th candel abra, he spoke in a hushed and
synpat hetic voice. He read The Divine Conedy by Dante, the Decaneron by
Boccacci o, or in French The Romance of the Rose or the poens of Francois
Villon. He spoke of the new | anguages we nust understand as well as we
understood Greek and Latin. He warned us that literature would no | onger
be confined to the classic works.

We sat in silence around him on pillows, or on the naked tile. Some
of us stood near him QOhers rested back on their heels.

Sonetimes Riccardo played the lute for us and sang those nel odies he'd

| earned fromhis teacher, or even the wilder ribald tunes he'd picked up
in the streets. He sang mournfully of |ove and nade us weep over it. The
Mast er watched himw th | oving eyes.



I had no jealousy. | alone shared the Master's bed.

Soneti mes, he even had Riccardo sit outside the bedroom door and pl ay
for us. Cbedient Riccardo never asked to cone inside.

My heart raced as the curtains closed around us. The Master pulled
open mny tunic, sonetinmes even ripping it playfully, as if it were no
nmore than a castoff thing.

| sank into the satin quilted down beneath him | opened ny | egs and
I et nmy knees caress him nunbed and vibrating fromthe graze of his
knuckl es against ny |ips.

Once | lay half asleep. The air was rosy and gol den. The pl ace was
warm | felt his lips on mne, and his cold tongue nove serpentlike into
my mouth. Aliquid filled ny mouth, a rich and burning nectar, a potion
so exquisite that | felt it roll through nmy body to the very tips of ny

outstretched fingers. | felt it descend through ny torso and into the
nost private part of nme. | burned. | burned.

"Master," | whispered. "What is this trick now which is sweeter than
ki ssi ng?"

He laid his head down on the pillow He turned away.
"Gve it to ne again, Mster," | said.

He did, but only when he chose, in droplets, and with red tears he
now and then let nme lick fromhis eyes.

I think a whol e year passed before | cane hone one evening, flushed
fromthe winter air, dressed in ny very finest dark blue for him wth
sky bl ue stockings and the nost expensive gold enanel ed slippers that |
could find in all the world, a year before |I cane in that night and
threw ny book into the corner of the bedroomw th a great worl d-weary
gesture, putting ny hands on ny hips and glaring at himas he sat in his
hi gh thick arch-back chair |ooking at the coals in the brazier, putting
hi s hands over them watching the flames.

"Well, now," | said cockily and with ny head back, a very man of the
worl d, a sophisticated Venetian, a prince in the Marketplace with an
entire court of merchants to wait on him a scholar who had read too
nmuch.

"Well, now," | said. "There's a great nystery here and you know it.
It's time you told ne.™

"What ?" he asked obligingly enough

"Why do you never . . . Wiy do you never feel anything! Wiy do you
handle ne as if | were a poppet? Wiy do you never ... ?"
For the first time ever | saw his face redden; | saw his eyes gl oss

and narrow and then wi den with reddi sh tears.
"Master, you frighten ne," | whispered
"What is it you want nme to feel, Amadeo?" he said.

"You're like an angel, a statue,"” | said, only now | was chastened



and trenbling. "Master, you play with ne and I'mthe toy that feels al
things." | drew nearer. | touched his shirt, sought to unlace it. "Let
me-."

He took nmy hand. He took ny fingers and put themto his lips, and
drew nmy fingers inside his mouth, caressing themw th his tongue. H's
eyes noved so that he was | ooking up at ne.

Quite enough, said his eyes. | feel quite enough

"I'"d give you anything," |I said inploringly. I put ny hand between
his legs. Oh, he was wonderfully hard. That was not uncommon, but he
must let nme take himfurther; he nust trust ne.

"Amadeo, " he sai d.

Wth his unaccountable strength he drew nme back with himto the bed.
You could hardly say he'd risen fromthe chair. It seemed we were there

one noment and now fallen anongst our famliar pillows. | blinked. It
seened the curtains closed around us without his touching them sone
trick of the breeze fromthe open wi ndows. Yes, listen to the voices

fromthe canal bel ow. How voices sing out and up the walls in Venice,
the city of pal aces.

"Amadeo, " he said, his lips on nmy throat as they' d conme a thousand
times, only this tine there cane a sting, sharp, swift and gone. A
thread stitched into ny heart was jerked all of a sudden. | had becone
the thing between ny | egs, and was nothing but that. H's nmouth nestled
agai nst me, and again that thread snapped and agai n.

| dreamed. | think | saw another place. | think | saw the revel ations
of my sl eeping hours which never stayed for me when | awoke. | think
trod a road into those bursting fantasies | knew in sleep and sl eep
al one.

This is what | want of you.

"And you nust have it," | said, words propelled to the near forgotten
present as | floated against him feeling himtrenble, feeling him
thrill to it, feeling himshudder, feeling himwhip these threads from

i nside ne, quickening ny heart and making me nearly cry out, feeling him
love it, and stiffen his back and let his fingers trenble and dance as
he withed against me. Drink it, drink it, drink it.
He broke | oose and lay to the side.

| smiled as | lay with closed eyes. | felt nmy lips. |I felt the barest
bit of that nectar still gathered on nmy lower lip, and nmy tongue took it
up and | dreaned.

H s breat hing was heavy and he was sonmber. He shivered still, and
when his hand found nme it was unsteady.

"Ah," | said smling still, and kissing his shoul der
"I hurt you!" he said.

"No, no, not at all, sweet Master,"” | answered. "But | hurt you! I
have you, now "



"Amadeo, you play the devil."

"Don't you want nme to, Master? Didn't you like it? You took ny bl ood
and it nmade you ny sl ave!"

He | aughed. "So that's the twi st you put onit, isn't it?"

"Hmm Love nme. What does it matter?" | asked.

"Never tell the others,"” he said. There was no fear or weakness or

shane init.

| turned over and drew up on ny el bows and | ooked at him at his
qui et profile turned away from mne.

"What woul d t hey do?"

"Not hi ng," he answered. "It's what they would think and feel that
matters. And | have no time or place for it." He |ooked at nme. "Be
nmerciful and wi se, Amadeo."

For a long time | said nothing. | nmerely |ooked at him Only
gradually did | realize | was frightened. For one nonment it seemed that
fear would obliterate the warmth of the nonment, the soft glory of the
radiant light swelling in the curtains, of the polished planes of his
ivory face, the sweetness of his snmle. Then sone hi gher graver concern
overrul ed the fear

"You're not ny slave at all, are you?" | whispered.

"Yes," he said, alnost |aughing again. "I am if you nust know. "

"What happened, what did you do, what was it that-."
He laid his finger on ny lips.
"Do you think ne |like other nmen?" he asked.

"No," | said, but the fear rose in the word and strangled out the
wound. | tried to stop nyself, but before I could | enbraced hi mand
tried to push ny face into his neck. He was too hard for such things,

t hough he cradled ny head and kissed the top of it, though he gathered
back ny hair, and let his thunb sink into ny cheek

"Sonme day | want you to |eave here,” he said. "I want you to go.
You'll take wealth with you and all the learning |I've been able to give
you. You'll take your grace with you, and all the many arts you've
mast ered, that you can paint, that you can play any nusic | ask of you-
that you can do al ready-that you can so exquisitely dance. You'll take
t hese acconplishnents and you' Il go out in search of those precious
thi ngs that you want-."

"I want nothing but you."

"-and when you think back on this time, when in half-sleep at night
you renmenber ne as your eyes close on your pillow, these monments of ours
will seemcorrupt and nost strange. They'll seemlike sorcery and the
antics of the mad, and this warm pl ace m ght becone the | ost chanber of
dark secrets and this m ght bring you pain.”



"I won't go."

"Renenber then that it was love," he said. "That this indeed was the
school of love in which you heal ed your wounds, in which you learnt to
speak again, aye, even to sing, and in which you were born out of the
broken child as if he were no nore than an eggshell, and you the angel
ascendi ng out of himw th w deni ng, strengthening w ngs."

"And what if | never go of ny owmn free will? WIIl you pitch me from
some wi ndow so that | nust fly or fall? WII you bolt all shutters after

nme? You had better, because I'll knock and knock and knock until | fall
down dead. I'Il have no wings that take nme away fromyou."
He made a study of me for the longest tinme. | never had such an

unbr oken feast on his eyes nyself, and had never been let to touch his
mouth with my prying fingers for such a spell

Finally he rose up next to ne and pressed nme gently down. Hi s |ips,
al ways softly pink like the inner petals of blushing white roses, turned
slowy red as | watched. It was a gleam ng seam of red that ran between
his lips and then flowed through all the fine lines of which his Iips
were nmade, perfectly coloring them as wine mght do, only it was so
brilliant, this fluid, that his |lips shimered, and when he parted them
the red burst as if it were a curled tongue.

My head was lifted. | caught it with my own nouth

The worl d noved out fromunder nme. | listed and drifted, and ny eyes
opened and saw not hing as he shut his nouth over nine

"Master, | die fromthis!"™ | whispered. |I tossed under him seeking
to find some firmplace in this dreany intoxicating void. My body
churned and rolled with pleasure, nmy linbs tightening then floating, ny
whol e body issuing fromhim fromhis lips, through ny lips, nmy body his
very breath and his sigh

There cane the sting, there cane the blade, tiny and sharp beyond
measure, puncturing ny soul. I twisted on it as if |I'd been skewered.
Ch, this could teach the gods of |ove what |ove was. This was ny
deliverance if | could but survive

Blind and shaking | was wed to him | felt his hand cover ny nouth,
and only then heard ny cries as they were nuffled away.

I wapped ny hand around his neck, pressing himagainst nmy throat al
the harder, "Do it, do it, doit, doit!"

VWen | awoke, it was day.

He was | ong gone, as was his infallible custom | |ay alone. The boys
had not yet cone.

| clinbed out of bed and went to the high narrow w ndow, the kind of
wi ndow whi ch is everywhere in Venice, |ocking out the fierce heat of
sumer and sealing off the cold Adriatic wi nds when they inevitably
cone.

| unbolted the thick glass panels and | ooked out on the walls across
fromny safe place as | had often done.



A common serving woman shook her cloth nop froma far bal cony above.

Across the canal, | watched her. Her face seened livid and crawling, as
if sonme tiny species of |life covered her, sone ranpage of ants. She
didn't know | laid ny hands on the sill and | ooked ever nore keenly. It

was only the life inside her, the workings of the flesh in her that nade
the mask of her face seemto nove.

But horrid her hands seened, knuckled and swoll en, and the dust from
her broom engravi ng every |ine.

I shook ny head. She was too far fromnme for these observations.

In a faraway room the boys talked. Time for work. Tine to get up
even in the pal azzo of the night Lord who never checks or prods by day.
Too far away for nme to hear them

And this velvet now, this curtain made of the Master's favorite
fabric, this was like fur to ny touch, not velvet, | could see each tiny
fiber! | dropped it. | went for the |ooking glass.

The house had dozens of them great ornate mirrors, all with fanci-
fied frames and nost replete with tiny cherubs. | found the tall mrror
in the anteroom the al cove behind warped yet beautifully painted doors
where | kept ny clothes.

The light of the window followed me. | saw nmyself. But | was not a
seet hing corrupt mass, such as this woman had seened. My face was baby
snooth and starkly white.

"I want it!" | whispered. | knew.

"No," he told ne.

This is when he cane that night. | ranted and paced and cried out to
hi m

He didn't give ne |ong explanations, no sorcery or science, either of
whi ch woul d have been so easy for him He told ne only I was a child

still, and there were things to be savored which would be | ost forever.
| cried. | didn't want to work or paint or study or do anything in
the worl d.

"It's lost its savor for alittle while,” he said patiently. "But
you' d be surprised."

"At what ?"

"At how rmuch you'll lanent it when it's gone utterly, when you are
perfect and unchangeable |like nme, and all those human m st akes can be
triunmphantly supplanted by a new and nore stunning series of failures.
Don't ask for this, not again."

| woul d have died then, curled up, black and furious and too bitter
for words.

But he wasn't fini shed.

"Amadeo, " he said, his voice thick with sorrow. "Say nothing. You
don't have to. I'll give it to you quickly enough when | think the tine



has cone."

At that | went to him running, childlike, flinging nyself at his
neck, kissing his icy cheek a thousand tines despite his nock-disdainfu
smle.

At last his hands becane like iron. There was to be no bl ood pl ay
this night. I nust study. | nust make up the | essons | had scorned by
day.

He had to see to his apprentices, to his tasks, to the giant canvas
on whi ch he'd been working, and | did as he said.

But well before nmorning, | saw hi m change. The ot hers had | ong gone
to bed. I was turning the pages of the book obediently when I saw him
staring, beastlike, fromhis chair, as if some ravener had cone into him
and banished all his civilized faculties and left himthus, hungry, wth
gl azed eyes and reddening nmouth, the glittering blood finding its nyriad
little paths over the silky margin of his |ips.

He rose, a drugged thing, and came towards me with a rhyt hm of
nmovenments that was alien and struck the coldest terror in ny heart.

H s fingers flashed, closed, beckoned.

| ran to him He lifted nme in both hands, clutching ny arns ever so
gendy, and tucked his face against ny neck. Fromthe soles of ny feet up
nmy back through my arnms and ny neck and scalp, | felt it.

VWere he flung me I didn't know. WAs it our bed or sone hasty
cushions he found in another closer salon? "Gve it to me," | said
sleepily, and when it cane into ny nouth, | was gone.

HE SAID that | nust go to the brothels, learn what it neant to couple
properly-not nerely in play, as we did anong the boys.

Veni ce had many such places, very well run and devoted to pleasure in
the nmost luxurious environment. It was firmy held that such pl easures
were little nore than a venial sin in the eyes of the Christ, and the
young men of fashion frequented these establishnents without hiding it.

I knew of a house of particularly exquisite and skilled wonen, where
there were tall, buxom very pal e-eyed beauties fromthe North of
Eur ope, sone whose bl ond hair was' al nost white, deened to be sonewhat
different fromthe shorter Italian wonen's which we saw every day. |
don't know that difference was such a high priority with nme, as I'd been
somewhat dazzled by the beauty of Italian boys and wonen since | had
cone. Swan-necked Venetian girls in their fancy cushi on-head dresses
wi t h abundant translucent veils were very nearly irresistible to ne. But
then the brothel had all kinds of wonmen, and the name of the gane was to
mount as many as | coul d.

My Master took ne to this place, paid for me, a fortune in ducats,
and told the buxom enchanting m stress that he would collect nme in a
matter of days.

Days!

| was pale with jealousy and on fire with curiosity, as | watched him
take his | eave-the usual regal figure in his famliar crinmson robes,



clinmbing into the gondola and giving nme his clever wink as the boat took
hi m away.

| spent three days, as it turned out, in the house of the npst

vol upt uous avail abl e mai dens in Venice, sleeping late in the norning,
conparing olive skin to blond skin and i ndul ging nmyself in leisurely
exam nations of the nether hair of all beauties, distinguishing the nore
silken fromthe wiry and nore tightly curl ed.

| learned little niceties of pleasure, such as how sweet it was to
have one's nipples bitten (lightly, and these weren't vanpires) and to
have the hair under one's arns, of which I had just a little, tugged
affectionately at the appropriate nonments. Gol den honey was pai nted on
nmy nether parts only to be |licked away by giggling angels.

There were other nore intimate tricks, of course, including bestial
acts which were strictly speaking crimes but which were in this house
merely various extra accouterments to overall whol esome and tantali zing
feasts. All was done with grace, the steamy hot perfuned baths cane
frequently in | arge deep wooden tubs, flowers floating on the surface of
the rose-tinted water, and | |ay back sonetimes at the nercy of a bevy
of soft-voiced wonen who cooed over nme like birds in the eaves as they
licked ne |ike so many kittens and conbed nmy hair around their fingers
to make curls.

| was the little Ganynede of Zeus, an angel tunbled out of
Botticelli's nore ribald paintings (many of which by the way were in
this brothel, having been rescued fromthe Bonfires of the Vanities
erected in Florence by the adamant reforner Savonarola, who had urged
the great Botticelli to just. . . burn up his beautiful work!), alittle
cherub fallen off the ceiling of a Cathedral, a Venetian prince (of
whi ch there were none in the Republic technically) delivered into their
hands by his enemes to be rendered hel pless with desire.

| grew hotter in desire. If one had to be human for the rest of one's
life, this was great fun, tunbling anong Turki sh cushions with nynphs
such as nost men only glinpse through magi cal forests in their dreans.
Each soft and downy cleft was a new and exotic envel ope for ny ronping
spirit.

The wi ne was delicious and the food quite marvel ous, including
sugared and spiced di shes fromthe Arabs, and being altogether nore
extravagant and nore exotic than the fare served by nmy Master at hone.

(Wen | told him he hired four new chefs.)

I wasn't awake, apparently, when ny Master arrived to collect nme, and
| was spirited home by him in his nmysterious and infallible manner, and
found nyself again in ny bed.

I knew | wanted only hi mwhen nmy eyes opened. And it seemned the
fleshy repasts of the last few days had only nmade nme nore hungry, nore
i nfl amed and nore eager to see if his enchanted white body woul d respond
to the nore tender tricks I'd learned. | threw nyself on hi mwhen he
finally came in behind the curtains, and | unloosed his shirt and sucked
his nipples, discovering that for all their disturbing whiteness and
col dness they were soft and obviously intimately connected in a
seem ngly natural way to the root of his desires.

He lay there, graceful and quiet, letting me play with himas ny



woren teachers had played with ne. Wen he finally gave nme the bl ood

ki sses, all nenories of human contact were obliterated, and | |ay
hel pl ess as always in his arns. It seemed our world then was not nerely
one of the flesh, but of a nutual spell to which all natural |aws gave
way.

Towar ds norning on the second night, | sought himout where he was
painting by hinself in the studio, the scattered apprentices fallen
asleep like the unfaithful Apostles in Gethsemane.

He woul dn't stop for my questions. | stood behind himand | ocked ny
arnms around himand, clinmbing on tiptoe, | whispered ny questions in his
ear.

"Tell me, Master, you nust, how did you gain this magic blood inside
you?" | bit his earlobes and ran ny hands through his hair. He woul dn't
stop painting. "Were you born into this state, am| so wong about this
as to suppose that you were transformed ..."

"Stop it, Amadeo," he whispered, and continued to paint. He worked
furiously on the face of Aristotle, the bearded, balding elder of his
great painting, The Acadeny.

"I's there ever a loneliness in you, Master, that pushes you to tel
someone, anyone, to have a friend of your own nettle, to confide your
heart to one who can conprehend?"

He turned, startled for once by ny questions.
"And you, spoiled little angel,"” he said, lowering his voice to
maintain its gentleness, "you think you can be that friend? You' re an

i nnocent! You'll be an innocent all of your days. You have the heart of
an innocent. You refuse to accept truth that doesn't correspond with
sonme deep raging faith in you which nmakes you ever the little nonk, the
acol yte-."

| stepped backwards, as angry as |'d ever been with him "No, | won't
be such!™ | declared. "I'"'ma man already in the guise of a boy, and you
know it. Who el se dreans of what you are, and the al cheny of your
powers? I wish I could drain a cupful of your blood fromyou and study
it as the doctors might and determ ne what is its makeup and how it
differs fromthe fluid that runs through ny veins! I amyour pupil, yes,
your student, yes, but to be that, | nust be a nan. Wen would you
tol erate i nnocence? Wien we bed together, you call that innocence? |I am
a man."

He burst into the nost amazed |aughter. It was a treat to see himso
surprised.

"Tell me your secret, Sir," | said. | put ny arnms around his neck and
laid ny head on his shoulder. "Was there a Mdther as white and strong as
you were who brought you forth, the God-Bearer, from her celestial
wonb?"

He took my arnms and noved ne back away fromhim so that he could
kiss ne, and his mouth was insistent and frightening to ne for a nonent.
Then it noved over ny throat, sucking at nmy flesh and causing nme to
become weak and, with all ny heart, willing to be anything he w shed.

"OfF the nmoon and the stars, yes, |I'mnmade, of that sovereign



whi t eness which is the substance of clouds and i nnocence alike," he
said. "But no Mother gave birth to nme, you know that's so; | was a man
once, a man noving on in his years. Look-." He lifted ny face with both
hands and nade ne study his face. "You see here remnants of the |ines of
age whi ch once marked ne, here at the corners of ny eyes."

"Merely nothing, Sir," | whispered, thinking to console himif this
i nperfection troubled him He shone in his brilliance, his polished
snoot hness. The sinpl est expressions flashed in his face in | um nescent
heat .

Imagine a figure of ice, as perfectly nmade as Pygmalion's Gal atea,
thrown into the fire, and sizzling, and nelting, and yet the features
all wondrously intact still... well, such was ny Master when human
enotions infected him as they did now.

He crushed my arnms deliciously and ki ssed ne again.
"Little man, manikin, elf,"” he whispered. "Wuld you be so for
eternity? Haven't you lain with me often enough to know what | can and
cannot enj oy?"

I won himover, captive to nme, for the |ast hour before he was off.

But the next night he dispatched ne to a nore cl andestine and even
nmore | uxurious house of pleasure, a house which kept for the passions of
ot hers only young boys.

It was got up in Eastern style, and I think it blended the |uxuries of

Egypt with those of Babylon, its small cells nmade up of gol den

latti cework, and col onnettes of brass studded with lapis |azuli holding
up the sal non-col ored drapery of the ceilings over tassel ed couches of

gilt wood and damask-covered down. Incense nade the air heavy, and the

lights were soothingly | ow

The naked boys, well fed, nubile, snooth and rounded of linb, were
eager, strong, tenacious, and brought to the games their own ranpant
mal e desires.

It seemed ny soul was a pendul umthat swung between the hearty
pl easure of conquest and the swooni ng surrender to stronger |inbs, and
stronger wills, and stronger hands that tossed nme tenderly about.

Captive between two skilled and willful lovers, | was pierced and
suckl ed, punmmel ed and enptied until | slept as soundly as ever | had
wi t hout the Master's nmagic at hone.

It was only the beginning.

Sonetime in ny drunken sleep, | woke to find nyself surrounded by
bei ngs that seened neither nmale nor female. Only two of themwere
eunuchs, cut with such skill they could raise their trusty weapons as

wel | as any boy. The others nmerely shared the taste of their conpanions
for paint. All had eyes lined in black and shaded in purple, with | ashes
curled and glazed to give their expressions an eerie fathomnl ess

al oof ness. Their rouged |ips seenmed tougher than those of wonmen and nore
demandi ng, pushing at ne in their kisses as if the nmale el enent which
had gi ven them nuscl es and hard organs had given themas well a virility
to their very nouths. They had the smles of angels. Gold rings
decorated their nipples. Their nether hair was powdered with gold.



| made no protest when they overcane ne. | feared no extrenme, and
even let thembind ny wists and ankles to the bed, so they could better
work their craft. It was inpossible to fear them | was crucified with
pl easure. Their insistent fingers would not even allow nme to cl ose ny
eyes. They stroked ny lids, they forced me to | ook. They brought soft
t hi ck brushes down over ny |inbs. They rubbed oils into all mny skin.
They sucked fromme, as if it were nectar, the fiery sap | gave forth,
over and over, until | cried out vainly that I could give no nore. A
count was kept of my "little deaths” with which to taunt me playfully,
and | was turned over and cuffed and pinioned as | tunbled down into
rapt urous sl eep.

VWhen | awoke | knew no tinme or worry. The thick snoke of a pipe rose
into ny nostrils. | took it and sucked on it, savoring the dark famliar
snel | of henp.

| stayed there for four nights.
Again, | was delivered

This time | found nyself, groggy and in dishabille, barely covered by
athin torn creamcolored silk shirt. I lay on a couch brought fromthe
very brothel, but this was my Master's studio, and there he sat, not far
away, painting ny picture obviously, at a snmall easel from which he took
his eyes only to dart gl ances at ne.

| asked the time of day and what night it was. He didn't answer.

"And so you're angry that | enjoyed it?" | asked.

"I told you to lie still," he said.
| lay back, cold all over, and hurt suddenly, |onely perhaps, and
wanting like a child to hide in his arnmns.

Morni ng cane and he |left ne, having said nothing el se. The painting
was a gl eam ng masterpi ece of the obscene. | was in ny sleeping posture
cast down on a riverbank, a fawn of sorts, over which a tall shepherd,
the Master hinmself, in priestly robes stood watch. The woods around us
were thick and richly realized with the peeling tree trunks and their
clustered dusty | eaves. The water of the stream seened wet to the touch
so clever was the realismof it, and ny own figure appeared guil el ess
and lost in sleep, ny nouth half-open in a natural way, ny brow
obvi ously troubl ed by uneasy dreans.

| threwit on the floor, in a rage, meaning to snear it.

Wy had he said nothing? Wiy did he force ne to these | essons which
drove us apart? Why his anger at ne for nerely doing what he had told
me? | wondered if the brothels had been a test of my innocence, and his
adnonitions to ne to enjoy all of it had been |ies.
| sat at his desk, picked up his pen and scribbled a nessage to him
You are the Master. You should know all things. It's unsupport-able to
be Mastered by one who cannot do it. Make clear the way, shepherd, or
| ay down your staff.

The fact was, | was wung out fromthe pleasure, fromthe drink, from



the distortion of ny senses, and lonely just to be with himand for his
gui dance and hi s ki ndness and his reassurance that | was his.

But he was gone.

I went out roaming. | spent all day in the taverns, drinking, playing
cards, deliberately enticing the pretty girls who were fair gane, to
keep themat ny side as | played the various ganes of chance.

Then when night cane, | let nmyself be seduced, ho-hum by a drunken
Engl i shman, a fair freckl e-skinned noble of the ol dest French and
English titles, of which this one was the Earl of Harlech, who was
traveling in Italy to see the great wonders and utterly intoxicated with
its many delights, including buggery in a strange |and.

Naturally, he found ne a beautiful boy. Didn't everyone? He was not
at all ugly hinself. Even his pale freckles had a kind of prettiness to
them especially given his outrageous copper hair.

Taki ng me back to his roons in an overstaffed and beautiful pal azzo,
he nmade love to ne. It was not all bad. | liked his innocence and his
clunmsiness. Hs light round blue eyes were a marvel; he had wondrously
thi ck and rmuscul ar arnms and a panpered but deliciously rough-pointed
or ange beard.

He wote poens to ne in Latin and in French, and recited themto ne
with great charm After an hour or two of playing the vanquishing brute,
he had let on that he wanted to be covered by ne. And this | had very
much enjoyed. W played it that way after that, mnmy being the conquering
soldier and he the victimon the battlefield, and sonetimes | whi pped
himlightly with a doubl ed-up |l eather belt before | took him which sent
us both into a tidy froth.

Fromtine to tine, he inplored ne to confess who | really was and
where he mght afterwards find ne, which of course | wouldn't.

| stayed there for three nights with him tal king about the
nmysterious islands of England with him and reading Italian poetry al oud
to him and even sonetinmes playing the mandolin for himand singing any
nunber of the soft |ove songs | knew.

He taught ne a great deal of rank gutter-tranp English, and wanted to
take me home. He had to regain his wits, he said; he had to return to
his duties, his estates, his hateful w cked adulterous Scottish wife
whose father was an assassin, and his innocent little child whose
paternity he was nost certain of, due to its orange curly hair so |like
hi s own.

He woul d keep nme in London in a splendid house he had there, a
present fromH s Majesty King Henry VII. He could not now live w thout
me, the Harlechs to a man had to have what they nust have, and there was
nothing for nme to do but yield to him If | was the son of a form dable
nobl eman | should confess it, and this obstacle would be dealt with. Dd
| hate ny Father, perchance? Hs was a scoundrel. Al the Harlechs were
scoundrel s and had been since the days of Edward the Confessor. W woul d
sneak out of Venice this very night.

"You don't know Venice, and you don't know her noblemen,” | said
kindly. "Think on all this. You'll be cut to pieces for giving it a

try."



I now perceived that he was fairly young. Since all older nen seened
old to ne, I had not thought about it before. He couldn't have been nore
than twenty-five. He was al so nad

He | eapt on the bed, his bushy copper hair flying, and pulled his
dagger, a formdable Italian stiletto, and stared down into my upturned
face.

"Il kill for you," he said confidentially and proudly, in the
Veneti an di al ect. Then he drove the dagger into the pillow and the
feathers flew out of it. "I'Il kill you if | have to." The feathers went
up into his face.

"And then you'll have what?" | asked.

There was a creaking behind him | felt certain soneone was at the
wi ndow, beyond the bolted wooden shutters, even though we were three

stories above the Grand Canal. | told himso. He believed ne.

"I come froma famly of nurderous beasts,” | lied. "They'l|l foll ow
you to the ends of the Earth if you think of taking ne out of here;
they' Il dismantle your castles stone by stone, chop you in half and cut

out your tongue and your private parts, wap themin velvet and send
themto your King. Now cal mdown."

"Ch, you bright, saucy little denon," he said, "you |l ook Iike an
angel and hold forth |like a tavern knave in that sweet crooni ng nmanni sh
voi ce. "

"That's me," | said gaily.

| got up, dressed hastily, warning himnot to kill me just yet, as |
woul d return as soon as | possibly could, longing to be nowhere but with
him and kissing himhastily, | made for the door

He hovered in the bed, his dagger still tightly clutched in his hand,
the feathers having settled on his carrot-colored head and on his
shoul ders and on his beard. He | ooked truly dangerous.

I"d lost count of the nights of ny absence.
I could find no churches open. | wanted no conpany.

It was dark and cold. The curfew had come down. O course the
Venetian winter seened mld to ne after the snow |ands of the north,

where 1'd been born, but it was neverthel ess an oppressive and danp
wi nter, and though cl eansing breezes purified the city, it was

i nhospi table and unnaturally quiet. The illimtable sky vani shed in
thick msts. The very stones gave forth the chill as if they were bl ocks
of ice.

On a water stairs, | sat, not caring that it was brutally wet, and |
burst into tears. What had | learned fromall this?

| felt very sophisticated on account of this education. But |I had no
warnth fromit, no lasting warnth, and it seenmed ny | oneliness was worse
than guilt, worse than the feeling of being damed.

Indeed it seened to replace that old feeling. | feared it, being



utterly alone. As | sat there looking up at the tiny margin of black
Heaven, at the few stars that drifted over the roofs of the houses, |
sensed how utterly terrible it would be to | ose both ny Master and ny
guilt simultaneously, to be cast out where nothing bothered to | ove ne
or damm ne, to be lost and tunbling through the world with only those
humans for conpani ons, those boys and those girls, the English lord with
hi s dagger, even ny bel oved Bi anca.

It was to her house that | went. | clinbed under her bed, as |I'd done
in the past, and wouldn't cone out.

She was entertaining a whole flock of Englishnmen, but not,
fortunately, ny copper-haired | over, who was no doubt still stunbling
around in the feathers, and I thought, Well, if ny charm ng Lord Harl ech
shows up, he won't risk shane before his countrynen in making a fool out
of himself. She came in, |ooking nost lovely in her violet silk gown
with a fortune of radiant pearls around her neck. She knelt down and put
her head near m ne

"Amadeo, what's the matter with you?"

I had never asked for her favors. To ny know edge no one did such a
thing. But in ny particul ar adol escent frenzy, nothing seened nore
appropriate than that |I should ravage her

| scranbled out fromunder the bed and went to the doors and shut
them so the noise of her guests would | eave us al one.

VWhen | turned around she knelt on the floor, |ooking at me, her
gol den eyebrows knotted and her peach-soft |ips open in a vague
wonderi ng expression that | found enchanting. | wanted to smash her with
nmy passion, but not all that hard, of course, assuming all the while
that she'd come back together again afterwards as if a beautiful vase,
broken into pieces, could pull itself together again fromall the
tiniest shards and particles and be restored to its glory with an even
finer glaze.

| pulled her up by the arnms and threw her down on her bed. It was
quite an affair, this marvel ous coffered thing in which she slept alone,
as far as all nmen knew. It had great gilded swans at its head, and
colums rising to a framed canopy of painted danci ng nynphs. Its
curtains were spun gold and transparent. It had no winter aspect to it,
like ny Master's red velvet bed.

| bent down and ki ssed her, maddened by her sharp, pretty eyes which

stared coolly at me as | did it. | held her wists and then, sw nging
her left wist over with her right, entrapped both her hands in one so
that | was free to rip open her fine dress. | ripped it carefully so

that all the little pearl buttons flew off the side of it, and her
girdl e was opened and underneath was her fine whal ebone and | ace. This I
broke open as if it were a tight shell

Her breasts were small and sweet, far too delicate and youngi sh for
t he brothel where vol uptuousness had been the order of the day. | neant
to pillage them neverthel ess. | crooned against her, humming a bit of a
song to her, and then | heard her sigh. | swooped down, still clutching
her wists firmy, and | sucked hard at her nipples in quick order and
then drew back. | slapped her breasts playfully, fromleft to right
until they turned pink



Her face was flushed and she had her little golden frown still, the
wri nkl es al nost i ncongruous in her snooth white forehead.

Her eyes were like two opals, and though she blinked slowy, near
sleepily, she didn't flinch.

I finished ny work on her fragile clothes. | ripped open the ties of
her skirt and pushed it down away from her and found her splendidly and
daintily naked as | had supposed she would be. | really had no idea what

was beneath the skirts of a respectable woman in the way of obstacles.
There was not hi ng except the small gol den nest of her pubic hair, al
feathery beneath her very slightly rounded little belly, and a danpness
gl eami ng on her inner thighs.

I knew at once she favored nme. She was hardly hel pl ess. And the sight
of the glittering down on her |egs drove ne mad. | plunged into her
amazed at her smallness and the way that she cringed, for she was not
very well used, and it hurt her just a little.

| worked her hard, delighting to see her blush. My own weight | held
up above her with ny right arm because | wouldn't let go of her wists.
She tossed and turned, and her blond tresses worked thensel ves out of
her pearl and ribbon coif, and she becane nmpist all over and pink and
gleam ng, like the inner curve of a great shell.

At last | couldn't contain nmyself any longer, and it seemed when | woul d
give up the timng, she gave herself up to the final sigh. | spent with

it, and we rocked together, as she closed her eyes, turned blood red as

if she were dying and tossed her head in a final frenzy before going

['inp.

I rolled over and covered ny face with both ny arns, as if | were
about to be sl apped.

| heard her little laughter, and she did slap nme suddenly, hard on ny

arms. It was nothing. | made as if | were weeping with shane.

"Look what you've done to ny beautiful gown, you dreadful little
satyr, you secret conqui stador! You vile precocious child!"

I felt her weight |eave the bed. | heard her dressing. She sang to
hersel f.

"What's your Master going to think of this, Amadeo?" she asked.

I renmoved ny arnms and | ooked to find her voice. She dressed behind
her painted panel ed screen, a gift fromParis, if | recalled, given her
by one of her favorite French poets. She appeared quickly, clothed as
splendidly as before in a dress of pale spring green, enbroidered with
the flowers of the field. She seemed a very garden of delight with these
tiny yellow and pink bloons so carefully made in rich thread over her
new bodi ce and her long taffeta skirts.

"Well, tell ne, what is the great Master going to say when he finds
out his little lover is a veritable god of the wood?"

"Lover?" | was astoni shed.

She was very gentle in her manner. She sat down and began to conb out
her tousled hair. She wore no paint and her face was unmarred by our



ganmes, and her hair cane down around in a glorious hood of rippling
gol d. Her forehead was snooth and hi gh

"Botticelli nade you," | whispered. | often said this to her, because
she was so like his beauties. Indeed everyone thought so, and they woul d
bring her small copies of this fanous Florentine's paintings fromtine
to tine.

I thought on it, | thought on Venice and this world in which I |ived.
| thought on her, a courtesan, receiving those chaste yet |ascivious
paintings as if she were a saint.

Sonme echo cane to me of old words that | had been told | ong ago, when
I knelt in the presence of old and burni shed beauty, and thought nyself
at the pinnacle, that I nmust take up ny brush and | rmnust paint only
"what represented the world of Cod."

There was no tumult in nme, only a great m xing of currents, as | watched
her braid her hair again, stringing the fine ropes of pearls inwith it,
and the pale green ribbons, the ribbons thenselves sewn with the sanme
pretty little flowers that decorated her gown. Her breasts were

bl ushi ng, hal f-covered beneath the press of her bodice. | wanted to rip
it open again.

"Pretty Bianca, what makes you say this, that I'mhis |over?"

"Everyone knows it," she whispered. "You are his favorite. Do you
t hi nk you' ve made hi m angry?"

"Ch, if only I could,” | said. | sat up. "You don't know ny Master
Not hi ng makes himlift his hand to me. Nothi ng makes himeven raise his
voice. He sent me forth to learn all things, to know what nmen can know. "

She smled and nodded. "So you cane and hid under the bed."

"l was sad."
"I"'msure," she said. "Well, sleep now, and when | cone back, if
you're still here, 1'll keep you warm But need | tell you, ny

ranbuncti ous one, that you will never utter one careless word of what
happened here? Are you so young that | have to tell you this?" She bent
down to kiss ne.

"No, my pearl, ny beauty, you needn't tell ne. I won't even tell him"

She stood and gat hered up her broken pearls and winkled ribbons, the
remmants of the rape. She snoothed the bed. She | ooked as lovely as a
human swan, a match for the gilded swans of her boatlike bed

"Your Master will know, " she said. "He's a great magician."

"Are you afraid of hinf | mean in general, Bianca, | don't nean on
account of ne?"

"No," she said. "Wy should I fear hinf Everyone knows not to anger
himor offend himor break his solitude or question him but it's not
fear. Wiy do you cry, Amadeo, what's w ong?"

"l don't know, Bianca."



"I"lIl tell you then," she said. "He has beconme the world to you as
only such a great being can. And you are out of it now arid longing to
return to it. A man such as that becomes all things to you, and his w se
voi ce becones the | aw by which everything is nmeasured. All that lies
beyond has no val ue because he doesn't see it, and he doesn't declare
that it is valuable. And so you have no choice but to | eave the wastes
that lie outside his light and return to it. You nust go hone."

She went out, closing the doors. | slept, refusing to go hone.

The next norning, | breakfasted with her, and spent all day with her
Qur intimacy had given nme a radi ant sense of her. No matter how nuch she
tal ked of nmy Master, | had eyes only for her just now, in these quarters

of hers which were perfumed with her and full of all her private and
speci al things.

I will never forget Bianca. Never.

| told her, as one can do with a courtesan, all about the brothels to
which 1'd been. Perhaps | renmenber themin such detail because |I told
her. 1 told her with delicate words, of course. But | told her. | told
her how my Master wanted ne to | earn everything and had taken ne to
t hese spl endi d academ es hinsel f.

"Well, that's fine, but you can't linger here, Amadeo. He's taken you
to places where you'll have the pleasure of nmuch conmpany. He may not
want you to remain in the conpany of one."

| didn't want to go. But when nightfall cane, and the house filled
wi th her English and French poets, and the nusic started, and the
dancing, | didn't want to share her with all the adm ring world.

For a while I watched her, confusingly conscious that | had had her
in her secret chanber as none of these, her admrers, had or m ght have,
but it gave ne no sol ace.

| wanted sonething fromny Master, sonething final and conclusive and
obliterating, and maddened by this desire, suddenly fully aware of it, |
got drunk in a tavern, drunk enough to be nervy and nasty, and | went
bl underi ng hone.

| felt bold and defiant and very independent for having stayed away
fromny Master and all his nysteries for so |ong.

He was painting furiously when | returned. He was high on the
scaffold, and | figured he was attending to the faces of his G eek
phi | osophers, working the al cheny by which vivid countenances cane out
of his brush, as though uncovered rather than applied.

He wore a bedraggled gray tunic that hung down to his feet. He didn't
turn to look at ne when I canme in. Every brazier in the house it seened
had been cramed into the roomto give himthe Iight he wanted.

The boys were frightened at the speed with which he covered the
canvas.

I soon realized, as | staggered into the studio, that he wasn't
pai nting on his G eek Acadeny.

He was painting a picture of me. | knelt in this picture, a boy of



our time, with ny famliar long |locks and a quiet suit of clothing as if
| had taken | eave of the high-toned world, and seem ngly innocent, ny
hands cl asped in prayer. Around nme were gathered angels, gentle-faced
and gl orious as they al ways appeared, only these had been graced wth

bl ack w ngs.

Bl ack wi ngs. Great black feathery wi ngs. Hi deous they seened, the
nmore | | ooked upon this canvas. H deous, and he had al nbst conpleted it.
The auburn-haired boy seenmed real as he | ooked unchalleng-ingly to
Heaven, and the angel s appeared avid yet sad.

But nothing therein was as nonstrous as the spectacle of ny Master
painting this, of his hand and brush whi ppi ng across the picture,
realizing sky, clouds, broken pedi ment, angel wi ng, sunlight.

The boys clung to one another, certain of his madness or his sorcery.
VWhich was it? Wiy did he so carelessly reveal hinself to those whose
m nds had been at peace?

Wy did he flaunt our secret, that he was no nore a man than the
wi nged creatures he painted! Wy had he the Lord lost his patience in
such a manner as this?

Suddenly in a rage, he threw a pot of paint at the far corner of the
room A splatter of dark green disfigured the wall. He cursed and cried
in a |l anguage none of us knew.

He hurled the pots down, and the paint spilt in great shiny splashes
fromthe wooden scaffold. He sent the brushes flying |ike arrows.

"CGet out of here, go to your beds, | don't want to see you,
i nnocents. Go. Co."

The apprentices ran fromhim Riccardo reached out to gather to him
the smaller boys. Al hurried out the door

H gh up on the scaffold, he sat down, his |egs dangling, and nerely
| ooked at ne as | stood beneath him as if he didn't know who | was.

"Cone down, Master," | said.

H s hair was di shevel ed and natted here and there with paint. He
showed no surprise that I was there, no start at the sound of mny voice
He had known | was there. He knew all such things. He could hear words
spoken in other roons. He knew the thoughts of those around him He was
punped full of magic, and when | drank fromthat magic, | reeled.

"Let me conmb your hair out for you,” | said. I was insolent, | knew
it.

H's tunic was stained and filthy. He'd w ped his brush on it over and
over again.

One of his sandals fell with a clatter to the marble. | picked it up
"Master, come down. \Whatever | said to worry you, | won't say it
again."

He woul dn't answer ne.



Suddenly all mnmy rage came up in nme, ny |oneliness to have been
separated from himfor days on end, obeying his injunctions, and nowto
cone hone and find himstaring at me wild and unconfiding. |I would not
tolerate his staring off, ignoring nme as if | weren't there. He nust
admt that | was the cause of his anger. He nust speak

| wanted suddenly to cry.

H s face becane anguished. | couldn't watch this; | couldn't think
that he felt pain as | did, as the other boys did. | was in wild revolt.
"You frighten everyone selfishly, Lord and Master!" | decl ared.

Wt hout regarding ne, he vanished in a great flurry, and I heard his
foot steps rushing through the enpty roons.

| knew he had nmoved with a speed nen couldn't master. | hurried after
him only to hear the bedroom doors slanmed shut against ne, to hear the
lock slid closed before | reached out to grab the latch

"Master, let me in," | cried. "I went only because you told nme to." |
turned around and around. It was quite inpossible to break these doors.
| pounded on themwith nmy fists and kicked them "Master, you sent nme to
the brothels. You sent ne on damabl e errands. "

After a long time, | sat down at the foot of the door, ny back
against it, and wept and wailed. | nade a riotous anount of noise. He
waited until | stopped.

"Go to sleep, Amadeo,"” he said. "My rages have nothing to do with
you. "

I mpossible. Alie! | was infuriated and insulted, and hurt and col d!
Thi s whol e house was damably col d.

"Then |l et your peace and cal mhave to do with ne, Sir!" | said. "Qpen
t he dammed door."

"Go to bed with the others,” he said quietly. "You belong with the
ot hers, Amadeo. They are your |oved ones. They are your kind. Don't seek
t he conpany of nonsters.”

"Ah, is that what you are, Sir?" | asked contenptuously and crossly.
"You that can paint |ike Bellini or Mantegna, who can read all words and
speak all tongues, who has |ove without end and patience to match it, a
monster! |Is that it? A nonster spreads the roof over our head and feeds
us our daily supper fromthe kitchens of the gods! Ch, indeed, a
nonster."

He didn't answer.

| was further enraged. | went down to the lower floor. | took a great
battle-ax fromthe wall. It was one of many weapons on display in the
house which I'd scarcely ever noticed. Wll, it was tine for it, |
t hought. 1've had enough of this coldness. | can't stand it. | can't
stand it.

| went upstairs and heaved the battle-ax at the door. O course it
went through the brittle wood, shattering the painted panel, cracking
through the old | acquer and the pretty yellow and red roses. | pulled it



back and smashed it into the door again.

This time the | ock was broken. | kicked the shattered frame with ny
foot and it fell back.

In utter amazenment he sat in his |large dark oak chair |ooking at ne,
his hands clutching the two lion's head arnms. Behind himlooned the
massive bed with its rich red baldaquin trimed in gold.

"How dare you!" he said.
He stood before me in an instant, took the ax and hurled it with ease

so that it crashed into the stone wall opposite. Then he picked ne up
and threw me towards the bed. The entire bed shivered, bal daquin and

draperies as well. No man could have made nme span that distance. But he
had done it. Wth arns and legs flying, | landed on the pill ows.
"Despi cabl e nonster!" | said. | turned over, steadied nyself and drew

up on ny left side, glaring at him one knee crooked.

He stood with his back to nme. He had been about to close the inner
doors of the apartment, which had been open before and therefore were
not broken. But he stopped. He turned. A playful expression cane over
hi m

"Ch, what a vile tenper we have for such an angelic countenance,” he
said mldly.

"If I"'man angel,"” | said, drawi ng back fromthe edge of the bed,
"paint me with black w ngs."

"You dare knock down ny door." He folded his arns. "Need | tell you
why I will not tolerate such fromyou, or from anyone?"

He stood gazing at me with rai sed eyebrows.

"You torture ne," | said.

"Ch, indeed, how and since when?"

| wanted to baw. | wanted to say, "I love only you."
Instead | said, "l detest you."

He couldn't help but |augh. He lowered his head, his fingers curled
under his chin, as he stared at ne.

Then he extended his hand and snapped his fingers.

I heard a rustling fromthe roons beyond. | sat up petrified with
amazenent .

| saw the long switch of the teacher cone slithering along the floor
as if awnd had sent it hither, and then it twi sted and turned and rose
and dropped into his waiting hand.

Behind him the inner doors slanmed shut and the bolt slipped into
place with a loud netallic clatter

| drew back in the bed.



"It's going to be a pleasure to whip you," he said, smling sweetly,
his eyes al nost innocent. "You may chalk it up as another human
experience, rather like cavorting with your English lord."

"Do it. | hate you," | said. "I"'ma man and you deny it."
He | ooked superior and gentle but not amused.

He cane towards me, and grabbed at ny head, and threw ne face down on
t he bed.

"Denon! "I said.
"Master," he replied calmy.

| felt the nudge of his knee in the small of ny back and then down
came the switch across nmy thighs. O course | wasn't wearing anythi ng
but the thin stockings that fashion decreed, so | mght as well have
been naked.

| cried out in pain and then shut ny nouth tight. Wen the next few
bl ows came, walloping ny legs, | swallowed all noise, furious to hear
nmysel f nmake a carel ess inpossible groan

Agai n and again, he brought the switch down, whipping ny thighs and
then nmy lower legs as well. Enraged, | struggled to get up, pushing
vainly on the covers with the heels of ny hands. | couldn't nove. | was
pi ni oned by his knee, and he whacked away wi thout the slightest
deterrent.

Suddenly as rebellious as |1'd ever been, | decided to play ganes wth
this. 1'd be dammed if 1'd lie there crying, and the tears were coning
up in nmy eyes. | closed nmy eyes shut, gritted ny teeth and deci ded that
each bl ow was the divine color red and that | |iked, and that the hot

crashing pain | felt was red, and that the warnth swelling up in nmy |leg
after was gol den and sweet.

"Ch, that's lovely! "I said.
"You make a fool's bargain, little boy!" he said.
He whi pped me harder and faster. | couldn't keep ny pretty visions.
It hurt, it bloody hurt.
"I"'mnot a boy!" I cried.
| felt a wetness on ny leg. | knew | was bl eedi ng.

"Master, you nmean to disfigure nme?"
"There's nothing worse than for a fallen saint to be a horrid devil!"

More blows. | knew | was bleeding fromnore than one place. | would
surely be bruised all over. | wouldn't be able to wal k.

"I don't know what you mean! Stop!"

To ny astoni shnent, he did. | curled ny armup under ny face and
sobbed. | sobbed for a long nonent, and ny | egs burned as if the switch



were still hitting them It seened the bl ows were being |laid on over and
over, but they weren't. | kept hoping, Let this pain die away to
somet hi ng warm agai n, sonething tingling and nice, the way it felt the
first couple of times. That would be all right, but this is terrible. |
hate it!

Suddenly I felt himcover nme. |I felt the sweet tickling of his hair
on ny legs. | felt his fingers as he grabbed the torn cloth of the
stockings and ripped it, tearing it off both ny |egs very quickly,
| eavi ng them bare. He reached up under ny tunic and tore | oose the
remants of the hose.

The pain throbbed, grew worse, then a little better. The air was coo
on ny bruises. Wen his fingers touched them | felt such terrible
pl easure that all | could do was noan

"You going to break down ny door again?"
"Never," | whispered.
"You going to defy ne in any way in particular?"
"Never in any way ever."
"Further words?"
"I love you."
"I'"msure. "
"But | do," | said sniffling

The stroking of his fingers on ny hurt flesh was insupportably
delicious. | didn't dare raise nmy head. | pressed ny cheek against the
scrat chy enbroi dered coverlet, against the great picture of the lion
stitched into it, and | sucked in ny breath and let ny tears flow |
felt calmall over; this pleasure robbed me of any control of ny |inbs.
I closed nmy eyes, and there came his lips on ny leg. He kissed one of
the bruises. | thought I would die. I would go to Heaven, that is, sone
ot her hi gher nore delicious Heaven even than this Veneti an Heaven.
Beneath me, ny groin was alive with thankful and desperate and i sol at ed
st rengt h.

The burning bl ood fl owed over the bruise. The slightly rough stroke
of his tongue touched it, |lapped at it, pressed it, and the inevitable
tingling made a fire in ny closed eyes, a blazing fire across a nythica
hori zon in the darkness of ny blind mnd

To the next bruise he went, and there canme the trickles of the bl ood
and the lap of his tongue, and the hideous pain departed and there was
not hi ng but a throbbing sweetness. And as he went to the next,

t hought, | cannot bear this, | will sinply die

He nmoved fast, frombruise to bruise, depositing his magical kiss and
the stroke of his tongue, and | quivered all over and npaned.

"Some puni shnent!" | suddenly said with a gasp.

It was a dreadful thing to say! Instantly, | regretted it, the



sassiness of it.
But his hand had al ready conme down with a fierce slap on ny backside.

"I didn't nmean it," | said. "I mean, | didn't nean it to sound so
ungrateful. | nmean, I"'msorry | said it!" But there was another slap as
hot as the first.

"Master, have pity on ne. I'mmxed up!" | cried.

H s hand lay on nme, on the warm surface that he had sl apped, and
t hought, GCh, now he's going to beat nme till |'m unconscious.

But his fingers only gently clasped the skin, which was not broken,
only warmas the first welts fromthe switch had been

| felt his Ilips again on the calf of ny left Ieg, and the bl ood, and
his tongue. The pl easure noved all through nme, and helpless, | let the
air escape ny lips in a rosary of sighs.

"Master, Master, Master, | |ove you."

"Yes, well, that's not so unusual,"” he whispered. He didn't stop his
ki ssing. He | apped at the blood. | withed under the weight of his hand
on ny backside. "But the question is, Amadeo, why do | |ove you? Wy?
Wy did | have to go into that stinking brothel and | ook upon you? I am
strong by nature ... whatever ny nature ..."

He greedily kissed a large bruise on nmy thigh. | could feel his
sucking at it, and then the tongue lapping it, eating the blood, and
then his blood comng down into it. The pleasure sent shock after shock
through ne. | saw nothing, though I thought that nmy eyes were now open
| struggled to make certain that ny eyes were open, but nothing cane
visible, only a gol den haze.

"I love you, | do love you," he said. "And why? Quick-wi tted, yes,
beautiful, yes, and inside you, the burnt-up relics of a saint!"

"Master, | don't know what you're saying to nme. | was never a saint,
never, | don't claimto be a saint. I"'ma wetched disrespectful and
ungrateful being. Ch, | adore you. It's so delicious to be hel pl ess and

at your nercy."

"Stop nmocking ne."

"But | don't," | said. "I want to speak, the truth, I want to be a
fool for the truth, a fool for-. I want to be a fool for you."
"No, | don't guess you do nmean to nock nme. You nean it. You don't

realize the absurdity of it."

He had finished his progress. My | egs had | ost any shape they
possessed in ny mst-filled mnd. | could only Iie there, nmy whol e body
vibrating fromhis kisses. He laid his head on ny hips, against the warm
pl ace that he had smacked with his hand, and | felt his fingers come up
under nme and touch the nost private part of ne.

My organ hardened in his fingers, hardened with the infusion of his
searing blood, but all the nore with the young male in me who had so
often mngled pleasure with pain at his wll.



Harder and harder | grew, and bucked and punped beneath his head and
shoul ders as he lay on ny backside, as he held tight to the organ, and
then into his slippery fingers | gave forth in violent unsurpassed
spasns a great gush.

I rose on ny el bow and | ooked back at him He was sitting up, staring
at the pearly white senen that clung to his fingers.

"Good God, is that what you wanted?" | asked. "To see the viscous
whi t eness in your hand?

He | ooked at nme with angui sh. Ch, such angui sh.
"Doesn't it nmean?" | asked, "that the time has conme?"
The misery in his eyes was too nmuch for ne to question himanynore.

Drowsy and blind, I felt himturn me over and rip off ny tunic and
jacket. | felt himlift me and then cane the sting of his assault into
nmy neck. A fierce pain gathered itself around ny heart, slackening just
when | feared it, and then | sank down beside himinto the perfuned
cleft of the bed; and against his chest, warm under covers that he
pul | ed up over us, | slept.

It was still thick and heavy night when | opened ny eyes. | had | earnt
with himto feel the comi ng of norning. And norning was not yet really
near.

| | ooked around for him | saw himat the foot of the bed. He was
dressed in his finest red velvet. He wore a jacket with slashed sl eeves
and a heavy tunic with a high collar. This cloak of red vel vet was
trimred in ermne

H s hair was thoroughly brushed and very slightly oiled so that it
gave off its nmost civilized and artful shimer, swept back fromhis
clean straight hairline and turning in mannered curls on his shoul ders.
He | ooked sad.

"Master, what is it?"

"I have to go for a few nights. No, it's not out of anger at you,

Amadeo. It's one of those journeys | have to make. |I'mlong overdue for
it."

"No, Master, not now, please. I'msorry, | beg you, not now \What
[-."

"Child. I go to see Those Wio Must Be Kept. | have no choice in
this."

For a noment | said nothing. | tried to understand the denotation of

the words he'd spoken. Hi s voice had dropped, and he had said the words
hal f heartedl y.

"What is that, Master?" | asked.

"Some night perhaps I1'll take you with me. I'll ask perm ssion
His voice trailed off.



"For what, Master? \When have you ever needed anyone's perm ssion for
anyt hi ng?"

I had nmeant this to be sinple and candid, but | knew now it had an
i npertinent sound.

"It's all right, Amadeo," he said. "I ask perm ssion now and then
fromny Elders, that's all. Wio el se?" He | ooked weary. He sat beside ne
and | eaned down next to nme and kissed ny |ips.

"Elders, Sir? You mean Those Who Must Be Kept-these are creatures
like you?"

"You be kind to Riccardo and the others. They worship you," he said.
"They wept for you the whole tinme you were away. They didn't quite
believe me when | told themyou were coning hone. Then Riccardo spied
you with your English lord and was terrified 1'd break you in little
pi eces, yet afraid the Englishman would kill you. He has quite the
reputation, your English lord, slammng down his knife on the board in
any tavern he chooses. Do you have to consort with comon nurderers? You
have a nonpareil here when it comes to those who take life. Wen you
went to Bianca, they didn't dare to tell me, but nmade fancy pictures in
their minds so | couldn't read their thoughts. How docile they are with
my powers."

"They | ove you, ny Lord," | said. "Thank God that you forgive nme for
the places I went. I'll do whatever you w sh.”

"Good night then.” He rose to go.
"Master, how many ni ghts?"

"Three at nost," he said over his shoulder. He nmade for the door, a
tall gallant figure in his cloak

"Master."
"Yes."

"I"ll be very good, a saint,"” |I said. "But if I"'mnot will you whip
me agai n, please?"

The nonent | saw the anger in his face | regretted this. Wiat nmade ne
say such t hings!

"Don't tell ne you didn't nmean it!" he said, reading ny mnd and
hearing the words before I could get them out.

"No. It's just | hate it when you go. | thought maybe if | taunted
you, you wouldn't."

"Well, I will. And don't taunt nme. As a matter of policy, don't taunt

ne.

He was out the door before he changed his mnd and returned. He cane
towards the bed. | expected the worst. He was going to slap me and then
not be around to kiss the bruise.

But he didn't.



"Amadeo, while I'mgone, think on it" he said.

| was sobered, looking at him H's very manner nade ne reflect before
| uttered a word.

"On everything, Sir?" | asked.

"Yes," he said. Then he cane again to kiss ne. "WII you be this
forever?" he asked. "This man, this young man, that you are now?"

"Yes, Master! Forever, and with you!™ | wanted to tell himthat there
was nothing | couldn't do that a man could do, but this seemed nost
unwi se, and also it would not seemtrue to him
He laid his hand fondly on ny head, pushing ny hair back

"For two years, |'ve watched you grow," he said. "You' ve reached your
full height, but you're small, and your face is a baby's face, and for
all your good health, you're slight and not the robust man yet that you
are surely nmeant to be."
| was too enthralled to interrupt him Wen he paused, | waited.
He sighed. He | ooked off as if he couldn't find words.

"When you were gone, your English lord drew his dagger on you, but
you weren't afraid. Do you renenber? It wasn't two days ago."

"Yes, Sir, it was stupid.”

"You could easily have died then," he said with a raise of his
eyebrow. "Easily."

"Sir, please open up these nysteries to ne," | said. "Tell ne how you
came to your powers. Entrust these secrets to ne. Lord, nmake it so that
| can be with you forever. | don't care anything for my own judgnment of
such things. | yield to yours.™

"Ah, yes, you yield if I fulfill your request.”

"Well, Sir, that is a formof yielding, to give nyself up to you,

your will and your power, and yes, | would have it and be like you. Is
t hat what you prom se, Master, is that what you hint at, that you can
make ne |ike you? You can fill ne with this blood of yours that makes a

slave out of me, and it will be acconplished? It seens at tinmes | know
this, Master, that you can do it, and yet | wonder if | knowit only
because you know it, and you are lonely to do it to ne."

"Ah!" He put his hands to his face, as though I had di spl eased him
totally.

| was at a | oss.

"Master, if | offended, hit nme, beat me, do anything to ne but don't
turn away. Don't cover your eyes that would | ook on nme, Master, because
| can't live without your gaze. Explain it to nme. Master, take away what
divides us; if it be only ignorance then take away that."

"Ch, I will, I will,"” he said. "You are so clever and decei vi ng,
Amadeo. You would be the fool for God all right, as you were told a | ong



time ago that a saint should be."

"You lose me, Sir. | amno saint, and a fool, yes, because
conjecture it's a formof wisdomand | want it because you prize
wi sdom "

"I mean that you appear sinple, and out of your sinplicity cones a
clever grasp. | amlonely. Ch, yes, | amlonely, and lonely to tell ny
woes i f nothing el se. But who would burden one so young as you with ny
woes? Amadeo, what age do you think I anfP Gauge ny age with your

simplicity.”

"You have none, Sir. You neither eat nor drink, nor change with tine.
You need no water to wash you clean. You are snmooth and resistant to al
things of nature. Master, we all know this. You are a clean and fine and
whol e thing."

He shook his head. | was distressing himwhen | wanted just the
opposi te.

"I have done it already,"” he whispered.
"What, ny Lord, what have you done?"

"Ch, brought you to ne, Anmadeo, for now." He stopped. He frowned,
and his face was so soft and wondering that it nmade nme ache. "Ah, but
these are just self-serving delusions. | could take you, with a heap of
gold, and plant you down in a distant city where-."

"Master, kill ne. Kill me before you do this, or make sure your city
i s beyond the conmpass of the known world, because I wll journey back!
will spend the last ducat of your heap of gold to journey here and beat
on your doors."

He | ooked wretched, nore a man than I'd ever seen him in pain and
trenbling as he | ooked off, deep into the endl ess dark divide that
separ at ed us.

I clung to his shoul der and kissed him There was a stronger, nore
virile intimacy due to ny crude act of hours ago.

"No, no time for such conforts,” he said. "I have to be gone. Duty
calls me. Ancient things call to ne, things which have been ny burden
for so very long. | amso weary!"

"Don't go tonight. When the norning cones, take me with you, Master
take me to where you conceal yourself fromthe sun. It is fromthe sun
that you nust hide, isn't it, Master, you who paint blue skies and the
I ight of Phoebus nore brilliantly than those who see it, you never see
it-."

"Stop," he begged me, pressing his fingers about nmy hand. "Stop your
ki sses and your reason, and do as | say."

He took a deep breath, and for the first time in all my life with
him | saw himtake a handkerchief fromhis coat and pat the noisture on
his own forehead and his lips. The cloth was faintly red. He | ooked at
it.

"I want to show you sonething before | go," he said. "Dress yourself,



qui ckly. Here, 1'll help you."

| was fully dressed for the cold winter night in less than a few
m nutes. He put a black cape over ny shoul ders, and gave ne gl oves
trimred in mniver, and put a black velvet cap on ny head. The shoes he
chose were bl ack | eather boots, which he never wanted ne to wear before.
To himthe ankles of the boys were beautiful, and he did not favor
boots, though he did not mind if we wore them by day when he coul d not
see.

He was so troubled, so distressed, and all his face, despite its
bl anched cl eanli ness, was so infused with it, that I couldn't keep from
enbraci ng hi mand kissing him just to make his lips part, just to fee
his mouth | ocking onto m ne.

| closed nmy eyes. | felt his hand cover up ny face and cover ny
eyel i ds.

There was a great noise around nme, as of the flapping of the wooden
doors, and the flying about of the broken fragnents of that door 1'd
shattered, and of draperies billowed and snapped.

The cold air of outside surrounded nme. He set ne down, blind, and
knew ny feet were on the quay. | could hear the water of the canal near
me, |apping, lapping, as the winter wind stirred it and drove the sea
into the city, and | could hear a wooden boat knocki ng persistently
agai nst a dock.

He let slip his fingers, and | opened ny eyes.

W were far fromthe pal azzo. | was abashed to see us at such a
di stance, though I was not really surprised. He could do wonders, and so
he let ne know this now W were in back alleyways. W stood on a smal
| andi ng by a narrow canal. | had never ventured into this mean district
where wor knmen |ived.

| saw only the back porches of houses, and their ironclad w ndows,
and a general squal or and blindness, and a rankness as refuse floated on
the water of the dipping, splashing w nter-blown canal

He turned and drew me with himaway fromthe water's edge, and for a
monent | couldn't see. Hs white hand flashed out. | beheld one finger
poi nted and then | beheld a nan sleeping in a long rotted gondol a t hat
had been drawn up out of the water and set on workmen's bl ocks. The man
stirred and threw back his covering. | saw his hul king fussing shape as
he grunbl ed and cursed at us that we dared to disturb his sleep

| reached for my dagger. | saw the flash of his blade. The white hand
of the Master, glowing |ike quartz, seemed only to touch the nman's wi st
and send the weapon flying and rolling on the stones. Befuddl ed and
enraged, the man charged ny Master in a great clumsy bid to knock ny
Master off his feet.

My Master caught himeasily, as if he were no nore than a great

swaddling of evil-snelling wool. | saw ny Master's face. H s nouth
opened. There cane two tiny sharp teeth, |ike daggers unto thensel ves,
as he bit down into the man's throat. | heard the man cry out, but only

for an instant, and then his stinking body went still.

Ast oni shed and enthralled, | watched as my Master closed his snooth



eyes, his golden eyel ashes seeming silvery in the dimess, and | heard a
| ow wet sound, barely audi ble but horribly suggestive of the flow of
somet hing, and that sonething had to be the man's bl ood. My Master
pressed hinself ever nore closely to his victim his plainly visible
white fingers coaxing the life fluid fromthe dyi ng body, as he gave off
a long sweet savoring sigh. He drank. He drank, and there was no
mstaking it. He even twisted his head a little as if to bring the | ast
draught all the nore quickly, and at this the man's form now seem ngly
frail and plastic, shuddered all over, as if the man had gone into a
final convul sion, and then was still.

The Master drew hinself up and ran his tongue over his lips. There
was not a drop of blood to be seen. But the blood was visible. It was
visible inside ny Master. H's face took on a florid gleam He turned and
| ooked at nme, and | could nmake out the vivid flush of his cheeks, the
ruddy glister of his lips.

"This is where it cones from Amadeo," he said. He shoved the corpse
towards nme, the filthy clothes brushed all against nme, and as the heavy
head fell back in death, he pushed it even closer so that | had to | ook
down at the doonmed man's coarse and |lifel ess face. He was young, he was
bearded, he was not beautiful, and he was pal e and he was dead.

A seam of white showed beneath each |linp and expressionless eyelid. A
greasy spittle hung fromhis decaying yell owed teeth, his breathless and
col orl ess nout h.

| was speechl ess. Fear, |oathing, these things had no part init. |
was sinply amazed. If | thought, | thought it was wondrous.

In a sudden fit of seem ng anger, ny Master hurled the nman's body to
his left and out into the water where it fell with a dull splashing and
bubbl i ng sound.

He snatched ne up, and | saw the wi ndows falling past ne. | al nost
screamed as we rose above the roofs. H's hands clanped over ny nouth. He
moved so swiftly it was as if something propelled himor thrust him
upwar ds.

W spun round or so it nust have been, and when | opened ny eyes we
stood in a famliar room Long golden curtains settled around us. It was
warm here. In the shadows | saw the glinting outline of a golden swan.

It was Bianca's room her private sanctuary, her very own room

"Master!" | said in fear and revul sion, that we should conme |ike
this, into her chanber, w thout so nmuch as a word.

Fromthe closed doors a tiny seamof light laid itself out upon her
parqueted floor and its thick Persian carpet. It laid itself upon the
deep-carved feathers of her swan bed.

Then came her footsteps hastily, enmerging froman airy cloud of
voi ces, so that she might investigate al one the noise she heard.

The cold wind swept into the roomfromthe open wi ndow as she opened
her doors. Against the draught she slamed them shut, such a fearless
creature, and she reached out with unerring accuracy and raised the w ck
of her nearby |lanp. The flane rose and | saw her staring at nmy Master
t hough she had seen nme as well, for sure.



She was herself, as | had left her a world of hours ago, in gold
vel vet and silk tissue, her braid coiled about the back of her head to
wei gh down her vol um nous tresses which fell in their rippled splendor
over her shoul ders and down her back

Her small face was quick with questioning and al arm

"Marius," she said. "How now, ny Lord, do you conme here like this,
into ny private roon? How now, you come by the wi ndow, and with Anadeo?
VWat is this, jeal ousy of ne?"

"No, only I would have a confession,” ny Master said. H's very voice
trenbled. He held nme tight by ny hand as if | were a nere child as he
approached her, his long finger flying out to accuse her . . . "Tell
him ny darling angel, tell himwhat |ies behind your fabul ous face."

"I don't know what you nean, Marius. But you anger ne. And | order
you out of ny house. Amadeo, what do you say to this abuse?"

"I don't know, Bianca,” | murrmured. | was totally in fear. Never had
| heard ny Master's voice trenble, and never had | heard anyone address
himso famliarly by nane.

"CGet out of ny house, Marius. Go now. | speak to the honorable man in
you. "

"Ah, and how then did your friend Marcellus go, the Florentine, the
one you were told to lure here with your clever words, the one whose
drink you |l aced with enough poison to kill twenty nmen?"

My dansel's face grew brittle but never really hard. She seened a
porcel ain princess as she appraised ny angry, trenbling Master

"What is this to you, ny Lord?" she asked. "Have you becone the G and
Council or the Council of Ten? Take nme up before the courts on charges,
if you will, you stealthy sorcerer! Prove your words."

There was a great high-strung dignity to her. She craned her neck and
rai sed her chin.

"Murderess,” nmy Master said. "I see it nowwithin the solitary cel
of your mnd, a dozen confessions, a dozen cruel and inportunate acts, a
dozen crinmes-."

"No, you cannot judge ne! A magician you nmight be, but you are no
angel, Marius. Not you with your boys."

He dragged her forward, and once again | saw his nouth open. | saw
his deadly teeth.

"No, Master, no!" | ripped |oose of his slack neglected hand and flew
at himwith ny fists, crashing ny body between hers and his and poundi ng
on himwith all nmy might. "You can't do it, Master. | don't care what
she's done. You seek these reasons for what. Call her inportunate? Her
And what is it with you?"

She fell backwards agai nst her bed and struggled up onto it, her |egs
bent. She drew back into the shadows.



"You are the Fiend fromHell hinmself," she whispered. "You are a
nmonster, and | have seen it. Amadeo, he'll never let me live."

"Let her live, ny Lord, or | die with her!" | said. "She's no nore
than a |l esson here, and | will not see her die."

My Master was wetched. He was dazed. He pushed ne away from him
steadying ne so that | didn't fall. He noved towards the bed, but not in
pursuit of her. He sat down beside her. She recoil ed ever deeper agai nst
t he headboard, her hand reaching out vainly for the sheer gold drapery
as if it could save her.

She was wan and snall, and her fierce blue eyes renuained fixed and
wi de.

"We are killers together, Bianca," he whispered to her. He reached
out .

| rushed forward, but only to be stopped casually by his right hand,
and with his left he snpoothed her fewtiny |oose curls back from her
forehead. He rested his hand on her as if he were a priest giving a
bl essi ng.

"OF rude necessity, Sir, all of it,"” she said. "What choice after al
did I have?" How brave she was, how strong |like fine silver suffused

with steel. "Once given the comm ssions, what am| to do, for | know
what is to be done and for whon? How cl ever they were. It was a brew
whi ch took days to kill its victimfar fromny warmroons."

"Call your oppressor here, child, and poison him instead of those he
points out."

"Yes, that ought to do it,"” | said hastily. "Kill the man who put you
up to it."

She seened in truth to think on this and then to smle. "And what of
hi s guards, his kinsnen? They would strangle nme for the grand betrayal ."

"Il kill himfor you, sweet,"” said Marius. "And for that, you'l
owe ne no high crimes, only your gentle forgetful ness of the appetite
you have seen tonight in ne."

For the first time, her courage seenmed to waver. Her eyes filled with
clear pretty tears. A tiny weariness showed itself in her. She hung her
head for a nmonent. "You know who he is, you know where he | odges, you
know that he is in Venice now "

"He's a dead man, ny beautiful lady," ny Master said.

| slipped ny armaround his neck. | kissed his forehead. He kept his
eyes on her.

"Cone, then, cherub,” he said to nme while he still |ooked at her.
"We'|] go to rid the world of this Florentine, this banker, who uses
Bi anca to di spatch those who have given himaccounts in secret.”

This intelligence anazed Bi anca, but once again she made a soft,
knowi ng smile. How graceful she was, how devoid of pride and bitterness.
How t hese horrors were cast aside.



My Master held ne fast to himwith his right arm He reached inside
his jacket with his left and took out of it a |arge beautiful pear-
shaped pearl. It seemed a priceless thing. He gave it to Bianca, who
took it only with hesitation, watching it drop into her l[azy, open hand.

"Let me kiss you, darling princess," he said.

To ny astoni shnent, she allowed it, and he covered her now wth
feathery kisses, and | watched her pretty gol den eyebrows pucker, and
saw her eyes becone dazzl ed, and her body go |inp. She |ay back on her
pillows and then fell into a fast sleep.

We withdrew. | thought | heard the shutters close behind us. The
ni ght was wet and dark. My head was pressed to ny Master's shoul der.
couldn't have | ooked up or noved if | wanted to.

"Thank you, ny beloved Lord, that you didn't kill her," | whispered.
"She is nore than a practical woman," he said. "She is unbroken
still. She has the innocence and cunning of a duchess or a queen."

"But where do we go now?"

"W are there, Amadeo. W are on the roof. Look about you. Do you
hear the din bel ow?"

It was tambourines and druns and flutes playing.

"Ah, so, they will die at their banquet," ny Mster said
t houghtfully. He stood at the edge of the roof, holding to the stone
railing. The wind bl ew his cl oak back, and he turned his eyes up to the
stars.

"I want to see it all,” | said.
He shut his eyes as if 1'd struck hima bl ow

"Don't think me cold, Sir,” | said. "Don't think me tired and used to
things brutal and cruel. | amonly the fool, Sir, the fool for God. W
don't question, if menory serves ne right. W |augh and we accept and we
turn all life into joy."

"Come down with nme, then. There are a crowd of them these crafty
Florentines. Ch, but I amso hungry. | have starved nyself for a night
such as this."

PERHAPS nortals feel this way when they hunt the big beasts of the
forest and of the jungle. For ne, as we went down the stairs fromthe
ceiling into the banquet roomof this new and hi ghly decorated pal azzo,

| felt a rabid excitenent. Men were going to die. Men woul d be nurdered
Men who were bad, nen who had wonged the beautiful Bianca, were going
to be killed without risk to ny all-powerful Master, and without risk to
anyone whom | knew or | oved.

An arny of nercenaries could not have felt |ess conpassion for these
i ndi vidual s. The Venetians in attacking the Turks perhaps had nore
feeling for their eneny than I.

I was spell bound; the scent of blood was already in nme insofar as it
was synbolic. | wanted to see blood flow | didn't like Florentines



anyway, and | certainly didn't understand bankers, and | nost definitely
wanted swi ft vengeance, not only for those who had bent Bianca to their
will but on those who had put her in the path of nmy Master's thirst.

So be it.

W entered a spaci ous and inpressive banquet hall where a party of
some seven nen was gorging itself on a splendid supper of roast pork
Fl em sh tapestries, all very new and with splendid hunting scenes of
lords and | adies with their horses and hounds, were hung fromgreat iron
rods all through the room covering even the wi ndows and falling heavily
to the very floor

The floor itself was a fine inlay of nulticolored marble, fashioned
in pictures of peacocks, conplete with jewels in their great fanlike
tails.

The tabl e was very broad, and three nmen sat behind the table all on
one side, virtually sl obbering over heaps of gold plates littered with
the sticky bones offish and fow, and the roasted pig hinself, poor
swol I en creature, whose head remai ned, ignom niously grasping the
i nevitabl e apple as though it were the ultimte expression of his fina
wi sh.

The other three nen-all young and somewhat pretty and nost athletic,
by the | ook of their beautifully nuscled | egs-were busy dancing in an
artful circle, hands neeting in the center, as a small gathering of boys
pl ayed the instruments whose poundi ng march we had heard on the roof.

Al'l appeared sonmewhat greasy and stained fromthe feast. But not a
menber of the conpany | acked | ong thick fashionable hair, and ornate,
heavily worked silk tunics and hose. There was no fire for heat, and
i ndeed none of these nmen needed any such, and all were tricked out in
vel vet jackets with trimrm ngs of powdered erm ne or mniver or silver
f ox.

The wi ne was being sl opped fromthe pitcher into the goblets by one
who seened quite unable to manage such a gesture. And the three who
danced, though they had a courtly design to enact, were al so
roughhousi ng and shovi ng one another in sonme sort of deliberate nockery
of the dance steps that all knew

| saw at once that the servants had been di sm ssed. Several goblets
had spilled. Tiny gnats, despite the winter, had congregated over the
shiny hal f-eaten carcasses and the heaps of nmoist fruit.

A gol den haze hung over the room whi ch was the snoke fromthe tobacco
of the nmen which they snmoked in a variety of different pipes. The
background of the tapestries was invariably a dark blue, and this gave
t he whol e scene a warnm h agai nst which the rich varicol ored cl othes of
t he boy nusicians and the dinner guests shone brilliantly.

I ndeed, as we entered the snmoky warnth of the room | felt
i ntoxicated by the atnosphere, and when nmy Master bid ne sit down at one
end of the table, | did so out of weakness, though I shrank from
touching even the top of the table, let alone the edge of the various
pl at es.

The red-faced, bawing nmerrymakers took no notice of us. The thunping
din of the nusicians was sufficient to render us invisible, because it



overpowered the senses. But the nmen were far too drunk to have seen us
in perfect silence. Indeed, ny Master, after planting a kiss on ny
cheek, went to the very center of the table, to a space left there,
presumably by one of those cavorting to the nusic, and he stepped over
t he padded bench and sat down.

Only then did the two nen on either side of him who had been shouting
at one anot her adamantly about sone point or other, take notice of this
respl endent scarlet-clad guest.

My Master had let the hood of his cape fall, and his hair was won-
drously shaped in its prodigious |length. He | ooked the Christ again at
the Last Supper with his |l ean nose and mld full nouth, and the bl ond
hair parted so cleanly in the mddle, and the whole mass of it alive
fromthe danp of the night.

He | ooked fromone to the other of these guests, and to ny
astoni shnmrent as | | ooked down the table at him he plunged into their
conversation, discussing with themthe atrocities visited upon those
Venetians |left in Constantinople when the twenty-one-year-old Turk
Sultan Mehmet I1, had conquered the city.

It seemed there was some argunent as to how the Turks actually
breached the sacred capital, and one man was saying that had not the
Veneti an ships sailed away from Constanti nopl e, deserting her before the
final days, the city m ght have been saved.

No chance at all, said the other, a robust red-haired man with
seem ngly gol den eyes. What a beauty! If this was the rogue who m sl ed
Bi anca, | could see why. Between red beard and nustache, his lips were a
[ ush Cupid's bow, and his jaw had the strength of M chel angel o's
super human nmarble figure

"For forty-eight days, the cannons of the Turk had bonbarded the
wal s of the city,” he declared to his consort, "and eventually they
br oke through. \Wat coul d be expected? Have you ever seen such guns?"

The other man, a very pretty dark-haired olive-skinned fellow wth
rounded cheeks very close to his small nose and | arge vel vet bl ack eyes,
becane furious and said that the Venetians had acted |ike cowards, and
that their supported fleet could have stopped even the cannons if they
had ever come. Wth his fist he rattled the plate in front of him
"Const anti nopl e was abandoned!" he decl ared. "Venice and Genoa did not
hel p her. The greatest enmpire on Earth was all owed on that horrible day
to coll apse.™

"Not so," said nmy Master sonewhat quietly, raising his eyebrows and
tilting his head slightly to one side. Hi s eyes swept slowy fromone
man to the other. "There were in fact many brave Veneti ans who cane to

the rescue of Constantinople. | think, and with reason, that even if the
entire Venetian fleet had conme, the Turks would have continued. It was
the dream of the young Sultan Mehnmet |1 to have Constantinople and he

woul d never have stopped."

Ch, this was nost interesting. | was ready for such a lesson in history.
| had to hear and see this nore clearly, so | junped up and went round
the table, pulling up a light cross-legged chair with a confortable red
| eat her sling seat, so that | mght have a good vantage point on all of
them | put it at an angle so that | mght better see the dancers, who
even in their clunsiness nade quite a picture, if only because of their



| ong ornate sleeves flapping about and the slap of their jeweled
slippers on the tile floor

The red-haired one at table, tossing back his long richly curling
mane, was nost encouraged by my Master, and gave hima w | d adoring
| ook.

"Yes, yes, here is a man who knows what happened, and you lie, you
fool," he said to the other man. "And you know t he Genoese fought
bravely, right to the end. Three ships were sent by the Pope; they broke
t hrough the bl ockade of the harbor, slipping right by the Sultan's evil
castle of Runeli H sar. It was G ovanni Longo, and can you inmagi ne the
bravery?"

"Frankly, no!" said the black-haired one, |leaning forward in front of
my Master as if my Master were a statue.

"It was brave," said ny Master casually. "Wy do you say nonsense you
don't believe? You know what had happened to the Venetian ships caught
by the Sultan, conme now. "

"Yes, speak up on that. Wuld you have gone into that harbor?"
demanded the red-haired Florentine. "You know what they did to the
Veneti an ships they caught six nonths before? They beheaded every man on
board. "

"Except the man in charge!"” cried out a dancer who had turned to join
t he conversation, but went on so as not to lose his step. "They inpal ed
himon a stake. This was Antonio Ri zzo, one of the finest nmen there ever
was." He went on dancing with an of fhand cont enptuous gesture over his
shoul der. Then he slipped as he pivoted and alnpbst fell. H's dancing
conpani ons caught him

The bl ack-haired man at the table shook his head.

"If it had been a full Venetian fleet-," cried the black-haired nman
"But you Florentines and you Venetians are all the sane, treacherous,
hedgi ng your bets."

My Master |aughed as he watched the man
"Don't you laugh at ne," declared the black-haired nman. "You're a
Venetian; |'ve seen you a thousand tines, "you and that boy!"

He gestured to ne. | |ooked at ny Master. My Master only smled. Then
| heard hi mwhisper distinctly to ne, so that it struck my ear as if he
were next to ne rather than so nany feet away. "Testinony of the dead,
Amadeo. "

The bl ack-haired man picked up his goblet, slopped sone wi ne down his
throat and spilt as much down his pointed beard. "A whole city of
conni ving bastards!" he declared. "Good for one thing, and that's
borrowi ng noney at high interest when they spend everything they' ve got
on fancy clothes.”

"You should talk," said the red-haired one. "You |l ook |ike a
goddammed peacock. | ought to cut off your tail. Let's get back to
Const anti nopl e since you' re so dammed sure it coul d have been saved!"

"You are a dammed Venetian yourself now "



"I"ma banker; I"'ma man of responsibility,” said the redhead. "I
admre those who do well by nme." He picked up his own goblet, but
i nstead of drinking the wine, he threwit in the face of the bl ack-
hai red man

My Master did not bother to | ean back, so undoubtedly sone of the
wine spilled on him He | ooked fromone to the other of the ruddy
sweating faces on either side of him

"G ovanni Longo, one of the bravest Genoese ever to captain a ship,
stayed in that city during the entire siege," cried the red-haired man
"That's courage. I'll put noney on a man like that."

"I don't know why," cried the dancer again, the same one as before.
He broke fromthe circle | ong enough to declare, "He |lost the battle,
and besi des, your Father had plenty enough sense not to bank on any of
them"

"Don't you dare!" said the red-haired nan. "Here's to G ovanni Longo
and the CGenoese who fought with him" He grabbed the pitcher, all but
knocking it over, showered wine on his goblet and the table, then took a
deep gulp. "And here's to nmy Father. May God have nmercy on his imorta
soul . Father, | have slain your enemes, and I'll slay those who nmake of
i gnorance a pastine.”

He turned, jammed his elbowinto ny Master's cl othes and said, "That
boy of yours is a beauty. Don't be hasty. Think this over. How much?"

My Master burst out |aughing nore sweetly and naturally than |I'd ever
heard hi m | augh

"Ofer me sonething, sonmething I mght want," said ny Master as he
| ooked at ne, with a secretive, glittering shift of his eyes.

It seemed every man in the roomwas taking nmy nmeasure, and understand,
these were not |overs of boys; these were nerely Italians of their tine,
who, fathering children as was required of them and debauchi ng wonen any
chance they got, neverthel ess appreciated a plunp and juicy young man
the way that men now m ght appreciate a slice of golden toast heaped
with sour cream and the finest blackest caviar.

| couldn't help but smle. Kill them | thought, slaughter them I
felt fetching and even beautiful. Conme on, sonebody, tell ne | nake you
thi nk of Mercury chasing away the clouds in Botticelli's Primavera, but
the red-haired man, fixing ne with an inpish playful glance, said:

"Ah, he is Verrocchio's David, the very nodel for the bronze statue.

Don't try to tell ne he is not. And i mortal, ah, yes, | can see it,
imortal. He shall never die."” Again he lifted his goblet. Then he felt
of the breast of his tunic, and pulled up out of the powdered erm ne
trimof his jacket a rich gold nedallion with a table dianond of inmense
size. He ripped the chain right off his neck and extended this proudly
to ny Master, who watched it spin on the dangle in front of himas if it
were an orb with which he was to be spel | bound.
"For all of us," said the black-haired man, turning and | ooki ng hard
at me. There was | aughter fromthe others. The dancers cried, "Yes, and
for me," "Unless | go second with him nothing" and "Here, to go first,
even before you."



This last was said to the red-haired nman, but the jewel the dancer
tossed at ny Master, a carbuncle ring of some glittering purple stone,
didn't know.

"A sapphire,” said nmy Master in a whisper, with a teasing |looking to
me. "Amadeo, you approve?"

The third dancer, a blond-haired man, sonewhat shorter than anyone
present and with a small hunp on his |eft shoul der, broke free of the
circle and cane towards nme. He took off all his rings, as if shearing
hi nsel f of gloves, and tossed themall clattering at ny feet.

"Smle sweetly on nme, young god," he said, though he panted fromthe
dance and the velvet collar was drenched. He wobbled on his feet and
al nrost turned over but managed to make fan of it, twirling heavily back
into his dance

The music thunped on and on, as if the dancers thought it neet to
drown out the very drunkenness of their Masters.

"Does anybody care about the siege of Constantinople?" asked ny
Mast er .

"Tell me what became of G ovanni Longo,"” | asked in a small voice
Al eyes were on ne.

"It's the siege of... Amadeo, was it? ... Yes, Amadeo, that | have in
mnd!" cried the blond-haired dancer.

"By and by, Sir," | said. "But teach nme some history."

"You little inp," said the black-haired man. "You don't even pick up
his rings.”

"My fingers are covered with rings," | said politely, which was true

The red-haired man i medi ately went back into the battle. "G ovanni
Longo stayed for forty days of bonbardment. He fought all night when the
Turk breached the walls. Nothing frightened him He was carried to
safety only because he was shot."

"And the guns, Sir?" | asked. "Were they so very big?"

"And | suppose you were there!" cried the black-haired man to the
redhead, before the redhead coul d answer ne.

"My Father was there!" said the redhead man. "And lived to tell it.
He was with the | ast ship that slipped out of the harbor with the
Veneti ans, and before you speak, Sir, mnd you, you don't speak ill of
nmy Fat her or those Venetians. They carried the citizenry to safety, Sir,
the battle was lost..."

"They deserted, you nean," said the black-haired man

"I mean slipped out carrying the hel pl ess refugees after the Turks
had won. You call ny Father a coward? You know no nore about manners
than you know about war. You're too stupid to fight with, and too
drunk."



"Aren," said nmy Master.

"Tell him" said the red-haired man to nmy Master. "You, Marius De
Romanus, you tell him" He took another slobbering gulp. "Tell himabout
t he massacre, what happened. Tell himhow G ovanni Longo fought on the
wal s until he was hit in the chest. Listen, you crackbrained fool!" he
shouted at his friend. "Nobody knows nore about all of it than Marius De
Romanus. Sorcerers are clever, so says ny whore, and here is to Bianca
Solderini." He drained his glass.

"Your whore, Sir?" | demanded. "You say that of such a woman and here
in the presence of drunken disrespectful nmen?"

They paid no mind to ne, not the red-haired man, who was again
drai ning his goblet, or the others.

The bl ond- hai red dancer staggered over to ne. "They're too drunk to
renenber you, beautiful boy," he said. "But not I."

"Sir, you stunble at your dance," | said. "Don't stunmble in your
rounds with ne.”

"You mserable little whelp,"” said the man, and fell towards ne,
| osing his balance. | darted out of the chair to the right. He slipped
over the chair and fell to the floor

There was uproarious |aughter fromthe others. The two renaining
dancers gave up their patterned steps.

"G ovanni Longo was brave," ny Master said calmy, surveying
everything and then returning his cool glance to the red-haired man
"They were all brave. But nothing could save Byzantium Her hour had
cone. Tinme had run out for the Enperors and chi mey sweeps. And in the
hol ocaust that followed, so nuch was irretrievably lost. Libraries by
the hundreds were burnt. So many sacred texts with all their
i mponder abl e nysteries went up in snoke."

| backed away fromthe drunk attacker, who rolled over on the floor

"You lousy little | apdog!" the sprawling nman shouted at ne. "G ve ne
your hand, | tell you.™"

"Ah, but Sir," | said, "I think you want nore than that."

"And 1'Il have it!" he said, but he only skidded and fell back down
again with a m serabl e groan.

One of the other nen at tabl e-handsonme but older, with |long thick wavy
gray hair and a beautifully lined face, a man who had been gorgi ng
hinself in silence on a greasy joint of mutton-looked up at ne over the
joint and at the fallen, twi sting man who struggled to get to his feet.

"Hmm So CGoliath falls, little David," he said, smling up at ne.
"M nd your tongue, little David, we are not all stupid giants, and your
stones are not for throw ng just yet."

| smled back at him "Your jest is as clunsy as your friend, Sir. As
for my stones, as you put it, they' Il stay right where they are in their
pouch and wait for you to stunble in the way of your friend."



"Did you say the books, Sir," asked the red-haired nan of Marius,
conpletely oblivious to this little exchange. "The books were burnt in
the fall of the greatest city in the world?"

"Yes, he cares about books, this fellow " said the black-haired man
"Sir, you better look to your little boy. He's a goner, the dance has
changed. Tell himnot to nock his elders.™

The two dancers cane towards ne, both as drunk as the man who had
fallen. They made to caress me, simultaneously beconming with great
odori ferous and heavy breathing a beast with four arnmns.

"You smile at our friend rolling around on the ground?" one of them
asked, sticking his knee between ny | egs.

| backed up, barely escaping the rude blow. "Seenmed the kindest thing
| could do," I answered. "Being that ny worship was the cause of his
fall. Don't plunge into such devotions, yourself, Sirs. | haven't the
slightest inclination to answer your prayers.”

My Master had risen.

"I tire of this,” he said in a cold, clear voice that echoed through
the tapestries off the walls. It had a chilling sound to it.

Al'l | ooked at him even the struggling man on the fl oor

"Indeed!" said the black-haired man, |ooking up. "Marius De Romanus,
isit? I've heard of you. | don't fear you."

"How merci ful for you,” said nmy Master in a whisper with a smle. He
pl aced his hand on the nman's head and the man whi pped hi nsel f back and
away, alnost falling off the bench, but now he was nost definitely
afraid.

The dancers took their measure of nmy Master, no doubt trying to gauge
whet her he woul d be easy to overwhel m

One of themturned on ne again. "Prayers, Hell!" he said.

"Sir, mind ny Master. You weary him and in weariness he is a perfect
crank." | snatched back nmy armas he nmeant to take it.

| backed away even further, into the very nmidst of the boy mnusicians
so that the music rose about ne |ike a protective cloud.

I could see panic in their faces, yet they played all the faster
i gnoring the sweat on their brows.

"Sweet, sweet, gentlenmen,” | said. "I like it. But play a requiem if
you will."

They gave nme desperate gl ances but no other regard. The drum beat on
and the pipe nmade its snaky nel ody and the roomthrobbed with the
strumm ng of the lutes.

The bl ond-haired man on the floor screanmed for help, as he absolutely
couldn't get up, and the two dancers went to his aid, though one shot
his watchful darts at ne.



My Master | ooked down at the bl ack-haired chall enger and then pulled
himstraight up fromthe bench with one hand and went to kiss his neck
The man hung in ny Master's grip. He froze like a small tender mammal in
the teeth of a great beast, and | al nost heard the great draught of
bl ood run out of himas my Master's hair shivered and fell down to cover
the fatal repast.

Quickly, he let the man drop. Only the red-haired fell ow observed al
this. And he seenmed in his intoxication not to know what to make of it.
I ndeed he rai sed one eye, wondering, and drank again fromhis filthy

sl oppy cup. He licked the fingers of his right hand, one by one, as if
he were a cat, as ny Master dropped his bl ack-haired conpani on facedown
on the table, indeed, right into a plate of fruit.

"Drunken idiot," said the red-haired man. "No one fights for val or
or honor, or decency."

"Not many in any event," said ny Master |ooking down at him

"They broke the world in half, those Turks," said the red-haired man
still staring at the dead one, who surely stared stupidly at himfrom
the smashed plate. | couldn't see the dead man's face, but it excited ne
trenendously that he was dead.

"Come now, gentlenen," said ny Master, "and you, Sir, cone here, you
who gave ny child so nmany rings."

"I's he your son, Sir?" cried the blond hunpback, who was finally on
his feet. He pushed his friends away fromhim He turned and went to the
sumons. "1'1l father himbetter than you ever did."

My Master appeared suddenly and w t hout a sound on our side of the
table. His garnents settled at once, as if he had only taken a step. The
red-haired man did not even seemto see it.

" Skander beg, the great Skanderbeg, | raise a toast to him" said the
red-haired man, to hinself apparently. "He's been dead too |ong, and
give me but five Skanderbegs and 1'd raise a new Crusade to take back
our city fromthe Turks."

"I ndeed, who wouldn't with five Skanderbegs," said the elderly man
further down the table, the one nibbling and tearing at the joint. He

wi ped his nmouth with his naked wist. "But there is no general |ike unto
Skander beg, and there never was, save the man hinself. Wiat's the matter
wi t h Ludovi co? You fool!" He stood up.

My Master had put his arm around the bl ond one, who pushed at him
quite dismayed that ny Master was i nmovable. Now as the two dancers
of fered ny Master pushes and shoves to free their conpani on, ny Master
again planted his fatal kiss. He lifted the chin of the bl ond one and
went right for the big artery in the neck. He swng the man around and
appeared to draw up the blood fromhimin one great draught. In a flash,
he closed the man's eyes with two white fingers and let the body slip to
the floor.

"It is your tine to die, good Sirs,"” he said to the dancers who now

backed away from him

One of them pulled his sword.



"Don't be so stupid!" shouted his conpanion. "You' re drunk. You'l
never-. "
"No, you won't, " said nmy Master with a little sigh. His |ips were
nmore pink than I had ever seen them and the blood he'd drunk paraded in
his cheeks. Even his eyes had a greater gloss, and a greater gl eam

He closed his very hand over the man's sword and with the press of
his thunb snapped the netal, so that the nan held only a fragnent in his
hand.

"How dare you!" cried the man

"How did you is nore to the point!" sang out the red-haired man at
the table. "Cracked in half, is it? Wiat kind of steel is that?"

The joint nibbler laughed very loud and threw back his head. He tore
nore nmeat from the bone

My Master reached out and plucked fromtine and space the w el der of
t he broken sword, and now to bare the vein, broke the man's neck with a
| oud snap.

It seemed the other three had heard it-the one who ate the joint, the
wary dancer and the man with the red hair.

It was the [ ast of the dancers whom ny Master enbraced next. He
caught the man's face in his hands as if it were love, and drank again,
gasping the man's throat so that | saw the bl ood just for an instant, a
veritable deluge of it, which nmy Master then covered with his nouth and
hi s bent head.

| could see the blood punp into ny Master's hand. | couldn't wait for
himto raise his head, and this he did very soon, sooner even than he
had left his last victim and he |ooked at nme dream |y and his
countenance was all afire. He | ooked as human as any man in the room
even crazed with his special drink, as they were with their conmon w ne.

H s vagrant blond curls were plastered to his forehead by the sweat
that rose in him and | saw it was a fine sheen of bl ood.

The music abruptly stopped.
It was not the mayhem but the sight of ny Master which had stopped

, as he let this last victimslip, a |oose sack of bones, to the
oor .

"Requiem " | said again. "Their ghosts will thank you, kind
Gentl enen. "
"Either that, " said Marius to the nusicians as he drew cl ose, "or

fly the room

"I say fly the room" whispered the lute player. At once they al
turned and nade for the doors. They pulled and pulled upon the latch in
their haste, cursing and shouting.

My Master backed up and gathered the jeweled rings fromaround the
chair where |1'd been seated before.



"My boys, you go wi thout paynent," he said

In their hel pless whining fear, they turned and beheld the rings
being tossed to them and stupidly and eagerly and fall of shane, they
each caught a single treasure as ny Master ained it.

Then the doors flew open and cracked agai nst the walls.

Qut they went, all but scraping the doorfrane, and the doors then
shut .

"That's clever!" remarked the man with the joint which he laid aside
at last, as all the neat was gone. "How you'd do it, Marius De Romanus?
| hear tell you're a powerful magician. Don't know why the Geat Counci
doesn't call you up on charges of witchcraft. Miust be all the nobney you
have, no?"

| stared at ny Master. Never had | seen himso |ovely as now when he
was flushed with this new blood. | wanted to touch him | wanted to go
into his arms. H s eyes were drunken and soft as he | ooked at ne.

But he broke off his seductive stare and went back to the table, and
around it properly, and stood beside the man who had feasted on the
joint.

The gray-haired man | ooked up at himand then gl anced at his red-
hai red conpanion. "Don't be a fool, Martino," he said to the redhead.
"It's probably perfectly legal to be a witch in the Veneto as long as a
man pays his tax. Put your noney in Martino's bank, Marius De Romanus."

"Ah, but | do," said Marius De Romanus, ny Master, "and it earns ne
quite a good return.™

He sat down again between the dead man and the red-haired man, who
seened quite delighted and exhilarated to have himreturn

"Martino," said ny Master. "Let's talk sone nore of the fall of
Enpires. Your Father, why was he with the Genoese?"

The red-haired man, now quite aflane with the whol e di scussion
declared with pride that his Father had been the representative of the
famly bank in Constantinople, and that he had died afterwards due to
t he wounds he'd suffered on that |ast and awful day.

"He saw it," said the red-haired man, "he saw the wonen and chil dren
sl aughtered. He saw the priests torn fromthe altars of Santa Sofia. He
knows the secret."

"The secret!" scoffed the elderly man. He noved down the table and,
with a big swipe of his left arm shoved the dead man off over the bench
so that he fell back on the floor

"Good God, you heartless bastard,” said the red-haired man. "Did you
hear his skull crack? Don't treat nmy guest in that manner, not if you
want to live."
| cane closer to the table.

"Yes, do come on, pretty one," said the redhead. "Sit down." He
turned on nme his blazing golden eyes. "Sit here, opposite ne. Good Cod,



| ook at Francisco there. | swear | heard his skull crack."

"He's dead," said Marius softly. "It's all right for the nonent,
don't worry onit." Hs face was all the nore bright fromthe bl ood he'd
drunk. Indeed the color was even now, and radiant overall, and his hair

seened all the fairer against his blushing skin. Atiny spider's web of
veins lived within each of his eyes, not detracting one jot fromtheir
awesomne | ustrous beauty.

"Ch, all right, fine, they're dead,"” said the redhead, with a shrug.
"Yes, | was telling you, and you dammed wel| better mark my words
because | know. The priests, the priests picked up the sacred chalice
and the Sacred Host and they went into a hiding place in Santa Sofia. My
Father saw this with his own eyes. | know the secret."

"Eyes, eyes, eyes," said the elderly man. "Your Father nust have been
a peacock to have had so nany eyes!"”

"Shut up or I'"Il slit your throat," said the red-haired man. "Look
what you did to Francisco, knocking himover |ike that. Good God!" He
made the Sign of the Cross rather lazily. "There's blood comng fromthe
back of his head."

My Master turned and, |eaning down, swept up five fingerfuls of this
bl ood. He turned to ne slowy and then to the redhead. He sucked the
bl ood of f one finger. "Dead,” he said with a little smle. "But it's
plenty warmand thick." He smled slowy.

The red-haired man was as fascinated as a child at a puppet show

My Master extended his bl oody fingers, pal mup, and nade a snile as
if to say, "You want to taste it?"

The red-haired man grabbed Marius's wist and |icked the bl ood off
his forefinger and thunmb. "Hmmm very good," he said. "Al ny conpani ons
are of the best blood."

"You're telling nme," said my Master. | couldn't rip my eyes off him
of f his changing face. It seemed now his cheeks did darken, or maybe it
was only their curve as he smled. Hs |lips were rosy.

"And 1'm not finished, Amradeo," he whispered. "I've only begun."

"He's not bad hurt!" insisted the elderly man. He studied the victim
on the floor. He was worried. Had he killed hin? "It's just a nere cut
on the back of his head, that's all. Isn't it?"

"Yes, a tiny cut,"” said Marius. "Wat's this secret, ny dear
friend?" He had his back to the gray-haired man, speaking to the redhead
with nuch nore interest as he had been all al ong.

"Yes, please,” | said. "What's the secret, Sir?" | asked. "Is that
the secret, that the priests ran?"

"No, child, don't be dense!" said the red-haired man | ooki ng across
the table at me. He was powerfully beautiful. Had Bianca | oved hi n? She
never said.

"The secret, the secret,” he said. "If you don't believe in this
secret, then you'll believe nothing, nothing sacred or otherw se."



He lifted his goblet. It was enpty. | picked up the pitcher and
filled it with the dark lovely-snelling red wine. | considered taking a
taste of it, then a revulsion filled ne.

"Nonsense, " whi spered ny Master. "Drink to their passing. Go ahead.
There's a clean goblet."

"Ch, yes, forgive nme," said the redhead. "I haven't even offered you
a cup. Good God, to think I threw a nere table dianond on the board for
you, when | would have your love." He picked up the goblet, a rich fancy
thing of inlaid silver with tiny stones. | saw now that all the goblets
were a set, all carved with tiny delicate figures and set with these
same bright little stones. He set down this goblet for ne with a clonk
He took the pitcher fromne and filled the goblet and then thrust it at
ne.

| thought | would become so sick I'd vomt on the floor. | |ooked up
at him at his near sweet face and his pretty blazing red hair. He gave
a boyish smle, showing small but perfect white teeth, very pearly, and
he seenmed to dote on ne and to drift, not uttering a word.

"Take it, drink," said my Master. "Yours is a dangerous road, Amadeo,
drink for know edge and drink for strength.”

"You don't nmock nme now, Sir, do you?" | asked, staring at the red-
hai red man though | spoke to Mari us.

"I love you, Sir, as | always have," said nmy Master, "but you do see
something in what | say, for I'mcoarsened by human blood. It's always
the fact. Only in starvation do I find an ethereal purity.”

"Ah, and you turn me from penance at every juncture,” | said,
"towards the senses, towards pl easure.”

The red-haired man and | had | ocked eyes. Yet | heard Marius answer
ne.

"It's a penance to kill, Amadeo, that's the rub. It's a penance to
slay for nothing, nothing, not 'honor, not valor, not decency,' as our
friend says here.™

"Yes!" said "our friend," who turned to Marius and then back to ne.
"Drink!" He thrust the goblet at ne.

"And when it's all done, Amadeo, gather up these goblets for ne and
bring them honme so | mght have a trophy of ny failure and ny defeat,
for they will be one and the sane, and a |l esson for you as well. Sel dom
isit all sorich and clear as it is to ne now. "

The red-haired man | eaned forward, deep into the flirt, and put the
goblet right against nmy lip. "Little David, you'll grow up to be the
King, remenber? Oh, | would worship you now, tender-cheeked little man
that you are, and beg for one psal mfromyour harp, just one, were it
given with your own will."

My Master whispered | ow, "Can you grant a man's dyi ng request?"

"I think he is dead!" said the gray-haired nman with obnoxi ous | oud-
ness. "Look, Martino, | think I did kill him his head's bleeding |like a



dammed tonmato. Look!"

"Ch, shut up about him™" said Martino, the redhead, w thout taking
his eyes off mne. "Do grant a dying man's request, little David," he
went on. "W are all dying, and | for you, and that you die with ne,
just alittle, Sir, in ny arns? Let us make a little game of it. It wll
anuse you, Marius De Romanus. You'll see | ride himand stroke himwth
one artful rhythm and you'll behold a scul pture of flesh that becones a
fountain, as what | punp into himconmes forth fromhimin ny hand.”

He cupped his hand as if he had nmy organ already in it. He kept his
eyes on nme. Then in a | ow whisper, he said, "I"'mtoo soft to nake ny
scul pture. Let me drink it fromyou. Have nercy on the parched.”

| snatched the goblet out of his wavering hand and drank down the
wi ne. My body tightened. | thought the wi ne woul d cone back up and spew.
| made it go down. | |ooked at ny Master

"This is ugly, | hate it."

"Ch, nonsense,” he said, barely nmoving his lips. "There's beauty al
around!"

"Damed if he isn't dead," said the gray-haired man. He ki cked the
body of Francisco on the floor. "Martino, |I'mout of here.”

"Stay, Sir," said Marius. "I would kiss you good night." He cl apped
his hand over the gray-haired man's wist and |lunged at his throat, but
what did it look like to the red-haired one, who gave it only a bleary
gl ance before he continued his worship? He filled nmy gobl et again.

A moan canme fromthe gray-haired man, or was it from Marius?

I was petrified. Wien he turned fromhis victim | would see even
nore blood teeming in him and | would have given all the world to see
hi mwhite again, ny marble god, nmy graven Father in our private bed.

The red-haired man rose before nme as he | eant over the table and put
his wet lips on mine. "I die for you, boy!" he said.

"No, you die for nothing," said Marius.
"Master, not him please!"™ | cried.

I fell back, nearly losing ny bal ance on the bench. My Master's arm
had cone between us, and his hand covered the red-haired man's shoul der

"What's the secret, Sir?" | cried frantically, "the secret of Santa
Sofia, the one we nust believe?"

The red-haired man was utterly befuddl ed. He knew he was drunk. He
knew t hi ngs around himdi dn't make sense. But he thought it was because
he was drunk. He | ooked at Marius's armacross his chest, and he even
turned and | ooked at the fingers clutching his shoul der. Then he | ooked
at Marius and so did I.

Marius was human, utterly human. There was no trace of the
i nper neabl e and i ndestructible god left. H s eyes and his face sinmered
in the blood. He was flushed as a man fromrunning, and his |ips were
bl oody, and when he |icked them now, his tongue was ruby red. He smled



at Martino, the last of them the only one left alive.

Martino pulled his gaze away from Marius and | ooked at nme. At once he
softened and lost his alarm He spoke with reverence.

"In the mdst of the siege, as the Turks stormed the church, sonme of
the priests left the altar of Santa Sofia," he said. "They took with
themthe chalice and the Bl essed Sacrament, our Lord' s Body and Bl ood.
They are hidden this very day in the secret chanbers of Santa Sofia, and
on the very nonent that we take back the city, on the very nonent when
we take back the great church of Santa Sofia, when we drive the Turks
out of our capital, those priests, those very priests will return.
They' Il come out of their hiding place and go up the steps of the altar
and they will resume the Mass at the very point where they were forced
to stop."

"Ah," | said, sighing and marveling at it. "Master," | said softly.
"That's a good enough secret to save a man's life, isn't it?"

"No," said Marius. "I know the story, and he nmade our Bianca a
whore. "

The red-haired man strained to follow our words, to fathomthe depth
of our exchange.

"A whore? Bianca? A nmurderer ten tines over, Sir, but not a whore.
Not hi ng so sinple as a whore." He studied Marius as though he thought
this heated passionately florid man was beautiful, indeed. And well he
was.

"Ah, but you taught her the art of nurder,"” said Marius al nost
tenderly, his fingers massaging the man's shoulder, while with his left
arm he reached around Martino's back, until his left hand mght |ock on
the man's shoulder with his right. He bent his forehead to touch
Martino's tenple.

"Hmm " Martino shook hinself all over. "I've drunk too nuch. | never
taught her any such thing."

"Ah, but you did, you taught her, and to kill for such paltry suns."
"Master, what is it to us?"

"My son forgets hinmself," said Marius, still |ooking at Martino. "He
forgets that | ambound to kill you on behalf of our sweet |ady, whom
you so finagled into your dark, sticky plots.™
"She rendered ne a service," said Martino. "Let ne have the boy!"

"Beg pardon?"

"You nmean to kill me, so do it. But let ne have the boy. A kiss, Sir,
that's all | ask. A kiss, that is the world. I'"mtoo drunk for anything
el se!”

"Pl ease, Master, | can't endure this," | said.

"Then, how will you endure eternity, nmy child? Don't you know that's
what | nmean to give you? Wiat power under God is there that can break
me?" He threw a fierce angry glance at ne, but it seenmed nore artifice



than true enotion.
"I"ve learnt nmy lessons,” | said. "I only hate to see himdie."

"Ah, yes, then you have learnt. Martino, kiss ny child if he'll allow
it, and mark you, be gentle when you do."

It was | who | eant across the table now and planted ny kiss on the man's
cheek. He turned and caught ny mouth with his, hungry, sour with w ne,
but enticingly, electrically hot.

The tears sprang to nmy eyes. | opened ny mouth to himand let his
tongue cone into nme. And with ny eyes shut, | felt it quiver, and his
lips beconme tight, as if they had been turned to hard netal clanped to
me and unable to cl ose.

My Master had him had his throat, and the kiss was frozen, and I,
weepi ng, put out my hand blindly to find the very place in his neck
where nmy Master's evil teeth had driven in. | felt nmy Master's silky
lips, | felt the hard teeth beneath them | felt the tender neck

| opened ny eyes and pull ed nyself away. My dooned Martino sighed and
nmoaned and closed his lips, and sat back in ny Master's grip with his
eyes hal f-mast.

He turned his head slowy towards my Master. In a small raw drunken
voi ce, he spoke. "For Bianca ..."

"For Bianca," | said. | sobbed, muffling it with ny hand.

My Master drew up. Wth his left hand, he snmoothed back Mar-tino's
danp and tangled hair. "For Bianca," he said into his ear

"Never . . . never should have let her live," cane the |ast sighing
words from Martino. His head fell forward over ny Master's right arm

My Master kissed the back of his head, and let himslip dowm onto the
tabl e.

"Charmng to the last,"”
your soul ."

said he. "Just a real poet to the bottom of

| stood up, pushing the bench away behind ne, and | noved out into
the center of the room | cried and cried, and couldn't nmuffle it with

nmy hand. | dug into ny jacket for a handkerchief, and just as | went to
wi pe ny tears, | stunbled backwards over the dead hunpbacked man and
alnmost fell. | cried out, a terrible weak and i gnom ni ous cry.

I moved back away from him and away fromthe bodi es of his conpanions
until | felt behind ne the heavy, scratchy tapestry, and snelled its
dust and threads.

"Ah, so this was what you wanted of me," | sobbed. | veritably
sobbed. "That | should hate it, that |I should weep for them fight for
them beg for them"”

He sat at the table still, Christ of the Last Supper, with his neatly
parted hair, his shining face, his ruddy hands fol ded one on top of the
other, looking with his hot and swi mr ng eyes at ne.



"Weep for one of them at |east one!" he said. H's voice grew
wrathful. "Is that too nuch to ask? That one death be regretted anbng so
many?" He rose fromthe table. He seenmed to quake with his rage

| pushed the handkerchi ef over ny face, sobbing into it.

"For a nanel ess beggar in a makeshift boat for a bed we have no
tears, do we, and would not our pretty Bianca suffer because we've
pl ayed the young Adonis in her bed! And of some of those, we weep for
none but that one, the very nost evil without question, because he
flatters us, is it not so?"

"I knew him" | whispered. "I nean, in this short time | knew him
and . "

"And you woul d have themrun fromyou, anonynmous as foxes in the
brush!"™ He pointed to the tapestries blazoned with the Courtly Hunt.
"Behold with a man's eyes what | show you."

There was a sudden darkening of the room a flutter of all the many
candles. | gasped, but it was only he, cone to stand right in front of
me and | ook down at ne, a feverish, blushing being whose very heat |
could feel as if every pore of himgave forth warm breath.

"Master," | cried, swallowi ng ny sobs. "Are you happy w th what
you' ve taught nme or not? Are you happy with what |'ve learnt or not!
Don't you play with ne over this! |I'mnot your puppet, Sir, no, never
that! What would you have nme be, then? Why this anger?" | shuddered al
over, the tears veritably flooding fromny eyes. "I would be strong for
you, but I... I knew him"

"Why? Because he kissed you?" He | eant down and picked up ny hair in
his left hand. He yanked ne towards him

"Marius, for the |love of God!"

He kissed nme. He kissed ne as Martino had, and his nouth was as hunman
and as hot. He slipped his tongue into mine, and | felt not blood but
manly passion. H's finger burnt against ny cheek

| broke away. He let ne break away. "Ch, conme back to nme, ny cold
white one, ny god,” | whispered. | lay ny face on his chest. | could
hear his heart. | could hear it beating. | had never before heard it,
never heard a pulse within the stone chapel of his body. "Cone back to
me, nost dispassionate teacher. | don't know what you want."

"Ch, nmy darling," he sighed. "Ch, ny love." And there cane the old
denmon shower of his kisses, not the nock of a passionate man, but his
af fection, petal soft, so many tributes laid upon ny face and hair. "Ch,
nmy beautiful Amadeo, oh, ny child," he said.

"Love nme, love ne, love ne," | whispered. "Love ne and take nme into
it wwth you. I amyours."
In stillness, he held me. I drowsed on his shoul ders.

Alittle breeze cane, but it did not nove the heavy tapestries in
which the French lords and ladies drifted in their eternal and |eafy
green forest anong hounds that would forever bay and birds that would
al ways si ng.



Finally, he released ne and he stepped back
He wal ked away from ne, his shoul ders hunched, his head down.

Then with a | azy gesture he beckoned for nme to cone, and yet he noved
out of the roomtoo fast.

I ran after him down the stone stairs to the street. The doors were
open when | got there. The cold wi nd washed away nmy tears. It washed
away the evil heat of the room | ran and ran along the stone quays,
over the bridges, and after himtowards the square.

| didn't catch himuntil | reached the Ml o, and there he was
wal king, a tall man in a red hood and cape, past San Marco and towards
the harbor. | ran after him The wind fromthe sea was icy and very

strong. It blasted ne, and | felt doubly cl eansed.

"Don't |eave nme, Master," | called out. My words were swal | owed up
but he heard.

He cane to a stop, as if it really were ny doing. He turned and
waited for me to catch up with him and then he picked up ny
out stretched hand.

"Master, hear ny lesson,” | said. "Judge ny work." | caught mnmy breath
in haste and went on. "I saw you drink fromthose who were evil,
convicted in your heart of sonme gross crine. | saw you feast as it is
your nature; | saw you take the blood with which you nmust live. And al

about you lies this evil world, this wlderness of nen no better than
beasts who will yield up a blood as sweet and rich for you as innocent
blood. |I see it. That's what you neant for me to see, and it's done.™

H s face was inpassive. He nerely studied nme. It seened the burning
fever in himwas already dying away. The distant torches al ong the
arcades shone on his face, and it was whitening and as ever hard. The
shi ps creaked in the harbor. There cane distant nurmurs and cries from
t hose, perhaps, who cannot or never sleep

| glanced up at the sky, fearful | would see the fatal light. He'd be
gone.

"I'f | drink such as that, Master, the blood of the w cked and those
whom | overpower, will | becone Iike you?"

He shook his head. "Many a man has drunk another's bl ood, Amadeo," he
said in a low but calmvoice. H's reason had come back to him his
manners, his seemng soul. "Wuld you be with me, and be ny pupil and ny
| ove?"

"Yes, Master, always and forever, or for so long as nature gives to
you and ne."

"Ch, it isn't fanciful the words | spoke. W are imortal. And only
one eneny can destroy us-it's the fire that burns in that torch there,
or inthe rising sun. Sweet to think on it, that when we are at | ast
weary of all this world there is the rising sun.™

"I amyours, Master." | hugged himclose and tried to vanqui sh him
wi th kisses. He endured them and even smled, but he didn't nove.



But when | broke off, and nade a fist of ny right hand as if to hit
him which | could never have done, to ny amazenent he began to yield.

He turned and took me in his powerful and ever careful enbrace.

"Amadeo, | can't go on without you," he said. H's voice was desperate
and small. "I neant to show you evil, not sport. | neant to show you the
wi cked price of ny imortality. And that | did. But in so doing, | saw
it myself, and ny eyes are dazzled and I amhurt and tired."

He laid his head agai nst ny head, and he held tight to ne.

"Do what you will to nme, Sir," | said. "Make nme suffer and | ong for
it, if that's what you want. | amyour fool. | amyours."

He rel eased nme and ki ssed ne formally.

"Four nights, ny child,"” he said. He noved away. He kissed his
fingers and planted that |ast kiss on nmy lips, and then he was gone. "I

go now to an ancient duty. Four nights. Till then."

| stood alone in the earliest chill of the nmorning. | stood al one
beneath a paling sky. | knew better than to | ook for him

In the greatest dejection, | wal ked back through the alleys, cutting

across little bridges to wander into the depth of the waking city, for
what | didn't know

I was half-surprised when | realized | had returned to the house of
the murdered men. | was surprised when | saw their doorway still open,
as if a servant would at any nonment appear

No one appeared.

Slow y the sky above ripened to a pale white and then to a faint
blue. Mst craw ed along the top of the canal. | went over the smal
bridge to the doorway, and again went up the stairs.

A powdery light cane in fromthe |loosely slatted wi ndows. | found the
banquet room where the candles still burnt. The snell of tobacco and wax
and of pungent food was close and hanging in the air.

I wal ked inside, and |I inspected the dead nen, who lay as we had | eft
them dishevel ed, and now slightly yell owed and waxen and a prey to the
gnats and the flies.

There was no sound but the humming of the flies.

The spilt wine had dried on the table in pools. The corpses were
clean of all the ranpant marks of death.

I was sick again, sick to trenbling, and | took a deep breath that I
shouldn't retch. Then | realized why | had cone.

Men in those days wore short cloaks on their jackets, sonetines
af fi xed, as you probably know. | needed one of these, and took it,
ripping it |oose fromthe hunpback man, who lay al nost on his face. It
was a flaring coat of canary yellowwith white fox for its border and a
lining of heavy silk. | tied knots in it and nmade a thick deep sack of



it, and then | went up and down the table, gathering up the goblets,
dashing out the contents first, and then putting themin nmy sack

Soon ny sack was red with drops of wine and grease fromwhere 1'd
rested it on the board.

| stood when finished, making certain that no gobl et had escaped. |
had themall. | studied the dead nen-ny sl eeping red-haired Mar-tino,
his face on the bare marble in a puddl e of the sl opped wi ne, and
Franci sco, from whose head did |eak a snmall bit of darkened bl ood.

The flies buzzed and droned over this blood as they did over the
grease pool ed around the remants of the roasted pig. A battalion of
little black beetles had come, nost common in Venice, for they are
carried by the water, and it nmade its way over the table, towards
Martino's face.

A quiet warmng |ight canme in through the open doorway. The norning
had cone.

Wth one sweeping glance that inprinted on nmy mnd the details of
this scene for all tine, | went out and hone.

The boys were awake and busy when | arrived. An old carpenter was
al ready there, fixing the door which | had shattered with the ax.

| gave to the maid ny bul ky sack of clanking cups, and she, sleepy
and having just arrived, took it without a remark

| felt a tightening inside nme, a sickening, a sudden feeling that I
woul d burst. My body seened too small, too inperfect an enclosure for
all I knew and felt. My head throbbed. | wanted to |ie down, but before
that | had to see Riccardo. | had to find himand the ol der boys.

| had to.

I went wal ki ng through the house until | came to them all gathered
for a lesson with the young | awyer who came from Padua only once or
twice a nonth to begin our instructions in the law. Riccardo saw e in
t he door and notioned for me to be quiet. The teacher was speaking.

I had nothing to say. | only |eant against the door and | ooked at ny
friends. |I loved them Yes, | did love them | would die for them |
knew it, and with a terrible relief I began to cry.

Ri ccardo saw ne turn away, and slipping out, he came to ne.
"What is it, Amadeo?" he asked.

| was too delirious with my own tornment. | saw again the slaughtered
di nner party. | turned to R ccardo and wound himin nmy arms, so
conforted by his warnth and his human softness conpared to the Master
and then I told himthat | would die for him die for any of them die
for the Master too.
"But why, what is this, why vow this to me now?" he asked.

| couldn't tell himabout the slaughter. | couldn't tell himof the
coldness in ne that had watched the nen die.



I went off into ny Master's bedchanber, and I lay down and tried to
sl eep.

In late afternoon, when | woke to find the doors had been cl osed, |
clinmbed out of the bed and went to the Master's desk. To my astoni shrment
I saw his book was there, the book that was al ways hi dden when out of
hi s sight.

O course | could not turn a page of it, but it was open, and there
lay a page covered in witing, in Latin, and though it seemed a strange
Latin, and hard for ne, there was no m staking the final words:

How can so much beauty hide such a bruised and steely heart, and why
must | love him why nmust | lean in ny weariness upon his irresistible
yet indomtable strength? Is he not the wizened funereal spirit of a
dead man in a child' s clothes?

| felt a strange prickling over nmy scalp and over ny arns.

Is this what | was? A bruised and steely heart! The w zened funerea
spirit of a dead man in a child' s clothes? Ch, but | couldn't deny it; I
couldn't say it wasn't true. And yet how hurtful, how positively crue
it seemed. No, not cruel, nerely nerciless and accurate, and what right
had | to expect anything el se?

| started to cry.

| lay down in our bed, as was nmy custom and plunped the softest
pillows to make a nest for ny crooked |eft arm and ny head.

Four nights. How should | endure it? Wiat did he want of ne? That |
go forth to all the things I knew and | oved and take ny | eave of them as
a nortal boy. That is what he would instruct. And that | should do.

Only a few hours were allowed to ne by fate.
I was awakened by Ri ccardo, who shoved a sealed note in ny face.

"Who's sent this?" | asked sleepily. | sat up, and | pushed ny thunb
beneat h the fol ded paper and broke the wax seal

"Read it and you tell ne. Four men canme to deliver it, a conpany of
four. Must be sone dammed inportant thing."

"Yes," | said unfolding it, "and to make you | ook so fearful too."
He stood there with his arns fol ded.

| read:

Dear est darling one,

Stay indoors. Do not on any account |eave the house and bar any who
seek to enter. Your w cked English lord, the Earl of Harlech, has
di scovered your identity through the nost unscrupul ous nosing about, and
in his madness vows to take you back with himto England or |eave you in
fragments at your Master's door. Confess all to your Master. Only his
strength can save you. And do send ne sonething in witing, lest | too
lose ny wits over you, and over the tales of horror which are cried out
this nmorning in every canal and piazza for every ear



Your devoted Bi anca

"Well, damm it," | said folding up the letter. "Four nights Marius
will be gone, and now this. AmI| to hide for these crucial four nights
under this roof?"

"You had better," said Riccardo.
"Then you know the story."

"Bianca told me. The Englishman, having traced you there and heard
tell of you being there all the time, would have torn her |odgings to
pi eces if her guests had not stopped himen nasse.™

"And why didn't they kill him for the love of God," | said disgustedly.
He | ooked nost worried and synpatheti c.

"I think they count on our Master to do it," he said, "as it is you
that the man wants. How can you be certain the Master means to stay away
for four nights? Wien has he ever said such things? He cones, he goes,
he warns no one."

"Hmm don't argue with nme," | answered patiently. "Ri ccardo, he
isn'"t comng hone for four nights, and I will not stay cooped up in this
house, and not while Lord Harlech stirs up dirt."

"You' d better stay here!" Riccardo answered. "Amadeo, this Englishman
is fanbus with his sword. He practices with a fencing master. He's the
terror of the taverns. You knew that when you picked up with him
Amadeo. Thi nk on what you do! He's fanmpbus for everything bad and not hi ng
good. "

"So then come with nme. You need only distract himand I'll take him"

"No, you're good with your sword, true enough, but you can't take a
man who's been practicing with the bl ade since before you were born.™

| lay back down on the pillow What should | do? | was on fire to go
out into the world, on fire to gaze at things with ny great sense of the
drama and significance of ny |ast days anong the living, and now this!
And the nman who had been worth a few nights' riotous roughhouse pl easure
was no doubt advertising far and wi de his discontent.

It was bitter, but it seemed | had to stay at home. There was not hi ng
to do. | wanted very nmuch to kill this man, kill himw th ny own dagger
and sword, and even thought | had a good chance of it, but what was this
petty adventure to what |ay before me when ny Master returned?

The fact was, | had already left the world of regular things, the
worl d of regular scores to be settled, and could not be drawn now into a
foolish blunder that mght be ny forfeit of the strange destiny towards
whi ch | noved

"Al'l right, and Bianca is safe fromthis man?" | asked R ccardo.
"Quite safe. She has nore adnmirers than can fit in the door of her

house, and she's marshal ed all against this nman and for you. Now wite
her somet hing of gratitude and comobn sense, and swear to me as well



that you'll remain indoors."

| got up and went to the Master's witing desk. | picked up the pen

I was stopped by an awful clatter, and then a series of piercing
irritating cries. They echoed through the stone roons of the house. |
heard people running. Riccardo |leapt to attention and put his hand on
the hilt of his sword.

| gathered up nmy own weapons, unsheathing ny light rapier and ny
dagger, both.

"Good Lord Jesus, the man can't be in the house."
A horrid scream drowned out the others.

The smal |l est of us all, G useppe, appeared in the door, his face a
[ um nous white, and his eyes big and round.

"What the hell's the matter," Riccardo demanded, catching hold of
hi m
"He's been stabbed. Look, he's bleeding!" | said.

"Amadeo, Amadeo!" It rang loudly fromthe stone stairwell. It was the
Engl i shman' s voi ce

The boy doubl ed over in his pain. The wound was in the pit of his
stomach, utterly cruel

Ri ccardo was besi de hinsel f.
"Shut the doors!" he shout ed.

"How can I," | cried, "when the other boys may blunder right into his
pat h?"

I ran out and into the big salon and into the portego, the great room
of the house.

Anot her boy, Jacope, lay crunpled on the floor, pushing at it with his
knees. | saw the blood running on the stones.

"Ch, this is beyond all fairness; this is a slaughter of innocents!"
| shouted. "Lord Harl ech, show yourself. You re about to die."

| heard Riccardo cry out behind ne. The little boy was obviously dead.

| ran towards the stairs. "Lord Harlech, I'mhere!™ | called out.
"Conme out, you brutish coward, you slayer of children! | have a
m |l stone ready for your neck!"

Ri ccardo spun ne around. "There, Amadeo,"” he whispered. "I'mwth
you." His blade sang out as he drewit. He was nuch better than nme with
the sword, but this battle was m ne.

The man was at the far end of the portego. | had hoped he woul d be
staggeri ng drunk, but no such luck. | sawin a nonent that any dream he
m ght have had of taking me away by force was now gone; he had slain two
boys, and he knew his lust had led himto a final stand. This was hardly



an eneny crippled by Iove.
"Jesus in Heaven, help us!" whispered Riccardo.

"Lord Harlech,” | cried. "You dare nake a shanbles of nmy Master's
house!" | stepped aside fromRi ccardo to give us both room as |
noti oned Riccardo to cone forward, away fromthe head of the steps. |
felt the weight of the rapier. Not heavy enough. | wi shed to God | had
practiced with it nore.

The Englishman cane towards nme, a taller man than I had ever noted,
with a great reach to his armthat would be a powerful advantage, his
cape flapping, his feet sheathed in heavy boots, his rapier raised and
his long Italian dagger ready in the other hand. At |east he didn't have
a true and heavy sword.

Dwarfed by the great room he was neverthel ess big of stature and had
a head of roaring British copper hair. H s blue eyes were stewed in
bl ood, but he was steady in his walk and in his nmurderous gaze. His face
was wet with bitter tears.

"Amadeo, " he called out over the vast roomas he cane on. "You cut ny
heart out of ny chest while I lived and breathed, and you took it with
you! We shall be together this night in Hell."

THE H GH LONG PORT E®O of our house, the entrance hall, was a perfectly
wonderful place to die. There was nothing in it to mar its gorgeous
nosaic floors with their circles of colored marble stones, and their
festive pattern of winding flowers and tiny wild birds.

We had the entire field upon which to fight, with not a chair in the
way to stop us fromkilling each other

| advanced on the Englishman before | had time to really admt that |
wasn't very good with the sword yet, had never shown an instinct for it,
and | had no inkling of just what ny Master woul d have nme do just now,
that is, what he would advise if he were here.

I made several bold thrusts at Lord Harlech, which he parried so
easily that | should have | ost heart. But just when | thought 1'd catch
nmy breath and maybe even run, he swept in with his dagger and sl ashed ny
left arm The cut stung nme and infuriated mne.

| went after himagain, this tine nmanaging with considerable luck to
get himacross the throat. It was just a scratch, but it bled furiously
down his tunic, and he was as angry as | was to be cut.

"You horrid dammable little devil," he said. "You made nme adore you
so you could draw and quarter nme at your pleasure. You prom sed ne you'd
cone back!"

In fact, he kept up this sort of verbal barrage the entire time we
fought. He seened to need it, rather |ike a goading battle drum and
fife.

"Come on, you despicable little angel, 1'll tear your wings off!" he
sai d.

He drove nme back with a fast volley of thrusts. | stunbled, |ost ny
bal ance and fell but managed to scranble up again, using the |ow



position to stab dangerously close to his scrotumas | did so, which
gave hima start. | ran at him knowi ng now there was nothing to be
gai ned by drawi ng this out.

He dodged ny bl ade, | aughed at ne and caught nme with the dagger, this
time on the face.

"Pig!" | growled before | could stop nyself. | hadn't known | was so
conpletely vain. My face, no less. He'd cut it. My face. | felt the
bl ood gushing as it does fromface wounds, and | rushed at hi m again,
this time forgetting all the rules of the encounter and thrashing the
air with ny sword in a fierce crazy series of circles. Then as he
parried frantically left and right, | ducked and caught himwth the
dagger in the belly and ripped upward, stopped by the thick gold-
encrusted | eather of his belt.

| backed up as he sought to slaughter me with both his weapons, and
then he dropped them and grabbed, as nen do, for the bel chi ng wound.

He fell down on his knees.

"Finish him" shouted Ri ccardo. He stood back, a nman of honor
al ready. "Finish himnow, Amadeo, or | do it. Think what he's done under
this roof."

| lifted my sword.

The man suddenly grabbed up his own with his bl oody hand and fl ashed
it at me, even as he groaned and winced with his pain. He rose up and
ran at ne in one gesture. | junped back. He fell to his knees. He was
sick and shivering. He dropped the sword, feeling again for his wounded
belly. He didn't die, but he couldn't fight on.

"Ch, Cod," said R ccardo. He clutched his dagger. But he obviously
couldn't bring hinself to hack away at the unarnmed man

The Englishman went over on his side. He drew his knees up. He
grimaced and he laid his head down on the stone, his face formal as he
took a deep breath. He fought terrible pain and the certainty that he
woul d di e.

Ri ccardo stepped forward and laid the tip of his sword on Lord
Harl ech's cheek.

"He's dying, let himdie," |I said. But the nman continued to breathe.
I wanted to kill him | really wanted to, but it was inpossible to
kill soneone who lay there so placid and so brave.

H s eyes took on a wi se, poetical expression. "And so it ends here,"”
he said in a small voice that perhaps Riccardo didn't even hear

"Yes, it ends," | said. "End it nobly."
"Amadeo, he slew the two children!"” said R ccardo.

"Pick up your dagger, Lord Harlech!" | said. | kicked the weapon at
him 1 pushed it right at his hand. "Pick it up, Lord Harlech,” | said.

The bl ood was runni ng down ny face and down ny neck, tickling and
sticky. | couldn't stand it. | wanted nore to wi pe my own wounds than to



bother with him

He turned over on his back. The bl ood came out of his nmouth and out
of his gut. H's face was wet and shiny, and his breathing becane very
| abored. He seened young again, young as he had when he threatened ne,
an overgrown boy with a big nop of flam ng curls.

"Thi nk about me when you begin to sweat, Amadeo," he said, his voice
still small, and now hoarse. "Think about ne when you realize that your
life, too, is finished."

"Run himthrough,” said Riccardo in a whisper. "He could take two
days to die with that wound."
"And you won't have two days," said Lord Harlech fromthe floor
panting, "with the poisoned cuts | gave you. Feel it in your eyes? Your
eyes burn, don't they Amadeo? The poi son goes into the blood, and it
strikes the eyes first. Are you dizzy?"

"You bastard,” said Riccardo. He stabbed the man with his rapier
right through his tunic, once, twice, then three tinmes. Lord Harlech
grimaced. Hs eyelids fluttered, and out of his mouth cane a final gout
of bl ood. He was dead.

"Poi son?" | whispered. "Poison on the blade?" Instinctively, | felt
nmy arm where he had cut me. My face, however, bore the deeper wound.
"Don't touch his sword or dagger. Poison!"

"He was lying, cone, let ne wash you," said Riccardo. "There's no
time to waste.”

He tried to pull me fromthe room

"What are we going to do with him Riccardo! What can we do! W're
here al one wi thout the Master. There are three dead in this house, maybe
nore."

As | spoke | heard steps at both ends of the great room The little
boys were com ng out of their hiding places, and | saw one of the
teachers with them who had apparently been keeping them out of the way.

| had m xed feelings on this score. But these were all children, and
t he teacher an unarned man, a hel pl ess scholar. The ol der boys had al
gone out, as was the customin the norning. O so | thought.

"Come on, we have to get themall to a decent place,"” | said. "Don't
touch the weapons."” | signaled for the little ones to cone. "W'll carry
himto the best bedchanber, conme on. And the boys as well."

As the little ones struggled to obey, some of them began to cry.

"You, give us a hand!" | said to the teacher. "Watch out for the
poi soned weapons." He stared at nme wildly. "I nean it. It's poison.”

"Amadeo, you're bleeding all over!" he cried shrilly in a panic.
"What poi soned weapons? Dear God save us all!"

"Ch, stop it!" | said. But I could stand this situation no |onger
and as Riccardo took charge of the noving of the bodies, | rushed into
nmy Master's bedroomto attend to ny wounds.



| dunped the whole pitcherful of water into the basin in ny haste,
and grabbed up a napkin with which to catch the bl ood that was fl ow ng
down nmy neck and into ny shirt. Sticky, sticky mess, | cursed. My head
swam and | alnost fell. Gabbing the edge of the table, | told nyself
not to be Lord Harlech's fool. Riccardo had been right. Lord Harlech had
made up that |ie about the poison! Poison the blade, indeed!

But as | told nyself this story, | |ooked down and saw for the first
time a scratch, apparently nade by his rapier on the back of ny right
hand. My hand was swelling as if this were an insect's venonous worKk.

| felt my armand ny face. The wounds there were swelling, great
welts form ng behind the cuts. Again, there cane the dizziness. The
sweat dripped off nme right into the basin, which was now full of red
wat er that |ooked |ike w ne.

"Ch, nmy God, the Devil's done this to ne," | said. |I turned and the
entire roombegan to tilt and then to float. | rocked on ny feet.
Sonmeone caught nme. | didn't even see who it was. | tried to say Ric-

cardo's name, but my tongue was thick in ny nouth.

Sounds and colors mngled in a hot, pulsing blur. Then with
astonishing clarity | saw the enbroi dered bal daquin of the Master's bed,
over ny head. Riccardo stood over nme.

He spoke to ne rapidly and somewhat desperately, but | couldn't nmake
out what he said. Indeed, it seemed he spoke a foreign tongue, a pretty
one, very mnel odi ous and sweet, but | couldn't understand a word of it.

"I"'mhot,” | said. "I"mburning, I"'mso hot that | can't bear it. |
have to have water. Put nme in the Master's bath."
He didn't seemto have heard ne at all. On and on he went with his
obvious pleading. | felt his hand on ny forehead and it burned ne,
positively burned ne. | begged himnot to touch nme, but this he didn't
hear, and neither did I! | wasn't even speaking. | wanted to speak, but
nmy tongue was too heavy and too big. You'll get the poison, | wanted to
cry. | could not.

| closed nmy eyes. Mercifully I drifted. | saw a great sparkling sea,
the waters off the island of the Lido, crenelated and beautiful beneath
t he noonday sun. | floated on this sea, perhaps in a small bark, or
maybe just on ny back. | couldn't feel the water itself, but there

seened not hing between nme and its gentle tossing waves that were big and
sl ow and easy and carried nme up and then down. Far off, a great city

gl eaned on the shore. At first | thought it was Torcello, or even

Veni ce, and that | had been turned around sonehow and was floating
towards the land. Then | saw it was much bigger than Venice, with great
piercing reflective towers, as if it had been nmade entirely of brilliant
glass. Ch, it was so |lovely.

"Am | going there?" | asked.

The waves seened then to fold over ne, not with a suffocating wetness,
but merely a quiet blanket of heavy light. | opened ny eyes. | saw the
red of the taffeta bal daquin above. | saw the gol den fringe sewn on the
velvet bed curtains, and then | saw Bianca Sol derini there above ne. She
had a cloth in her hand.



"There wasn't enough poi son on those blades to kill you," she said.
"It's merely made you sick. Now, listen to ne, Amadeo, you nust take
each breath with quiet force and resolve to fight this sickness and to
get well. You nust ask the very air itself to make you strong, and be
confident of it, that's it, you nust breathe deeply and slowy, yes,
exactly, and you nust realize that this poison is being sweated out of
you, and you nust not believe in this poison, and you nust not fear."

"The Master will know, " said R ccardo. He | ooked drawn and ni serabl e,
and his lips quivered. H's eyes were flooded with his tears. Ch, om nous
sign, certainly. "The Master will know somehow. He knows all things. The
Master will break his journey and cone hone."

"Wash his face," said Bianca calmy. "Wash his face and be quiet."
How brave she was.

I moved ny tongue but | couldn't formwords. | wanted to say that they
must tell ne when the sun sank, for then and only then mght the Master
cone. There was surely a chance. Then and only then. He m ght appear

| turned nmy head to the side, away fromthem The cloth was burning
ne.

"Softly, quietly," said Bianca. "Take in the air, yes, and do not be
afraid.”

A long time passed as | lay there, hovering just bel ow perfect
consci ousness, and thankful that their voices were not sharp, and their
touch was not so terrible, but the sweating was awful, and | despaired
utterly of being cool

| tossed and tried to get up once, only to feel terribly sick, sick
unto vomting. Wth a great relief | realized they had |aid nme back
down.
"Hold on to ny hands,"” said Bianca, and |I felt her fingers grasping
m ne, so small and too hot, hot |ike everything else, hot like Hell, |
t hought, but | was too sick to think of Hell, too sick to think of
anyt hing but vomting up ny insides into a basin, and getting to
somewhere cool. Ch, just open the w ndows, open themon the w nter;
don't care, open them

It seemed quite a nuisance that | mght die, and nothing nore.
Feeling better was of far greater inportance, and nothing troubled ne as
to ny soul or any world to cone.

Then abruptly all things changed.

| felt nyself rise upwards, as if soneone had yanked nme by ny head
out of the bed and sought to pull me up through the red cloth bal daquin
and through the ceiling of the room Indeed, | |ooked down, and to ny
utter amazement | saw nyself lying on the bed. | saw nyself as if there
were no bal daqui n above ny body to bl ock the view

| looked far nore beautiful than | ever inmagined nyself to be.
Understand, it was utterly dispassionate. | did not feel an exultation
in my own beauty. | only thought, Wat a beautiful young boy. How gifted
he has been by God. Look at his |ong delicate hands, how they lie beside
him and | ook at the deep russet of his hair. And that was ne all the



time, and | didn't know it or think of it, or think what effect it had
on those who saw ne as | noved through life. | didn't believe their

bl andi shments. | had only scorn for their passion. Indeed, even the
Mast er had seened before to be a weak and del uded being for ever
desiring ne. But | understood now why peopl e had sonewhat taken | eave of
their senses. The boy there, dying on the bed, the boy who was the cause
of weeping all around in this |arge chanber, the boy seened the very
enbodi ment of purity and the very enbodi nent of youth on the verge of
life.

VWhat did not nake sense to ne was the conmotion in the room

Wiy did everyone weep? | saw a priest in the doorway, a priest | knew
fromthe nearby church, and | could see that the boys argued with him
and feared to let himnear me as | lay on the bed, lest | be afraid. It
all seened a pointless inbroglio. R ccardo should not wing his hands.
Bi anca shoul d not work so hard, with her danp cloth and her soft but
obvi ousl y desperate words.

Ch, poor child, I thought. You mght have had a little nore
conpassion for everyone if you had known how beautiful you were, and you
m ght have thought yourself a little bit stronger and nore able to gain
sonmet hing for yourself. As it was, you played sly games on those around
you, because you did not have faith in your own self or even know what
you were.

It seemed very clear, the error in all this. But | was leaving this
pl ace! The sane draught that had pulled nme up out of the pretty young
body that lay on the bed was pulling me upwards into a tunnel of fierce,
noi sy w nd.

The wind swirled around ne, enclosing me conpletely and tightly in
this tunnel, yet | could see in it other beings who | ooked on even as
they were caught in it and noved by the incessant fury of this wnd.

saw eyes |l ooking on me; | saw nmouths open as if in distress. | was
pul I ed hi gher and hi gher through this tunnel. | didn't feel fear, but I
felt a fatality. | could not help nyself.

That was your error when you were that boy down there, | found nyself
thinking. But this is indeed hopel ess. And just as | concluded, so
cane to the end of this tunnel; it dissolved. | stood on the shore of

that |ovely sparkling sea.

I wasn't wet fromthe waves, but | knew them and | said out | oud,
"Ch, I"'mhere, |'ve cone to the shore! Look, there are the towers of
gl ass. "

As | |ooked up, | sawthat the city was far away, over a series of
deep green hills, and that a path led to it, and that flowers bl ooned
richly and gorgeously on either side of the path. | had never seen such
flowers, never seen such shapes and petal formations, and never never
behel d such colors in all ny Iife. There were no nanmes in the artistic
canon for these colors. | couldn't call themby the few weak inadequate
| abel s which | knew.

Ch, woul d the painters of Venice ever be astonished at these col ors,
I thought, and to think how they would transform our work, how they
woul d set ablaze our paintings if only they could be discovered in sone
source that mght be ground into pigment and bl ended with our oils. But
what a pointless thing to do. No nore painting was needed. Al the glory



that coul d be acconplished by color was here in this world reveal ed.

saw it in the flowers; | sawit in the variegated grass. | sawit in the
boundl ess sky that rose up and over ne and behind the distant blinding
city, and it too flashed and glowed with this great harnony of colors,

bl endi ng and twi nkling and shimering as if the towers of this city were
made of a miracul ous thriving energy rather than a dead or earthly
matter or mass.

A great gratitude flowed out of nme; ny whole being gave itself up to
this gratitude. "Lord, | see now," | said aloud. "I see and
understand.” It did at that nonment seemvery clear to ne, the
implications of this varied and ever increasing beauty, this pulsing,
radiant world. It was so very pregnant with neaning that all things were
answered, all things were utterly resolved. | whispered the word "Yes"
over and over. | nodded, |I think, and then it seened quite absurd to
bother to say anything in words at all.

A great force emanated fromthe beauty. It surrounded ne as if it
were air or breeze or water, but it was none of these. It was far nore
rarefied and pervasive, and though it held nme with a form dable strength
it was neverthel ess invisible and without pressure or pal pable form The
force was love. Ch, yes, | thought, it is love, it is conplete |ove, and
inits conpleteness it nakes all that | have ever known neani ngful, for
every di sappoi ntnment, every hurt, every m sstep, every enbrace, every
ki ss was but a foreshadowi ng of this sublinme acceptance and goodness,
for the bad steps had told ne what | |acked, and the good things, the
enbraces, had shown ne a glinpse of what |ove could be.

Al ny life this |ove made neani ngful, sparing nothing, and as |
marvel ed at this, accepting it conpletely and wi thout urgency or
guestioning, a mracul ous process began. All ny life came to ne in the
formof all those |I had ever known.

| sawny life fromthe very first noments and up until the noment
that had brought me here. It was not a terribly remarkable life; it
contai ned no great secret or twi st or pregnant matter that changed ny
heart. On the contrary, it was but a natural and common string of mnyriad
tiny events, and these events involved all the other souls whom!| had
ever touched; | saw now the hurts I'd inflicted, and the words of mne
whi ch had brought solace, and | saw the result of the nost casual and
uni mportant things | had done. | saw the banquet hall of the
Florentines, and again in the mdst of them | saw the blundering
| oneliness with which they stunbled into death. | saw the isolation and
t he sadness of their souls as they had fought to stay alive.

VWhat | could not see was ny Master's face. | could not see who he
was. | could not see into his soul. | could not see what ny |ove neant
to him or what his | ove neant for ne. But this was of no inportance. In
fact, | only realized it afterwards when | tried to recount the entire
event. What mattered now was only that | understood what it nmeant to
cherish others and to cherish life itself. | realized what it had neant
when | painted pictures, not the ruby-red bl eeding and vi brant pictures
of Venice, but old pictures in the antique Byzantine style, which had
once flowed so artlessly and perfectly frommy brush. |1 knew then | had
pai nt ed wondrous things, and I saw the effects of what | had painted ..
and it seenmed then a great crowd of information inundated nme. |ndeed,
there was such a wealth of it, and it was so easy to conprehend, that I
felt a great light joy.

The know edge was like the |love and |ike the beauty; indeed,



realized with a great triunphant happi ness that they were all-the
know edge, the |l ove, and the beauty-they were all one.

"Ch, yes, how could one not see it. It's so sinple!"™ | thought.

If I had had a body with eyes, | would have wept, but it would have
been a sweet weeping. As it was, ny soul was victorious over all smal
and enervating things. | stood still, and the know edge, the facts, as

it were, the hundreds upon hundreds of small details which were |ike
transparent droplets of nagical fluid passing through nme and into ne,
filling me and vani shing to make way for nore of this great shower of
truth-all this seenmed suddenly to fade.

There beyond stood the glass city, and beyond it a blue sky, blue as
a sky at m dday, only one which was now filled with every known star

| started out for the city. Indeed, | started with such inpetuosity
and such conviction that it took three people to hold nme back

| stopped. | was quite amazed. But | knew these men. These were
priests, old priests of my honmel and, who had died | ong before I had even
come to ny calling, all of which was quite clear to me, and | knew their
nanes and how they had died. They were in fact the saints of ny city,
and of the great house of cataconbs where | had |ived.

"Way do you hold ne?" | asked. "Where's ny Father? He's here now, is
he not?" No sooner had | asked this than | saw nmy Father. He | ooked
exactly as he had al ways | ooked. He was a big, shaggy man, dressed in
| eather for hunting, with a full grizzled beard and thick | ong auburn
hair the same color as ny owmn. H's cheeks were rosy fromthe cold w nd,
and his lower lip, visible between his thick nustache and his gray-
streaked beard, was nmpoist and pink as | renmenbered. H s eyes were the
same bright china blue. He waved at nme. He gave his usual, casual
hearty wave, and he smled. He |ooked just |like he was going off into
the grasslands, in spite of everyone's advice, and everyone's caution to
hunt, with no fear at all of the Mngols or the Tatars swoopi ng down on
him After all, he had his great bowwith him the bow only he could
string, as if he were a nythical hero of the great grassy fields, and he
had his own sharpened arrows, and his big broadsword w th which he could
hack off a man's head with one bl ow.

"Fat her, why are they holding ne?" | asked.

He | ooked blank. His smle sinply faded and his face | ost al
expression, and then to ny sadness, to ny terrible shocking sadness, he
faded in his entirety and he wasn't there.

The priests beside ne, the nen with their long gray beards and their
bl ack robes, spoke to nme in soft synpathetic whispers and they said,

"Andrei, it's not tine for you to cone.™
| was deeply distressed, deeply. Indeed, | was so sad that | could
formno words of protest. Indeed, | understood that no protest | m ght

make mattered, and then one of the priests took nmy hand.

"No, this is always the way with you," he said. "Ask."

He didn't nove his |ips when he spoke, but it wasn't necessary. |
heard himvery clearly, and | knew that he nmeant no personal malice to
me. He was incapable of such a thing.



"Way, then," | asked, "can't | stay? Wiy can't you let nme stay when
want to, and when I've cone this far."

"Think on all you've seen. You know the answer."

And | had to admit that in an instant | did know the answer. It was
conpl ex and yet profoundly sinple, and it had to do with all the
know edge | had gai ned.

"You can't take this back with you,"” said the priest. "You'll forget
all the particular things you | earned here. But renmenber the overal
| esson, that your love for others, and their love for you, that the
increase of love inlife itself around you, is what matters."

It seemed a marvel ous and conprehensive thing! It seemed no sinple
small cliche. It seemed so i mense, so subtle, yet so total that al
nortal difficulties would collapse in the face of its truth.

| was at once returned to ny body. | was at once the auburn-haired
boy dying in the bed. | felt a tingling in ny hands and feet. | tw sted,
and a wetched pain flamed down ny back. | was all afire, sweating and

withing as before, only now ny |ips were badly cracked and ny tongue
was cut and blistered agai nst ny teeth.

"Water," | said, "please, water."

A soft sobbing came fromthose around nme. It was mingled with
| aught er and expressions of awe.

I was alive, and they had thought ne dead. | opened ny eyes, and
| ooked at Bi anca.

"I won't die now," | said.

"What is it, Amadeo?" she asked. She bent down and put her ear to ny
l'ips.

"It isn't time," | said.

They brought me cool white wine. It was nmixed with honey and | enon. |
sat up and | drank gulp after gulp of it. "It's not enough,” | said
softly, weakly, but | was falling asleep

I went down into the pillows, and I felt Bianca's cloth w pe ny
forehead and ny eyes. Wat a sweet nercy it was, and how very grand to
give that small confort, which was all the world to me. All the world.
Al'l the world.

| had forgotten what | had seen on the other side! My eyes snapped
open. Recover it, | thought desperately. But | remenbered the priest,
vividly as though I had just talked to himin another room He had said
| couldn't renenber. And there was so much nore to it, infinitely nore
such things as only nmy Master night understand.

| closed nmy eyes. | slept. Dreans couldn't cone to me. | was too ill,
too feverish, but in ny own way, stretched thin upon a consci ousness of
t he nmoi st hot bed and the sluggish air beneath the bal daquin, upon the
blurred words of the boys and Bianca's sweet insistence, | did sleep
The hours ticked. | knew them and gradually some confort came to ne in



that | got used to the sweat that snothered nmy skin, and the thirst that
hurt ny throat, and I lay w thout protest, drifting, waiting for ny
Master to cone.

| have so many things to tell you, | thought. You will know about the
glass city! | nust explain that I was once . . . but I couldn't quite
renenber. A painter, yes, but what sort of painter, and how, and ny
nanme? Andrei ? When had | been so call ed?

SLOALY over ny consciousness of the sickbed and the humid roomthere
dropped the dark veil of Heaven. Spread out in all directions were the
sentinel stars, splendid as they shone above the glinting towers of the
glass city, and in this half-sleep, now aided by the nost tranquil and
blissful of illusions, the stars sang to ne.

Each fromits fixed position in constellation and in void gave forth
a precious glimrering sound, as if great chords were struck inside each
flam ng orb and by neans of its brilliant gyrations broadcast through
all the universal world.

Such sounds | had never heard with ny earthly ears. But no disclai ner
can approximate this airy and translucent music, this harnony and
synmphony of cel ebrati on.

Ch, Lord, if Thou wert music, this then would be Thy voice, and no

di scord could ever prevail against Thee. Thou woul dst cl eanse the
ordinary world of every troubling noise with this, the fullest
expression of Thy nost intricate and wondrous design, and all triviality
woul d fade away, overwhel med by this resoundi ng perfection

This was ny prayer, my heartfelt prayer, comng in an ancient tongue,
nost intimate and effortless as | lay slunbering.

Stay with me, beauteous stars, | begged, and let nme never seek to
fathomthis fusion of Iight and sound, but only give nyself to it
utterly and unquestionably.

The stars grew large and infinite in their cold majestic light, and
slowy all the night was gone and there renmai ned one great glorious and
sourcel ess illum nation

| smiled. I felt my smle with blind fingers on nmy lips, and as the
light grew brighter still and ever closer, as though it were an ocean of
itself, | felt a great saving cool ness over all ny |inbs.

"Don't fade, don't go away, don't |leave ne." My own whisper was a
woeful small thing. | pressed ny throbbing head into the pill ow.

But it had spent its tine, this grand and overriding |ight, and now
must fade and let the common blink of candl es nove against ny hal f-
cl osed eyes, and | nmust see the burnished gl oomaround nmy bed, and
sinmpl e things, such as a rosary laid across ny right hand with ruby
beads and gol den cross, and there a prayer book open to ny left, its
pages gently folding in a small stir of breeze that noved as well the
snooth taffeta in ripples overhead in its wood frane.

How lovely it all did seem these plain and ordinary things that nade
up this silent and el astic nonment. Wiere had they gone, ny |lovely swan-
necked nurse and ny weepi ng conrades? Had night worn them down to where
they slept, so that | mght cherish these quiet nonents of unobserved



wakef ul ness? My mind was gently crowded with a thousand lively
recol | ecti ons.

| opened nmy eyes. Al were gone, save one who sat beside ne on the
bed, | ooking down at me with eyes both dreany and renote and coldly
bl ue, far paler than a sumer sky and filled with a near faceted Iight
as they fixed so idly and indifferently upon ne.

My Master here, with hands folded in his |lap, a seem ng stranger
viewing all as if it could not touch his chiseled grandeur. The
sm | el ess expression set upon his face seened nmade there forever.

"Merciless!" | whispered.

"No, oh, no," he said. Hs lips did not nove. "But tell ne once again
the whole tale. Describe this glassy city."

"Ah, yes, we've talked of it, have we not, of those priests who said
I must come back, and those ol d paintings, so antique, which | thought
so very beautiful. Not made by human hands, you see, but by the power
i nvested in ne, which passed through me, and I had only to take up the
brush and there the Virgin and the Saints were nmine to discover."

"Don't cast those old forns away," he said, and once again his lips
showed no sign of the voice | heard so distinctly, a voice that pierced
nmy very ears as any human voice mght do, with his tone, his very
tinmbre. "For forns change, and reason now is but tonmorrow s
superstition, and in that old restraint there lay a great subline
intent, an indefatigable purity. But tell nme once again about the gl assy
city."

| sighed. "You've seen the nolten glass, as | have,"” | said, "when
taken fromthe furnace, a glowi ng blob of horrifying heat upon a spear
of iron, a thing that nelts and drips so that the artist's wand may pul
and stretch it, or fill it full of breath to formthe perfect rounded
vessel . Well, it was as if that glass came up out of the noist Mt her
Earth herself, a nolten torrent spewing to the clouds, and out of these
great liquid jets were born the crowded towers of the glassy city-not
imtating any formbuilt by nen, but perfect as the heated force of
Earth had naturally ordai ned, in colors uninmagi nable. W lived in such
a place? How far away it seened, yet utterly attainable. But one short
wal k over hills sweet with willow ng green grass and leafy fluttering
flowers of the same fantastical hues and tints, a quiet thunderous and
i npossi bl e apparition.”

| looked at him because | had been | ooking off and back into ny vision

Tell me what these things nmean,” | asked. "Were is this place, and
why was | allowed to see it?"

He gave a sad sigh and | ooked away hinself and now back at ne, his
face as al oof and unbending as before, only now |l saw the thick blood in
it, that once again, as it had been the night before, was punped full of
human heat from human vei ns, which had no doubt been his | ate repast
this same evening.

"Wn't you even smle now as you say farewel |l ?" | asked. "If this
bitter coldness nowis all you feel, and you would let nme die of this
ranpant fever? |I'msick unto death, you know it. You know t he nausea
that | feel, you know the hurt inside nmy head, you know the ache in al



nmy joints and how these cuts burn in nmy skin with their indisputable
poi son. Wy are you so very far away, yet here, conme hone, to sit beside
me and feel nothing?"

"I feel the love I've always felt when | | ook at you,"” he said, "ny
child, ny son, ny sweet enduring one. | feel it. It's walled up inside
where it should stay, perhaps, and let you die, for yes, you will, and

t hen perhaps your priests will take you, for how can they not when there
is no returning?"

"Ah, but what if there are many |ands? Wiat if on the second fall,
find nyself on yet another shore, and sulfur rises fromthe boiling
earth and not the beauty first revealed to ne? | hurt. These tears are
scalding. So much is lost. | can't renenber. It seens | say those sane
words so nuch. | can't renenber!”

| reached out. He didn't nove. My hand grew heavy and dropped on the
forgotten prayer book. | felt the stiff vellum pages beneath ny fingers.

"What's killed your love? Was it the things | did? That | brought the
man here who slew ny brothers? O that | died and saw such wonders?
Answer ne."

"I love you still. I will all ny nights and all ny slunbering days,
forever. Your face is as a jewel given nme, which | can never forget,
though I may foolishly lose it. Its glister will torture me forever.
Amadeo, think on these things again, open your nmind as if it were a
shell, and let nme see the pearl of all they taught you."

"Can you, Master? Can you understand how | ove and | ove al one could
mean so very nmuch, and all the world be nmade of it? The very bl ades of
grass, the leaves of trees, the fingers of this hand that reaches for
you? Love, Master. Love. And who will believe such sinple and i nmense
t hi ngs when there are dexterous and | abyrinthian creeds and phil osophi es
of manmade and ever seductive conplexity? Love. | heard the sound of it.
| saw it. Were these the delusions of a feverish mnd, a mnd afraid of
deat h?"
"Perhaps,"” he said, his face still feelingless and notionless. H's
eyes were narrow, prisoners of their own shrinking fromwhat they saw.
"Ah, yes,"” he said. "You die and | let you, and I think there m ght be
for you but one shore, and there you'll find again your priests, your
city."

"It's not my time," | said. "I knowit. And such a statenent cannot
be undone by a nere handful of hours. Smash the ticking clock. They
meant, by a soul's incarnate life, it wasn't tinme. Some destiny carved
inm infant hand will not be so soon fulfilled or easily defeated.”

"I can tip the odds, nmy child,” he said. This time his |ips noved.
The pal e sweet coral brightened in his face, and his eyes grew w de and
unguarded, the old self | knew and cherished. "I can so easily take the
last strength left in you." He leant over nme. | saw the tiny
variegations in the pupils of his eyes, the bright deep-pointed stars
behi nd the darkening irises. H's lips, so wondrously decorated with al
the tiny Iines of human |lips, were rosy as if a human ki ss resided
there. "I can so easily take one last fatal drink of your child s bl ood,
one | ast quaff of all the freshness I so love, and in ny arns 1'l|l hold
a corpse so rich in beauty that all who see it will weep, and that
corpse will tell ne nothing. You are gone, that nuch I'Il know, and no



nor e.

"Do you say these things to torture me? Master, if | cannot go there,
| want to be with you!™"

Hs lip worked in plain desperation. He seemed a nan, and only that, the
red bl ood of fatigue and sadness hovering on the borders of his eyes.
H s hand, out now to touch nmy hair, was trenbling.

| caught it as if it were the high waving branch of a tree above ne. |
fathered his fingers to ny lips like so nmany | eaves and ki ssed t hem

Turning ny head I laid themon ny wounded cheek. | felt the throb of the
venonous cut beneath them But nore keenly still, | felt a strong trenor
within them

I blinked ny eyes. "How many died tonight to feed you?" | whispered.
"And how can this be, and | ove be the very thing the world is made of ?
You are too beautiful to be overlooked. I'mlost. | cannot understand
it. But could I, if I were to live fromthis nonment on, a sinple norta
boy, could | forget it?"

"You cannot |ive, Amadeo," he said sadly. "You cannot livel" H's
voi ce broke. "The poison's traveled in you too deep, too far and wi de,
and little draughts of nmy bl ood cannot overtake it." His face was filled
wi th anguish. "Child, | can't save you. C ose your eyes. Take ny
farewell kiss. There is no friendship between nme and those on the far
shore, but they nust take what dies so naturally."

"Master, no! Master, | cannot try it alone. Master, they sent ne
back, and you are here, and were bound to be, and how coul d t hey not
have known it?"

"Amadeo, they didn't care. The guardi ans of the dead are powerfully
indifferent. They speak of |ove, but not of centuries of blundering
i gnorance. Wiat stars are these that sing so beautifully when all the
world is |anguishing in dissonance? | would you would force their hand,
Amadeo." His voice all but broke in his pain. "Aradeo, what right have
they to charge me with your fortune?"

| laughed a weak sad little |augh

My fever shook ne. A great wave of sickness overcanme ne. If | noved
or spoke I would suffer a dread dry nausea that would shake nme to no
advantage. |'d rather die than feel this.

"Master, | knew you would give it some powerful analysis,” | said. |
tried not to make a bitter or sarcastic smle, but to seek the sinple
truth. My breath was now so hard for ne. It seened | could | eave off
breathing with no hardship at all. Al Bianca's stern encouragenents
cane back to nme. "Master," | said, "there is no horror in this world
that is without final redenption.™

"Yes, but for sone," he pressed, "what is the price of such
sal vati on? Amadeo, how dare they requisition ne to their obscure
designs! | pray they were illusions. Don't speak anynore about their
marvelous light. Don't think on it."

"No, Sir? And for whose confort do I sweep ny mnd so clean? Wwo is
dyi ng here!"



He shook hi s head.

"Go ahead, wing the blood tears fromyour eyes,”" | said. "And for
what death do you hope yourself, Sir, for you told me that it wasn't
i npossible for even you to die? Explain to nme, that is, if there's tine
left before all the light | shall ever know wi nks out on ne, and the
Earth devours the incarnate jewel that you found wanting!"

"Never wanting," he whispered.

"Come now, where will you go, Sir? Mre confort, please. How many
m nutes do | have?"

"I don't know," he whispered. He turned away from nme and bowed his

head. | had never seen himso forlorn

"Let me see your hand,” | said weakly. "There are closeted w tches
who in the shadows of the taverns of Venice have taught nme how to read
the lines init. I'll tell you when you are like to die. Gve it to
me." | could scarcely see. A haze had come down over all things. But I

meant rmy wor ds.

"You cone too late," he replied. "There are no lines left." He held
up his palmfor me to see. "Tinme has erased what nen call fate. | have
none. "

"I amsorry that you come at all,"” | said. |I turned away fromhim |
turned away agai nst the clean cool linen of the pillow "Wuld you |eave
me now, ny bel oved teacher? |I would rather the conpany of a priest, and
my old nurse if you haven't sent her honme. | have | oved you with ny
whol e heart, but | don't want to die in your superior conpany."

Through a haze | saw the shape of himas he grew nearer to nme. | felt
his hands cup ny face and turn it towards him | saw the glinmrer of his
bl ue eyes, wintry flames, indistinct yet burning fiercely.

"Very well, beautiful one. This is the monent. Wuld you cone with
me, and be like me?" His voice was rich and soothing, though it was ful
of pain.

"Yes, always and forever yours."

"Forever to thrive in secret on the blood of the evildoer, as I
thrive, and to abide with these secrets until the end of the world, if
need be."

"I shall. I want it."
"To learn fromnme all the lessons | can give."
"Yes, all of them"

He picked ne up fromthe bed. | tunbled against him nmnmy head spinning
and the pain in it so sharp, | cried out softly.

"Only a little while, ny love, nmy young and tender love," he said in
ny ear.

I was lowered into the warmwater of the bath, ny clothes softly



stripped away, nmy head | aid back against the tiled edge ever so
carefully. | let ny arns float in the water. | felt it lap around ny
shoul ders.

He broke up handfuls of water to bathe ne. He bathed first ny face
and then all of me. His hard satiny fingertips noved over ny face.

"Not a vagrant hair yet of your beard, and yet you have the nether
endowrents of a man, and nust now ri se above the pleasures you have so
| oved. "

"I do, I will,” | whispered. Aterrible burning | ashed nmy cheek. The
cut was spread wide. | struggled to touch it. But he held ny hand. It
was only his blood fallen into the festering wound. And as the flesh
tingled and burnt | felt it closing. He did the sane with the scratch on
my arm and then with the small scratch on the back of ny hand. Wth ny
eyes closed, | surrendered to the eerie paralyzing pleasure of it.

H s hand touched nme again, running snoothly down ny chest, past ny
private parts, exam ning first one leg and then the other, searching out
the smallest break or flaw in the skin, perhaps. Again the rich
t hrobbing chills of pleasure overcane ne.

| felt nyself lifted fromthe water, warmy w apped, and then there
cane that shock of noving air that neant he carried nme, that he noved
nmore swiftly than any spying eye could see. | felt the marble floor
before ny bare feet, and in ny fever, this jolting cold was very good to
ne.

We stood in the studio. W had our backs to the painting on which
he'd worked only nights ago, and faced another masterly canvas of
i mense size, on which beneath a brilliant sun and cobalt sky a great
copse of trees surrounded two rushing wi ndbl own fi gures.

The wonman was Daphne, her upstretched arns changing into the branches
of the laurel, already thick with | eaves, her feet grown into roots that
sought the deep brown earth beneath her. And behind her, the desperate
and beautiful god Apollo, a champion of golden hair and finely nuscled
linbs, come too late to stop her frantic nagical escape fromhis
threatening arns, her fatal netanorphosis.

"See the indifferent clouds above," nmy Master whispered in ny ear. He
pointed to the great streaks of sun he had painted with nore skill than
the men who daily beheld them

He spoke words | confided to Lestat so | ong ago when | told himny
story, words that he salvaged so nmercifully fromthe few i nages of these
times which I was able to give him

| hear Marius's voice when | repeat these words, the last | was ever
to hear as a nortal child:

"This is the only sun that you will ever see again. But a mllennium
of nights will be yours to see light as no nortal has ever seen it, to
snatch fromthe distant stars, as if you were Pronetheus, an endl ess
illum nation by which to understand all things."

And |, who had beheld a far nore wondrous celestial light in that
realmfromwhich I'd been turned away, longed only for himto eclipse it
now forever.



8

THE MASTER S PRI VATE SALONS: a string of roonms in which he had covered
the walls with fl aw ess copies of the works of those nortal painters he
so admred-Gotto, Fra Angelico, Bellini

We stood in the room of Benozzo Gozzoli's great work, fromthe Medici
Chapel in Florence: The Procession of the Magi

In the mddle of the century, CGozzoli had created this vision
wrapping it around three walls of that small sacred chanber.

But nmy Master, with his supernatural menory and skill, had spread out
the great work, rendering the whole flat fromend to end on one great
side of this inmense and broad gallery.

Perfect as CGozzoli's original it looned, with its hordes of
beautifully dressed young Florenti nes, each pale face a study in
t hought ful innocence, astride a cavalry of gorgeous horses follow ng the
exquisite figure of the young Lorenzo de' Medici hinself, a youth with
soft curling brownish-blond hair to his shoulders, and a carnal blush in
his white cheeks. Wth a tranquil expression he appeared to gaze
indifferently at the viewer of the painting as he sat, regal in his fur-
trimred gold jacket with its long slashed sl eeves, on a beautifully
capari soned white horse. No detail of the painting was unworthy of
anot her. Even the horse's bridle and fittings were of beautifully worked
gold and velvet, a match for the tight sleeves of Lorenzo's tunic and
his red vel vet knee-hi gh boots.

But the enchantnent of the painting arose nost powerfully fromthe
faces of the youths, as well as the few old men who made up the i mense
crowded procession, all with small quiet nouths and eyes drifting to the
sides as if a forward gl ance woul d have broken the spell.

On and on they cane past castles and nountains, winding their way to
Bet hl ehem

To illum nate this nasterpiece, dozens of silver branching candel abra
had been lighted up and down both sides of the room The thick white
candl es of the purest beeswax gave off a luxurious illumnation. Hi gh

above a glorious w | derness of painted clouds surrounded an oval of
floating saints who touched each other's outstretched hands as they
| ooked down benevolently and contentedly upon us.

No furniture covered the rosy Carrara marble tiles of the highly
pol i shed floor. A wandering border pattern of green |eafy vine marked
off in great squares these tiles, but the floor was otherw se plain and
deeply lustrous, and silken snmooth to bare feet.

I found nyself staring with the fascination of a feverish brain into
this hall of glorious surfaces. The Procession of the Magi, rising as it
did to fill the entire wall to the right of nme, seened to give off a
soft plethora of real sounds ... the nuted crunch of the hoofs of the
horses, the shuffling steps of those who wal ked beside them the
rustling of the red-fl owered shrubbery beyond them and even the distant
cries of the hunters who, with their |ean hounds, streaked al ong the
nmount ai n pat hs beyond.



My Master stood in the very center of the hall. He had taken off his
famliar red velvet. He wore only an open robe of gold tissue, with |ong
bell sleeves down to his wists, his hemjust skirting his bare white
feet.

H's hair seened to make for hima halo of yellow brilliance, hanging
softly to his shoul ders.

I wore a gown of the sane sheerness and sinplicity.
"Cone, Ammdeo," he said.

I was weak, thirsting for water, barely able to stand. He knew this
however, and no excuse seened appropriate. | took my faltering steps one
after another until | reached his outstretched arns.

H s hands slid about the back of ny head.

He bent his lips. A sense of dreadful awesone finality swept over ne.
"You will die nowto be with me inlife eternal,” he whispered in ny
ear. "Never for a monent nust you really fear. I will hold your heart
safe in ny hands.™

H's teeth cut into me, deeply, cruelly with the precision of twin
daggers, and | heard ny heart thud in ny ears. My very bowels
contracted, and ny stonmach was knotted in pain. Yet a savage pl easure
swept through all ny veins, a pleasure which coursed towards the wounds
in my neck. I could feel ny blood rush towards nmy Master, towards his
thirst and ny inevitable death.

Even ny hands were transfixed with vibrant sensation. Indeed, |
seened suddenly to be but a puppet map of circuitry, all of it aglow as
with a | ow, obvious and deliberate sound, ny Master drank nmy life's
bl ood. The sound of his heart, slow, steady, a deep reverberating
poundi ng, filled ny ears.

The pain in nmy intestines was al chenmized to a soft sheer rapture; ny
body lost all weight, all know edge of itself in space. The throb of his
heart was within me. My hands felt the long satin | ocks of his hair, but
| did not hold to them | floated, supported only by the insistent
heartbeat and thrilling current of all ny swiftly flow ng bl ood.

"I die now," | whispered. This ecstasy could not endure.
Abruptly the world died.
| stood al one on the desolate and wi ndy shore of the sea.
It was the land to which I'd journeyed before, but how different it

was now, devoid of its shining sun and abundant flowers. The priests
were there, but their robes were dusty and dark and reeked of the earth.

| knew these priests, | knewthemwell. | knew their nanes. | knew their
narrow bearded faces, their thin greasy hair and the black felt hats
that they wore. I knew the dirt in their fingernails, and I knew the

hungry hol | ow of their sunken gl eanm ng eyes.
They beckoned for nme to cone.

Ah, yes, back to where | bel onged. W clinbed higher and hi gher until



we stood on the bluff of the glass city, and it lay to the far left of
us, and how forlorn and enpty it was.

Al the nolten energy which had lighted its multitudi nous and
transl ucent towers was now dead and gone, turned off at the source.
Not hi ng remai ned of the bl azing colors except a deep dull residue of
tints beneath the featurel ess span of hopel ess gray sky. Ch, sad, sad,
to see the glass city without its magic fire.

A chorus of sounds rose fromit, a tinkling, as of glass dully
striking glass. There was no nusic in it. There was only a bleary
| um nous despair.

"Wal k on, Andrei," said one of the priests to ne. H s soiled hand
with its thin bits of caked mud touched me and pulled at ne, hurting ny
fingers. | |ooked down to see that ny fingers were thin and luridly

white. My knuckl es shone as though the flesh had al ready been stri pped
away, but it had not.

Al nmy skin nmerely cleaved to nme, hungry and | oose as their skin.

Before us cane the water of the river, filled with ice sloughs and
great tangles of blackened driftwood, covering the flatlands with a
murky | ake. W had to wal k through it, and its col dness hurt us. Yet on
we went, the four of us, the three priest guides and ne. Above | ooned
t he once gol den donmes of Kiev. It was our Santa Sofia, standing stil
after the horrid nassacres and confl agrati ons of the Mngols who had
| aid waste our city and all her riches and all her wi cked and worldly
women and men.

"Cone, Andrei."

| knew this doorway. It was to the Monastery of the Caves. Only
candles illum nated these cataconbs, and the snell of the earth
overpowered all, even the stench of dried sweat on soiled and di seased
fl esh.

In ny hands, | held the rough wooden handl e of a small shovel. | dug
into the heap of earth. | opened up the soft wall of rubble, until ny
eyes fell on a man not dead but dream ng as the dirt covered his face.

"Still alive, Brother?" | whispered, to this soul buried up to his
neck.

"Still alive, Brother Andrei, give ne only what will sustain ne,"

said the cracked lips. The white eyelids were never lifted. "G ve ne
only that much, so that our Lord and Savior, Christ Hinself, will choose
the tinme that 1| amto cone hone."

"Ch, Brother, how courageous you are," | said. | put a jug of water
to his lips. The nmud streaked them as he drank. H s head rested back in
soft rubble.

"And you, child,"” he said with | abored breaths, turning ever so
slightly fromthe proffered jug, "when will you have the strength to
choose your earthen cell anong us, your grave, and wait for Christ to
cone?"

"Soon, | pray, Brother," | answered. | stepped back. | lifted the
shovel .



I dug into the next cell, and soon a dreadful unm stakable stench
assailed ne. The priest beside me stayed ny hand.

"Qur Good Brother Joseph is finally with the Lord," he said. "That's
it, uncover his face so that we may see for ourselves that he died at
peace. "

The stench grew thicker. Only dead human beings reek this strongly.
It's the snell of desolate graves and carts coming fromthose districts
where the plague is at its worst. | feared | would be sick. But I
continued to dig, until at |ast we uncovered the dead nman's head. Bald,
a skull encased in shrunken skin.

Prayers rose fromthe brothers behind me. "Close it up, Andrei."

"When will you have the courage, Brother? Only God can tell you
when- . "

"The courage to what!" | know this boom ng voice, this big-shoul dered
man who barrels his way down the cataconb. No m staking his auburn hair
and beard, his leather jerkin and his weapons hung on his |eather belt.
"This is what you do with nmy son, the ikon painter!”

He grabbed me by the shoul der, as he'd done a thousand tines, with
t he sane huge paw of a hand that had beaten ne sensel ess.

"Let go of me, please, you inpossible and ignorant ox," | whispered.
"We're in the house of God."

He dragged me so that | fell on ny knees. My robe was tearing, black
cloth ripping.

"Father, stop it and go away," | said.

"Deep in these pits to bury a boy who can paint with the skill of the
angel s!'™

"Brother Ivan, stop your shouting. It's for God to deci de what each
of us will do."

The priests ran behind me. | was dragged into the workroom Ikons in
rows hung fromthe ceiling, covering all of the far wall. My Father
flung ne down in the chair at the large heavy table. He lifted the iron
candlestick with its fluttering, protesting candle to light all the
t apers around.

The illum nation made a fire on his huge beard. Long gray hairs
sprung fromhis thick eyebrows, conbed upwards, diaboli cal

"You behave like the village idiot, Father,” | whispered. "It's a
wonder |'m not a sl obbering idiot beggar nyself."

"Shut up, Andrei. Nobody's taught you any manners here, that's clear
enough. You need ne to beat you."

He slammed his fist into the side of nmy head. My ear went nunb.

"I thought |'d beaten you enough before I brought you here, but not



so," he said. He smacked ne again.

"Desecration!" cried the priest, |oom ng above nme. "The boy's
consecrated to God."

"Consecrated to a pack of lunatics,” said ny Father. He took a packet
out of his coat. "Your eggs, Brothers!" he said with contenpt.

He | ay back the soft |eather and renoved an egg. "Paint, Andrei. Paint
to remind these lunatics that you have the gift from God H nsel f."

"And God Hnself it is who paints the picture,” cried the priest, the
el dest of them whose sticky gray hair was so soiled in time with oi
that it was near black. He pushed his way between ny chair and ny
Fat her .

My Fat her set down all but one egg. Leaning over a small earthen bow
on the table, he broke the shell of the egg, carefully gathering the
yoke in one side, and letting all the rest spill into his |eather cloth.
"There, there, pure yoke, Andrei." He sighed, and then threw the broken
shell on the floor.

He picked up the small pitcher and poured the water into the yoke.
"You mx it, mx your colors and work. Rem nd these-."

"He works when God calls himto work," declared the El der, "and when
God calls himto bury hinmself within the Earth, to live the life of the
reclusive, the hermt, then will he do that."

"Like Hell," said my Father. "Prince M chael hinself has asked for an
I kon of the Virgin. Andrei, paint! Paint three for me that I may give
the Prince the Ikon for which he asks, and take the others to the
di stant castle of his cousin, Prince Feodor, as he has asked."

"That castle's destroyed, Father," | said contenptuously. "Feodor and
all his men were nassacred by the wild tribes. You'll find nothing out
there in the wild lands, nothing but stones. Father, you know this as
well as | do. We've ridden plenty far enough to see for ourselves.™

"We'll go if the Prince wants us to go,"” said ny Father, "and we'll
| eave the ikon in the branches of the nearest tree to where his brother
died."

"Vanity and nadness," said the Elder. Qther priests cane into the
room There was much shouti ng.

"Speak clearly to me and stop the poetry!™ cried nmy Father. "Let ny
boy paint. Andrei, mx your colors. Say your prayers, but begin."

"Father, you hunmiliate nme. | despise you. |I'mashanmed that |'m your
son. I'mnot your son. | won't be your son. Shut your filthy nouth or
["Il paint nothing."

"Ah, that's ny sweet boy, with the honey rolling off his tongue, and
the bees that left it there left their sting too."

Again, he struck nme. This time | becanme dizzy, but | refused to lift
nmy hands to ny head. My ear throbbed.



"Proud of yourself, Ivan the Idiot!" | said. "How can | paint when
can't see or even sit in the chair?"

The priests shouted. They argued anongst one anot her

| tried to focus on the small row of earthen jars ready for the yoke
and the water. Finally | began to mx the yoke and the water. Best to
work and shut themall out. | could hear ny Father |augh with
sati sfaction.

"Now, show them show them what they nmean to wall up alive in a | ot
of nud."

"For the love of Cod," said the Elder
"For the love of stupid idiots,” said ny Father. "It isn't enough to
have a great painter. You have to have a saint."

"You do not know what your son is. It was God who gui ded you to bring
hi m here. "

"It was noney," said ny Father. Gasps rose fromthe priests.

"Don't lie to them" | said under nmy breath. "You know dammed good
and well it was pride."

"Yes, pride," said ny Father, "that ny son could paint the Face of
Christ or Hs Blessed Mbther like a Master! And you, to whom | commt
this genius, are too ignorant to see it."

| began to grind the pignents | needed, the soft brownish-red powder,
and then to mix it over and over with the yoke and water until every
tiny fragnment of pignment was broken up and the paint was snooth and
perfectly thin and clear. On to the yellow, and then to the red.

They fought over me. My Father lifted his fist to the El der, but
didn't bother to | ook up. He wouldn't dare. He kicked ny leg in his
desperation, sending a cranmp through nmy nuscle, but | said nothing. I
went on m xi ng the paint.

One of the priests had cone round to ny left, and he slipped a clean
whi t ewashed panel of wood in front of nme, prinmed and ready for the holy
i mage.

At last | was ready. | bowed ny head. | nmade the Sign of the Cross in
our way, touching my right shoulder first, not ny left.

"Dear God, give ne the power, give ne the vision, give ny hands the
tut el age which only your | ove can give!" At once | had the brush with no
consci ousness of having picked it up, and the brush began to race,
tracing out the oval of the Virgin's face, and then the sloping Iines of
her shoul ders and then the outline of her folded hands.

Now when their gasps cane, they were tributes to the painting. My
Fat her | aughed in gl oating satisfaction.

"Ah, my Andrei, ny sharp-tongued, sarcastic, nasty ungrateful little
geni us of Cod."

"Thank you, Father," | whispered bitingly, right fromthe mddle of



nmy trancelike concentration, as | nyself watched the work of the brush
in awe. There her hair, cleaving close to the scalp and parted in the

m ddle. | needed no instrunent to nmake the outline of her halo perfectly
round.

The priests held the clean brushes for me. One held a clean rag in
his hands. | snatched up a brush for the red color which I then m xed
with white paste, until it was the appropriate color of flesh.

"Isn't that a mracle!"”

"That's just the point," said the El der between clenched teeth. "It's
a mracle, Brother Ivan, and he will do what God wills."

"He won't wall hinself up in here, dam you, not as long as |I'm
alive. He's coming with me into the wild I ands."

| burst out laughing. "Father,"” | said sneering at him "M place is
here. "

"He's the best shot in the famly, and he's coming with ne into the
wild lands,"” said ny Father to the others, who had flown into a flurry
of protests and negations all around.

"Why do you give Qur Blessed Mdther that tear in her eye, Brother
Andr ei ?"

"It's God who gives her the tear,"” said one of the others.

"It is the Mother of All Sorrows. Ah, see the beautiful folds of her
cl oak. "

"Ah, |l ook, the Christ child!" said ny Father, and even his face was
reverent. "Ah, poor little baby God, soon to be crucified and die!" His
voi ce was for once subdued and al nost tender. "Ah, Andrei, what a gift.
Ch, but | ook, look at the child' s eyes and his little hand, at the flesh
of his thunb, his little hand."

"Even you are touched with the light of Christ,"” said the Elder
"Even such a stupid violent man as you, Brother Ivan."

The priests pressed in close around nme in a circle. My Father held out
a palnful of small twinkling jewels. "For the hal os, Andrei. Wirk fast,
Prince M chael has ordained that we go."

"Madness, | tell you!"™ Al voices were set to babbling at once. My
Fat her turned and raised his fist.

| 1 ooked up, reached for a fresh, clean panel of wood. My forehead
was wet with sweat. | worked on and on

| had done three ikons.

I felt such happiness, such pure happiness. It was sweet to be so
warmin it, so aware of it, and I knew, though I said nothing, that ny
Fat her had made it possible, my Father, so cheerful and ruddy-cheeked
and overpowering with his big shoulders and his glistening face, this
man | was supposed to hate.

The Sorrowful Mther with her Child, and the napkin for her tears,



and the Christ Hinself. Wary, bleary-eyed, | sat back. The pl ace was
intolerably cold. Ch, if there were only a little fire. And ny hand, ny
I eft hand was cranped fromthe cold. Only ny right hand was all right
because of the pace at which | had done ny work. | wanted to suck the
fingers of ny left hand, but this would not do, not here at this noment,
when all gathered to coo over the ikons.

"Masterly. The Work of Cod."

An awful sense of tine cane over ne, that | had traveled far from
this moment, far fromthis the Mnastery of the Caves to which | had
vowed ny life, far fromthe priests who were ny brethren, far fromny
cursing, stupid Father, who was in spite of his ignorance so very proud.

Tears flowed fromhis eyes. "My son,"” he said. He clutched ny
shoul der proudly. He was beautiful in his own way, such a fine strong
man, afraid of nothing, a prince hinmself when anong his horses and his
dogs and his followers, of which I, his son, had been one.

"Let me al one, you thick-skulled oaf,"”" | said. | smled up at himto
farther outrage him He | aughed. He was too happy, too proud, to be
pr ovoked.

"Look what ny son has done."” Hi s voice had a telltale thickness to
it. He was going to cry. And he wasn't even drunk

"Not by human hands," said the priest.
"No, naturally not!" boomed nmy Father's scornful voice. "Just by ny
son Andrei's hands, that's all."

A silken voice said in ny ear, "Wuld you place the jewels into the
hal os yoursel f, Brother Andrei, or shall | performthis task?"

Behol d, it was done, the paste applied, the stones set, five in the
I kon of Christ. The brush was in ny hand again to stroke the brown hair
of the Lord God, which was parted in the mddl e and brought back behind
H's ears, with only part of it to show on either side of H's neck. The
stylus appeared in ny hand to thicken and darken the black letters on
t he open book which Christ held in Hs left hand. The Lord God stared,
serious and severe, fromthe panel, H s nouth red and straight beneath
the horns of H s brown nustache.

"Cone now, the Prince is here, the Prince has cone."

Qut side the entrance of the Mnastery, the snow fell in cruel gusts.
The priests helped ne with ny | eather vest, ny jacket of shearling. They
buckled my belt. It was good to snell this |leather again, to breathe the
fresh cold air. My Father had nmy sword. It was heavy, old, taken from
his | ong-ago fighting against the Teutonic Knights in lands far to the
east, the jewels long ago chi pped out of its handle, but a fine, fine
battl e sword.

Through the snowy m st a figure appeared, on horseback. It was Prince
M chael hinself, in his fur hat and fur-lined cape and gl oves, the great
Lord who ruled Kiev for our Roman Catholic conquerors, whose faith we
woul d not accept but who let us keep to our own. He was decked out in
foreign velvet and gold, a fancy figure fit for royal Lithuanian courts,
of which we heard fantastical tales. How did he endure Kiev, the ruined
city?



The horse reared up on its hind legs. My Father ran to catch the
reins, and threaten the aninmal as he threatened ne.

The 1kon for Prince Feodor was wapped thickly in wol for nme to
carry.

| placed my hand on the hilt of ny sword.

"Ah, you will not take himon this Godless mssion," cried the Elder
"Prince Mchael, Your Excellency, our mghty ruler, tell this Godless
man that he can not take our Andrei."

| saw the face of the Prince through the snow, square and strong,
with gray eyebrows and beard and huge hard bl ue eyes. "Let him go,
Father,"” he cried out to the priest. "The boy has hunted with Ivan since
he was four years old. Never has anyone provided such bounty for ny
table, and for yours, Father. Let himgo."

The horse danced backwards. My Father pulled down on the reins.
Prince M chael blew the snow fromoff his |ips.

Qur horses were led to the fore, ny Father's powerful stallion with
the gracefully curved neck and the shorter gel ding which had been m ne
before I had cone to the Mnastery of the Caves.

"I"ll be back, Father,” | said to the Elder. "G ve ne your blessing
VWhat can | do against nmy gentle, sweet-tenpered and infinitely pious
Fat her when Prince M chael hinself conmmands?"

"Ch, shut your lousy little nouth,” said ny Father. "You think | want
tolisten to this all the way to the Castle of Prince Feodor?"

"You'll hear it all the way to Hell!" declared the El der. "You take
nmy finest novice to his death.”

"Novi ce, novice to a hole in the dirt! You take the hands that have
pai nted t hese marvels-."

"CGod painted them™"™ | said in a biting whisper, "and you know it,
Father. WII you please stop making a display of your Godl essness and
bel I'i gerence. "

I was on the back of ny horse. The |Ikon was strapped in wool to ny
chest.

"I don't believe ny brother Feodor is dead!" the Prince said, trying
to control his nmount, to bring it inline with that of ny Father
"Perhaps these travel ers saw sonme other ruin, sone old-."

"Not hi ng survives in the grasslands now," pleaded the Elder. "Prince,
don't take Andrei. Don't take him"

The priest ran al ongside of nmy horse. "Andrei, you will find nothing;
you will find only the wild blowi ng grass and the trees. Put the Ikon in
the branches of a tree. Place it for the will of God, so that when it is
found by the Tatars they will know His Divine power. Place it there for
t he pagans. And cone hone."

The snow cane down so fierce and thick | couldn't see his face



| looked up at the stripped and barren donmes of our Cathedral, that
remmant of Byzantine glory left to us by Mngol invaders, who now
exacted their greedy tribute through our Catholic Prince. How bl eak and
desol ate was this, ny honeland. | closed ny eyes and | onged for the nud
cubicle of the cave, for the snell of the earth close around ne, for the
dreans of God and Hi s Goodness which would cone to ne, once | was half-
ent onbed.

Conme back to nme, Amadeo. Cone back. Do not |let your heart stop

| spun around. "Wo calls to ne?" The thick white veil of the snow
broke to reveal the distant glass city, black and glimering as if
heated by hellish fires. Snoke rose to feed the om nous clouds of the
dar keni ng sky. | rode towards the glass city.
"Andrei!" This was ny Father's voice behind mne.
Conme back to nme, Amadeo. Don V let your heart stop

The lkon fell fromny left armas | struggled to bridle ny nount. The

wool had conme undone. On and on we rode. The lkon fell downhill beside
us, turning over and over, corner bouncing upon corner, as it tunbled,
t he swaddling of wool falling | ocose. I saw the shimering face of

Chri st.

Strong arns caught nme, pulled ne upwards as if froma whirlw nd. "Let
me go!" | protested. | |ooked back. Against the frozen earth lay the
I kon, and the staring, questioning eyes of the Christ.

Firmfingers pressed ny face on either side. | blinked and opened ny
eyes. The roomwas filled with warnth and light. There | ooned the
famliar face of nmy Master right above nme, his blue eyes shot with
bl ood. "Drink, Amadeo," he said. "Drink fromne."

My head fell forward against his throat. The bl ood fount had started
it bubbled out of his vein, flowing thickly down onto the neck of his
golden tissue robe. | closed ny mouth over it. | |apped at it.

| let out a cry as the blood inflaned ne.
"Draw it fromnme, Amadeo. Draw it hard!™"

My mouth filled with blood. My |ips closed against his silky white
flesh so that not a drop would be lost. Deeply I swallowed. In a dim
flash I saw nmy Father riding through the grasslands, a powerful [ eather-
clad figure, his sword tied firmy to his belt, his |l eg crooked, his
cracked and worn brown boot firmy in the stirrup. He turned to the
left, rising and falling gracefully and perfectly with the huge strides
of his white horse.

"Al'l right, |eave nme, you coward, you inpudent and m serabl e boy!
Leave nme!" He | ooked before him "I prayed for it, Andrei, | prayed they
woul dn't get you for their filthy cataconbs, their dark earthen cells.
Wll, so nmy prayer is answered! Go with God, Andrei. Go with God. Go
with God!"

My Master's face was rapt and beautiful, a white flane against the
wavering golden |ight of countless candl es. He stood over ne.



I lay on the floor. My body sang with the blood. | clinbed to ny
feet, ny head swi nmng. "Master."

At the far end of the roomhe stood, his bare feet composed on the
gl owi ng rose-colored floor, his arnms outstretched. "Cone to me, Amadeo,
wal k towards ne, cone to ne, to take the rest.”

| struggled to obey him The roomraged with colors around nme. | saw
the Procession of the searching Magi. "Ch, that it's so vivid, so
utterly alive!"

"Cone to nme, Anadeo."
"I"'mtoo weak, Master, I'mfainting, I'mdying in this glorious light."

| took one step after another, though it seemed inpossible. | placed one
foot before the other, drawing ever closer to him | stunbled. "On your
hands and knees, then, conme. Cone to nme." | clung to his robe. | had to
climb this great height if I wanted it. | reached up and took hold of
the crook of his right arm | lifted nyself, feeling the gold cloth
against nme. | straightened ny legs until | stood. Once again, | enbraced
him once again | found the fount. | drank, and drank, and drank

In a gilded gush the bl ood went down into ny bowels. It went through
my legs and ny arnms. | was a Titan. | crushed himunder nme. "Gve it to
me," | whispered. "Gve it to nme." The bl ood hovered on ny lips and then
fl ooded down ny throat.

It was as if his cold marbl e hands had seized ny heart. | could hear
it struggling, beating, the valves opening and cl osing, the wet sound of
his blood invading it, the swosh and flap of the valves as they
wel coned it, utilizing it, my heart growi ng ever |larger and nore
powerful, ny veins becoming |like so many invincible netallic conduits of
this nmost potent fluid.

I lay on the floor. He stood above nme, and his hands were open to ne.
"CGet up, Amadeo. Cone, cone up, into ny arnms. Take it."

| cried. | sobbed. My tears were red, and ny hand was stained with
red. "Help me, Master."

"I do help you. Come, seek it out for yourself."

| was on nmy feet with this new strength, as if all human limtations
had been | oosened, as if they were bonds of rope or chain and had fallen
away. | sprang at him pulling back his robe, the better to find the
wound.

"Mbke a new wound, Anmdeo."

| bit into the flesh, puncturing it, and the blood squirted over ny
lips. | clapped nmy nmouth against it. "Flowinto nme."

My eyes closed. | saw the wild | ands, the grass blow ng, the sky blue
My Fat her rode on and on with the small band behind him Was | one of
t hen®?

"I prayed you'd escape!" he called out to nme, |aughing, "and so you
have. Damm you, Andrei. Damm you and your sharp tongue and your nagica
pai nter's hands. Damm you, you foul - nout hed whel p, damm you." He | aughed



and | aughed, and rode on, the grass bending and falling for him

"Father, look!" | struggled to shout. | wanted himto see the stony
ruins of the castle. But ny nouth was full of blood. They had been
right. Prince Feodor's fortress was destroyed, and he hinself |ong gone.
My Father's horse reared up suddenly as it came to the first heap of
Vi ne-covered stones.

Wth a shock, | felt the marble floor beneath nme, so wondrously warm
| lay with both hands against it. | lifted nmyself. The swarm ng rosy
pattern was so dense, so deep, so wondrous, it was like water frozen to
make the finest stone. | could have | ooked into its depths forever.

"Ri se up, Amadeo, once nore."

Ch, it was easy to make this clinb, to reach for his armand then his

shoul der. | broke the flesh of his neck. I drank. The bl ood washed
t hrough ne, once again revealing nmy entire formw th a shock agai nst the
bl ackness of ny mnd. | saw the boy's body that was nmine, of arnms and

legs, as with this form| breathed in the warnth and |ight around ne, as
if all of ne had becone one great nultipored organ for seeing, for
hearing, for breathing. | breathed with mllions of mnute and strong
tiny nout hs.

The blood filled ne so that | could take no nore.

| stood before ny Master. In his face | saw but the hint of
weari ness, but the smallest pain in his eyes. | saw for the first tine
the true lines of his old humanity in his face, the soft inevitable
crinkles at the corners of his serenely fol ded eyes.

The drapery of his robe glistened, the light traveling on it as the
cloth moved with his small gesture. He pointed. He pointed to the
pai nti ng of The Procession of the Magi

"Your soul and your physical body are now | ocked together forever,"
he said. "And through your vanmpiric senses, the sense of sight, and of
touch, and of snell, and of taste, you'll know all the world. Not from
turning away fromit to the dark cells of the Earth, but through opening
your arnms to endless glory will you perceive the absol ute spl endor of
God's creation and the mracles wought, in H's Divine |Indul gence, by
t he hands of nen."

The silk-clad nultitudes of The Procession of the Magi appeared to
nove. Once nore | heard the horses' hooves on the soft earth, and the
shuffl e of booted feet. Once nore | thought | saw the di stant hounds

| eap on the nountainside. | saw the nasses of flowered shrubbery wobble
with the press of the gilded procession against them | saw petals fly
fromthe flowers. Marvel ous animals frolicked in the thick wood. | saw

the proud Prince Lorenzo, astride his nount, turn his youthful head,
just as mny Father had done, and | ook at me. On and on went the world
beyond him the world with its white rocky cliffs, its hunters on their
brown steeds and its | eaping prancing dogs.

"It's gone forever, Master," | said, and how rounded and resonant was
nmy voice, responding to all that | beheld.

"What is that, ny child?"

"Russia, the world of the wild | ands, the world of those dark



terrible cells within the noist Mther Earth."

| turned around and around. Snhoke rose fromthe w | derness of burning
candl es. Wax craw ed and dri pped over the chased silver that held them
dri pping even to the spotless and shimering floor. The fl oor was as the
sea, so transparent suddenly, so silken, and hi gh above the painted
clouds inillimtable sweetest blue. It seened a mi st emanated from
t hese cl ouds, a warm sumer mi st made up of mingling | and and sea.

Once again, | |looked at the painting. | noved towards it and threw
out ny hands against it, and stared upwards at the white castles atop
the hills, at the delicate grooned trees, at the fierce subline
wi | derness that waited so patiently for the sluggish journey of ny
crystal -cl ear gaze.

"So much!" | whispered. No words coul d describe the deep col ors of
brown and gold in the beard of the exotic magus, or the shadows at play
in the painted head of the white horse, or in the face of the bal ding
man who led him or the grace of the arch-necked canels or the crush of
rich flowers beneath soundl ess feet.

"I see it with all of ne," | sighed. | closed ny eyes and | ay agai nst
it, recalling perfectly all aspects as the donme of ny m nd becane this
roomitself, and the wall was there colored and painted by ne. "I see it
wi t hout any omission. | see it,” | whispered.

| felt my Master's arns around ny chest. | felt his kiss on ny hair.
"Can you see again the glassy city?" he asked.

"I can make it!" | cried. | let ny head roll back against his chest.
| opened ny eyes, and drew out of the riot of painting before nme the
very colors | wanted, and nade this nmetropolis of bubbling, |eaping
glass rise in ny imagi nation, until its towers pierced the sky. "It's
there, do you see it?"

In a torrent of tunbling, |aughing words | described it, the
glittering green and yell ow and blue spires that sparkled and wavered in
the Heavenly light. "Do you see it?" | cried out.

"No. But you do," said nmy Master. "And that is nore than enough.”
In the di mchanmber, we dressed in the bl ack norn

Not hi ng was difficult, nothing had its old weight and resistance. It
seened | only needed to run nmy fingers up the doublet to have it
but t oned.

We hurried down the steps, which seened to di sappear beneath ny feet,
and out into the night.

To clinb the sliny walls of a palazzo was nothing, to anchor ny feet
over and over in the chinks of the stone, to poise on a tuft of fern and
vine as | reached for the bars of a window and finally pulled open the
grate, it was nothing, and how easily | let the heavy netal grid drop
into the glistening green water bel ow. How sweet to see it sink, to see
the water splash around the descending weight, to see the glinmer of the
torches in the water.

"I fall intoit."



"Cone. "

I nsi de the chanber, the man rose from his desk. Against the cold, he
had w apped his neck in wool. Hs dark blue robe was banded in pearly
gold. Rich man, banker. Friend of the Florentine, not nmourning his |oss
over these many pages of vellum snelling of black ink but calcul ating
the inevitable gains, all partners nurdered by the bl ade and by poison
it seemed, in a private banquet room

Did he guess now that we had done it, the red-cloaked man and the
aubur n- hai red boy who canme through his high fourth-story windowin this
frozen winter night?

| caught himas if he were the |love of ny young life, and unwound the
wool fromaround the artery where | woul d feed.

He begged ne to stop, to nane ny price. How still my Master | ooked,
wat ching only me, as the man begged and | ignored him nerely feeling
for this large pulsing, irresistible vein.

"Your life, Sir, I must have it," | whispered. "The bl ood of thieves
is strong, isn't it, Sir?"

"Ch, child,"” he cried, all resolve shattering, "does God send H s
justice in such an unlikely forn®"

It was sharp, pungent and strangely rank this human bl ood, spiked wth
the wine he'd drunk and the herbs of the foods he'd eaten, and al nost
purple in the light of his lanmps as it flowed over ny fingers before
could lap themw th ny tongue.

At the first draught |I felt his heart stop
"Ease up, Amadeo," whispered ny Master
| let go and the heart recovered.

"That's it, feed on it slowy, slowy, letting the heart punp the
bl ood to you, yes, yes, and gently with your fingers that he not suffer
unduly, for he suffers the worst fate he can know and that is to know
that he dies.”

W& wal ked al ong the narrow quay together. No need anynore to keep ny
bal ance, though nmy gaze was lost in the depths of the singing, |apping
water, gaining its nmovenent through its many stonewal |l ed connections
fromthe faraway sea. | wanted to feel the wet green nbss on the stones.

We stood in a small piazza, deserted, before the angled doors of a
hi gh stone church. They were bolted now. Al w ndows were blinded, al
doors locked. Curfew Quiet.

"Once nore, lovely one, for the strength it will give you," said ny
Master, and his lethal fangs pierced me, as his hands held nme captive.

"Whuld you trick ne? Wuld you kill me?" | whispered, as | felt
nmysel f again hel pless, no preternatural effort that | could sunmon
strong enough to escape his grasp.

The bl ood was pulled out of me in a tidal wave that left nmy arns



dangl i ng and shaking, ny feet dancing as if | were a hanged man. |
struggled to remai n conscious. | pushed against him But the flow
continued, out of me, out of all ny fibers and into him

"Now, once again, Amadeo, take it back fromnme."

He dealt one fine blowto ny chest. | alnost toppled off ny feet. |
was so weak, | fell forward, only at the last grasping for his cloak. I
pul l ed nyself up and | ocked ny left armaround his neck. He stepped
back, straightening, making it hard for nme. But | was too determ ned,
too chal l enged and too determ ned to nake a nockery of his | essons.

"Very well, sweet Master," | said as | tore at his skin once again.
"I have you, and will have every drop of you, Sir, unless you are quick
nmost quick.” Only then did | realize! |I too had tiny fangs!

He started to laugh softly, and it heightened ny pleasure, that this
which | fed upon should | augh beneath these new fangs.

Wth all my might | sought to tug his heart out of his chest. | heard
himcry out and then [augh in amazenent. | drew and drew on his bl ood,
swal l owi ng with a hoarse di sgraceful sound.

"Conme on, let ne hear you cry out again!" | whispered, sucking the
bl ood greedily, w dening the gash with ny teeth, ny sharpened,
| engt hened teeth, these fang teeth that were now mne and nmade for this
sl aughter. "Cone on, beg for nmercy, Sir!"

H s | aughter was sweet.

| took his blood swallow after swallow, glad and proud at his
hel pl ess | aughing, at the fact that he had fallen down on his knees in
the square and that | had himstill, and he nust now raise his armto
push ne away.

"I can't drink anynore!™ | declared. | |lay back on the stones.

The frozen sky was bl ack and studded with the white bl azing stars.
stared at it, deliciously aware of the stone beneath ne, of the hardness
under ny back and ny head. No care now about the soil, the danp, the
threat of di sease. No care now whether the craw ing things of the night
canme near. No care now what nen mght think who peeped fromtheir
wi ndows. No care now for the | ateness of the hour. Look at ne, stars.
Look at me, as | |l ook at you.

Silent and glistering, these tiny eyes of Heaven.

| began to die. Awthering pain comrenced in ny stonmach, then noved
to ny bowels.

"Now, all that's left of a nortal boy will |eave you," ny Master
said. "Don't be afraid."”

"No nore nusic?" | whispered. | rolled over and put my arnms around ny
Master, who |lay beside ne, his head resting on his el bow He gathered ne
to him
"Shall | sing to you a lullaby?" he said softly.

I moved away fromhim Foul fluid had begun to flowfromnme. | felt an



instinctive shane, but this quite slowy vanished. He picked nme up,
easily as always, and pushed ny face into his neck. The wi nd rushed
around us.

Then | felt the cold water of the Adriatic, and | found nysel f
tunmbling on the unm stakable swell of the sea. The sea was salty and

delicious and held no nenace. | turned over and over, and finding nyself
alone, tried to get ny bearings. | was far out, near to the island of
the Lido. | | ooked back to the main island, and | could see through the

great congregation of ships at anchor the blazing torches of the Pal azzo
Ducale, with a vision that was awesonely cl ear

The m ngl ed voices of the dark port rose, as if | were secretly
swi nm ng anongst the ships, though | was not.

VWhat a remarkable power, to hear these voices, to be able to hone in
on one particular voice and hear its early-norning nunblings, and then
to pitch ny hearing to yet another and let other words sink in.

| floated under the sky for a while, until all the pain was gone from
nme. | felt cleansed, and | didn't want to be alone. | turned over and
effortl essly swamtowards the harbor, noving under the surface of the
wat er when | neared the ships.

VWhat astoni shed ne now was that | could see beneath the water! There
was enough life for nmy vanpiric eyes to see the huge anchors I odged in
t he mushy bottom of the | agoon, and to see the curved bottons of the

galleys. It was an entire underwater universe. | wanted to explore it
further, but | heard ny Master's voice-not a telepathic voice, as we
woul d call it now, but his audible voice-calling ne very softly to

return to the piazza where he waited for ne.

| peeled off ny rank clothes and clinbed out of the water naked,
hurrying to himin the cold darkness, delighted that the chill itself
meant little. Wien | saw him1 spread out nmy arns and sml ed.

He held a fur cloak in his arms, which he opened now to receive ne,
rubbing my hair dry with it and winding it around ne.

"You feel your new freedom Your bare feet are not hurt by the deep
cold of the stones. If you're cut, your resilient skin will heal
instantly, and no small crawing creature of the dark will produce
revul sion in you. They can't hurt you. Disease can't hurt you." He
covered me with kisses. "The nost pestilential blood will only feed you,
as your preternatural body cleanses it and absorbs it. You are a
powerful creature, and deep in here? In your chest, which | touch now
with ny hand, there is your heart, your human heart."

"Is it really so, Master?" | asked. | was exhilarated, | was playful
"Way so human still?"

"Amadeo, have you found ne i nhuman? Have you found ne cruel ?"

My hair had shaken off the water, drying alnost instantly. W wal ked
now, armin arm the heavy fur cloak covering ne, out of the square.

VWhen | didn't answer, he stopped and enbraced nme again and began his
hungry ki sses.

"You love ne," | said, "as | amnow, even nore than before."



"Ch, yes," he said. He hugged ne roughly and kissed nmy throat al
over, and ny shoul ders, and began to kiss ny chest. "I can't hurt you
now, | can't snuff out your life with an accidental enbrace. You're
m ne, of ny flesh and of ny bl ood. "

He stopped. He was crying. He didn't want me to see. He turned away
when | tried to catch his face with ny inpertinent hands.

"Master, | love you," | said.

"Pay attention,” he said brushing me off, obviously inpatient with
his tears. He pointed to the sky. "You'll always know when norning's
comng, if you pay attention. Do you feel it? Do you hear the birds?
There are in all parts of the world those birds who sing right before
dawn. "

A thought canme to ne, dark and horrid, that one of the things I had
m ssed in the deep Monastery of the Caves under Kiev was the sound of
birds. Qut in the wild grasses, hunting with nmy Father, riding from
copse to copse of trees, | had | oved the song of the birds. W had never
been too long in the mserable riverside hovels of Kiev wthout those
forbi dden journeys into the wild |l ands fromwhich so many didn't return

But that was gone. | had all of sweet Italy around ne, the sweet
Serenissima. | had ny Master, and the great voluptuous magic of this
transformation.

"For this | rode into the wild lands," | whispered. "For this he took
me out of the Monastery on that |ast day.”

My Master |ooked at ne sadly. "I hope so," he said. "Wat | know of
your past, | learnt fromyour mnd when it was open to ne, but it's

cl osed now, closed because |'ve made you a vanpire, the sane as | am
and we can never know each other's minds. W're too close, the blood we
share nakes a deafening roar in our ears when we try to talk in silence
to one another, and so | let go forever of those awful inmages of that
under ground Mnastery which flashed so brilliantly in your thoughts, but
al ways wi th agony, always with near despair."

"Yes, despair, and all that is gone |like the pages of a book torn
| oose and thrown into the wind. Just |ike that, gone."

He hurried me along. W were not going hone. It was anot her way
t hrough the back all eys.

"W go now to our cradle,"”
which is our grave."

he said, "which is our crypt, our bed

W& entered an old dil api dated pal azzo, tenanted only with a few
sleeping poor. | didn't like it. | had been brought up by himon |uxury.
But we soon entered a cellar, a seeming inpossibility in rank and watery
Venice, but a cellar it was, indeed. W made our way down stone stairs,
past thick bronze doors, which nen alone could not open, until in the
i nky bl ackness we had found the final room

"Here's a trick," my Master whispered, "which sone night you yourself
will be strong enough to work."

I heard a riot of crackling and a small blast, and a great flaring



torch blazed in his hand. He had lighted it with no nore than his mnd

"Wth each decade you'll grow stronger, and then with each century,
and you will discover many tinmes in your long life that your powers have
made a magical |eap. Test themcarefully, and protect what you di scover.
Use cleverly all that you discover. Never shun any power, for that's as
foolish as a man shunning his strength."

I nodded, staring spellbound at the flanes. | had never seen such
colors in sinple fire before, and | felt no aversion to it, though
knew that it was the one thing that could destroy me. He had said so,
had he not ?

He made a gesture. | should regard the room

VWat a splendid chanmber it was. It was paved in gold! Even its
ceiling was of gold. Two stone sarcophagi stood in the mddle of it,
each graced with a carved figure in the old style, that is, severe and
nore sol em than natural; and as | drew closer, | saw that these figures
were hel neted knights, in long tunics, with heavy broadswords carved
close to their flanks, their gloved hands clasped in prayer, their eyes
closed in eternal sleep. Each had been gilded, and plated with silver,
and set with countless tiny gens. The belts of the knights were set with
anet hyst. Sapphires adorned the necks of their tunics. Topaz gleanmed in
t he scabbards of their swords.

"Is this not a fortune to tenpt a thief?" | asked. "Lying as it does
here beneath this ruined house?"

He | aughed outri ght.

"You're teaching ne to be cautious al ready?" he asked, smling. "Wat
back tal k! No thief can gain access here. You didn't measure your own
strength when you opened the doors. Look at the bolt I've cl osed behi nd
us, since you are so concerned. Now see if you can lift the Iid of that
coffin. Go ahead. See if your strength nmeets your nerve."

"I didn't nmean it to be back talk,"” | protested. "Thank God you're
smling." | lifted the lid and then noved the | ower part of it to one
side. It was nothing to ne, yet | knew this was heavy stone. "Ah, |
see," | said nmeekly. | gave hima radiant and i nnocent snile. The inside

was cushioned i n damask of royal purple.

"CGet into this crib, nmy child,” he said. "Don't be afraid as you wait
for the rise of the sun. Wen it cones you'll sleep soundly enough.™

"Can | not sleep with you?"

"No, here in this bed which I have | ong ago prepared for you, this is
where you belong. | have nmy own narrow place there next to you, which is
not big enough for two. But you are m ne now, mne, Ama-deo. Vouchsafe
me one | ast bevy of kisses, ah, sweet, yes, sweet-."

"Master, don't let nme ever make you angry. Don't let ne ever-."
"No, Amadeo, be ny chall enger, be ny questioner, be nmy bold and
ungrateful pupil." He |looked faintly sad. He pushed ne gently. He
gestured to the coffin. The purple satin damask shi nmered

"And so | lieinit,"” I whispered, "so young."



| saw the shadow of pain in his face after 1'd said this. | regretted

it. | wanted to say sonething to undo it, but he gestured that | nust go
on.

Oh, how cold this was, cushions be dammed, and how hard. | noved the
lid into place above ne and lay still, listening, listening to the sound

of the torch snuffed, and to the grinding of stone on stone as he opened
his own grave.

| heard his voice:
"Good night, nmy young love, nmy child love, ny son," he said.

| let my body go |linp. How delicious was this sinple relaxation. How
new were all things.

Far away in the land of my birth, the nonks chanted in the Mnastery
of the Caves.

Sleepily, | reflected on all 1'd renenbered. | had gone honme to Kiev.
I had made of my nmenories a tableau to teach ne all that | mght know.
And in the [ast nonents of nighttine consciousness, | said farewell to

them forever, farewell to their beliefs and their restraints.

| envi saged The Procession of the Magi splendidly glow ng on the
Master's wall, the procession which would be mne to study when the sun
set again. It seenmed to ne in ny wild and passionate soul, in my newborn
vanmpiric heart, that the Magi had cone not only for Christ's birth but
for my rebirth as well.

IF 1 HAD THOUGHT ny transformation into a vanpire neant the end of ny
tutel age or apprenticeship to Marius, | was quite wong. | wasn't
i mediately set free to wallow in the joys of ny new powers.

The night after ny netanorphosis, ny education began in earnest. |
was to be prepared now not for a tenmporal life but for eternity.

My Master gave ne to know that he had been created a vanpire al nost
fifteen hundred years ago, and that there were nenbers of our kind al
over the world. Secretive, suspicious and often m serably lonely, the
wanderers of the night, as my Master called them were often il
prepared for imortality and made nothing of their existence but a
string of dreary disasters until despair consumed them and they
i mol ated t hensel ves t hrough sone ghastly bonfire, or by going into the
[ight of the sun.

As for the very old, those who |like ny Master had nmanaged to
wi t hstand t he passage of enpires and epochs, they were for the nost part
m sant hr opes, seeking for thenselves cities in which they could reign
suprenme anong nortals, driving off fledglings who attenpted to share
their territory, even if it meant destroying creatures of their own
ki nd.

Veni ce was the undi sputed territory of ny Master, his hunting
preserve, and his own private arena in which he could preside over the
ganmes whi ch he had chosen as significant for himin this tine of life.

"There is nothing that will not pass," he said, "except you yourself.
You nmust listen to what | say because ny | essons are first and forenpst



| essons in survival; the garnishes will come later on."

The primary | esson was that we slay only "the evildoer."” This had
once been, in the foggiest centuries of ancient time, a solemm
conmi ssion to blood drinkers, and i ndeed there had been a dimreligion
surroundi ng us in antique pagan days in which the vanpires had been
wor shi ped as bringers of justice to those who had done w ong.

"W shall never again | et such superstition surround us and the
nmystery of our powers. W are not infallible. W have no conm ssion from
God. W wander the Earth like the giant felines of the great jungles,
and have no nore clai mupon those we kill than any creature that seeks
to live.

"But it is an infallible principle that the slaying of the innocent
will drive you mad. Believe me when | tell you that for your peace of

m nd you nust feed on the evil, you nust learn to love themin all their
filth and degeneracy, and you nmust thrive on the visions of their evil
that will inevitably fill your heart and soul during the kill

"Kill the innocent and you will sooner or later conme to guilt, and

with it you will conme to inpotence and finally despair. You may think
you are too ruthless and too cold for such. You may feel superior to
human bei ngs and excuse your predatory excesses on the ground that you
do but seek the necessary blood for your own life. But it won't work in
the [ ong run.

"In the long run, you will conme to know that you are nore human than
nmonster, all that is noble in you derives fromyour humanity, and your
enhanced nature can only |lead you to value humans all the nore. You'l
cone to pity those you slay, even the nost unredeenmable, and you wll
cone to | ove humans so desperately that there will be nights when hunger
will seemfar preferable to you than the blood repast."”

| accepted this whol eheartedly, and quickly plunged with ny Master
into the dark underbelly of Venice, the wild world of taverns and vice
which | had never, as the nysterious velvet-clad "apprentice” of Mrius
De Romanus, really seen before. O course | knew drinking places, | knew
fashi onabl e courtesans such as our bel oved Bianca, but | really didn't
know the thieves and nmurderers of Venice, and it was on these that |
f ed.

Very soon, | understood what ny Master neant when he said that | nust
develop a taste for evil and maintain it. The visions fromny victins
becanme stronger for ne with every kill. | began to see brilliant colors
when | killed. In fact, | could sonetinmes see these col ors dancing

around ny victins before | ever even closed in. Sonme nmen seemto walk in
red-tinged shadows, and others to emanate a fiery orange light. The
anger of ny neanest and nost tenacious victins was often a brilliant

yel  ow whi ch blinded ne, searing ne, as it were, both when | first
attacked and while | drank the victimdry of all blood.

| was at the onset a dreadfully violent and inpulsive killer. Having
been set down by Marius in a nest of assassins, | went to work with a
clumsy fury, drawing out ny prey fromthe tavern or the flophouse,
cornering himon the quay and then tearing open his throat as if | were
a wld dog. | drank greedily often rupturing the victinms heart. Once
the heart is gone, once the man is dead, there is nothing to punp the
bl ood into you. And so it is not so good.



But nmy Master, for all his lofty speeches on the virtues of hunmans,
and hi s adamant insistence on our own responsibilities, neverthel ess
taught me to kill with finesse

"Take it slowy,"” he said. W wal ked al ong the narrow banks of the
canal s where such existed. W travel ed by gondola listening with our
preternatural ears for conversation that seened neant for us. "And half
the tine, you needn't enter a house in order to draw out a victim Stand
outside of it, read the man's thoughts, throw himsonme silent bait. If
you read his thoughts, it is alnpost a certainty that he can receive your
message. You can lure without words. You can exert an irresistible pull.
VWhen he cones out to you, then take him

"And there is never any need for himto suffer, or for blood actually
to be spilt. Enbrace your victim love himif you will. Fondle him
slowy and sink your teeth with caution. Then feast as slowy as you
can. This way his heart will see you through

"As for the visions, and these colors you speak of, seek to learn
fromthem Let the victimin his dying tell you what he can about life
itself. If imges of his long life trip before you, observe them or
rat her savor them Yes, savor them Devour themslowy as you do his
bl ood. As for the colors, let them pervade you. Let the entire
experi ence i nundate you. That is, be both active and utterly passive.
Make | ove to your victim And listen always for the actual nmonment when
the heart ceases to beat. You will feel an undeniably orgiastic
sensation at this nonment, but it can be overl ooked.

"Di spose of the body after, or make certain that you have |icked away
all sign of the puncture wounds in the victims throat. Just a little
bit of your blood on the tip of your tongue will acconplish this. In
Veni ce dead bodi es are common. You need not take such pains. But when we
hunt in the outlying villages, then often you may have to bury the
remains. "

| was eager for all these | essons. That we hunted together was a

magni fi cent pleasure. | cane to realize quickly enough that Marius had
been clunmsy in the murders he had conmtted for me to witness before |I'd
been transfornmed. | knew then, as perhaps |'ve made plain in this story,

that he wanted nme to feel pity for these victins; he wanted ne to
experience horror. He wanted ne to see death as an abomi nation. But due
to ny youth, ny devotion to himand the violence done nme in ny short
nortal life, | had not responded as he hoped.

VWhat ever the case, he was now a nuch nore skilled killer. W often
took the sane victim together, |I drinking fromthe throat of our
captive, while he fed fromthe man's wist. Sonetinmes he delighted in
holding the victimtightly for ne while | drank all of the bl ood.

Being new, | was thirsty every night. I could have lived for three or
nmore wi thout killing, yes, and sonetinmes | did, but by the fifth night
of denying nyself-this was put to the test-I was too weak to rise from
t he sarcophagus. So what this neant was that, when and if | were ever on
my own, | nust kill at |east every fourth night.

My first few nonths were an orgy. Each kill seened nore thrilling
nore paral yzingly delicious than the one which had gone before. The nere
sight of a bared throat could bring about in ne such a state of arousa
that | becane |ike an animal, incapable of |anguage or restraint. \Wen
opened ny eyes in the cold stony darkness, | envisioned human fl esh.



could feel it in ny naked hands and | wanted it, and the night could
have no other events for ne until | had laid nmy powerful hands on that
one which would be the sacrifice to ny need.

For long nmoments after the kill, sweet throbbing sensations passed
through ne as the warmfragrant bl ood found all the corners of ny body,
as it punped its magnificent heat into ny face.

This, and this al one, was enough to absorb ne utterly, young as |
was.

But Marius had no intention of letting ne wallow in blood, the hasty
young predator, with no other thought but to glut hinself night after
ni ght .

"You must really begin to |learn history and phil osophy and the law in
earnest,"” he told nme. "You are not destined for the University of Padua
now. You are destined to endure.”

So after our stealthy m ssions were conpleted, and we returned to the
warnth of the palazzo, he forced me to ny books. He wanted some distance
between me and Riccardo and the others anyway, |est they becone
suspi ci ous of the change that had occurred.

In fact, he told me they "knew' about the change whether they realized
it or not. Their bodies knew that | was no | onger human, though it m ght
take their mnds sone tine to accept the fact.

"Show them only courtesy and | ove, only conplete indul gence, but keep
your distance,” Marius told nme. "By the tine they realize the
unt hi nkable is the fact, you will have assured themthat you are no
eneny to them that you are indeed Amadeo still, whomthey |ove, and
t hat though you have been changed, you yourself have not changed towards
them"

| understood this. At once | felt a greater love for Riccardo. | felt
it for all of the boys.

"But Master," | asked, "don't you ever becone inpatient with them
that they think nore slowy, that they are so clunmsy? | l[ove them yes,

but surely you see themin a nore pejorative light even than | do."

"Amadeo, " he said softly, "they are all going to die." H s face was
charged with grief.

| felt it imediately and totally, which was always the way with
feelings now They cane on in a torrent and taught their |essons at
once.

They are all going to die. Yes, and | aminmort al

After that, | could only be patient with them and indeed, | indul ged
nyself in the manner in which | |ooked at them and studi ed them never
letting themknowit, but glorying in all the details of themas if they
were exotic because ... they were going to die.

There is too much to describe, too nuch. | can't find a way to put
down all that becane clear to ne in the first few nonths al one. And
t here was not hing made known to ne in that tine which was not deepened
afterwards.



| saw process everywhere | | ooked; | snelled corruption, but | also
behel d the nmystery of growth, the magic of things bl ossom ng and
ri pening, and in fact all process, whether towards maturity or towards
the grave, delighted and enthralled nme, except, that is, the
di sintegration of the human m nd

My study of governnent and | aw was nore of a chall enge. Though
readi ng was acconplished with infinitely greater speed and near
i nst ant aneous conprehensi on of syntax, | had to force nyself to be
interested in such things as the history of Roman Law from anci ent
times, and the great code of the Enperor Justinian, called the Corpus
Juris Civilis, which ny Master thought to be one of the finest codes of
| aw ever witten.

"The world is only getting better,” Marius instructed nme. "Wth each
century, civilization becomes nore enanored of justice, ordinary men
make greater strides towards sharing the wealth which was once the booty
of the powerful, and art benefits by every increase in freedom becom ng
ever nore imaginative, ever nore inventive and ever nore beautiful."

I could understand this only theoretically. | had no faith or
interest inlaw In fact, | had a total contenpt in the abstract for ny
Master's ideas. What | nean is, | didn't have contenpt for him but

had an underlying contenpt for |aw and for legal institutions and
governmental institutions that was so total that | did not even
understand it nyself.

My Master said that he understood it.

"You were born in a dark savage land," he said. "I wish I could take
you back two hundred years in tinme to the years before Batu, the son of
CGenghi s Khan, sacked the magnificent city of Kiev Rus, to the tine when
i ndeed the dones of its Santa Sofia were golden, and its people full of
i ngenui ty and hope."

"I heard ad nauseam of that old glory," |I said quietly, not wanting
to anger him "I was stuffed with tales of the olden tinmes when | was a
boy. In the m serabl e wooden house in which we lived, only yards from
the frozen river, | listened to that rot as | shivered by the fire. Rats
lived in our house. There was nothing beautiful in it but the ikons, and
nmy Father's songs. There was not hing but depravity there, and we speak
now, as you know, of an imense |and. You cannot know how big Russia is
unl ess you have been there, unless you have traveled as | did with ny
Father into the bitter-cold northern forests to Mbscow, or to Novgorod

or east to Cracow." | broke off. "I don't want to think of those tines
or that place,” | said. "In Italy one cannot dream of enduring such a
pl ace."

"Amadeo, the evolution of |aw, of government, is different in each
| and and with each people. | chose Venice, as | told you | ong ago,
because it is a great Republic, and because its people are firmy
connected to the Mother Earth by the sinple fact that they are al
mer chants and engaged in trade. | love the city of Florence because its
great famly, the Medici, are bankers, not idle titled aristocrats who
scorn all effort in the name of what they believe has been given them by
God. The great cities of Italy are made by nen who work, nmen who create,
men who do, and on account of this, there is a greater conpassion to al
systens, and infinitely greater opportunity for men and wonen in al
wal ks of life."



I was discouraged by all this talk. What did it matter?

"Amadeo, the world now is yours," nmy Master said. "You nust | ook at
the | arger novenents of history. The state of the world will begin in
time to oppress you, and you will find, as all imortals do, that you
cannot sinply shut your heart on it, especially not you."

"Why so?" | asked a little crossly. "I think I can shut ny eyes. Wuat
do | care if a man is a banker or a nerchant? Wat do | care whether
live in acity which builds its own nerchant fleet? | can | ook forever
on the paintings in this palazzo, Master. | have not yet begun to see
all the details in The Procession of the Magi, and there are so nmany
others. And what of all the paintings in this city?"

He shook his head. "The study of painting will [ead you to the study
of man, and the study of man will |lead you to | anent or celebrate the
state of the world of nmen.”

| didn't believe it, but I was not allowed to change the curricul um
| studied as | was told.

Now, ny Master had many gifts which | did not possess, but which he
told me | would develop in tine. He could make fire with his mnd, but
only if conditions were optinmumthat is, he could ignite a torch already
prepared with pitch. He could scale a building effortlessly with only a
few qui ck handhol ds on its windowsills, propelling hinself upwards wth
graceful darting notions, and he could swimto any depth of the sea.

O course his vanpiric vision and his hearing were far nore acute and
powerful than nmy own, and while voices intruded upon nme, he knew how to
enphatically shut themout. | had to learn this, and indeed I worked at
it desperately, for there were tines when all Venice seenmed not hi ng but
a cacophony of voices and prayers.

But the one great power he possessed which | did not possess was that
he could take to the air and cover inmense distances with great speed.
Thi s had been denonstrated to me many tines, but al nost always, when he
had lifted me and carried ne, he had nmade nme cover ny face, or he had
forced my head down so that | couldn't see where we went and how.

Wiy he was so reticent about it, | couldn't understand. Finally, one
ni ght when he refused to transport us as if by magic to the Island of
the Lido so that we could watch one of the nighttine cerenoni es of

fireworks and torch-1it ships on the water, | pressed the question

"It's a frightening power,"” he said coolly. "It's frightening to be
unanchored fromthe Earth. In the early stages, it is not without its
bl unders and di sasters. As one acquires skill, rising smoothly into the
hi ghest atnosphere, it becones chilling not only to the body but to the
soul. It seenms not preternatural, but supernatural."” | could see he
suffered over this. He shook his head. "It is the one talent which seens
genui nely i nhuman. | cannot | earn from humans how best to use it. Wth
every other talent, humans are ny teacher. The human heart is ny school
Not so with this. | become the nagician; | becone the witch or the

warl ock. It's seductive, and one could beconme its sl ave."
"But how so?" | asked him

He was at a loss. He didn't even want to talk about it. Finally he



becanme just a little inpatient.

"Soneti mes, Amadeo, you grill ne with your questions. You ask if | owe
you this tutel age. Believe me, I do not."

"Master you nade ne, and you insist on nmy obedience. Way would | read
Abel ard's History of My Calamities and the witings of Duns Sco-tus of
Oxford University if you didn't make nme do it?" | stopped. | renenbered
nmy Fat her and how | never stopped throwi ng acidic words at him fast
answers and slurs.

| becanme di scouraged. "Master," | said. "Just explainit to ne."

He made a gesture as if to say "Oh, so sinple, eh?"

"All right," he went on. "It's this way. | can go very high in the
air, and I can nove very fast. | cannot often penetrate the clouds.
They're frequently above nme. But | can travel so fast that the world
itself becomes a blur. I find nyself in strange |ands when | descend.
And | tell you, for all its magic, this is a deeply jarring and
di sturbing thing. I amlost sonetines, dizzy, unsure of ny goals or ny
will to live, after | make use of this power. Transitions cone too
quickly; that's it, perhaps. | never spoke of this to anyone, and now I

speak to you, and you're a boy, and you can't begin to understand."”
| didn't.

But within a very short tine, it was his wi sh that we undertake a
| onger journey than any we'd nmade before. It was only a matter of hours,
but to ny utter astonishment, we travel ed between sundown and early
evening to the far city of Florence itself.

There, set down in a wholly different world than that of the Veneto,
wal ki ng quietly anongst an entirely different breed of Italian, into
churches and pal aces of a different style, | understood for the first
ti me what he neant.

Understand, |'d seen Florence before, traveling as Marius's norta
apprentice, with a group of the others. But ny brief glinpse was nothing
to what | saw as a vanpire. | had the nmeasuring instrunments now of a
m nor god

But it was night. The city lay under the usual curfew. And the stones
of Florence seened darker, nore drab, suggestive of a fortress, the
streets narrow and gl oony, as they were not brightened by | um nescent
ri bbons of water as were our own. The pal aces of Florence |acked the
ext ravagant Morish ornanment of Venice's showpl aces, the high-gloss
fantastical stone facades. They enclosed their splendor, as is nore
common to Italian cities. Yet the city was rich, dense and full of
delights for the eye

It was after all Florence-the capital of the man called Lorenzo the
Magni ficent, the conpelling figure who dom nated Marius's copy of the
great mural which I had seen on the night of ny dark rebirth, a nman who
had died only a few years before.

We found the city unlawfully busy, though it was quite dark, wth
groups of men and wonen |ingering about in the hard paved streets, and a
sinister quality of restlessness hung about the Piazza della Signo-ria,
whi ch was one of the nost inportant of all the many squares of the town.



An execution had taken place that day, hardly an uncommon occurrence
in Florence, or Venice for that matter. It had been a burning. | snelled
wood and charred flesh though all the evidence had been cl eared before
ni ght .

| had a natural distaste for such things, which not everyone has, by
the way, and | edged towards the scene cautiously, not wi shing with
t hese hei ghtened senses to be jarred by sone horrible remant of
cruelty.

Mari us had al ways cautioned us as boys not to "enjoy" these
spectacl es, but to place ourselves nentally in the position of the
victimif we were to [earn the maxi nrum from what we saw.

As you know from history, the crowds at executions were often
nmercil ess and unruly, taunting the victimsonetinmes, | think, out of
fear. W, the boys of Marius, had always found it terribly difficult to
cast our nental lot with the man being hanged or burnt. In sum he'd
taken all the fun out of it for us.

O course, as these rituals happened al nost al ways by day, Marius
hi nsel f had never been present.

Now, as we nmoved into the great Piazza della Signoria, | could see
that he was di spl eased by the thin ash that still hung in the air, and
the vile snells.

| also noticed that we slipped past others easily, two dark-draped
swiftly noving figures. Qur feet scarce nade a sound. It was the vam
piric gift that we could nove so stealthily, shifting quickly out of
sudden and occasi onal nortal observation with an instinctive grace.

"It's as though we're invisible," | said to Marius, "as if nothing
can hurt us, because we don't really belong here and will soon take our
| eave.” | |l ooked up at the grimbattlenents that fronted on the Square.

"Yes, but we are not invisible, remenber it," he whispered.

"But who died here today? People are full of torment and fear
Listen. There is satisfaction, and there is weeping."

He didn't answer.
| grew uneasy.

"What is it? It can't be any common thing," | said. "The city is too
vi gilant and unquiet."

"It's their great reformer, Savonarola,” Marius said. "He died on
this day, hanged, and then burnt here. Thank God, he was al ready dead
before the flanmes rose.”

"You wi sh nmercy for Savonarola?" | asked. | was puzzled. This man, a
great reformer in the eyes of sonme perhaps, had al ways been dammed by
all I knew. He had condemed all pleasures of the senses, denying any

validity to the very school in which ny Master thought all things were
to be learnt.

"I wish nmercy for any nman," said Marius. He beckoned for nme to



follow, and we noved towards the nearby street.

W& headed away fromthe grisly place.

"Even this one, who persuaded Botticelli to heap his own paintings on
the Bonfires of the Vanities?" | asked. "How nany tinmes have you pointed
to the details of your own copies of Botticelli's work to show nme sone

graceful beauty you wanted nme to never forget?"

"Are you going to argue with nme until the end of the world!" said
Marius. "I'm pl eased that ny bl ood has given you new strength in every
aspect, but nust you question every word that falls fromnmy |ips?" He
threw ne a furious glance, letting the light of nearby torches fully
illuminate his half-nocking smle. "There are sone students who believe
in this method, and that greater truths rise out of the continued strife
bet ween teacher and pupil. But not nme! | believe you need to let ny
| essons settle in quiet at |least for the space of five mnutes in your
m nd before you begin your counterattack."”

"You try to be angry with me but you can't.”

"Ch, what a nuddle!" he said as if he were cursing. He wal ked fast
ahead of ne.

The small Florentine street was dreary, |ike a passageway in a great
house rather than a city street. | longed for the breezes of Venice, or
rather, my body did, out of habit. | was quite fascinated to be here.

"Don't be so provoked,” | said. "Wy did they turn on Savonarol a?"

"G ve nmen enough tinme and they'Il turn on anyone. He clained to have

been a prophet, divinely inspired by God, and that these were the Last
Days, and this is the oldest nost tiresonme Christian conplaint in the
worl d, believe you ne. The Last Days! Christianity is a religion based
on the notion that we are living in the Last Days! It's a religion
fueled by the ability of men to forget all the blunders of the past, and
get dressed once nore for the Last Days."

| smiled, but bitterly. I wanted to articulate a strong presentinment,
that we were always in the Last Days, and it was inscribed in our
hearts, because we were nortals, when quite suddenly and totally I
realized that | was no |onger nortal, except insofar as the world itself
was nortal

And it seened | understood nore viscerally than ever the atnosphere
of purposeful gl oom which had overhung nmy chil dhood in far-off Kiev. I
saw agai n the nuddy cataconbs, and the hal f-buried nonks who had cheered
me on to beconme one of them

I shook it off, and now how bright Florence seened as we canme into
the broad torch-lighted Piazza del Duonp-before the great Cathedral of
Santa Maria del Fiore.

"Ah, mny pupil does listen now and then,"” Marius was saying to nme in

an ironic voice. "Yes, | amnore than glad that Savonarola is no nore.
But to rejoice at the end of sonething is not to approve the endl ess
parade of cruelty that is human history. | wish it were otherw se.

Public sacrifice beconmes grotesque in every respect. It dulls the senses
of the populace. In this city, above all others, it's a spectacle. The
Florentines enjoy it, as we do our Regattas and Processions. So



Savonarola is dead. Well, if any nortal man asked for it, it was
Savonarol a, predicting as he did the end of the world, damming princes
fromhis pulpit, |eading great painters to i molate their works. The
hell with him"

"Master, |look, the Baptistery, let's go, let's look at the doors. The
pi azza's al nost enpty. Cone on. It's our chance to | ook at the
bronzes.™ | tugged on his sleeve.

He followed ne, and he stopped his nmuttering, but he was not hinself.

VWhat | wanted so to see is work that you can see in Florence now, and
in fact, alnost every treasure of this city and of Venice which I've
descri bed here you can see now. You have only to go there. The panels in
t he door which were done by Lorenzo Ghiberti were ny delight, but there
was al so ol der work done by Andrea Pisano, portraying the life of St

John the Baptist, and this, | didn't intend to overl ook
So keen was the vampiric vision that as | studied these various
detail ed bronze pictures, | could hardly keep fromsighing with
pl easure.
This moment is so clear. | think that | believed, then, that nothing

ever could hurt nme or nmake nme sad again, that | had di scovered the bal m
of salvation in the vanpiric blood, and the strange thing is, that as |
dictate this story now, | think the sane thing once nore

Though unhappy now, and possibly forever, | believe again in the
par amount i nmportance of the flesh. My mind wanders to the words of D. H
Law ence, the twentieth-century witer, who in his witings on Italy,
recal l ed Bl ake's i mage of the "Tyger, Tyger, burning bright / In the
forests of the night." Lawence's words are:

This is the supremacy of the flesh, which devours all, and becones
transfigured into a magnificent brindled flame, a burning bush indeed.

This is one way of transfiguration into the eternal flanme, the
transfiguration through ecstasy in the flesh.

But | have done a risky thing here for a storyteller. I have left ny
plot, as I'msure The Vanmpire Lestat (who is nore skilled perhaps than
am and so in love with the inmage of WIlliamBlake's tiger in the night,
and who has, whether he cares to admt it or not, used the tiger in his
work in the very sane way) would point out to nme, and | mnust speedily
return to this noment in the Piazza del Duono, where | left nyself of
| ong ago standing, side by side with Marius, |ooking at the burnished
geni us of Ghiberti, as he sings in bronze of Sybils and saints.

We took our time with these things. Marius said softly that next to
Veni ce, Florence was the city of his choice, for here so nuch had
magni ficently fl owered

"But | can't be wi thout the sea, not even here,"” he confided. "And as
you see all around you, this city hugs her treasures close with shadowy
vi gi l ance, whereas in Venice, the very facades of our pal aces are
of fered up in gleam ng stone beneath the noon to Al mighty God."

"Master, do we serve H n?" | pressed. "I know you condemn the nonks
who brought nme up, you condemm the ravings of Savonarola, but do you
mean to guide nme by another route back to the Very Sane God?"



"That's just it, Amadeo, | do," said Marius, "and | don't nean as the
pagan | amto admt it so easily, lest its conmplexity be m sunderstood.
But | do. I find God in the blood. I find God in the flesh. | find it no
accident that the mysterious Christ should reside forever for Hs
followers in the Flesh and Blood within the Bread of the
Transubt anti ation. "

| was so noved by these words! It seened the very sun | had forever
forsworn had come again to brighten the night.

W slipped into the side door of the darkened Cathedral called the
Duonmo. | stood gazing over the long vista of its stone floor, towards
the altar.

Was it possible that |I could have the Christ in a new way? Perhaps |
had not after all renounced Hmforever. | tried to speak these troubled
t houghts to my Master. Christ... in a newway | couldn't explain it, and
said finally:

"I stunmble with nmy words."

"Amadeo, we all stunble, and so do all those who enter history. The
concept of a Great Being stunmbles down the centuries; H's words and
those principles attributed to Hmdo tunble after H ny and so the
Christ is snatched up in H's wandering by the preaching puritan on one
side, the nuddy starving hermt on the other, the gilded Lorenzo de'
Medi ci here who woul d cel ebrate his Lord in gold and paint and npsaic
stone. "

"But is Christ the Living Lord?" | whispered.
No answer.

My soul hit a pitch of agony. Marius took my hand, and said that we
go now, stealthily to the Mnastery of San Marco.

"This is the sacred house that gave up Savonarola," he said. "W'll
slipinto it unbeknownst to its pious inhabitants.”

We again traveled as if by magic. | felt only the Master's strong
arnms, and did not even see the frame of the doors as we exited and nade
our way to this other place.

I knew he nmeant to show ne the work of the artist called Fra
Angelico, |long dead, who had | abored all his Iife in this very
Monastery, a painter nmonk, as | perhaps had been destined to be, far
away in the |lightless Mnastery of the Caves.

Wthin seconds, we set down soundl essly on the noist grass of the
square cloister of San Marco, the serene garden encl osed by M che-
| 0zzo's |l oggi as, secure within its walls.

At once | heard many prayers reach ny inner vanpiric hearing,
desperate agitated prayers of the brothers who had been | oyal or
synpathetic to Savonarola. | put my hands to ny head as if this foolish
human gesture could signal to the Divine that | had had nore than |
coul d bear.

My Master broke the current of thought reception with his soothing



voi ce.

"Cone," he said, grasping nmy hand. "We'll slip into the cells one by
one. There is enough light for you to see the works of this nonk."

"You nmean that Fra Angelico painted the very cells where nonks go to
sl eep?” | had thought his works would be in the chapel, and in the other
public or conmmunal roons.

"That's why | want you to see this,” said nmy Master. He led nme up a
stairs and into a wide stone corridor. He made the first door spring
open, and gently we noved inside, fleet and silent, not disturbing the
nmonk who lay curled on his hard bed, his head sweating agai nst the
pillow

"Don't look at his face," said nmy Master gently. "If you do you'l
see the troubled dreans he suffers. | want you to | ook at the wall. What
do you see, now, |ook!"

| understood at once. This art of Fra G ovanni, called Angelico in
honor of his subline talent, was a strange m xture of the sensuous art
of our tine with the pious and forswearing art of the past.

| gazed on the bright, elegant rendering of the arrest of Christ in
the Garden of Gethsemane. The slender flattened figures resenbled very
much the el ongated and el astic i mages of the Russian ikon, and yet the
faces were softened and plastic with genuine and touching enotion. It
seened a ki ndness infused all beings here, not nmerely Qur Lord Hinsel f,
condemmed to be betrayed by one of Hi s own, but the Apostles, who | ooked
on, and even the unfortunate soldier, in his tunic of nmail, who reached
out to take the Lord away, and the sol di ers watched.

| was transfixed by this unm stakabl e ki ndness, this seem ng
i nnocence that infected everyone, this subline conpassion on the part of
the artist for all players in this tragic drama which had prefaced the
sal vation of the world.

Into another cell | was taken i medi ately. Once again the door gave
way at Marius's conmand, and the sl eeping occupant of the cell never
knew that we were there.

Thi s painting showed again the Garden of Agony, and Christ, before
the arrest, alone anong H s sl eeping Apostles, left to beg H's Heavenly
Fat her for strength. Once again | saw the conparison to the old styles
in which I, as a Russian boy, had felt so sure. The folds in the cloth,
the use of arches, the halo for each head, the discipline of the whole-
all was connected to the past, and yet there shone again the new Italian
warnt h, the undeniable Italian |ove of the humanity of all included,
even CQur Lord Hinself.

W went fromcell to cell. Backwards and forwards through the Life of
Christ we traveled, visiting the scene of the First Holy Conmunion, in
whi ch, so touchingly, Christ gave out the bread containing H s Body and
Blood as if it were the Host at Mass, and then the Sernon on the Munt,
in which the snooth pleated rocks around Qur Lord and His listeners
seened made of cloth as surely as his graceful gown.

VWhen we cane to the Crucifixion, in which Qur Lord gave over to St
John Hi s Bl essed Mother, | was heart-struck by the anguish in the Lord's
face. How thoughtful in her distress was the face of the Virgin, and how



resi gned was the saint beside her, with his soft fair Florentine face,
so like that of a thousand other painted figures in this city, barely
fringed with a |ight brown beard.

Just when | thought | understood my Master's | essons perfectly, we
happened upon anot her painting, and | would feel yet a stronger
connection with the | ong-ago treasures of nmy boyhood and the quiet
i ncandescent spl endor of the Dom nican nonk who had graced these walls.
Finally we left this clean, lovely place of tears and whi spered prayers.

W& went out into the night and back to Venice, traveling in cold and
noi sy darkness, and arriving at hone in time to sit a while in the warm
[ight of the sunptuous bedchanmber and tal k.

"Do you see?" Marius pressed nme. He was at his desk with his pen in
hand. He dipped it and wote even as he tal ked, turning back the |arge
vel l um page of his diary. "In far off Kiev, the cells were the earth
itself, mpist and pure, but dark and omnivorous, the nouth that eats al
life finally, that would bring to ruin all art."

| shivered. | sat rubbing the backs of ny arms, |ooking at him
"But there in Florence, what did this subtle teacher Fra Angelico

bequeath to his brothers? Magnificent pictures to put themin mnd of
the Suffering of Qur Lord?"

He wote several |ines before he resuned.

"Fra Angelico never scorned to delight your eye, to fill your vision
with all the colors God has given you the power to see, for you were
given by himtw eyes, Amadeo, and not to be ... not to be shut up in

the dark earth."

| reflected for a long tinme. To know t hese things theoretically had
been one thing. To have passed through the hushed and sl eepi ng roons of
the Monastery, to have seen ny Master's principles there enbl azoned by a
monk hinsel f-this was sonet hing el se

"It is aglorious tinme, this,” Marius said softly. "That which was
good anong the ancients is now redi scovered, and given a new form You
ask ne, is Christ the Lord? | say, Amadeo, that He can be, for He never
taught anything H nself but |ove, or so Hs Apostles, whether they know
it or not, have led us to believe ..."

| waited on him as | knew he wasn't finished. The roomwas so sweetly
warm and cl ean and bright. | have near ny heart forever a picture of him
at this nmonent, the tall fair-haired Marius, his red cloak thrown back
to free his armfor the pen he held, his face snmooth and reflecting, his
bl ue eyes | ooking, beyond that tine and any other in which he had |ived,
for the truth. The heavy book was propped on a | ow portable |lectern for
him to give it a confortable angle. The little ink pot was set inside a
richly enbellished silver holder. And the heavy candel abra behind him
with its eight thick nelting candl es, was nade up of nunberless engraved
cherubs hal f-enbedded in the deeply worked silver, w th w ngs
struggling, perhaps, to fly |l oose, and tiny round-cheeked faces turned
this way and that with |large contented eyes beneath | oose serpentine
curls.

It seemed an audience of little angels to watch and |isten as Marius
spoke, so many, many tiny faces peering indifferently forth fromthe



silver, quite imune to the falling rivulets of pure, nelted wax.

"I cannot live without this beauty,” | said suddenly, though I had
meant to wait. "l cannot endure without it. GCh, God, you have shown ne
Hell and it lies behind me, surely in the and where | was born."

He heard ny little prayer, ny little confession, ny desperate plea.

"If Christ is the Lord,"” he said, returning to his point, returning
us both to the lesson, "if Christ is the Lord, then what a beautiful
mracle it is, this Christian nystery-." Hs eyes filmed with tears.
"That the Lord Hinself should conme to Earth and clothe Hinself in flesh
the better to know us and to conprehend us. Ch, what God, ever nade in
the i mage of Man by H s fancy, was ever better than one who woul d becone

Fl esh? Yes, | would say to you, yes, your Christ, their Christ, the
Christ even of the Monks of Kiev, He is the Lordl Only mark forever the
lies they tell in Hs Name, and the deeds they do. For Savonarola called

on Hi s Nane when he praised a foreign eneny bearing down on Fl orence,
and those who burnt Savonarola as a false prophet, they too, as they lit
the faggots beneath his dangling body, they too called on Christ the
Lord. "

| was overcone with tears.

He sat in silence, respecting me perhaps, or only collecting his
t houghts. Then he di pped his pen again and wote for a long tinme, nuch
faster than men do, but deftly and gracefully, and never marking out a
wor d.

At last, he set down the pen. He | ooked at nme and he sml ed.

"I set out to show you things, and it's never as | plan. | wanted you
tonight to see the dangers in this power of flight, that we can too
easily transport ourselves to other places, and that this feeling of
slipping in and out so easily is a deception of which we nmust beware.

But | ook, how differently it has all gone.™
| didn't answer him

"I wanted you," he said, "to be a little afraid.”

"Master," | said, wiping ny nose with the back of nmy hand, "count on
me to be properly frightened when the time comes. 1'll have this power,
I knowit. | can feel it now And for now, | think it's splendid, and

because of it, this power, one dark thought falls over ny heart."

"What is that?" he asked in the kindest way. "You know, | think your
angelic face is no nore fit for sad things than those faces painted by
Fra Angelico. What's this shadow | see? What is this dark thought?"

"Take me back there, Master," | said. | trenbled, yet | said it. "Let
us use your power to cover mles and mles of Europe. Let us go north.

Take me back to see that cruel land that has beconme a Purgatorio in ny
i magi nati on. Take ne back to Kiev."

He was slow in giving his answer.

The norning was com ng. He gathered up his cloak and robe, rose from
the chair and took ne with himup the stairs to the roof.



We coul d see the distant already paling waters of the Adriatic,
twi nkling under the nmoon and stars, beyond the famliar forest of the
masts of the ships. Tiny lights flickered on the distant islands. The
wind was mld and full of salt and sea freshness, and a particul ar
del i ci ousness that conmes only when one has lost all fear of the sea.

"Yours is a brave request, Amadeo. If you really wish it, tonorrow
night we'll begin the journey."

"Have you ever traveled so far before?"
"In mles, in space, yes, many tines," he said. "But in another's
guest for understandi ng? No, never so very far."

He enbraced ne and took nme to the pal azzo where our tonb [ ay hidden
I was cold all over by the tine we reached the soiled stone stairway,
where so many of the poor slept. W picked our way anong them until we
reached the entrance to the cellar.

"Light the torch for me, Sir," | said. "I amshivering. | want to see
the gold around us, if I may."

"There, you have it," he said. W stood in our crypt with the two

ornat e sarcophagi before us. | lay ny hand on the lid of the one which
was mne, and quite suddenly there cane over ne another presentinent,
that all | loved woul d endure for a very brief tine.

Mari us nust have seen this hesitation. He passed his right hand
t hrough the very fire of the torch, and touched his warnmed fingers to ny
cheek. Then he kissed ne where this warnth hovered, and his kiss was
war m
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IT TOXK us four nights to reach Kiev. Only in the early hours before
dawn did we hunt. We nmade our graves in actual burial places, the
dungeon vaults of old neglected castles and in the sepul chers beneath
forlorn and ruined churches where the profane were wont now to stash
their livestock and their hay.

There are tales | could tell of this journey, of those brave
fortresses we roanmed near norning, of those wild nountain villages where
we found the evildoer in his rude den

Naturally, Marius saw lessons in all this, teaching ne how easy it
was to find hiding places and approving the speed with which I noved
t hrough the dense forest, and had no fear of the scattered primtive
settlenents which we visited on account of ny thirst. He praised ne that
| didn't shrink fromthe dark dusty nests of bones in which we [ay down
by day, remi nding ne that these burial places, having al ready been
pillaged, were the least likely for nen to trouble even in the Iight of
t he sun.

Qur fancy Venetian clothes were soon streaked with dirt, but we were
provided with thick fur-lined cloaks for the journey, and these covered
all. Even in this Marius saw a | esson, that we nust renenber what
fragil e and neani ngl ess protection our garnments provide. Mrtal nen
forget how to wear their garments lightly and that they are a nere



covering for the body and no nore. Vanpires must never forget it, for we
are far | ess dependent upon our rainent than nen.

By the | ast norning before our arrival in Kiev, | knew the rocky
northern woods only too well. The dread winter of the north was all
around us. W had cone upon one of the nmost intriguing of all ny
menories: the presence of snow

"It no longer hurts ne to hold it,"” | said, gathering the soft
delicious cold snowin nmy hands and pressing it to ny face. "It no
longer chills nme to see it, and i ndeed how beautiful it is, covering the
poorest of towns and hovels with its blanket. Mster, |ook, | ook how it
t hrows back the |light even of the weakest stars.”

W were on the edge of the land that nen call the Gol den Horde- the
sout hern steppes of Russia, which for two hundred years, since the
conquest of Genghis Khan, had been too dangerous for the farnmer, and
often the death of the arny or the knight.

Ki ev Rus had once included this fertile and beautiful prairie,
stretching far to the East, alnobst to Europe, as well as south of the
city of Kiev, where | had been born

"The final stretch will be nothing,” nmy Master told nme. "We make it
tonmorrow night so that you will be rested and fresh when you catch the
first sight of hone.™

As we stood on a rocky crag |ooking out at the wild grass, flowing in
the winter wind beneath us, for the first time in the nights since I'd

become a vampire, | felt a terrible longing for the sun. | wanted to see
this land by the light of the sun. | didn't dare confess it to ny
Master. After all, how many bl essings can a bei ng want?

On the final night, | awoke just after sunset. W had found a hiding

pl ace beneath the floor of a church in a village where no one |ived now
at all. The horrid Mongol hordes, which had destroyed ny honel and over
and over again, had long ago burnt this town to nothing, or so Marius
had told me, and this church did not even possess a roof. There had been
no one left here to pull the stones of the floor away for profit or
bui I di ng, and so we had gone down a forgotten stairway to lie wi th nonks
buri ed here sone thousand years ago.

Rising fromthe grave, | saw high above a rectangle of sky where ny
Mast er had renpoved a marbl e paving bl ock, an inscribed tonbstone no
doubt, for me to nake ny ascent. | propelled nyself upwards. That is,

bent ny knees and, using all my strength, shot upwards, as if | could
fly, and passed through this opening to Iand on ny feet.

Marius, who invariably rose before me, was sitting nearby. He
i medi atel y gave out the expected appreciative |augh

"Have you been saving that little trick for such a nonent?" he said.

| was dazed by the snow, as | | ooked around ne. How afraid | was,
nmerely | ooking at the frozen pines that had everywhere sprung up on the
ruins of the village. | could scarce speak

"No," | managed to say. "I didn't know |l could do it. I don't know how
high | can | eap, or how much strength | have. You' re pleased, however?"



"Yes, why shouldn't | be? | want you to be so strong that no one can
ever hurt you."

"And who woul d, NMaster? W travel the world, but who even knows when
we go and when we cone?"

"There are others, Anmadeo. And there are others here. | can hear them
if 1 want to, but there is a good reason for not hearing them"

| understood. "You open your mnd to hear them and they know you are
t here?"

"Yes, clever one. Are you ready now to go home?"

| closed nmy eyes. | nmade the Sign of the Cross in our old way,
touching the right shoulder before the left. |I thought of ny Father. W
were in the wild fields and he stood high in his stirrups with his giant
bow, the bow only he could bend, |like unto the nythical U ysses,
shooting arrow after arrow at the raiders who thundered down on us,
riding as if he were one of the Turks or Tatars hinself, so great was
his skill. Arrow after arrow, drawn out with a swift snap fromthe pouch
on his back, went into the bow and was shot across the high bl owi ng
grass even as his horse galloped at full speed. H's red beard was
blowing in the fierce wind, and the sky was so blue, so richly blue
t hat - .

| broke off this prayer and al nost | ost my bal ance. My Master held
ne.

"Pray, you'll be finished with all this very quickly," he said.

"G ve nme your kisses," | said, "give nme your |ove, give ne your arms
as you always have, | need them G ve ne your guidance. But give nme your
arnms, yes. Let nme rest my head agai nst you. | need you, yes. Yes, | want
it to be quick and done, and all its lessons in here, in ny nind, to be

t aken back hone."

He smled. "Hone is Venice now? You' ve nade the decision so soon?"

"Yes, | know it even at this noment. What |ies beyond is the birth
| and, and that's not always hone. Shall we go?"

Gathering me in his arns, he took to the air. |I shut ny eyes, even
forfeiting ny last glinpse of the notionless stars. | seenmed to sleep

agai nst him dream essly and fearl essly.
Then he set me down on ny feet.

At once | knew this great dark hill, and the | eafless oak forest with
its frozen black trunks and skel etal branches. | could see the gl eam ng
strip of the Dnieper River far below. M heart scudded inside mne.
| ooked about for the bleak towers of the high city, the city we called
Viadimr's City, which was old Kiev.

Pil es of rubble which had once been city walls were only yards from
where | stood.

| led the way, easily clinbing over them and wanderi ng anong the
rui ned churches, churches which had been of | egendary spl endor when Batu
Khan had burnt the city in the year 1240.



| had grown up anong this jungle of ancient churches and broken
nmonasteries, often hurrying to hear Mass in our Cathedral of Santa
Sofia, one of the few nonunments which the Mongols had spared. In its
day, it had been a spectacle of golden dones, dom nating all those of
t he ot her churches, and was runored to be nore grand than its nanesake
in faraway Constantinople, being | arger and packed with treasures.

VWhat | had known was a stately remant, a wounded shell.

| didn't want to enter the church now It was enough to see it from
t he outside, because |I knew now, from my happy years in Venice, just
what the glory of this church had once been. | understood fromthe
spl endi d Byzanti ne nbsai cs and paintings of San Marco, and fromthe old
Byzantine church on the Venetian island of Torcell o what glory had once
been here for all to see. Wen | thought of the lively crowds of Venice,
her students, scholars, |awers, nerchants, | could paint a dense
vitality on this bl eak and wasted scene.

The snow was deep and thick, and few Russians were out in it this
frigid early evening. So we had it to ourselves, walking through it with
ease, not having to pick our way as nortal s woul d.

We cane to a long stretch of ruined battlenent, a shapel ess guardrai
now beneath the snow, and standing there, | |ooked down on the | ower
city, the city we called Podil, the only real city of Kiev that
remai ned, the city where in a rough tinmber and clay house only a few
yards fromthe river, | had grown up. | | ooked down on deep-pitched
roofs, their thatch covered in cleansing snow, their chimeys snoking,
and on narrow crooked snowfilled streets. A great grid of such houses
and ot her buildings had | ong ago fornmed against the river and nmanaged to
survive fire after fire and even the worst Tatar raids.

It was a town made up of traders and nerchants and craftsnen, al
bound to the river and the treasures she brought fromthe Oient, and
t he nmoney some woul d pay for the goods she took south into the European
wor | d.

My Fat her, the indomtable hunter, had traded bear skins which he

hi nsel f had brought back singl ehanded fromthe interior of the great
forest which spread towards the north. Fox, martin, beaver, sheep, al

t hese skins he had dealt in, so great was his strength and | uck, that no
man or woman of our househol d ever sold their handi work or wanted for
food. If we starved, and we had starved, it was because the winter ate
the food, and the neat was gone, and there was nothing for nmy Father's
gold to buy.

| caught the stench of Podil as | stood on the battlenents of
Viadimr's City. | caught the stench of rotting fish, and |ivestock, of
soiled flesh, and river nud.

| pulled my fur cloak around ne, blow ng the snow off the fur when it
came up to ny lips, and | | ooked back up at the dark donmes of the
Cat hedral agai nst the sky.

"Let's walk on, let's go past the castle of the Voievoda," | said.
"You see that wooden building, you would never call it a palace or a
castle in fair Italy. That is a castle here.™

Mari us nodded. He nade a little soothing gesture. I owed himno



expl anation of this alien place fromwhich I'd cone.

The Voi evoda was our ruler, and in ny tine it had been Prince M chael
of Lithuania. | didn't know who it would be now

| surprised nyself that | used the proper word for him In ny deathly
dreamvision, | had no consciousness of |anguage, and the strange word
for ruler, "voievoda," had never passed ny lips. But | had seen him
clearly then in his round black far hat, his dark thick velvet tunic and
his felt boots.

| led the way.

W approached the squat buil ding, which seemed nore a fortress than
anything else, built as it was out of such enornmous logs. Its walls had
a graceful slope as they ascended; its many towers had four-tiered
roofs. I could see its central roof, a great five-sided woden done of
sorts, in stark outline against the starry sky. Torches blazed at its
huge doorways and along the outer walls of its enclosures. Al its
wi ndows were seal ed against the winter and the night.

Time was when | thought it was the grandest building yet standing in
Chri st endom

It was no task at all to dazzle the guards with a few swift soft
words and darting novenents, to pass themand to enter the castle
itself.

We found our way in by nmeans of a rear storage room and quietly nade
our way to a vantage point where we could spy upon the snmall crowd of
fur-trimred nobles or lords who clustered in the G eat Room beneath the
bare beans of a wooden ceiling around the roaring fire.

On a great sprawing mass of brilliant Turkey rugs they sat, in huge
Russi an chairs whose geonetrical carvings were no mystery to ny eye.
They drank from gold goblets, the wi ne being provided by two | eather-
cl ad serving boys, and their long belted robes were the col ors of blue
and red and gold as bright as the many designs in the rugs.

Eur opean tapestries covered the rudely stuccoed walls. Sane old
scenes of the hunt in the never-endi ng woodl ands of France or England or
Tuscany. On a long board set with blazing candl es sat a sinple neal of
joints and fow .

So cold was the roomthat these |lords wore their Russian far hats.

How exotic it had | ooked to ne in boyhood when |I'd been brought with
nmy Father to stand before Prince Mchael, who was eternally grateful for
nmy Father's feats of bravery in bringing down delicious gane in the wild
fields, or delivering bundles of valuables to the allies of Prince
M chael in the Lithuanian forts to the west.

But these were Europeans. | had never respected them

My Fat her had taught nme too well that they were but |ackeys of the
Khan, paying for the right to rule us.

"No one goes up agai nst those thieves," ny Father had said. "So | et
them sing their songs of honor and valor. It neans nothing. You listen
to the songs that | sing."



And ny Fat her could sing sone songs.

For all his stamna in the saddle, for all his dexterity with the bow
and arrow, and his blunt brute force with the broadsword, he had the
ability with his long fingers to pluck out nusic on the strings of an
old harp and sing with cleverness the narrative songs of the ancient
ti mes when Kiev had been a great capital, her churches rivaling those of
Byzantium her riches the wonder of all the world.

Wthin a nmonent, | was ready to go. | took one |ast nenorial glance at
t hese nen, huddl ed as they were over their golden wi ne cups, their big
fur-trimed boots resting on fancy Turkish foot rests, their shoul ders
hunkered, their shadows crowding the walls. And then, wi thout their ever
havi ng known we were there, we slipped away.

It was time nowto go to the other hilltop city, the Pechersk, under
whi ch lay the many cataconbs of the Mnastery of the Caves.

| trenbled at the nere thought of it. It seemed the nmouth of the
Monastery woul d swall ow me and | shoul d burrow t hrough the noi st Mt her
Earth, forever seeking the light of the stars, never to find ny way out.

But | went there, trudging through the nud and snow, and again with a
vanmpire's silky ease, | gained access, this tinme |eading the way,
snapping the locks silently with my superior strength and lifting the
doors as | opened them so no weight would fall upon their creaky hinges,
and dashing swiftly across roons so that nortal eyes perceived no nore
than col d shadows, if they perceived anything at all.

The air was warm and notionl ess here, a blessing, but nmenory told ne
it had not been so terribly warmfor a nortal boy. In the Scriptorium
by the snmoky Iight of cheap oil, several brothers were bent over their
sl anted desks, working on their copying, as if the printing press were
of no concern to them and surely it was not.

I could see the texts on which they worked and I knew t hemthe
Pat eri kon of the Kievan Caves Monastery, with its marvel ous tales of the
Monastery's founders and its many col orful saints.

In this room |aboring over that text, | had learned fully to read
and wite. | crept now along the wall until my eyes could fall on the
page whi ch one nonk copied, his left hand steadying the crunbling nodel
from whi ch he worked

I knew this part of the Paterikon by heart. It was the Tale of I|Isaac.
Denons had fool ed |saac; they had cone to himas beautiful angels, and
even pretending to be Christ H nself. Wen Isaac had fallen for their
tricks, they had danced with glee and taunted him But after nuch
medi tati on and penance, |saac stood up to these denons.

The nmonk had just dipped his pen and he wote now the words with
whi ch | saac spoke:

VWhen you deceived ne in the formof Jesus Christ and the angels, you
were unworthy of that rank. But now you appear in your true col ors-

| looked away. | didn't read the rest. Ceaving there so well to the
wal I | mght have gone on unseen forever. Slowy | |ooked at the other
pages whi ch the nmonk had copi ed, which were being let to dry. | found an



earlier passage which I'd never forgotten, describing Isaac as he |ay,
wi thdrawn fromall the world, notionless, and without food for two
years:

For |saac was weakened in mnd and body and could not turn over on his
side, stand up, or sit down; he just lay there on one side, and often
wor ns col |l ected under his thighs fromhis excrenent and urine.

The denons had driven Isaac to this, with their deception. Such
tenptati ons, such visions, such confusion and such penance | nyself had
hoped to experience for the rest of ny life when | entered here as a
child.

| listened to the pen scratch on the paper. | w thdrew, unseen, as if
I"d never cone.

| 1 ooked back at my scholarly brethren

Al were enaci ated, dressed in cheap black wool, reeking of old sweat
and dirt, and their heads were all but shaved. Their |ong beards were
thin and unconbed.

I thought | knew one of them had | oved hi m somewhat even, but this
seened renote and not worth considering anynore.

To Marius, who stood beside nme as faithfully as a shadow, | confided
that | could not have endured it, but we both knewthis was a lie. In
all likelihood |I would have endured it, and | would have di ed w t hout

ever knowi ng any other world.

I moved into the first of the Iong tunnels where the nonks were
buri ed, and, closing ny eyes and cleaving to the nud wall, | listened
for the dreanms and prayers of those who |ay entonbed alive for the |ove
of God.

It was nothing but what | could inmagine, and exactly as | recalled. |
heard the fam liar, no | onger nysterious words whispered in the Church
Slavonic. | saw the prescribed images. | felt the sputtering flane of
true devotion and true nysticism kindled fromthe weak fire of lives of
utter denial

| stood with ny head bowed. | let ny tenple rest against the mud. |
wi shed to find the boy, so pure of soul, who had opened these cells to
bring the hermits just enough food and drink to keep them alive. But I
couldn't find the boy. | couldn't. And | felt only a raging pity for him
that he had ever suffered here, thin and m serable, and desperate, and
i gnorant, oh, so terribly ignorant, having but one sensuous joy in life
and that was to see the colors of the ikon catch fire.

| gasped. | turned nmy head and fell stupidly into Marius's arnms.
"Don't cry, Amadeo," he said tenderly in ny ear

He brushed my hair frommny eyes, and with his soft thunb he even
wi ped away ny tears.

"Tell it all farewell now, son," he said.

| nodded.



In a twinkling we stood outside. | didn't speak to him He foll owed
me. | headed down the slope towards the waterfront city.

The snell of the river grew stronger, the stench of humans grew
stronger, and finally I came to the house that | knew had been ny own.
VWhat madness this seened suddenly! What was | seeking? To neasure al
this by new standards? To confirmfor nmyself that as a nortal child I
had never had the slightest chance?

Dear God, there was no justification for what I was, an inpious blood
drinker, feeding off the |uxurious stews of the w cked Venetian world, I
knew it. Was this all a vain exercise in self-justification? No,
somet hing el se pulled ne towards the | ong rectangul ar house, |ike so
many others, its thick clay walls divided by rough tinbers, its four-
tiered roof dripping with icicles, this |arge and crude house that was
nmy hone.

As soon as we reached it, | crept around the sides. The slush of the
snow had here turned to water, and indeed, the water of the river |eaked
down the street and into everywhere as it had when | was a child. The
water | eaked into ny fine-stitched Venetian boots. But it could not
paral yze ny feet as it had once done, because | drew nmy strength now
from gods unknown here, and creatures for whomthese filthy peasants, of
whi ch | had been one, had no nane.

I lay nmy head agai nst the rough wall, just as | had done in the
Monastery, cleaving to the nortar as if the solidity would protect ne
and transmt to ne all that | wanted to know. | could see through a tiny
hole in the broken clunps of clay that were forever crunbling, and
beheld in the famliar blaze of candles, and the brighter |ight of
| anps, a famly gathered around the warnth of the large brick stove

I knew themall, these people, though some of their names were gone
fromnmy mnd. | knew that they were kindred, and | knew t he atnosphere
that they shared.

But | had to see beyond this little gathering. | had to know if these

people were well. | had to know if after that fateful day, when |I'd been
ki dnapped, and ny Father no doubt nurdered in the wild | ands, they had
managed to go on with their usual vigor. | had to know, perhaps, what

t hey prayed when they thought of Andrei, the boy with the gift to nake
i kons so perfectly, ikons not made by human hands.

| heard the harp inside, | heard singing. The voice was that of one
of my uncles, one so young he m ght have been ny brother. H s nane was
Borys, and he had since early chil dhood been good w th singing,
menorizing easily the old dunys, or sagas, of the knights and heroes,
and it was one of them very rhythm cal and tragic, which he was singing
now. The harp was small and old, ny Father's harp, and Borys strunmed
the strings in time with his phrases as he all but spoke the story of a
lusty and fatal battle for ancient and great Kiev.

| heard the fam liar cadences that had been passed down by our people
fromsinger to singer for hundreds of years. | put ny fingers up and
broke | oose a bit of nortar. | saw through the tiny opening the |kon
corner-directly opposite the fam |y gathering around the shimering fire
in the open stove.

Ah, what a spectacle! Amid dozens of little candle stubs and earthen
[ anps full of burning fat, there stood propped sone twenty or nore



i kons, some very old and darkened in their gold frames, and sone

radi ant, as though only yesterday they' d cone alive through the power of
God. There were painted eggs stuffed anobngst the pictures, eggs
beautifully decorated and colored with patterns | could well recall

t hough even with ny vanpire eyes | was too far away to see them now.
Many tines | had watched the wonen decorating these sacred eggs for
Easter, applying the hot nelting wax to themw th their wooden pens to
mark the ribbons or the stars or the crosses or the Iines which neant
the ramis horns, or the synmbol which neant the butterfly or the stork
Once the wax had been applied, the egg would be dipped in cold dye of
amazingly deep color. It had seenmed there was an endl ess variety, and
endl ess possibility for meaning, in these sinple patterns and signs.

These fragile and beautiful eggs were kept for curing the sick, or
for protection against the storm | had hidden such eggs in an orchard
for good luck with the com ng harvest. | had pl aced one once over the
door of the house in which ny sister went to live as a young bride.

There was a beautiful story about these decorated eggs, that as long
as the customwas followed, as |ong as such eggs existed, then the world
woul d be safe fromthe nonster of Evil who wanted al ways to conme and
devour all that was.

It was sweet to see these eggs placed there in the proud corner of
t he I kons, as always, anong the Holy Faces. That | had forgotten this
custom seened a shanme and a warning of tragedy to cone.

But the Holy Faces caught ne suddenly and | forgot all else. | saw
the Face of Christ blazing in the firelight, ny brilliant scowing
Christ, as | had so often painted Hm | had done so many of these
pictures, and yet how like the one lost that day in the high grasses of
the wild [ ands was this very onel

But that was inpossible. How coul d anyone have recovered the ikon I
had dropped when the raiders took me prisoner? No, it nust surely be
another, for as | said, | had done so nmany before ny parents had ever
gotten up the courage to take ne to the nonks. Wy, all through this
town were ny i kons. My Father had even brought themto Prince M chael as
proud gifts, and it was the Prince who had said that the nonks must see

nmy skill.

How stern Qur Lord | ooked now conmpared to the recollection of the
tender musing Christs of Fra Angelico or the noble sorrowful Lord of
Bellini. And yet He was warmwith my |ovel He was the Christ in our
style, the old style, loving in severe lines, loving in sonber color
loving in the manner of mnmy land. And He was warmw th the | ove that |
bel i eved He gave to ne!

A sickness rose up in nme. | felt nmy Master's hands on ny shoul ders.
He didn't pull ne back as | feared. He nerely held me and put his cheek
agai nst ny hair.

| was about to go. It was enough, was it now? But the rnusic broke
off. A wonan there, ny Mdther, was she? No, younger, ny sister Anya,
grown into a woman, talked wearily of how nmy Father could sing again if
sonmehow they could hide all the liquor from himand make hi m cone back
to hinself.

My Uncl e Borys sneered. |van was hopel ess, said Borys. Ivan would
never see anot her sober night or day, and would soon die. |van was



poi soned with liquor, both with the fine spirits he got fromthe traders
by selling off what he stole fromthis very house, and fromthe peasant
brew he got fromthose he battered and bullied, still being the terror
of the town.

| bristled all over. Ivan, ny Father, alive? Ivan, alive to die again
i n such dishonor? Ivan not slain in the wild fields?

But in their thick skulls, the thoughts of himand the words of him
stopped together. My uncle sang anot her song, a dancing song. No one
woul d dance in this house, where all were tired fromtheir |abor, and
the wonen half-blind as they continued to nmend the clothes that |ay
piled in their |laps. But the music cheered them and one of them a boy
younger than |I had been when |I died, yes, ny little brother, whispered a
soft prayer for ny Father, that ny Father would not freeze to death
toni ght, as he had al nost done so many tines, falling down drunk as he
did in the snow

"Pl ease bring himhone," canme the little boy's whisper

Then behind me, | heard Marius say, seeking to put it in order and to
cal m ne:

"Yes, it seens it is true, beyond doubt. Your Father is alive."

Before he could caution nme, | went around and opened the door. It was
a fierce thing to do, a reckless thing to do, and | ought to have asked
Marius's perm ssion, but I was, as |I've told you, an unruly pupil. | had
to do this.

The wi nd gusted through the house. The huddl ed figures shivered and
pushed their thick furs up around their shoulders. The fire deep in the
mout h of the brick stove flared beautifully.

I knew that | should renmove ny hat, which in this case was ny hood,
and that | should face the I kon corner and cross nyself, but | couldn't
do this.

In fact, to conceal nyself, | pulled ny hood up over nmy head as | shut
the door. | stood alone against it. | held the fur cloak up agai nst ny
nmout h, so that nothing was visible of ny face except nmy eyes, and
per haps a shock of reddish hair.

"Why has the drink gotten lIvan?" | whispered, the old Russian tongue
com ng back to ne. "lvan was the strongest nman in this city. Were is he
now?"

They were wary and angry at my intrusion. The fire in the stove
crackl ed and danced fromits feast of fresh air. The | kon corner seened
a group of perfect radiant flanes unto itself, with its brilliant inmages
and random candl es, another fire of a different and eternal sort. The
Face of Christ was clear to ne in the fluttering light, the eyes seening
to fix me as | stood agai nst the door

My uncl e rose and shoved the harp into the arms of a younger boy
didn't know. | saw in the shadows the children sitting up in their
heavily draped beds. | saw their shining eyes |looking at ne in the dark
The others in the firelight clunped together and faced ne.

| saw nmy Mother, w zened and sad as if centuries had passed since



left her, a veritable crone in the corner, clinging to the rug that
covered her lap. | studied her, trying to fathomthe cause of her decay.
Toot hl ess, decrepit, her knuckles big and chafed and shiny from work,
per haps she was nmerely a worman bei ng worked too rapidly towards her
grave.

A great collection of thoughts and words struck nme, as if | were being
pelted with bl ows. Angel, devil, night visitor, terror fromthe dark
what are you? | saw hands raised, hastily making the Sign of the Cross.
But the thoughts canme clear in answer to ny query.

VWho does not know that |van the Hunter had becone Ivan the Penitent,
Ivan the Drunkard, lvan the Mad, on account of the day in the wild |ands
when he couldn't stop the Tatars from ki dnappi ng his bel oved son
Andr ei ?

I shut ny eyes. It was worse than death what had happened to hinml And
I had never so nuch as wondered, never so much as dared to think of him
alive, or cared enough to hope that he was, or thought what his fate
m ght be had he lived? Al over Venice were the shops in which | m ght
have penned a letter to him a letter that the great Venetian traders
could have carried to sonme port where it mght have been delivered over
t he fanobus post roads of the Khan

I knew all this. Selfish little Andrei knew all this, the details
that m ght have seal ed the past for himneatly so that he could have
forgotten it. | mght have witten:

Famly, | live and am happy, though I can never conme hone. Take this
money | send to you for my brothers and sisters and ny Mot her-.

But then | hadn't really ever known. The past had been nisery and
chaos.

VWhenever the nost trivial picture had becone vivid, then tornent had
rei gned.

My uncl e stood before me. He was as big as ny Father, and was wel |
dressed in a belted leather tunic and felt boots. He | ooked down at ne
cal My but severely.

"Who are you that cones into our house in this manner?" he asked.
"What is this Prince that stands before us? You carry a nessage for us?
Then speak, and we will forgive you that you broke the | ock on our
door."

| drewin ny breath. | had no nore questions. | knew that | could
find Ivan the Drunkard. That he was in the tavern with the fishernen and
the fur traders, for that was the only encl osed place he'd ever |oved
ot her than his hone.

Wth ny left hand, | reached over and found the purse that | always
carried, tied, as it should be, to ny belt. | ripped it |oose, and
handed it to this man. He nerely | ooked at it. Then he drew hinself up
of fended, and he stepped back

He seened then to becone part of a deliberate picture with the house.
| saw the house. | saw the hand-carved furniture, the pride of the
fam |y which had done it, the hand-carved wooden crosses and
candl esticks which held the many candl es. | saw the painted synbols



decorating the wood frames of the wi ndows, and the shelves on which fine
honemade pots, kettles and bow s were displ ayed.

| sawthemall in their pride, then, the entire fanmly, the wonen
with the enbroidery, as well as those with nmending, and | renenbered
with a lulling confort the stability and the warnth of their daily life.

Yet it was sad, oh, woefully sad, conpared to the world |I knew

| stepped forward and | held out the purse again to him and | said
ina nuffled voice, still veiling ny face:

"I beg you to take this as a kindness to ne and that | mght save ny
soul. It's fromyour nephew, Andrei. He is far, far away in the land to
whi ch the slave traders took him and he will never conme hone. But he is
wel | and must share some of what he has with his famly. He bids ne to
tell himwhich of you Iives and which of you is dead. If | do not give

you this nmoney, and if you don't take it, | will be dammed to Hell."
There cane no response fromthemverbally. But | had what | wanted

fromtheir mnds. | had all of it. Yes, lvan was alive, and now |, this

strange man, was saying that Andrei lived too. Ivan nmourned for a son

who not only lived but prospered. Life is a tragedy, one way or another.
VWhat is certain is that you die.

"I beg you," | said.

My uncl e took the proffered purse but with msgivings. It was full of
gol d ducats, which would buy anywhere.

| let my cloak drop and | pulled off ny left glove, and then the rings
that covered every finger of ny left hand. Opal, onyx, anethyst, topaz,
turquoi se. | noved past the man and the boys, to the far side of the
fire, and laid these respectfully in the lap of the old wonan who had
been ny Mot her as she | ooked up

| could see that, in a nmonent, she would know who | was. | covered ny
face again, but with ny left hand, | took ny dagger frommy belt. It was
only a short Msericorde, that little dagger which a warrior takes into
battle to dispatch his victins if they are too far gone for salvation
and yet not dead. It was a decorative thing, an ornament nore than a
weapon, and its gol d-pl ated scabbard was thickly lined with perfect
pearl s.

"For you," | said. "For Andrei's Mther, who always | oved her
neckl ace of river pearls. Take this for Andrei's soul.” | laid the
dagger at my Mdther's feet.

And then | made a deep, deep bow with ny head al nost touching the
floor, and I went out, w thout |ooking back, closing the door behind ne,
and hovering near, to hear themas they junped up and crowded about to
see the rings and the dagger, and sone to see to the |ock

For a nmoment, | was weak with enotion. But nothing was going to stop
me fromwhat | neant to do. | didn't turn to Marius, because it would
have been craven to ask his support in this, or assent to it. I went on

down the nuddy snowy street, through the sludge, towards the tavern
nearest to the river, where | thought ny Father m ght be.

I had rarely entered this place as a child, and then only to sunmon



nmy Father hone. | had no real nenory of it, except as a place where
forei gn peopl e drank and cursed.

It was a | ong building, nade of the sanme rude unfinished | ogs as ny
house, with the same nud for nortar, and the sane inevitable seans and
cracks to let in the dreadful cold. Its roof was very high, with sonme
six tiers to shed the weight of the snow, and its eaves too dripped with
icicles, as had those of ny house.

It marveled ne that nen could live like this, that the cold itself
did not push themto nmake sonethi ng nore permanent and nore sheltering,
but it had al ways been the way of this place, it seened to ne, of the
poor and the sick and overburdened and the hungry, that the bruta
wi nter took too nuch fromthem and that the short spring and summer
gave themtoo little, and that resignati on becane their greatest virtue
in the end.

But | mght have been wong then about all of it, and I m ght be
wrong now. What is inportant is this-it was a place of hopel essness, and
t hough it was not ugly, for wood and nud and snow and sadness are not
ugly, it was a place wthout beauty except for the ikons, and perhaps
for the distant outline of the graceful dones of Santa Sofia, high on
the hill, against the star-studded sky. And that was not enough

VWen | entered the tavern, | counted sone twenty nen at a gl ance, al
of themdrinking and talking to one another with a conviviality that
surprised nme, given the Spartan nature of this place, which was no nore
than a shelter against the night which kept themsafely ranged round the
big fire. There were no ikons here to confort them But some of them
were singing, and there was the inevitable harp player strummng his
little stringed instrunment, and another blow ng on a small pipe.

There were nany tables, some covered with linen, and others bare at
whi ch these fell ows gathered, and sone of the nmen were foreigners, as
had recalled. Three were Italian, | heard this instantly, and figured
themto be Genoese. There were nore foreigners indeed than | had
expected. But these were nen drawn by the trade of the river, and
perhaps Kiev did not do so poorly just now

There were plenty of kegs of beer and wi ne behind the counter, where
the bartender sold his stock by the cup. I saw too many bottles of
Italian wi ne, quite expensive no doubt, and crates of Spanish sack

Lest | attract notice, | noved forward and far off to the left, into
the depth of the shadows, where perhaps a European traveler clad in rich
fur mght not be noticed, for, after all, fine fur was one thing they

did i ndeed seemto have.

These people were nmuch too drunk to care who | was. The bartender
tried to get excited about the idea of a new custoner, but then went
back to snoozing on the pal mof his upturned hand. The nusic continued,
anot her one of the dumy, and this one nuch | ess cheerful than the one ny
uncl e had been singing at hone, because | think the nusician was very
tired.

| saw ny Fat her
He lay on his back, full length, on a broad crude greasy bench

dressed in his leather jerkin and with his biggest heaviest fur cloak
fol ded neatly over him as though the others had done the honors with it



after he had passed out. This was bearskin, his cloak, which marked him
as a pretty rich man

He snored in his drunken sleep, and the funmes of the drink rose from
him and he didn't stir when | knelt right beside himand | ooked down
into his face.

H s cheeks though thinner were still rosy, but there were holl ows
beneat h the bones, and there were streaks of gray, nost prominent in his
nmust ache and | ong beard. It seened to ne that sonme of the hair of his
tenpl es was gone, and that his fine snooth brow was steeper, but this

may have been an illusion. The flesh all around his eyes was tender-
| ooki ng and dark. Hi s hands, clutched together beneath the cloak, were
not visible to ne, but | could see that he was still strong, of powerful
build, and his love of drink had not destroyed himyet.

| had a disturbing sense of his vitality suddenly; | could snell the
bl ood of himand the Iife of him as though of a possible victim
stunbling across ny path. | put all this away fromny mnd and stared at

him loving himand thinking only that | was so glad that he was alivel
He had conme out of the wild grasses. He had escaped that party of
rai ders, who had seened then the very heral ds of death itself.

| pulled up a stool so that I mght sit quietly beside ny Father
studying his face.

I had not put on ny left glove.

I laid nmy cold hand now on his forehead, lightly, not wanting to take
liberties, and slowy he opened his eyes. They were nurky yet stil
beautifully bright, despite the broken bl ood vessels and the wetness,
and he | ooked at ne softly and wordlessly for a while, as if he had no
cause to nove, as if | were a vision near to his dreans.

| felt the hood fall back fromny head and I did nothing to stop it.
| couldn't see what he saw, but | knew what it was-his son, with a
cl eanshaven face, such as his son had had when this man knew him and
| ong | oose auburn hair in snow dusted waves.

Beyond, their bodies nmere bul ky outlines against the huge bl aze of
the fire, the others sang or tal ked. And the wi ne fl owed.

Not hi ng cane between nme and this nonment, between ne and this man who
had tried hard to bring down the Tatars, who had sent one arrow after
anot her sailing at his enem es, even as their arrows rai ned down upon
himin vain.

"They never wounded you," | whispered. "I |ove you and only now do
know how strong you were." WAs ny voi ce even audi bl e?

He blinked as he | ooked at nme, and then | saw his tongue roll out
along his lips. His Iips were bright, like coral, shining through the
heavy red fringe of nustache and beard.

"They wounded ne," he said in a | ow voice, small but not weak. "They
got ne, twice they got nme, in the shoulder and in the arm But they
didn't kill ne, and they didn't let go of Andrei. | fell off ny horse.
got up. They never got me in the legs. | ran after them | ran and ran
and | kept shooting. | had a cursed arrow sticking right out of ny right
shoul der here."



H s hand appeared from beneath the fur and he placed it up on the
dark curve of his right shoul der

"I kept shooting. | didn't even feel it. | saw themride away. They
took him | don't even know if he was alive. | don't know. Wuld they
have bothered to take himif they had shot hin? There were arrows
everywhere. The sky rained arrows! There nmust have been fifty of them
They killed every other man! | told the others, You have to keep
shooting, don't stop even for an instant, don't cower, shoot and shoot
and shoot, and when you have no nore arrows, bring up your sword and go
for them ride straight into them get down, get down close to your
horse's head and ride into them Well, maybe they did. | don't know. "

He |l owered his lids. He glanced around. He wanted to get up, and then
he | ooked at ne.

"Gve nme sonmething to drink. Buy ne sonething decent. The man has

Spani sh sack. Get me sonme of that, a bottle of sack. Hell, in the old
days, | laid in wait for the traders out there in the river, and | never
had to buy anything fromany man. Get ne a bottle of sack. | can see

you're rich."
"Do you know who | an®?" | asked.

He | ooked at nme in plain confusion. This hadn't even occurred to him
thi s question.

"You cone fromthe castle. You speak with the accent of the

Li t huani ans. | don't care who you are. Buy nme sone wine."
"Wth the accent of the Lithuanians?" | asked softly. "Wat a
dreadful thing. | think it's the accent of a Venetian, and |I'm ashaned."
"Venetian? Well, don't be. God knows they tried to save

Constantinople, they tried. Everything's gone to Hell. The world wll
end in flame. Get nme sonme sack before it ends, all right?"

| stood up. Did | have sonme nore noney? | was puzzling over it when
the dark silent figure of nmy Master |oonmed over ne and he handed ne the
bottl e of Spani sh sack, uncorked and ready for ny Father to drink

| sighed. The snell of it neant nothing to nme now, but | knew that it
was fine good stuff, and besides it was what he wanted.

He had neantinme sat up on the bench, staring straight at the bottle
as it hung fromny hand. He reached out for it, and took it and drank it
as thirstily as | drink bl ood.

"Take a good | ook at me," | said.

"It's too dark in here, idiot," he said. "How can | take a good | ook
at anything? Hmm but this is good. Thank you."

Suddenly, he paused with the bottle just beneath his lips. It was a
strange thing the way in which he paused. It was as if he were in the
forest, and he'd just sensed a bear com ng up on him or some other

| ethal beast. He froze, as it were, with the bottle in hand, and only
his eyes noved as he | ooked up at ne.



"Andrei," he whispered.

"I"'malive, Father," | said gently. "They didn't kill me. They took
me for booty and sold nme for profit. And I was taken by ship south and
north again and up to the city of Venice, and that is where | live now "

H s eyes were calm Indeed, a beautiful serenity settled over him He
was far too drunk for his reason to revolt or for cheap surprise to
delight him On the contrary, the truth stole in and over himin a wave,
subdui ng him and he understood all of its ramfications, that | had not
suffered, that I was rich, I was well.

"I was lost, Sir," | said in the sane gentle whisper, which surely
was only audible to him "I was lost, yes, but found by another, a
ki ndly man, and was restored, and have never suffered since. |'ve
journeyed a long tinme to tell you this, Father. | never knew you were
alive. | never dreaned. | mean, | thought you' d died that day when al
the world died for ne. And now |'mcone here to tell you that you nust
never, never grieve for nme."

"Andrei," he whispered, but there was no change in his face. There
was only the sedate wonder. He sat still, both hands on the bottle which
he had |l owered to his lap, his huge shoul ders very straight, and his
flowing red and gray hair as long as I'd ever seen it, nelting into the
far of his cloak.

He was a beautiful, beautiful man. | needed a nonster's eyes to know
it. | needed a denon's vision to see the strength in his eyes coupled
with the power in his giant frane. Only the bl oodshot eyes gave hi m awnay
in his weakness.

"Forget me now, Father,"” | said. "Forget ne, as if the nonks had sent
me away. But renenber this, on account of you, | shall never be buried
in the nuddy graves of the Mnastery. No, other things may befall ne.
But that, | won't suffer. Because of you, that you wouldn't have it,

that you cane that day and demanded | ride out with you, that | be your
son. "

| turned to go. He shot forward, clasping the bottle by the neck in
his left hand and cl anping his powerful right hand over ny wist. He
pulled ne down to him as if | were a nmere nortal, with his old strength
and he pressed his |ips against ny bowed head.

Ch, God, don't let himknow Don't |et himsense any change in ne! |
was desperate. | closed ny eyes.

But | was young, and not so hard and cold as nmy Master, no, not even
by half or a half of that half. And he felt only the softness of ny
hair, and perhaps a cold icy softness, redolent of winter, to ny skin.
"Andrei, ny angel child, ny gifted and gol den son!"

I turned around and clasped himfirmy with nmy left arm | kissed him
all over his head in a way | would never, never have done as a child.
held himto ny heart.

"Father, don't drink anynore,"” | said in his ear. "Get up and be the
hunt er again. Be what you are, Father."

"Andrei, no one will ever believe ne."



"And who are they to say that to you if you are yourself again, man?
"l asked.

W | ooked into each other's eyes. | kept ny lips sealed that he
shoul d never, never see the sharp teeth in nmy nmouth that the vanpiric
bl ood had given me, the tiny evil vanpire's teeth as a man as keen as
hi nsel f, the natural hunter, mght very definitely see.

But he was | ooking for no such disqualification here. He wanted only
| ove, and | ove we gave one anot her

"I have to go, | have no choice," | said. "I stole this time to cone
to you. Father, tell ny Mother that it was | who came to the house
earlier, and that it was | who gave her the rings and gave your brother
t he purse.”

| drew back. | sat down on the bench beside him for he had pl aced
his feet on the floor. |I pulled off ny right glove and | |ooked at the
seven or eight rings | wore, all of them nmade of gold or silver and rich
with jewels, and then | slipped themoff one by one, over his |oud groan
of protest, and | deposited the handful of theminto his hand. How soft
and hot was his hand, how flushed and alive.

"You take them because | have a world of them And I wll wite to
you and send you nore, nore so that you will never need to do anything
but what you want to do-ride and hunt, and tell the tales of old tines
by the fire. Buy a fine harp with this, buy books if you will for the
little ones, buy what you will."

"I don't want this; | want you, ny son."

"Yes, and | want you, ny Father, but this little power is all we may
have. "

I took his head in both ny hands, displaying ny strength, perhaps
unwi sely, but making himstay still while |I gave himmy kisses, and then
with one | ong warm enbrace, | rose to go.

I was out of the roomso fast, he couldn't have seen anything but the
door swi ngi ng shut.

The snow was com ng down. | saw ny Master several yards away, and
went to neet himand together we started up the hill. I didn't want for
nmy Father to cone out. | wanted to get away as fast as | coul d.

| was about to ask that we take to vanpire speed and get clear of
Kiev when | saw that a figure was hurrying towards us. It was a snal
worman, her long heavy furs trailing in the wet snow She had sonething
bright in her arnms.

| stood fixed, nmy Master waiting on nme. It was ny Mther who had cone
to see me. It was ny Al other who was naking her way to the tavern, and
in her arms, facing ne, was an ikon of the scowing Christ, the one
| ooked at so long through the chink in the wall of the house.

| drewin ny breath. She lifted the ikon by either side and she
presented it to mne.

"Andrei," she whispered.



"Mother," | said. "Keep it for the little ones, please." | enbraced
her and ki ssed her. How much ol der, how m serably ol der she seenmed. But
chi | dbearing had done that to her, pulling the strength out of her, if
only for babies to be buried in small plots in the ground. | thought of
how many babi es she had | ost during ny youth, and how many were stil
counted before | was born. She had called them her angels, her little
babi es, not big enough to I|ive.

"Keep it," | said to her. "Keep it for the famly here."

"Al'l right, Andrei," she said. She |ooked at me with pale, suffering
eyes. | could see that she was dying. | understood suddenly that it
wasn't mere age that worked on her, nor the hardship of children. She
was di seased fromwi thin, and would soon truly die. I felt such a
terror, looking at her, such a terror for the whole nortal world. It was
just a tiresome, common and inevitable disease.

"Goodbye, darling angel,"” | said.

"And goodbye to you, ny darling angel," she answered. "My heart and
soul are happy that you are a proud Prince. But show ne, do you make the
Sign of the Cross in the right way?"

How desperate she sounded. She neant these words. She neant sinply,
Had | gotten all this apparent wealth by converting to the church of the
West? That is what she neant.

"Mother, you put a sinple test to ne." | nmade the Sign of the Cross
for her, in our way, the Eastern Way, fromright shoulder to left, and
sm | ed.

She nodded. Then she took sonmething carefully frominside her heavy
wool shift coat and she gave it to nme, only releasing it when I had nade
a cradle for it with nmy hand. It was a dark ruby-red pai nted Easter egg.

Such a perfect and exquisitely decorated egg. It was banded with | ong
| engt hwi se ri bbons of yellow, and in a center created by them was
pai nted a perfect rose or eight-pointed star.

| | ooked down at it and then | nodded to her

I took out a handkerchief of fine Flem sh |inen and w apped the egg
in this, padding it over and over, and | slipped the little burden
faithfully into the folds of ny tunic beneath nmy jacket and cl oak

| bent over and ki ssed her again on her soft dry cheek. "Mther," |
said, "the Joy of All Sorrows, that is what you are to ne!"

"My sweet Andrei," she answered. "Go with God if you nust go."

She | ooked at the ikon. She wanted ne to see it. She turned the ikon
around so that | could I ook at the gl eam ng gol den Face of God, as waxen
and fine as the day 1'd painted it for her. Only I hadn't painted it for
her. No, it was the very ikon which I had taken that day on our march
into the wild | ands.

Ch, what a marvel, that ny Father had brought it back with him al
the way fromthe scene of such loss. And yet why not? Wiy not would such
a man as he have done such a thing?



The snow fell onto the painted ikon. It fell on the stern Face of CQur
Savi or, which had cone abl aze under ny racing brush as if by magic, a
face which with its stern and snmooth |lips and slightly furrowed brow
meant |ove. Christ, ny Lord, could | ook even nore stern peering out from
t he nmosaics of San Marco. Christ, ny Lord, could |l ook as stern in nmany
an old painting. But Christ, ny Lord, in any manner and in any style,
was full of unstinting |ove.

The snow cane in flurries and seened to nelt when it touched H s
Face.

| feared for it, this fragile panel of wood, and this glistering
| acquered i mage, nmeant to shine for all time. But she thought of this
too, and she quickly shielded the i kon fromthe wetness of the nelting
snow wi th her cloak

| never saw it again.

But is there anyone who needs now to ask ne what an ikon neans to ne?
I s there anyone who needs now to know why, when | saw the Face of Chri st
before ne on the Veil of Veronica, when Dora held it high, this Veil,
brought back from Jerusal em and the hour of Christ's passion, by Lestat
hi nsel f, through Hell and into the world, that | fell down on ny knees,
and cried, "It is the Lord"?

11

THE JOURNEY from Ki ev seened a journey forwards in tine, towards the
pl ace where | truly belonged. Al of Venice, upon ny return, seened to
share the shimer of the gold-plated chanber in which I nade ny grave
In a daze, | spent ny nights roanming, with or without Mrius, drinking
up the fresh air of the Adriatic and perusing the splendid houses and
gover nment pal aces to which I'd grown accustonmed over the |last few
years.

Eveni ng church services drew nme |ike honey draws flies. | drank up
the music of the choirs, the chanting of the priests and above all the
joyous sensual attitude of the worshipers, as if all this would be a
healing bal mto those parts of ne that were skinned and raw from ny
return to the Monastery of the Caves.

But in ny heart of hearts | reserved a tenacious and heated flame of
reverence for the Russian nonks of the Mnastery of the Caves. Having
glinpsed a few words of the sainted Brother Isaac, | walked in the
living nenory of his teachings-Brother |Isaac, who had been a Fool for
God, and a hermt, and a seer of spirits, the victimof the Devil and
then his Conqueror in the name of Christ.

I had a religious soul, there was no doubt of it, and I had been
given two great nodes of religious thought, and now in surrendering to a
war between these nodes, | made war on nyself, for though I had no
intention of giving up the luxuries and glories of Venice, the ever
shi ni ng beauty of Fra Angelico's | essons and the stunning and gil ded
acconpl i shments of all those who foll owed him making Beauty for Christ,
| secretly beatified the loser in ny battle, the blessed |saac, whom I
i magi ned, in ny childish mnd, to have taken the true path to the Lord.



Marius knew of ny struggle, he knew of the hold which Kiev had upon
me, and he knew of the crucial inportance of all this to ne. He
understood better than anyone |'ve ever known that each being wars with
his own angels and devils, each being succunbs to an essential set of
val ues, a thene, as it were, which is inseparable fromliving a proper
life.

For us, life was the vanpiric life. But it was in every sense life,
and sensuous life, and fleshly life. | could not escape into it fromthe
conpul sions and obsessions I'd felt as a nortal boy. On the contrary,

t hey were now magnified

Wthin the nonth after ny return, | knew | had set the tone for ny
approach to the world around nme. | should wallow in the |uscious beauty
of Italian painting and nusic and architecture, yes, but | would do it
with the fervor of a Russian saint. | would turn all sensuous
experi ences to goodness and purity. | would learn, I would increase
understanding, | would increase in conmpassion for the nortals around ne,
and | woul d never cease to put a pressure upon nmy soul to be that which
| believed was good.

Good was above all kind; it was to be gentle. It was to waste
nothing. It was to paint, to read, to study, to listen, even to pray,
though to whom | prayed | wasn't sure, and it was to take every
opportunity to be generous to those nortals whom | did not Kkill

As for those |I killed, they were to be dispatched nercifully, and
was to becone the absolute master of nercy, never causing pain and
confusion, indeed snaring nmy victins as nuch as | could by spells
i nduced by nmy soft voice or the depths of ny eyes offered for soul ful
| ooks, or by sone other power | seenmed to possess and seened able to
devel op, a power to thrust ny mind into that of the poor helpless norta
and to assist himin the manufacture of his own conforting i mages so
that the death becane the flicker of a flame in a rapture, and then
silence nost sweet.

| also concentrated on enjoying the blood, on noving deeper, beneath
the turbul ent necessity of ny own thirst, to taste this vital fluid of
which | robbed ny victim and to feel nost fully that which it carried
with it to ultimte doom the destiny of a nortal soul

My |l essons with Marius were broken off for a while. But at last he
canme to nme gently and told ne it was tinme to study again in earnest,
that there were things that we nust do.

"I make nmy own study,"” | said. "You know it well enough. You know
haven't been idle in nmy wanderings, and you know ny nmind is as hungry as
nmy body. You know it. So | eave ne al one."

"That's all well and good, little Master," he said to ne kindly, "but
you must cone back into the school | keep for you. | have things which
you must know. "

For five nights | put himoff. Then, as | was dozing on his bed
sonmetine after mdnight, having spent the earlier evening in the Piazza
San Marco at a great festival, listening to musicians and watching the
jugglers, | was startled to feel his switch cone crashing down on the
back of ny | egs.

"Wake up, child,"” he said.



I turned over and | ooked up. | was startled. He stood, holding the
long switch, with his arnms folded. He wore a |long belted tunic of purple
velvet and his hair was tied back at the base of his neck

| turned away fromhim | figured he was being dramatic and that he
woul d go away. The switch came crashing down again and this time there
followed a voll ey of bl ows.

| felt the blows in a way I'd never felt themwhen nortal. | was
stronger, nore resistant to them but for a split second each bl ow broke
t hrough ny preternatural guard and caused a tiny exquisite explosion of
pai n.

| was furious. | tried to clinb up off the bed, and probably woul d
have struck him so angry was | to be treated in this nmanner. But he
pl aced his knee on ny back and whi pped ne over and over with the switch
until | cried out.

Then he stood up and dragged nme up by the collar. | was shaking with
rage and with confusion.

"Want sone nore?" he asked.

"I don't know," | said, throwing off his arm which he allowed with a
little smle. "Perhaps so! One mnute ny heart is of the greatest
concern to you, and the next |I'ma school boy. Is that it?"

"You' ve had enough tinme to grieve and to weep," he said, "and to
reevaluate all you' ve been given. Nowit's back to work. Go to the desk
and prepare to wite. O I'll whip you sone nore."

| flewinto a tirade. "I"mnot going to be treated this way; there's
absolutely no necessity for this. Wiat should I wite? |'ve witten
volumes in ny soul. You think you can force ne into the dreary little
nmol d of an obedient pupil, you think this is appropriate to the
catacl ysm c thoughts that | have to ponder, you think-."

He smacked me across the face. | was dizzy. As ny eyes cleared,
| ooked into his.

"I want your attention again. | want you to cone out of your
meditation. Go to the desk and wite for ne a summary of what your
journey to Russia neant to you, and what you see now here that you could
not see before. Make it concise, use your finest simles and metaphors
and wite it cleanly and quickly for ne."

"Such crude tactics,” | nmuttered. But ny body was throbbing fromthe
blows. It was altogether different fromthe pain of a nortal body, but
it was bad, and | hated it.

| sat down at the desk. | was going to wite sonething really
churlish such as "lI've learned that 1'"'mthe slave of a tyrant." But when
| looked up and saw him standing there with the switch in his hand, |
changed ny m nd.

He knew it was the perfect noment to conme to ne and kiss ne. And he
did this, and | realized | had lifted ny face for his kiss before he
bent his head. This didn't stop him



| felt the overwhel m ng happi ness of giving in to him | put nmy arm
up and around his shoul ders.

He let ne go after a long sweet nonent, and then | did wite out nmany
sentences, pretty much describing what |'ve explai ned above. | wote
about the battle in ne between the fleshly and the ascetic; | wote of
nmy Russian soul as seeking after the highest |evel of exaltation. In the
painting of the ikon I had found it, but the ikon had satisfied the need
for the sensual because the ikon was beautiful. And as | wote, |
realized for the first tine that the old Russian style, the antique
Byzantine style, enbodied a struggle in itself between the sensual and
the ascetic, the figures suppressed, flattened, disciplined, in the very
m dst of rich color, the whole giving forth pure delight to the eyes
whi | e representing deni al

VWile | wote, ny Master went away. | was aware of it, but it didn't
matter. | was deep into my witing, and gradually | slipped out of ny
anal ysis of things, and began to tell an old tale.

In the old days, when the Russians didn't know Jesus Christ, the great
Prince Viadimr of Kiev-and in those days Kiev was a magnificent city-
sent his em ssaries to study the three religions of the Lord: the Mslem
religion, which these men found to be frantic and foul -snelling; the
religion of Papal Rone, in which these nen did not find any glory; and
finally the Christianity of Byzantium In the city of Constantinople,
the Russians were led to see the magnificent churches in which the Geek
Cat hol i cs worshi ped their God, and they found these buildings so
beautiful that they didn't know whether they were in Heaven or still on
Earth. Never had the Russians seen anything so splendid; they were
certain then that God dwelt anong nmen in the religion of Constantinople,
and so it was this Christianity which Russia enbraced. It was beauty
therefore that gave birth to our Russian Church

In Kiev once nen could find what MV adi mr sought to recreate, but now
that Kiev is a ruin and the Turks have taken Santa Sofia of
Const anti nopl e, one nust cone to Venice to see the great Theotokos, the
Virgin who is the God-Bearer, and her Son when He becones the
Pant okrator, the Divine Creator of All. In Venice, | have found in
sparkling gold nosaics and in the nuscul ar i mages of a new age the very
m racl e which brought the Light of Christ Qur Lord to the |and where
was born, the Light of Christ Qur Lord which burns still in the |anmps of
t he Monastery of the Caves.

| put down the pen. | pushed the page aside, and | laid nmy head down
on nmy arns and cried softly to nmyself in the quiet of the shadowy
bedroom | didn't care if | was beaten, kicked or ignored.

Finally, Marius cane for me to take ne to our crypt, and | realize
now, centuries later, as | | ook back, that his forcing me to wite on
this night caused ne to renenber always the | essons of those tines.

The next night, after he'd read what | had witten, he was contrite
about having hit ne, and he said that it was difficult for himto treat
me as anything but a child, but that I was not a child. Rather | was
some spirit like unto a child-naive and maniacal in ny pursuit of
certain themes. He had never expected to | ove ne so much.

| wanted to be al oof and distant, on account of the whipping, but I
couldn't be. | marveled that his touch, his kisses, his enbraces neant
nmore to me than they had when | was human



I WSH 1 could slip away now fromthe happy picture of Marius and nme in

Venice and take up this tale in New York City, in nodern tinmes. | want
to go to the moment in the roomin New York City when Dora held up
Veronica's Veil, the relic brought back by Lestat fromhis journey into

the Inferno, for then | wuld have a tale told in two perfect hal ves- of
the child I had been and of the worshiper |I becane, and of the creature
| am now.

But | cannot fool nyself so easily. | know that what happened to
Marius and to nme in the nonths that followed nmy journey to Russia is
part and parcel of ny life.

There is nothing to do but cross The Bridge of Sighs in ny life, the
| ong dark bridge spanning centuries of nmy tortured exi stence which
connects ne to nodern tinmes. That nmy time in this passage has been
described so well already by Lestat doesn't mean that | can escape
wi t hout addi ng nmy own words, and above all my own acknow edgnent of the
Fool for God that | was to be for three hundred years.

I wish | had escaped this fate. | wi sh that Mrius had escaped what
happened to us. It is plain now that he survived our separation with far
greater insight and strength than | survived it. But then he was already
centuries old and a wise being, and I was still a child.

Qur last nonths in Venice were unmarred by any prenonition of what
was to come. Vigorously, he taught me the essential |essons.

One of the nost inportant of these was how to pass for human in the
m dst of human beings. In all the tine since ny transformation, | had
not kept good company with the other apprentices, and | had avoi ded
al t oget her ny bel oved Bianca, to whom| owed a vast debt of gratitude
not merely for past friendship but for nursing me when I was so ill.

Now, | had to face Bianca, or so Marius decreed. | was the one who had
to wite a polite letter to her explaining that on account of mny illness
| had not been able to come to her before.

Then, one evening early, after a brief hunt in which | drank the bl ood
of two victins, we set out to visit her, laden with gifts for her, and
found her surrounded by her English and Italian friends.

Mari us had dressed for the occasion in smart dark blue velvet, with a
cl oak of the sane col or for once, which was unusual for him and he had
urged me to dress in sky blue, his favorite color for ne. | carried the
wine figs and sweet tarts in a basket for her.

W found her door open as always, and we entered unobtrusively, but
she saw us at once.

The nmonent | saw her | felt a heartbreaking desire for a certain kind

of intimacy, that is, | wanted to tell her everything that had happened!
O course this was forbidden, and that | could [ ove her w thout
confiding in her-this was sonething that Marius insisted | |earn

She got up and cane to ne, and put her arns around ne, accepting the
usual ardent kisses. | realized at once why Marius had insisted on two
victins for this evening. I was warm and flushed with bl ood.

Bi anca felt nothing that frightened her. She slipped her silken arns



around ny neck. She was radiant in a dress of yellow silk tissue and
dar k-green vel vet, the underdress of yellow, powdered w th enbroidered
roses, and her white breasts were barely covered as only a courtesan
woul d have them

VWhen | began to kiss her, careful to conceal my tiny fanged teeth from
her, | felt no hunger because the blood of ny victinms had been nore than
enough. | kissed her with Iove and love only, ny mnd quickly plunging
into heated erotic nmenories, nmy body surely denonstrating the urgency
that it had had with her in the past. | wanted to touch her all over, as
a blind man m ght touch a scul pture, the better to see each curve of her
with his hands.

"Ch, you're not only well, you're splendid,"” Bianca said. "You and
Marius, cone in, conme, let's go into the next room" She nade a carel ess
gesture to her guests, who were all busy anyway, talking, arguing,
pl aying cards in small groups. She drew us with her into her nore
intimate parlor adjacent to the bedroom a roomcluttered with
frightfully expensive danmask chairs and couches, and told ne to sit
down.

I remenbered the candles, that | nust never get too close to them but
must use the shadows so no nortal woul d have an opti num opportunity to
study ny changed and nore perfect skin.

This wasn't so hard as, in spite of her love of |ight and her
penchant for luxury, she had the candel abra scattered for the nood.

The lack of light would al so nake the sparkle of ny eyes |ess
noticeable; I knew this too. And the nore | spoke, the nore ani mated
becanme, the nore human | woul d appear

Stillness was dangerous for us when we were anong nortals, Marius had
taught me, for in stillness we appear flaw ess and unearthly and finally
even faintly horrible to nortals, who sense that we are not what we
seem

| followed all these rules. But | was overcone with anxiety that I

could never tell her what had been done to ne. | started to talk. |

expl ained that the illness had abated entirely, but that Marius, w ser
by far than any physician, had ordered solitude and rest. Wen | had not
been in bed, | had been alone, struggling to regain ny strength.

"Make it as near to the truth as you can, the better to nake it a
lie," Marius had taught. Now | foll owed these words.

"Ch, but I thought I'd I ost you," she said. "Wen you sent word,
Marius, that he was recovering, | didn't at first believe you. | thought
you nmeant to soften the inevitable truth.”

How | ovely she was, a perfect flower. Her blond hair was parted in
the mddle, and a thick |lock on either side was wound with pearls and
bound back with a clasp encrusted with them The rest of her hair fel
down a la Botticelli, in rivulets of shining yellow over her shoul ders.

"You had cured himas conpletely as any human being could," Marius
told her. "My task was to give himsone old renmedi es of which only
know. And then to let the renedies do their work." He spoke sinply, but
to me he seened sad



A terrible sadness gripped nme. | couldn't tell her what | was, or how
di fferent she seened now, how richly opaque with human bl ood she seened
conpared to us, and how her voice had taken on for ne a new tinbre that
was purely human, and which gently nudged ny senses if she but said one
wor d.

"Well, you are both here, and you nmust both cone often,” she said.
"Don't ever let such a separation occur again. Marius, | would have cone
to you, but Riccardo told me you wanted peace and quiet. | would have

nursed Amadeo in any state."

"I know you woul d have, ny darling,” Marius said. "But as | said, it
was solitude he needed, and your beauty is an intoxicant, and your words
a stimulus nore intense perhaps than you realize."” It had no tone of
flattery but sounded like a sincere confession

She shook her head a little sadly. "I've discovered that Venice is
not ny home unless you' re here." She | ooked cautiously towards the front
parl or, and then she | apsed into a | ow voice. "Marius, you freed nme from
t hose who had a hold on ne."

"That was sinple enough,"” he said. "It was a pleasure, in fact. How
rank those men were, cousins of yours, if |I'mnot mstaken, and eager to
use you and your great reputation for beauty in their tw sted financi al
affairs.”

She blushed, and I lifted my hand to beg himto go easy with what he
said. | knew now that during the slaughter of the Florentine banquet
chanber, he had read fromthe victins' mnds all kinds of things which
wer e unknown to ne.
"Cousi ns? Perhaps,"” she said. "I have conveniently forgotten that.
That they were a terror to those whomthey lured i nto expensive | oans
and dangerous opportunities, that | can say w thout a doubt. Marius, the
strangest things have happened, things upon which I never counted.”

| loved the | ook of seriousness on her delicate features. She seened
too beautiful to have a brain.
"I find nyself richer,” she said, "as | can keep the |arger portion
of my own incone, and others-this is the strange part-others, in
gratitude that our banker and our extortionist is gone, have |avished on
me countless gifts of gold and jewels, yes, even this necklace, |ook
and you know these are all sea pearls and matched in size, and this is a
veritable rope of them see, and all this is given nme, though | have
averred a hundred tinmes that | never had the deed done."

"But what of blanme?" | asked. "Wat of the danger of a public
accusation?"

"They have no defenders or nourners,"” she said quickly. She planted
another little bouquet of kisses on nmy cheek. "And earlier today, ny
friends anong the Great Council were here as always, to read a few new
poens to me and settle in quiet where they could know peace fromclients
and the endl ess demands of their famlies. No, | don't think anyone is
goi ng to accuse ne of anything, and as everyone knows, on the night of
the murders, | was here in conpany with that awful Englishman, Amadeo,
the very one who tried to kill you, who has of course...™

"Yes, what?" | asked.



Marius narrowed his eyes as he | ooked at ne. He made a |ight gesture
of tapping the side of his head with his gloved finger. Read her m nd
he meant. But | couldn't think of such a thing. Her face was too pretty.
"The Englishman, " she said, "who has di sappeared. | suspect he's
drowned somewhere, that, staggering drunk about the town, he fell into
one of the canals or, worse yet, into the |lagoon. "

O course nmy Master had told ne that he had taken care of all our
difficulties on account of the Englishman, but | had never asked in what
particul ar way.

"So they think you hired killers to dispatch the Florentines?" Marius
asked her.

"Seens so," she said. "And there are even those who think that | had
t he Englishman di spatched as well. 1've becone a rather powerful woman,
Mari us. "

Both of them | aughed, his [augh the deep but netallic | augh of a
preternatural being, and her |augh higher yet thicker with the sound of
her human bl ood.

| wanted to go into her mind. | tried but cast away the idea at once.
I was inhibited, just as | was with Riccardo and the boys closest to ne.
In fact, it seemed such a terrible invasion of the privacy of the person
that | used this power only in hunting to find those who were evil and
whom | might kill.

"Amadeo, you blush, what is it?" Bianca asked. "Your cheeks are
scarlet. Let nme kiss them Oh, you are hot as if the fever has cone
back. "

"Look into his eyes, angel," said Marius. "They are clear."

"You're right," she said, peering into nmy eyes with such a sweet
frank curiosity that she becane irresistible to ne.

| pushed back the yellow cloth of her underdress and the heavy vel vet
of her dark-green sl eevel ess overgarnment and ki ssed her bare shoul der

"Yes, you're well,"” she cooed into ny ear, her |ips noist against it.

| was blushing still as | drew back.

| | ooked at her, and | went into her mnd; it seened | had | oosened
the gold clasp beneath her breasts and parted her vol um nous dark-green
vel vet skirts. | stared at the well between her half-exposed breasts.
Bl ood or no blood, | could remenber hot passion for her, and | felt it
now in a strange overall manner, not localized in the forgotten organ as
it had been before. | wanted to take her breasts in ny hands and suckle
them sl ow y, arousing her, naking her noist and fragrant for ne and
maki ng her head fall back. Yes, | blushed. A dimsweet swoon came over
ne.

| want you, | want you now, you and Marius both in nmy bed, together
a man and a boy, a god and a cherub. This is what her mnd was saying to
me, and she was renenbering ne. | saw nyself as if in a snoky mrror, a
boy naked except for a full-sleeved open shirt, seated on the pill ows



besi de her, displaying the half-erect organ, ever ready to be conpletely
aroused by her tender lips or her |long graceful white hands.

| banished all this. I focused ny gaze only on her beautiful tapering
eyes. She studied me, not suspiciously but in fascination. Her lips were
not rouged in any vul gar manner but deeply pink by nature, and her |ong
| ashes, darkened and curled only with a cl ear pormade, |ooked like the
poi nts of stars around her radi ant eyes.

| want you, | want you now. These were her thoughts. They struck ny
ears. | bowed ny head and put ny hands up

"Angel darling,"” she said. "Both of you!" she whispered to Marius. She
took nmy hands. "Cone in with ne."

| was certain he would put a stop to it. He had cautioned ne to avoid
close scrutiny. But he only rose fromhis chair and noved towards her
bedchanber, pushi ng back the two painted doors.

Fromthe distant parlors cane the steady sound of conversation and
| aught er. Singing had been added. Soneone played the Virginal. Al this
went on.

We slipped into her bed. | was shaking all over. | saw that ny Master
had adorned hinself in a thick tunic and beautiful dark bl ue doubl et
which 1'd hardly noticed before. He wore soft sleek dark blue gl oves
over his hands, gl oves which perfectly cleaved to his fingers, and his
| egs were covered by thick soft cashnere stockings all the way to his
beautiful pointed shoes. He has covered all the hardness, | thought.

Havi ng settl ed agai nst the headboard of the bed, he had no conpunction
about hel ping Bianca to sit directly next to him | |ooked across from
himas |I took ny place beside her. As she turned to ne, putting her
hands on ny face and kissing nme eagerly again, | saw himperforma smal
act which I hadn't seen before.

Lifting her hair, he appeared to kiss her on the back of the neck
This she neither felt nor acknow edged. \Wen he drew back, however, his
lips were bloody. And lifting the finger of his gloved hand, he snoot hed
this blood, her blood, but a few droplets of it froma shall ow scratch
undoubtedly, all over his face. It appeared to ne as a living sheen, and
to her it would | ook very different.

It quickened the pores in his skin, which had becone all but
invisible, and it deepened a few |lines around his eyes and his nouth
whi ch otherwi se were lost. It gave hima nore human | ook, overall, and
served as a barrier to her gaze, which was now so cl ose.

"I have ny two, as | always dreaned,"” she said softly.

Marius came round in front of her, tucking his arm behind her and
began to kiss her as greedily as | had ever done. | was astonished for a
nmonent, and jeal ous, but then her free hand found nme and pulled nme down
close to her, and she turned from Marius, dazed with desire, and ki ssed
me as well.

Mari us reached over and brought nme close to her, so that | was
agai nst her soft curves, feeling all the warnth rising from her
vol upt uous t hi ghs.



He lay on top of her, but lightly, not letting his weight hurt her
and with his right hand he drew up her skirt and noved his fingers
bet ween her | egs.

It was so bold. | |lay against her shoul der, |ooking at the swell of
her breasts, and beyond that the tiny, down-covered nound of her sex
whi ch he clasped in his entire hand.

She was past all decorum He laid kisses on her neck and on her
breasts as he enbraced her |ower down with his fingers, and she began to
writhe with undi sguised | onging, her nouth open, her eyelids fluttering,
her body suddenly noist all over and fragrant with this new heat.

That was the miracle, | realized, that a human could be brought to
this higher tenperature, and thereby give forth all of her sweet scents
and even a strong invisible shimrer of enotions; it was rather |ike
stoking a fire until it became a bl aze.

The bl ood of ny victinms teened in ny face as | kissed her. It seened
to become living bl ood again, heated by ny passion, and yet ny passion
had no denonic focus. | pressed ny open nmouth to the skin of her throat,
covering the place where the artery showed |like a blue river nmoving down
fromher head. But | didn't want to hurt her. | felt no need to hurt
her. Indeed, | felt only pleasure as | enbraced her, as | slipped ny arm
bet ween her and Marius, so that | could cradle her tightly as he
continued to toy with her, his fingers lifting and falling on the tender
l[ittle nound of her sex.

"You tease nme, Marius," she whispered, her head tossing. The pill ow

was danp beneath her and drenched with the perfume of her hair. | kissed
her lips. They locked to ny nouth. To keep her tongue from discovering
my vanpiric teeth, | drove ny tongue into her. Her nether nmouth coul dn't

have been sweeter, tighter, nore noist.

"Ah, then this, ny sweet,'
i nsi de her.

said Marius tenderly, his fingers sliding

She lifted her hips, as though the fingers were lifting her as she
woul d have them do.

"Ch, Heaven help ne," she whispered, and then canme the full ness of
her passion, her face darkening with blood, and the rosy fire spreading
down her breasts. | pushed back the cloth and saw t he redness consune
her bosom her nipples standing rigid in tiny raisinlike points.

| closed nmy eyes and lay beside her. | let nyself feel the passion
rock her, and then the heat was | essened in her, and she seened to
becone sl eepy. She turned her head away. Her face was still. Her eyelids

were beautifully nol ded over her closed eyes. She sighed and her pretty
lips parted in a natural way.

Mari us brushed her hair back fromher face, snmoothing the tiny unruly
ringlets that were caught in the noisture, and then he kissed her
f or ehead.
"Sleep now, knowing you're safe,” he said to her. "I'll take care of
you forever. You saved Amadeo,"” he whispered. "You kept himalive unti
| could cone.™

Dreamily she turned to | ook up at him her eyes gl ossy and sl ow



"Am | not beautiful enough for you to |love ne for that al one?" she
asked.

| realized suddenly that what she said was bitter, and that she was
bestowi ng a confidence on him | could feel her thoughts!

"I love you whether or not you dress in gold or wear pearls, whether
or not you speak wittily and quickly, whether or not you make a well -

lighted and el egant place in which I can rest, | love you for the heart
here inside you, which cane to Amadeo when you knew t here was danger
t hat those who knew or |oved the Englishman mght hurt you, | |ove you

for courage and for what you know of being al one.”

Her eyes wi dened for a nonent. "For what | know of being al one? Ch, |
know very well what it neans to be utterly alone.”

"Yes, brave one, and now you know | |ove you," he whispered. "You
al ways knew t hat Amadeo | oved you."
"Yes, | do love you," | whispered, lying next to her, holding her
"Well, now you know | |ove you as well."

She studied himas best she could in her Ianguor. "There are so nmany
guestions on the tip of ny tongue,” she said.

"They don't matter,"” Marius said. He kissed her and | think he |et
his teeth touch her tongue. "I take all your questions and | cast them
away. Sleep now, virginal heart,"” he said. "Love whomyou will, quite
safe in the love we feel for you.™

It was the signal to w thdraw.

As | stood at the foot of the bed, he placed the enbroi dered covers
over her, careful to fold the fine Flem sh |inen sheet over the edge of
t he rougher white wool bl anket, and then he ki ssed her again, but she
was like a little girl, soft and safe, and fast asleep

Qut side, as we stood on the edge of the canal, he lifted his gl oved
hand to his nostrils, and he savored the fragrance of her on it.

"You' ve |l earnt much today, haven't you? You cannot tell her anything
of who you are. But do you see now how cl ose you ni ght cone?"

"Yes," | said. "But only if I want nothing in return.”

"Not hi ng?" he asked. He | ooked at me reprovingly. "She gave you
loyalty, affection, intimacy; what nore could you want in return?”

"Not hi ng now," | said. "You' ve taught ne well. But what | had before
was her understanding, that she was a mirror in which | could study ny
reflection and thereby judge my own growth. She can't be that mrror
now, can she?"

"Yes, in many ways she can. Show her by gestures and sinple words
what you are. You needn't tell her tales of blood drinkers that woul d
only drive her mad. She can confort you marvelously well w thout ever
knowi ng what hurts you. And you, you mnust renenber that to tell her
everything would be to destroy her. lmagine it."



| was silent for a | ong nonent.

"Somet hing's occurred to you," he said. "You have that sol emm | ook

Speak. "

"Can she be made into what we-."

"Amadeo, you bring me to another |esson. The answer is no."
"But she'll grow old and die, and-."

"OF course she will, as she is nmeant to do. Amadeo, how nany of us
can there be? And on what grounds would we bring her over to us? And
woul d we want her as our conpani on forever? Wuld we want her as our
pupi | ? Wuld we want to hear her cries if the magic bl ood were to drive
her mad? It is not for any soul, this blood, Amadeo. It demands a great
strength and a great preparation, all of which I found in you. But | do
not see it in her."

| nodded. | knew what he nmeant. | didn't have to think over all that
had befallen ne, or even think back to the rude cradl e of Russia where
I'd been nursed. He was right.

"You will want to share this power with themall," he said. "Learn
that you cannot. Learn that with each one you make there cones a
terrible obligation, and a terrible danger. Children rise against their
parents, and with each bl ood drinker nmade by you you make a child that
will live forever in love for you or hate. Yes, hate."

"You needn't say any nore,"” | whispered. "I know. | understand."
W& went hone together, to the brightly lighted roons of the pal azzo.

I knew t hen what he wanted of me, that | mngle with ny old friends
anong the boys, that | show kindness in particular to Ri ccardo, who
bl aned hinself, | soon realized, for the death of those few undefended
ones whomthe Englishman had nmurdered on that fateful day.

"Pretend, and grow strong with each pretense," he whispered in ny
ear. "Rather, draw close and be loving and | ove, w thout the |uxury of
conpl ete honesty. For |ove can bridge all."

IN THE FOLLOAN NG MONTHS, | |earned nore than | can ever recount here.
studi ed vigorously, and paid attention even to the governnment of the
city, which I thought basically as tiresone as any governnment, and read
voraciously the great Christian scholars, conpleting my time with

Abel ard, Duns Scotus and other thinkers whom Marius prized.

Marius also found for me a heap of Russian literature so that for the
first time I could study in witing what | had only known fromthe songs
of my uncles and ny Father in the past. At first | deened this too
pai nful for a serious inquiry, but Marius laid down the |aw and w sely.
The i nherent value of the subject matter soon absorbed ny painfu
recol l ections and a greater knowl edge and understanding was the result.

Al'l of these docunments were in Church Slavonic, the witten | anguage
of my childhood, and | soon fell into reading this with extraordinary
ease. The Lay oflgor's Canpaigns delighted ne, but I also |loved the
witings, translated fromthe Geek, of St. John Chrysostom | also



reveled in the fantastical tales of King Sol onon and of the Descent of
the Virgin into Hell, works which were not part of the approved New
Testament but which were very evocative of the Russian soul. | read al so
our great chronicle, The Tal e of-Bygone Years. | read also Orison on the
Downfall of Russia and the Tale of the Destruction of R asan

This exercise, the reading of ny native stories, helped ne to put
themin perspective al ongside the other learning which I acquired. In
sum it lifted themfromthe real mof personal dreans.

Gradually, | saw the wisdomof this. | nmade nmy reports to Marius with
nmore enthusiasm | asked for nore of the manuscripts in Church Sl avonic,
and | soon had for reading the Narrative of the Pious Prince Dovnont and
H s Courage and The Heroi c Deeds of Mercurius of Snolensk. Finally, I
canme to regard the works in Church Slavonic to be a pure pleasure, and
kept themfor the hours after official study when | night pour over the
old tales and even make up fromthem nmy own nournful songs.

| sang these sonetines to the other apprentices when they went to
sl eep. They thought the | anguage very exotic, and sonetines the pure
musi ¢ and ny sad inflection could make themcry.

Ri ccardo and |, meantime, becane close friends again. He never asked
why | was now a creature of night like the Master. | never sounded the
depths of his mnd. O course | would do it if | had to for ny safety
and for Marius's safety, but | used nmy vanpiric wits to gloss himin
anot her way, and | always found hi mdevoted, unquestioning and | oyal.

Once | asked Marius what Riccardo thought of us.

"Riccardo owes ne too great a debt to question anything I do," Marius
answer ed, but wi thout any haughti ness or pride.

"Then he is far better bred than | am isn't he? For | owe you the
same debt and | question everything you say."

"You're a smart, devil-tongued little inp, yes," Marius conceded wth
a small smle. "Riccardo was won in a card ganme from his drunken Fat her
by a beastly nerchant who worked hi mnight and day. Riccardo detested
hi s Father, which you never have. Riccardo was eight years old when
bought himfor the price of a gold necklace. He'd seen the worst of nen
whom chil dren don't nove to natural pity. You saw what nen will do with
the flesh of children for pleasure. It's not as bad. Riccardo, unable to
believe that a tender little one could nove anyone to conpassion
believed in nothing until | wapped himin safety and filled himwth
| earning, and told himin ternms on which he could count that he was ny
prince.

"But to answer you nore in the way you ask the question, Riccardo
thinks that I ama nagician, and that with you I've chosen to share ny
spells. He knows that you were on death's door when | bestowed on you ny
secrets, and that | do not tease himor the others with this honor, but
regard it rather as sonething of dire consequence. He doesn't seek after
our knowl edge. And will defend us with his life."

| accepted this. | didn't have the need in me to confide in Riccardo
as | had with Bianca.

"I feel the need to protect him" | said to my Master. "Pray he
shoul d never have to protect ne."



"So | feel also,"” said Marius. "I feel this for themall. God granted
your Englishman a great nercy that he was not alive when | canme hone to
find my little ones slain by him | don't know what | would have done.
That he had injured you was bad enough. That he had laid out two child
sacrifices at ny door to his pride and bitterness, this was even nore
despi cable. You had nade love to him and you could fight him But they
were innocents who stood in his path."

| nodded. "Wat did happen to his remains?" | asked.

"Such a sinmple thing," he said with a shrug. "Wiy do you want to
know? | can be superstitious too. | broke himinto fragnents and
scattered those fragments to the wind. If the old tales are true that
his shade will pine for the restoration of his body, then his sou
wanders the winds."

"Master, what will become of our shades if our bodies are destroyed?"

"God only knows, Amadeo. | despair of knowing. | have lived too |ong
to think of destroying nyself. My fate is perhaps the sane fate of the
whol e physical world. That we could have conme fromnothing and return to
nothing, this is entirely possible. But let us enjoy our illusions of
imortality, as nortals enjoy theirs."

Good enough.

My Master was absent fromthe pal azzo twi ce, when he went on those
nmysteri ous journeys which he wouldn't explain to ne any nore now t han he
had bef ore.

| hated these absences, but | knew that they were tests of my new
powers. | had to rule within the house gently and unobtrusively, and
had to hunt on ny own and nake sone account, upon Marius's return, of
what | had done with ny leisure tine.

After the second journey, he cane hone weary and uncommonly sad. He
said, as he had said once before, that "Those Wio Mist Be Kept" seened
to be at peace.

"l hate it what these creatures are!" | said.

"No, never say such a thing to nme, Amadeo!" he burst out. In a flash
I'"d seen himnore angry and unconposed than ever in our lives. |I'm not
sure |'d ever seen himreally angry in our Ilives.

He approached ne and | shrank back, actually afraid. But by the tine
he struck ne, hard across the face, he'd recovered hinself, and it was
just the usual brain-jarring bl ow.

| accepted it, and then threw hi mone exasperated searing glance. "You
act like a child,” | said, "a child playing Master, and so | nust master
nmy feelings and put up with this.”

O course it took all ny reserves to say this, especially when ny
head was swi mm ng, and | made ny face such an obdurate mask of contenpt
t hat suddenly he burst out | aughing.

| started to |augh too.



"But really, Marius," |I said, feeling very cheeky, "what are these
creatures you speak of ?" | made ny wi sdom nice and reverent. My question
was, after all, sincere. "You conme hone mserable, Sir. You know you do.
So what are they, and why nust they be kept?"

"Amadeo, don't ask nme anynore. Sonetinmes just before norning, when ny
fears are at their worst, | imagine that we have enem es anong the bl ood
drinkers, and they're close.™

"Qthers? As strong as you?"

"No, those who have cone in past years are never as strong as nme, and
that is why they' re gone.™

| was enthralled. He had hinted at this before, that he kept our
territory clean of others, but he wouldn't el aborate, and now he seened
softened up with unhappiness and willing to talKk.

"But | inmagine that there are others, and that they'll come to
di sturb our peace. They won't have a good reason. They never do. They'l
want to hunt the Veneto, or they will have formed sone willful little
battalion, and they'll try to destroy us out of sheer sport. | imagine

but the point is, ny child-and you are ny child, smart one!-1 don't
tell you any nore about the ancient nysteries than you need to know.
That way, no one can pick your apprentice mnd for its deepest secrets,
either with your cooperation or wthout your know edge, or against your
will."

"If we have a history worth knowing, Sir, then you should tell ne.
VWhat ancient nysteries? You wall nme up with books on human history.
You've made nme |learn Greek, and even this m serable Egyptian script
whi ch no one el se knows, and you question ne all the tine on the fate of
anci ent Rome and ancient Athens, and the battles of every Crusade ever
sent fromour shores to the Holy Land. But what of us?"

"Always here,"” he said, "I told you. Ancient as mankind itself.
Al ways here, and always a few, and always warring and best when al one
and needing the love only of one other or two at nobst. That's the
history, plain and sinple. | will expect you to wite it out for ne in
all five | anguages you now know. "

He sat down on the bed, disgruntled, letting his nuddy boot dig into
the satin. He fell back on the pillows. He was really raw and strange
and seeni ngly young.

"Marius, conme on now," | coaxed. | was at the desk. "Wat ancient
nysteries? Wiat are Those Who Miust Be Kept ?"

"Go dig into our dungeons, child,"” he said, lacing his voice with
sarcasm "Find the statues there | have from so-call ed pagan days.

You'l'l find things as useful as Those Who Miust Be Kept. Leave ne al one.
"Il tell you sone night, but for now, | give you what counts. In ny
absence you were supposed to study. Tell ne now what you learnt.”

He had in fact demanded that | learn all of Aristotle, not fromthe
manuscri pts which were comon currency in the piazza, but froman old
text of his own which he said was purer Geek. I'd read it all.

"Aristotle," | said. "And St. Thomas Aqui nas. Ah, well, great systens

give confort, and when we feel ourselves slipping into despair, we



shoul d devi se great schenes of the nothing around us, and then we will
not slip but hang on a scaffold of our making, as meaningless as
not hi ng, but too detailed to be so easily dism ssed."

"Well done," he said with an el oquent sigh. "Maybe sonme night in the
far distant future, you'll take a nore hopeful approach, but as you seem
as animated and fall of happiness as you can be, why should | conplain?"

"We nust conme from somewhere,” | said, pushing the other point.
He was too crestfallen to answer.

Finally, he rallied, clinbing up off the pillows and coni ng towards
me. "Let's go out. Let's find Bianca, and dress her up as a man for a
while. Bring your finest. She needs to be freed of those roons for a
spel . "

"Sir, this may cone as a rude shock to you, but Bianca, |ike many
woren, already has that habit. In the guise of a boy, she slips out al
the tine to make the rounds of the city."

"Yes, but not in our conmpany,” he said. "W shall show her the worst
pl aces!” He made a dranmatic comical face. "Come on."

I was excited.
As soon as we told the little plan to her, she was excited too.

We cane bursting in with an arnful of fine clothes, and she
i medi ately slipped away with us to get dressed.

"What have you brought me? Ch, I'mto be Amadeo tonight, splendid,"”
she said. She shut the doors on her conpany, who as usual carried on
wi t hout her, several nen singing around the Virginal and others arguing
heatedly over their dice.

She stripped off her clothes and stepped out of them naked as Venus
fromthe sea. W both dressed her in blue | eggings and tunic and
doublet. | pulled her belt tight, and Marius caught her hair up in a
soft velvet hat.

"You're the prettiest boy in the Veneto," he said stepping back
"Sonmething tells ne 1'll have to protect you with our life."

"Are you really going to take ne to the worst haunts? | want to see
danger ous pl aces!" She threw up her arns. "Gve ne ny stiletto. You
don't expect me to go unarnmed.”

"I have all the proper weapons for you,"” Marius said. He had brought
a sword with a beautiful dianond-studded di agonal belt which he cl asped
at her hip. "Try to drawthis. It's no dancing rapier. It's a war sword.
Come on."

She took the handle with both hands and brought it forth in a w de
sure sweep. "I wish | had an eneny," she cried out, "who was ready to
die."
| | ooked at Marius. He | ooked at nme. No, she couldn't be one of us.

"That woul d be too selfish,” he whispered in ny ear



| couldn't help but wonder, if | had not been dying after ny fight
with the Englishman, if the sweating sickness had not taken ne over,
woul d he have ever nmade ne a vanpire?

The three of us hurried down the stone steps to the quay. There was
our canopi ed gondol a waiting. Marius gave the address.

"Are you sure you want to go there, Master?" asked the gondolier
shocked because he knew the district where the worst of the foreign
seanen congregated and drank and fought.

"Mbst sure of it," he said.

As we noved off in the black waters, | put my arm around tender
Bi anca. Leani ng back on the cushions, | felt invulnerable, inmmortal
certain that nothing would ever defeat me or Marius, and in our care
Bi anca woul d al ways be safe.

How very wong | was.

Ni ne nont hs perhaps we had together after our trip to Kiev. N ne or
maybe ten, | cannot mark the climax by any exterior event. Let nme say
only, before | proceed to bl oody disaster, that Bianca was always with
us in those |ast nmonths. When we were not spying upon the carousers, we
were in our house, where Marius painted her portraits, devising her as
this or that goddess, as the Biblical Judith with the head of the
Florentine for her Holofernes, or as the Virgin Mary staring rapt at a
tiny Christ child, as perfectly rendered by Marius as any inmage he ever
made.

Those pi ctures-perhaps sonme of themendure to this very day.

One night, when all slept except for the three of us, Bianca, about
to give up on a couch as Marius painted, sighed and said, "I |ike your
conpany too nuch. | don't ever want to go hone."

Wul d that she had | oved us | ess. Wuld that she had not been there
on the fatal evening in 1499, just before the turn of the century, when
the H gh Renai ssance was in its glory, ever to be celebrated by artists
and historians, would that she had been safe when our world went up in
flames.

| F YOU VE READ The Vanpire Lestat you know what happened, for | showed
it all to Lestat in visions two hundred years ago. Lestat set down in
witing the inages | nade known to him the pain | shared with him And
t hough I now propose to relive these horrors, to flesh out the tale in
my own words, there are points where | cannot inprove on his words, and
may fromtime to time freely call them up.

It began suddenly. | awoke to find that Marius had lifted back the
gi | ded cover of the sarcophagus. A torch blazed behind himon the wall.

"Hurry, Amadeo, they're here. They nean to burn our house."
"Who, Master? And why?"

He snatched ne fromthe shining coffin box, and | rushed after himup
t he decaying stairs to the first floor of the ruined dwelling.



He wore his red cape and hood, and he noved so fast it took all ny
power to keep up with him

"Is it Those Wio Must Be Kept?" | asked. He slung his arm around ne,
and off we went to the rooftop of our own pal azzo.

"No, child, it's a pack of foolish blood drinkers, bent on destroying
all the work |I've done. Bianca is there, at their nmercy, and the boys
too. "

W entered by the roof doors and went down the narble steps. Snoke
rose fromthe | ower floors.

"Master, the boys, they're screaming!" | shouted.
Bi anca canme running to the foot of the stairs far bel ow

"Marius! Marius, they are denpns. Use your nagic!" she cried out, her
hair streami ng fromthe couch, her garments undone. "Marius!" Her wail
echoed up the three floors of the pal azzo.

"Dear God, the roonms are everywhere on firel"™ | cried out. "W nust
have water to put this out. Master, the paintings!"

Mari us dropped down over the railing and appeared, suddenly bel ow, at
her side. As | ran to join him | saw a crowd of bl ack-robed figures
close in on him and to ny horror, try to set his clothes afire with the
torches they brandi shed, as they gave forth horrid shrieks and hi ssed
curses from beneath their hoods.

From everywhere these denons cane. The cries of the norta
apprentices were terrible.

Mari us knocked his assailants away, turning his armin a great arc,
the torches rolling on the marble floor. He closed his cl oak about
Bi anca.

"They mean to kill us!"™ she screaned. "They mean to burn us, Marius,
t hey' ve sl aughtered the boys, and others they' ve taken prisoner!™

Suddenly nore of the black figures canme running before the first
attackers could clinb to their feet. | saw what they were. All had the
same white faces and hands as we had; all possessed the nagic bl ood.

They were creatures such as we!

Agai n, Marius was attacked, only to fling off all of them The
tapestries of the great hall were ignited. Dark odoriferous snoke
bel ched forth fromthe adjacent roons. Snoke filled the stairwell above.
An infernal flickering light suddenly nmade the place as bright as day.

| pitched nyself into battle with the denons, finding them anmazingly
weak. And picking up one of their torches | rushed at them driving them
back, away fromme, just as the Master did.

"Bl asphener, heretic!"” cane a hiss fromone. "Denon idol ater
pagan!" cursed another. They cane on, and | fought them again, setting
their robes afire so that they screaned and fled to the safety of the
waters of the canal



But there were too many of them Mre poured into the hall even as we
f ought .

Suddenly, to nmy horror, Marius shoved Bi anca away from hi mtowards
t he open front doors of the pal azzo.

"Run, darling, run. Get clear of the house."

Savagel y he fought those who would follow her, running after her, to
bring them down one by one as they tried to stop her, until | saw her
vani sh t hrough the open doors.

There was no time to make certain she had reached safety. Mre of
them had closed in on ne. The flam ng tapestries fell fromtheir rods.
Statues were overturned and smashed on the marble. | was nearly dragged
down by two of the little denons who clutched at nmy left arm until |
drove ny torch into the face of one, and set the other conpletely
al i ght.

"To the roof, Amadeo, cone!"™ Marius shouted.
"Master, the paintings, the paintings in the storage roons!" | cried.

"Forget the paintings. It's too late. Boys, run fromhere, get out
now, save yourselves fromthe fire."

Knocki ng the attackers back, he shot up the stairwell and called down
to ne fromthe uppernost railing. "Cone, Amadeo, fight them off, believe
in your strength, child, fight."

Reachi ng the second floor, | was everywhere surrounded, and no sooner
did | set one ablaze than another was on ne, and not seeking to burn ne
they grabbed ny arnms and nmy legs. All nmy |inbs were caught by them
until finally the torch was wenched from ny hand.

"Master, |leave ne, get away!" | called. | turned, kicking and
writhing, and | ooked up to see himhigh above, and agai n surrounded, and
this time a hundred torches were plunged into his ballooning red cloak
a hundred fiery brands were beating agai nst his golden hair and his
furious white face. It was as a swarm of blazing insects, and so by such
nunbers and such tactics the swarmrendered himfirst notionless; and
then, with a great |oud gust, his entire body went up in flanes.

"Marius!" | screaned and screaned, unable to take ny eyes off him
warring still with my captors, jerking | oose nmy legs only to have them
caught again by cold, hurting fingers, shoving with my arnms, only to be
pi ni oned once nore. "Marius!" This cry cane out of ne with all my worst
angui sh and terror.

It seemed that nothing | had ever feared could be so unspeakable, so
unendur abl e as the sight of him high above, at the stone banister
completely engulfed in flame. H s | ong slender form becane a bl ack
outline but for one second, and it seened | saw his profile, head thrown
back, as his hair exploded and his fingers were like black spiders
clawing up out of the fire for air.

"Marius!" | cried. Al confort, all goodness, all hope was burning in
this black figure which ny eyes would not |let go, even as it dw ndl ed,
and lost all perceptible form



Marius! My will died

VWhat remai ned was a remmant of it, and the remmant, as if commanded by
a secondary soul nade up of magic bl ood and power, fought m ndlessly on

A net was thrown over nme, a net of steel mesh so heavy and so fine
that I could see nothing suddenly, only feel nyself bound up init,

roll ed over and over in it, by eneny hands. | was being carried out of
the house. | could hear screans all around ne. | could hear the running
feet of those who carried nme, and when the wi nd how ed past us, | knew
we had cone to the shore.

Down into the bowels of a ship | was carried, ny ears still full of
nortal wails. The apprentices had been taken prisoner with me. | was
t hrown down anong them their soft frantic bodi es heaped on nme and
beside ne, and I, tightly bound in the net, could not even speak to

utter words of confort, and had no words to give them besi des.

| felt the oars rise and fall, heard the inevitable splash in the
water, and the great wooden galley shivered and noved out towards the
open sea. It gained speed as if there were no night to fight its
passage, and on and on plowed the oarsnmen with a force and strength that
nortal nen could not have conmanded, driving the ship south.

"Bl asphener," canme a whi sper near mny ear

The boys sobbed and prayed.
"Stop your inpious prayers,” said a cold preternatural voice, "you
servants of the pagan Marius. You will die for your Master's sins, al
of you."

| heard a sinister laughter, runbling like | ow thunder over the noist
soft sounds of their anguish and suffering. | heard a long, dry crue
| augh.

| closed nmy eyes, | went deep deep inside nyself. | lay in the dirt
of the Monastery of the Caves, a waith of nyself, tunbled back into
safest and nost terrible nenories.

"Dear God," | whispered without moving nmy lips, "save them and
swear to You | shall bury nyself alive anong the nonks forever, | shal
give up all pleasures, | shall do nothing hour by hour but praise Your
Holy Nane. Lord, CGod, deliver me. Lord, CGod-." But as the madness of
pani c took over, as | lost all sense of tinme and place, | called out for
Marius. "Marius, for the |ove of God, Marius!"

Sonmeone struck nme. A leather-clad foot struck ny head. Another struck
nmy ribs, and yet another crushed ny hand. All around nme were these
wi cked feet, kicking ne and bruising ne. | went soft. | saw the shocks
of the blows as so many colors, and | thought to nmyself bitterly, ah
what beautiful colors, yes, colors. Then cane the increased wails of ny
brothers. They too nust suffer this, and what nental refuge did they
have, these fragile young students, each so well |oved and so well
taught and groonmed for the great world, to find thensel ves now at the
nmercy of these denons whose purpose was unknown to nme, whose purpose |ay
beyond anyt hi ng of which I could concei ve.

"Way do this to us?" | whispered



"To punish you!" canme a gentle whisper. "To punish you for all your
vai n and bl asphenous deeds, for the worldly and CGodless life you' ve
lived. What is Hell to this, young one?"

Ah, so the executioners of the nortal world said a thousand tines
when they |led heretics to the stake. "Wiat are the fires of Hell to this
brief suffering?" Oh, such self-serving and arrogant |ies.

"Do you think so?" canme the whisper. "Lay a caution on your thoughts,
young one, for there are those who can pick your mind barren of all its
t houghts. There may be no Hell for you, child, but there will be
suffering eternal. Your nights of |uxury and | asciviousness are over.
The truth awaits you now. "

Once again, | retreated into ny deepest nental hiding place. I had no
body anynore. | lay in the Monastery, in the earth, unfeeling of ny
body. | put ny mind at work on the tone of the voices near ne, such
sweet and pitiable voices. | picked out the boys by nanme and slowy nade

a count of them Over half our little conpany, our splendid cherubic
conpany, was in this abom nable prison

| did not hear Riccardo. But then, when our captors had finished
their abuse for a while, | did hear R ccardo.

He intoned a litany in Latin, in a raw and desperate whi sper
"Bl essed be God." The others were quick to answer. "Bl essed be H's Holy
Nane." And so on it went, the prayers, the voice gradually becom ng weak
in the silence until Riccardo al one prayed.

| did not give the responses.

Yet on he went, now that his charges nercifully slept, praying to
confort himself, or perhaps nerely for the glory of God. He noved from
the litany into the Pater Noster, and fromthen into the conforting age-
old words of the Ave which he said over and over, as if nmaking a rosary,
all alone, as he lay inprisoned in the bottom of the ship.

| spoke no words to him | did not even |l et himknow that | was
there. | couldn't save him | couldn't confort him | couldn't even
explain this terrible fate which had befallen us. | couldn't above al
reveal what | had seen: the Master perishing, the great one gone into
the sinple and eternal agony of fire.

| had slipped into a shock near to despair. | let ny mnd recover the
sight of Marius burning, Marius a living torch, turning and twisting in
the fire, his fine fingers reaching heavenward |ike spiders in the
orange flame. Marius was dead; Marius was burned. There had been too

many of them for Marius. | knew what he would have said if he had cone
to ne a conforting specter. "There were sinply too many of them Anadeo,
too many. | couldn't stop them though I tried."

| slipped into tornented dreans. The ship bore on through the night,
carrying ne away from Venice, away fromthe ruin of all that | believed
in, all that | held dear

| awoke to the sounds of singing and to the snell of the earth, but
it was not Russian earth.

W were no longer at sea. W were inprisoned on | and.



Still bound in the net, | listened to holl ow preternatural voices
chanting with a villainous gusto the awful hym, Dies Irae, or Day of
W at h.

A low drumcarried on the zesty rhythmas if it were a song for
dancing rather than a terrible I anent of the Final Days. On and on went
the Latin words speaking of the day when all the world would be turned
to ashes, when the great trunpets of the Lord would blast to signal the
opening of all graves. Death itself and nature would both shudder. Al
soul s woul d be brought together, no soul able anynore to hide anything
fromthe Lord. Qut of Hi s book, every sin would be read al oud. Vengeance
woul d fall upon everyone. VWo was there to defend us, but the Judge
H nsel f, Qur Mjestic Lord? Qur only hope was the pity of Qur God, the
God who had suffered the Cross for us, who would not let H s sacrifice
be in vain.

Yes, beautiful old words, but they issued froman evil nouth, the
mout h of one who did not even know their neani ng, who tapped at his
eager drumas if ready for a feast.

A night had passed. W were entonbed and now being rel eased from our
prison, as the dreaded little voice sang on to its spirited little drum

| heard the whispers of the ol der boys, seeking to give the young
ones confort, and the steady voice of Riccardo assuring all of themthat
surely they woul d soon di scover what these creatures wanted, and perhaps
be allowed to go free.

Only | heard the rustling, inpish |laughter everywhere. Only | knew
how many preternatural nonsters |urked about us, as we were brought into
a light of a nonstrous fire.

The net was torn fromne. | rolled over, clutching at the grass. |
| ooked up and saw that we were in a great clearing beneath high and
indifferent bright stars. It was the summery air, and great towering
green trees surrounded us. But the blast of the raging bonfire distorted
everyt hing. The boys, chained together, their clothes torn, their faces
scratched and streaked with blood, cried out frantically when they saw
me, yet | was snatched away fromthem and held, a bevy of little hooded
denons fastened to both ny hands.

"I can't help you!™ | cried. It was selfish and terrible. It cane
fromny pride. It made only panic anpbng t hem

| saw Riccardo, as badly beaten as the rest, turn fromright to left,
trying to quiet them his hands bound before him his doubl et al nost
torn off his back

He turned his glance to me, and then together we | ooked around us at
the great weath of dark-dressed figures that enclosed us. Could he see
the whiteness of their faces and hands? Did he, on an instinctive |evel,
know what they were?

"Be quick if you nean to kill us!" he called out. "W've done
not hi ng. W don't know who you are or why you've taken us. W are
i nnocent, to a one."

| was touched by his bravery, and |I pulled nmy thoughts together. |
must stop shrinking in horror fromny last nmenory of the Master, but
i magi ne himliving, and think what he would tell ne to do.



We were out nunbered, that was obvious, and | could now detect smiles
on the faces of the hooded figures, who though they draped their eyes in
shadow, revealed their long tw sted nouths.

"Where is the | eader here?" | demanded, raising ny voice above the
| evel of human power. "Surely you see these boys are nothing but
nortal s! Your argunent nust be with nel™

The I ong string of surrounding bl ack-robed figures caved in to
whi spering and murnuring anongst thenselves at this. Those cl ustered
about the band of enchai ned boys tightened their ranks. And as others
whom | coul d scarce see threw nore and nore wood and pitch onto the
great fire, it seemed the eneny prepared for action

Two coupl es pl aced thensel ves before the apprentices who seened not
intheir wailing and crying to realize what this neant.

| realized it at once.

"No, you nust speak with ne, reason with nel" | shouted, straining
agai nst those who held nme. To ny horror, they only | aughed.

Suddenl y druns began again, sone one-hundredfold | ouder than before,
as if an entire circle of drumers surrounded us and the hissing,
spitting fire.

They took up that steady beat of the Dies Irae hymm, and suddenly the
wreath of figures all to a one straightened and | ocked hands. They began
to sing the words in Latin of the terrible day of woe. Each figure began
to rock playfully, lifting knees in playful march as a hundred voices
spit out the words to the obvious rhythmof a dance. It nade an ugly
nockery of the piteous words.

The drums were joined by the shrill squeal of pipes, and the repeated
sl am of tanbourines, and suddenly the entire weath of dancers, stil
hand i n hand, was novi ng, bodies swaying side to side fromthe waist up
heads bobbi ng, nouths grinning. "Dee-eees- - -a- - -ray, dee-ees- -eee-
- -raw" they sang.

| panicked. But | couldn't shake | oose of ny captors. | screaned.

The first pair of robed beings before the boys had broken out the
first of themwho was to suffer and tossed his struggling body high in
the air. The second pair of figures caught it, and, with great
preternatural thrusts, hurled the helpless child in an arc into the
great fire.

Wth piteous shrieks, the boy fell into the flanes and vani shed, and
the ot her apprentices, now certain of their fate, went wild with crying
and sobbi ng and scream ng, but to no avail.

One after another, boys were disentangled fromthe others and hurl ed
into the flanes.

| thrashed back and forth, kicking at the ground and at my opponents.
Once | broke one armloose only to have it inprisoned by three other
figures with hard pinching fingers. | sobbed:

"Don't do this, they're innocent. Don't kill them Don't."



No matter how loud | cried out |I could hear the dying cries of the
boys who burned, Amadeo, save us, whether there were words to the fina
terror or no. Finally all the living took up this chant. "Amadeo, save
us!™ but their band was not hal ved and soon only a fourth remained,
squirmng and struggling, as they were finally heaved up to the
unspeakabl e deat h.

The drums played on, with the nocki ng chink, chink, chink of the
tanmbouri nes and the whining nel ody of the horns. The voi ces nmade a
fearful chorus, each syllable sharpened with venom as the hym was sung
out .

"So much for your cohorts!"” hissed the figure nearest nme. "So you sob
for them do you? Wien you should have nmade a neal of them each and
every one for the | ove of CGod!"

"The |l ove of God!" | cried. "How dare you speak of the |ove of CGod!
You sl aughter children!" | managed to turn and kick at him woundi ng him
far worse than he expected, but as ever, three nore guards took his
pl ace.

Finally in the lurid blast of the fire, only three white-faced
children were left, the very youngest of our househol d, and none of them
made a sound. It was eerie their silence, their little faces wet and
qui vering, as they were given up, their eyes dull and unbelieving, into
the fl ames.

| called their names. At the top of nmy lungs, | called out: "In
Heaven, my brothers, in Heaven, you go into the arnms of God!"

But how could their nortal ears hear over the deafening song of the
chanters.

Suddenly, | realized R ccardo had not been anong them Riccardo had
ei t her escaped or been spared, or been saved for sonething worse. |
knotted my brows in a tight frown to help nme | ock these thoughts in ny
m nd, |est these preternatural beasts renmenber Riccardo.

But | was yanked from ny thoughts and dragged towards the pyre.

"Now you, brave one, little Ganynmede of the bl aspheners, you, you
willful, brazen cherub."

"No!" | dug in ny heels. It was unthinkable. | couldn't die like
this; I couldn't go into the flanes. Frantically | reasoned with nyself,
"But you have just seen your brothers die, why not you?" and yet |
couldn't accept this as possible, no, not me, I was imortal, no!

"Yes, you, and fire will nake a roast of you as it has of them Do
you snell their flesh roasting? Do you snell their burnt bones?"

| was thrown high in the air, high enough by their powerful hands to
feel the very breeze catch hold of ny hair, and then to peer down into
the fire, as its annihilating blast struck ny face, ny chest, ny
outstretched arns.

Down, down, down into the heat | went, sprawl ed out, in the thunder
of crackling wood and dancing orange flanes. So | die! | thought if I
t hought anything, but | think that all | knew was panic, and surrender



surrender to what woul d be unspeakabl e pain.

Hands cl utched ne, burning wood tunbl ed and roared beneath nme. | was
bei ng dragged off the fire. | was being dragged across the ground. Feet
stonped on ny burning clothes. My burning tunic was ripped off ne.
gasped for air. | felt pain all over ny body, the dread pain of burnt

flesh, and |I deliberately rolled my eyes up into ny head to seek
oblivion. Cone, Master, conme if there is a paradise for us, cone to ne.
| pictured him burnt, a black skeleton, but he put out his arns to
receive ne.

A figure stood over ne. | lay on the noist Mther Earth, thank God,
the snmoke still rising fromnmy scorched hands and face and nmy hair. The
figure was big-shoul dered, tall, black-haired.

He lifted two strong thick-knuckl ed white hands and drew his hood
back off his head, revealing a huge nass of shining black hair. Hi s eyes
were large with pearly whites and pupils of jet, and his eyebrows,

t hough very thick, were beautifully arched and curved over his eyes. He
was a vanpire, as were the others, but he was one of unique beauty and
i mense presence, |ooking down at ne as though he were nore interested
in me than hinself, though he expected to be the center of all eyes.

A tiny shiver of thanks passed through ne, that he seemed by virtue
of these eyes and his smooth Cupid' s bow mouth to be possessed of the
senbl ance of human reason

"WIl you serve God?" he asked. His voice was cultured and gentl e,
and his eyes held no nockery. "Answer ne, WII| you serve God, for if you
will not, you will be thrown back into the fire.™

| felt painin all my frame. No thought cane to nme except that the
wor ds he spoke were inpossible, they nade no sense, and | could
t heref ore make no response.

At once, his vicious helpers lifted me again, |aughing, and chanting
intime with the loud singing of the hymm which had never ceased, "Into
the fire, into the fire!"

"No!" the |l eader cried out. "I see in himthe pure |ove of our
Savior." He lifted his hand. The others released their grip, though they
hel d ne suspended, ny legs and arns spread out, in the air.

"You are good?" | whispered desperately to the figure. "How can this
be?" I wept .

He drew nearer. He |leant over nme. Wat beauty he possessed! Hi s thick
mout h was the perfect Cupid' s bow, as | have said, but only now did I
see its rich dark color, natural to it, and the even shadow of beard,
shaven away for the last tine in nortal |ife no doubt, that covered al
his |lower face, giving it the strong mask of a man. Hi s high broad
forehead seenmed nmade of pure white bone only by conparison, with ful
rounded tenples and a peaked hairline, fromwhich his dark curls fel
back gracefully to make a striking frame for his face

But it was the eyes, yes, as always with ne, the eyes that held ne,
the | arge oval and shinmrering eyes.

"Child," he whispered. "Wuld I suffer such horrors if it were not
for CGod?"



| wept all the nore

I was no longer afraid. | didn't care that | was in pain. The pain
was red and gol den as the flanes had been and ran through me as if it
were fluid, but though I felt it, it didn't hurt ne, and I didn't care.

Wthout protest, | was carried, ny eyes closed, into a passage, where
the shuffling feet of those who carried ne nade a soft, crunbling echo
agai nst low ceiling and walls.

Let loose to roll over on the ground, | turned nmy face to it, sad that
| lay on a nest of old rags because | couldn't feel the noist Mother
Earth when | needed her, and then this too was of no inport whatsoever,
and | laid ny cheek on the soiled linen and drifted, as if | had put
there to sleep.

My scal ded skin was a part fromnme, and not a part of ne. And | let a
| ong sigh cone out of me, knowi ng, though I didn't formwords in ny
m nd, that all ny poor boys were safely dead. The fire could not have
tortured themfor long, no. Its heat was too great, and surely their
soul s had fl ed Heavenward |i ke nightingales that had drifted into the
snoky bl ast.

My boys were of the Earth no nore and no one could do them harm All
the fine things which Marius had done for them the teachers, the skills
they' d been taught, the | essons they'd | earned, their dancing, their
| aughter, their singing, the works they had painted-all of this was
gone, and the souls went Heavenward on soft white w ngs.

Wuld | have foll owed? Wul d God have received the soul of a blood
drinker into his golden cloudy Heaven? Wuld | have left the awful sound
of these denons chanting Latin for the real mof angels' song?

Wy did those near ne allow these thoughts in nme, for surely they read
themfromnmy mnd. | could feel the presence of the |eader, the bl ack-
eyed one, the powerful one. Perhaps | was here with himalone. If he
could make sense of this, if he could lend it neaning and thereby
contain its nonstrousness, then he would be sone saint of God. | saw
soi |l ed and starving nonks in caves.

| rolled over on ny back, luxuriating in the splashy red and yel | ow
pain that bathed me, and | opened ny eyes.

A MELLOW and conforting voice spoke to ne, directly to ne: "Your
Master's vain works are all burnt; nothing but ashes remain now of his
pai ntings. God forgive him that he used his sublime powers not in the
service of God but in the service of the Wrld, the Flesh and the Devil,
yes, | say the Devil, though the Devil is our standard bearer, for the
Evil One is proud of us and satisfied with our pain; but Mrius served
the Devil with no regard to the wi shes of God, and the nercies granted
us by God, that rather than burn in the flames of Hell, we rule in the
shadows of the Earth."

"Ah," | whispered. "I see your tw sted philosophy."
There canme no adnonition.

G adual 'y, though I had rather hear only the voice, nmy eyes began to
focus. There were human skulls, bl eached and covered with dust, pressed



in the domed earth over nmy head. Skulls pressed into the earth with
nortar so that they forned the entire ceiling, like clean white shells
fromthe sea. Shells for the brain, | thought, for what is left of them
as they protrude fromthe nortared soil behind them but the done that
covers the brain and the round bl ack hol es where once the jellied eyes
wer e poi sed, acute as dancers, ever vigilant to report the splendors of
the world to the carapaced m nd

Al'l skulls, a done of skulls, and where the donme canme down, to neet
the walls, a lacing of thigh bones all around it, and bel ow that the
random bones of the nortal form naking no pattern, any nore than random
stones do when they are simlarly pressed in nortar to make a wall.

Al'l bones, this place, and lighted with candles. Yes, | snelled the
candl es, purest beeswax, as for the rich

"No," said the voice, thoughtfully, "rather for the church, for this
is God' s church, though the Devil is our Superior General, the founding
saint of our Order, so why not beeswax? Leave it to you, a vain and a
worl dly Venetian, to think it luxury, to confuse it with the wealth in
whi ch you wal |l owed rather like the pig in his slops.”

| laughed softly. "G ve ne nore of your generous and idiotic logic,"
| said. "Be the Aquinas of the Devil. Speak on."

"Don't nock ne," he said inploringly and sincerely. "I saved you from
the fire."

"I would be dead now if you had not."
"You want to burn?"

"No, not to suffer so, no, I can't bear the thought of it, that | or
anyone should suffer so. But to die, yes."

"And what do you think will be your destination if you do die? Are
the fires of Hell not fifty times as hot as the fires we lighted for you
and your friends? You are Hell's child; you were fromthe first nonment
that the bl asphener Marius infused you with our blood. No one can
reverse this judgment. You are kept alive by blood that is cursed and
unnatural and pleasing to Satan, and pleasing to God only because He
must have Satan to show forth Hi s goodness, and to give mankind a choice
to be good or bad."

| laughed again, but as respectfully as | could. "There are so nany
of you," | said. | turned nmy head. The nunerous candl es blinded ne, but
it wasn't unpleasant. It was as if a different species of flanme danced
on the wi cks, than the species that had consunmed ny brothers.

"Were they your brothers, these spoilt and panpered nortal s?" he
asked. Hi s voice was unwaveri ng.

"Do you believe all the rot you're talking to ne?" | asked, imtating
hi s tone.

He | aughed now, and it was a decently, churchly |laugh as though we
wer e whi spering together about the absurdity of a sernmon. But the
Bl essed Sacranment was not here as it would be in a consecrated church
so why whi sper?



"Dear one," he said. "It would be so sinple to torture you, to turn
your arrogant little mnd inside out, and nmake you nothing but an
i nstrunment for raucous screans. It would be nothing to wall you up so
t hat your screans would not be too loud for us, but nmerely a pleasing
acconpani nent to our nightly neditation. But | have no taste for such

things. That is why | serve the Devil so well; | have never cone to |like
cruelty or evil. | despise them and would that | could | ook upon a
Crucifix, | would do so and weep as | did when | was a nortal nman."

I let my eyes close, forsaking all the dancing flanes that
besprinkled the gloom | sent ny strongest nost stealthy power into his
m nd, but cane upon a | ocked door.

"Yes, that is ny image for shutting you out. Painfully literal for
such an educated infidel. But then your dedication to Christ the Lord
was nourished anmong the literal and the naive, was it not? But here,
someone conmes with a gift for you which will greatly hasten our
agreenment . "

"Agreenment, Sir, and what agreement will that be?" | asked.

| too heard the other. A strong and terrible odor penetrated ny
nostrils. | did not nove or open ny eyes. | heard the other one |aughing
in that | ow runbling fashion so perfected by the others who had sung the
Dies Irae with such | ewd polish. The snell was noxious, the snmell was
that of human flesh burnt or sonmething thereof. | hated it. | began to
turn nmy head and tried to stop nyself. Sound and pain | could endure,
but not this terrible, terrible odor.

"Agift for you, Armadeo,"” said the other
| looked up. |I stared into the eyes of a vanmpire forned |like a young

man with whitish-blond hair and the long | ean frane of a Norsenman. He
held up a great urn with both hands. And then he turned it.

"Ah, no, stop!" | threw up ny hands. | knew what it was. But it was
too |l ate.

The ashes came down in a torrent on ne. | choked and cried, and
turned over. | couldn't get themout of ny eyes and ny nouth.

"The ashes of your brothers, Anadeo," said the Norse vanpire. He gave
way to a wild peal of |aughter.

Hel pl ess, lying on ny face, ny hands up to the sides of ny face, |
shook nyself all over, feeling the hot weight of the ashes. At |ast |
turned over and over, and then sprang up to ny knees, and to ny feet. |

backed into the wall. A great iron rack of candles went over, the little
flanmes arcing in nmy blurred vision, the tapers thenselves thudding in
the mud. | heard the clatter of bones. | flung ny arnms up in front of ny
face.

"What's happened to our pretty conposure?" asked the Norse vanpire.
"W are a weeping cherub, aren't we? That is what your Master called
you, cherub, no? Here!"™ He pulled at ny arm and with the other hand
tried to snear the ashes on ne.

"You dammable fiend!" I cried. I went mad with fury and indignation
| grabbed his head with both ny hands, and using all my strength turned
it around on his neck, snapping all the bones, and then | kicked him



hard with ny right foot. He sank down on his knees, npaning, |iving
still with his broken neck, but not in one piece would he live, | vowed,
and kicking at himwith the full weight of ny right foot, | tore his
head fromhim the skin ripping and snapping, and the bl ood pouring out
of the gaping trunk, | yanked the head free.

"Ah, look at you now, Sir!" | said, staring down into his frantic
eyes. The pupils still danced. "Ch, die, will you, for your own sake." |
buried ny left fingers tight in his hair, and turning this way and that,
I found a candle with nmy right hand, ripped it fromthe iron nail that
held it and jamcmmed it into his eye sockets one after the other, until he
saw no nore.

"Ah, then it can be done this way as well,"” | said | ooking up and
blinking in the dazzle of the candles.

Slowy, | made out his figure. His thick curly black hair was free
and tangled, and he sat at an angle, black robes flow ng down around his
stool, facing slightly away from nme, but regarding me so that | could
trace the lineanments of his face easily in the light. A noble and
beautiful face, with the curling lips as strong as the huge eyes.

"I never liked him" he said softly, raising his eyebrows, "though
must say, you do inpress ne, and | did not expect to see himgone so
soon. "

| shuddered. A horrible coldness seized nme, a soulless ugly anger
routing sorrow, routing nmadness, routing hope.

| hated the head I held and wanted to drop it, but the thing stil
lived. The bl eedi ng sockets quivered, and the tongue darted fromside to
side out of the nouth. "Ch, this is a revolting thing!" | cried.

"He al ways said such unusual things," said the bl ack-haired one. "He
was a pagan, you see. That you never were. | nean he believed in the
gods of the north forest, and in Thor ever circling the world with his
hamer. .. "

"Are you going to talk forever?" | asked. "I must burn this thing even
after this, mustn't 1?" | asked.

He threw me the nost charm ng i nnocent smile.

"You are a fool to be in this place,"” |I whispered. My hands shook
uncontrol | ably.
Not waiting for a response, | turned and snatched up anot her candl e,
havi ng so thoroughly snuffed the other, and set fire to the dead being' s
hair. The stench sickened ne. | made a sound |ike a boy crying.

| dropped the flam ng head into the robed and headl ess body. | threw
the candl e down into the flanmes, so that the wax might feed it.
Gat hering up the other candles | had knocked down, | fed themto the
fire and stepped back as a great heat rose fromthe dead one.

The head appeared to roll about in the flames, nore than was |ikely,
so | grabbed up the iron candelabra I had knocked over, and using this
like a rake, | plunged it into the burning mass to flatten and crush
what | ay beneath the fire.



At the very last his outstretched hands curled, fingers digging into
the palnms. Ah, to have life in this state, | thought wearily, and wth
the rake | knocked the arnms against the torso. The fire reeked of rags
and human bl ood, blood he'd drunk no doubt, but there was no other human
scent to it, and with despair | sawthat | had made a fire of himright
in the mddle of the ashes of ny friends.

Wll, it seemed appropriate. "You are revenged in one of them" |
said with a defeated sigh. |I threw down the crude candl ehol der rake.
left himthere. The roomwas |arge. | wal ked dejectedly, ny feet bare
fromthe fire having burned off ny felt slippers, to another broad pl ace
anong i ron candel abra, where the noi st good earth was bl ack and
seem ngly clean, and there | |lay down again, as | had before, not caring
that the bl ack-haired one had a very good view of ne there, as | was
nore in front of himthan even before.

"Do you know that Northern worshi p?" he asked, as if nothing dreadfu
had happened. "Ch, that Thor is forever circling with his hamer, and
the circle grows smaller and smaller, and beyond lies chaos, and we are
here, doomed within the dwindling circle of warnth. Have you ever heard
it? He was a pagan, nade by renegade mmgi ci ans who used himto mnurder
their enemes. | amglad to be rid of him but why do you cry?"

| didn't answer. This was beyond all hope, this horrid donmed chanber
of skulls, the nyriad candles illumnating only remmants of death, and
this being, this beautiful powerfully built black-haired being ruling
amd all this horror and feeling nothing on the death of one who had
served him who was now a pile of snoldering stinking bones.

I imagined I was honme. | was safe within ny Master's bedchanber. W
sat together. He read froma Latin text. It did not matter what the
words were. Al around us were the accouternments of civilization, sweet
and pretty things, and the fabrics of the roomhad all been worked by
human hands.
"Vain things," said the black-haired one. "Vain and foolish, but
you'll come to see it. You are stronger than | reckoned. But then he was
centuries old, your Maker, nobody even tells of a time when there wasn't
Marius, the |lone wolf, who abides no one in his territory, Mirius, the
destroyer of the young."

"I never knew himto destroy any but those who were evil,"” | said in
a whi sper.
"We are evil, aren't we? Al of us are evil. So he destroyed us

wi t hout conpunction. He thought he was safe fromus. He turned his back
on us! He considered us not worthy of his attentions, and | ook, how he
has | avished all his strength on a boy. But | nmust say you are a nost
beautiful boy."

There was a noise, an evil rustling, not unfamliar. | snelled rats.

"Ch, yes, ny children, the rats,"” he said. "They cone to me. Do you
want to see? Turn over and |l ook up at nme, if you will? Think no nore on
St. Francis, with his birds and squirrels and the wolf at his side.
Think on Santino, with his rats."

| did look. I drewin my breath. | sat up in the dirt and stared at
him A great gray rat sat on his shoulder, its tiny whiskered snout just
kissing his ear, its tail curling behind his head. Another rat had cone



to sit sedately, as if spellbound, in his lap. There were others
gathered at his feet.

Seeming loath to nove lest they startle, he carefully dipped his
right hand into a bow of dried bread crunbs. | caught the scent only
now, mngled with that of the rats. He offered a handful of crunbs to
the rat on his shoulder, who ate fromit gratefully and with strange
delicacy, and then he dropped sonme of the bread in his |lap, where three
rats cane to feast at once.

"Do you think I love such things?" he said. He | ooked intently at ne,
his eyes widening with the enphasis on his words. H's black hair was a
dense tangled veil on his shoul ders, his forehead very snooth and
shining white in the candlelight.

"Do you think I love to live here in the bowels of the world," he
asked sadly, "under the great city of Rone, where the earth seeps waste
fromthe foul throng above, and have these, the vermn, as ny famliars?
Do you think I was never flesh and blood, or that, having undergone this
change for the sake of Almghty God and His Divine Plan, | don't |ong
for the life you lived with your greedy Master? Have | not eyes to see
the brilliant colors which your Master spread over his canvases? Do |
not |ike the sounds of ungodly nusic?" He gave a soft agoni zing sigh

"What has God nade or ever suffered to be nade that is distasteful in
itsel f?" he continued. "Sin is not repulsive in itself; how absurd to
think so. No one cones to |love pain. W can only hope to endure it."

"Way all this?" | asked. | was sick unto vomting, but | held it
back. | breathed as deeply as | could to let all the snells of this
horror chanber flood nmy |Iungs and cease to tornent ne.

| sat back, crossing ny legs so that | could study him | w ped the
ashes out of nmy eye. "Why? Your thenes are entirely fam liar, but what
is this real mof vanpires in black nonkly robes?"

"We are the Defenders of Truth," he said sincerely.

"Ch, who is not the defender of truth, for the |ove of Heaven," |
said bitterly. "Look, the blood of your brother in Christ is stuck al
over my hands! And you sit, the freakish blood-stuffed replicant of a
human being staring on all this as if it were so nuch chitchat anong the
candl es!"

"Ah, but you have a fiery tongue for one with such a sweet face," he
said in cool wonder. "So pliant you seemw th your soft brown eyes and
dark autummal red hair, but you are clever."

"Cl ever? You burnt ny Master! You destroyed him You burnt up his
children! I amyour prisoner here, aml| not? What for? And you tal k of
the Lord Jesus Christ to ne? You? You? Answer nme, what is this norass of
filth and fancy, nolded out of clay and bl essed candl es!™

He | aughed. Hi s eyes crinkled at the edges, and his face was cheerfu
and sweet. His hair, for all its filth and tangles, kept its
preternatural luster. How fine he would have been if freed fromthe
dictates of this nightmare

"Amadeo, " he said. "W are the Children of Darkness," he expl ai ned
patiently. "W vanpires are nade to be the scourge of nman, as is



pestilence. W are part of the trials and tribulations of this world; we
drink blood, and we kill for the glory of God who would test his human
creatures.”

"Don't speak horrors." | put ny hands over ny ears. | cringed.

"Ch, but you know it's true," he insisted without raising his voice.
"You know it as you see nme in ny robes and you | ook about ny chanber.
amrestrained for The Living Lord as were the nonks of old before they
| earned to paint their walls with erotic paintings."

"You tal k madness, and | don't know why you do it." | would not
renenber the Mnastery of the Caves!

"I do it because | have found ny purpose here and the purpose of Cod,
and there is nothing H gher. Wuld you be dammed and al one, and sel fish
and wi t hout purpose? Whuld you turn your back on a design so nagnificent
that not one tiny child is forgotten! Did you think you could live
forever without the splendor of that great schene, struggling to deny
t he handi work of God in every beautiful thing which you coveted and nade
your own?"

| fell silent. Don't think on the old Russian saints. Wsely, he did
not press. On the contrary, very softly, without the devilish lilt, he
began to sing the Latin hym ...

Dies irae, dies ilia Solvet saecluminfavilla Teste David cum Si byl |l a
Quantus trenor estfuturus..

That day of wath, that day will turn the earth to ashes. As both David
and Sybelle have foretold How great a trenmor there will be .

"And on that Day, that Final Day, we shall have duties for Hm we Hs
Dark Angels shall take the Evil souls down into the inferno as is H's
Divine WII."

| looked up at himagain. "And then the final plea of this hym, that
He have nmercy on us, was Hi s Passion not for us?"

| sang it softly in Latin:
Recordare, Jesu pie,
Quod sum causa tuae viae ..
Remenber, nmerciful Jesus,
That | was the cause of your way ...
| pressed on, scarcely having the spirit for it, to fully acknow edge
the horror. "What nonk was there in the Mnastery of ny chil dhood who
didn't hope one day to be with God? Wat do you say to nme now, that we,
the Children of Darkness, serve Hmw th no hope of ever being with
H "
He | ooked broken suddenly.
"Pray there is sone secret that we don't know, " he whi spered. He

| ooked off as if he were in fact praying. "How can He not | ove Satan
when Satan has done so well? How can He not |ove us? | don't understand,



but I amwhat | am which is this, and you are the sane." He | ooked at
me, eyebrows rising gently again to underscore his wonder. "And we nust
serve Hm Oherwi se we are |lost."

He slipped fromthe stool and cane down towards nme, settling on the
floor opposite me, cross-legged, and putting his long armout to place
hi s hand on ny shoul der

"Splendid being," | said, "and to think God nmade you as he nade the
boys you destroyed tonight, the perfect bodies you rendered to the
fire."

He was in deep distress. "Amadeo, take another nane and come with us,
be with us. W need you. And what will you do al one?"

"Tell me why you killed ny Master."

He let go of me and let his hand fall in the |lap nade by his black
robe stretched across his knees.

"It's forbidden to us to use our talents to dazzle nortals. It is
forbidden us to trick themwth our skills. It is forbidden us to seek
the solace of their conpany. It is forbidden us to walk in the places of
light."

Nothing in this surprised ne.

"We are nonks as pure at heart as those of Cuny," he said. "W nake
our Monasteries strict and holy, and we hunt and we kill to perfect the
Garden of Qur Lord as a Vale of Tears." He paused, and then making his
voice all the nore soft and wondering, he continued. "W are as the bees
that sting, and the rats that steal the grain; we are as the Bl ack Death
cone to take young or old, beautiful or ugly, that nen and wonen shal
trenble at the power of CGod."

He | ooked at nme, inploring nme for understanding.
"Cat hedrals rise fromdust," he said, "to show man wonder. And in the
stones men carve the Danse Macabre to show that life is brief. W carry
scythes in the arnmy of the robed skeleton who is carved on a thousand
doorways, a thousand walls. We are the followers of Death, whose crue
visage is drawn in a mllion tiny prayer books which the rich and the
poor alike hold in their hands.” Hi s eyes were huge and dreany. He

| ooked about us at the grimdonmed cell in which we sat. | could see the
candles in the black pupils of his eyes. Hs eyes closed for a noment,
and then opened, clearer, nore bright.

"Your Master knew these things,"” he said regretfully. "He knew But
he was of a pagan tine, obdurate and angry, and refusing ever the grace
of God. In you, he saw God's grace, because your soul is pure. You are
young and tender and open |ike the nmoonflower to take the I[ight of the
ni ght. You hate us now, but you will cone to see.”

"I don't know that I will ever see anything again," | said. "I"mcold
and small and have no understandi ng now of feeling, of |onging, even of
hate. | don't hate you, when | should. I"'menpty. | want to die."

"But it's God will when you die, Amadeo,"” he said. "Not your own." He
stared hard at me, and I knew | couldn't hide fromhimany | onger ny
recol | ection-the nmonks of Kiev, starving slowy in their earthen cells,



sayi ng they must take sustenance for it was God's will when they should
di e.

| tried to hide these things, | drew these tiny pictures to nyself
and | ocked themup. | thought of nothing. One word cane to ny tongue:
horror. And then the thought that before this time | had been a fool

Anot her cane into the room It was a fenmale vanpire. She entered
t hrough a wooden door, letting it close carefully behind her as a good
nun mght do, in order that no unnecessary noi se be nade. She canme up to
hi m and stood behind him

Her full gray hair was tangled and filthy, as was his, and it too had
forned a shapely veil of beauteous weight and density behind her
shoul ders. Her clothes were antique rags. She wore the |ow hip belt of
worren of ol den times adorning a shapely dress that reveal ed her smal
wai st and gently flaring hips, the courtly costunme one sees graven on

the stone figures of rich sarcophagi. Her eyes, like his, were huge as
if to summon every precious particle of light in gloom Her nmouth was
strong and fall, and the fine bones of her cheeks and jaw shone well for

the thin [ayer of silvery dust that covered her. Her neck and bosom were
al nost bare.

"WIl he be one of us?" she asked. Her voice was so |lovely, so
conforting, that I felt I'd been touched by it. "I have prayed for him
| have heard hi m weepi ng inside though he makes no sound.”

| 1 ooked away from her, bound to be disgusted by her, ny eneny, who
had sl ain those | |oved.
"Yes," said Santino, the dark-haired one. "He'll be one of us, and he
can be a | eader. He has such strength. He slew Al fredo there, you see?
Ch, it was wonderful to behold how he did it, with such rage and with
such a baby's scow on his face.”

She | ooked beyond nme, at the ruin of what that vanpire had been, and

| didn't know myself what was left. | didn't turn to |look at it.

A deep bitter sorrow softened her expression. How beautiful she nust
have been in life; how beautiful still if the dust were taken away from
her .

Her eyes shot to nme suddenly, accusingly, and then becane mld.

"Vain thoughts, nmy child," she said. "I don't live for |ooking
gl asses, as your Master did. | need no velvet or silks to serve ny Lord.
Ah, San-tino, such a newborn thing he is, ook at him" She spoke of ne.
"I'n centuries gone by I mght have penned verses in honor of such
beauty, that it should come to us to grace God's sooted fold, a lily in
the dark he is, a fairy's child planted by nmoonlight in a mlkmid' s
cradle to thrall the world with his girlish gaze and manly whisper.™

Her flattery enraged ne, but | could not bear in this Hell to | ose
t he sheer beauty of her voice, its deep sweetness. | didn't care what
she said. And as | | ooked at her white face in which nany a vein had
beconme a ridge in stone, | knew she was far too old for ny inpetuous
vi ol ence. Yet kill, yes, yank head from body, yes, and stab with
candl es, yes. | thought of these things with clenched teeth, and him
how I woul d dispatch himfor he was not so old, not nearly by half with
his olive skin, but these conpul sions died |like weeds sprung from ny



m nd stung by a northern wind, the deep frozen wind of my will dying
i nsi de of ne.

Ah, but they were beautiful

"You will not renounce all beauty,"” she said kindly, having drunk up
nmy thoughts perhaps, despite all ny devices for concealing them "You
wi Il see another variant of beauty-a harsh and variegated beauty- when
you take life and see that marvel ous corporeal design becone a bl azing
web as you do suck it dry, and dying thoughts do fall on you like
wailing veils to dimyour eyes and make you but the school of those poor
soul s you hasten to glory or perdition-yes, beauty. You will see beauty
in the stars that can forever be your confort. And in the earth, yes,
the earth itself, you will find a thousand shades of darkness. This wll
be your beauty. You do but forswear the brash colors of mankind and the
defiant light of the rich and the vain."

"I forswear nothing," | said.

She smled, her face filling with a warmand irresistible warnth, her
huge ong mat of white hair curling here and there in the ardent flicker
of the candles.

She | ooked to Santino. "How well he understands the things we say,"”
she said. "And yet he seens the naughty boy who nocks all things in
i gnor ance. "
"He knows, he knows," the other answered with surprising bitterness.
He fed his rats. He | ooked at her and nme. He seened to nuse and even to
hum the old G egorian chant again.

| heard others in the dark. And far away the drums still beat, but
that was unendurable. | |ooked to the ceiling of this place, the blinded
nmout hl ess skulls that |ooked on all with limtless patience.

| looked at them the seated figure of Santino brooding or lost in
t hought, and behi nd hi m and above him her statuesque formin its ragged
raiment, her gray hair parted in the mddle, her face ornamented by the
dust .

"Those Who Must Be Kept, child, who were they?" she asked suddenly.
Santino raised his right hand and nade a weary gesture.

"Allesandra, of that he does not know. Be sure of it. Marius was too
clever to tell him And what of it, this old | egend we've chased for
countl ess years? Those Wio Must Be Kept. If They are such that They nust
be kept, then They are no nore, for Marius is no nore to keep Them"

A trenor ran through ne, a terror that I would break into
uncontrol | abl e weeping, that | should let themsee this, no, an
abom nation. Marius no nore ..

Santino hastened to go on, as if in fear for ne.

"Cod willed it. God has willed that all edifices should crunble, al
texts be stolen or burnt, all eyewitnesses to nmystery be destroyed.
Think on it, Allesandra. Think. Tinme has plowed under all those words
witten in the hand of Matthew, Mrk, Luke and John and Paul. Were is
there one parchnment scroll left which bears the signature of Aristotle?



And Pl ato, would that we had one scrap he threw into the fire when
feverishly worki ng-?"

"What are those things to us, Santino?" she asked reprovingly, but her
hand touched his head as she | ooked down. She snoothed his hair as
t hough she were his Mot her.

"I meant to say that it is the way of God," Santino said, "the way of
H's creation. Even what is wit in stone is washed away by tinme, and
cities lie beneath the fire and ash of roaring nmountains. | nmeant to say
the Earth eats all, and nowit's taken him this |egend, this Marius,
this one so much ol der than any we ever knew by nane, and with him go
his precious secrets. So be it."

I locked my hands together to stop their trenbling. | said nothing.

"There was a town in which I lived,” he went on, nmurmuring. He held a
fat black rat nowin his arns, stroking its fur as if it were the
prettiest of cats, and it with its tiny eye seened unable to nove, its
tail a great curved scythe turned downward. "A lovely town it was, with
high thick walls, and such a Fair each year; words can't describe where
all the merchants showed their wares and all the villages both far and
near sent young and old to buy, to sell, to dance, to feast... it seened
a perfect place! And yet the plague took it. The plague cane, respecting
no gate or wall or tower, invisible to the Lord's nmen, and to the Father
inthe field and the Mother in her kitchen garden. The plague took all,
all it seemed except the nost wicked. In ny house they walled nme up,
wi th bl oating corpses of nmy brothers and sisters. It was a vanpire found
me out, for foraging there he found no other blood to drink but mne
And there had been so many!"

"Do we not give up our nortal history for the |ove of God?" Alle-
sandra asked but nost carefully. Her hand worked on his hair and brushed
it back fromhis forehead.

H s eyes were huge with thought and nenory, yet as he spoke again he
| ooked at ne, perhaps not even seeing ne.

"There are no walls there now. It's gone to trees and bl owi ng grass
and piles of rubble. And in castles far away one finds the stones which
once made up our lord s keep, our finest hard-paved street, our proudest
houses. It is the very nature of this world that all things are devoured
and tinme is a nouth as bl oody as any other."

A silence fell. | could not stop ny shivering. My body quaked. A noan
broke frommy lips. |I looked fromright to |left and bowed nmy head, ny
hands tight to ny neck to stop from scream ng
VWen | | ooked up again, | spoke.

"I won't serve you!" | whispered. "I see your gane. | know your

scriptures, your piety, your |love of resignation! You' re spiders with
your dark and intricate webs, no nore than that, and breed for blood is
all you know, all you know round which to weave your tiresone snares, as
w etched as the birds that nmake their nests in filth on marble
casenents. So spin your lies. | hate you. | will not serve you!"

How | ovingly they both | ooked at ne.

"Ch, poor child,"” Allesandra said with a sigh. "You have only just



begun to suffer. Why nust it be for pride' s sake and not for God?"
"I curse you!"

Santino snapped his fingers. It was such a small gesture. But out of
t he shadows, through doorways |ike secretive dumb nmouths in the nud
wal I s, there came his servants, hooded, robed, as before. They gathered
me up, securing ny linbs, but | didn't struggle.

They dragged nme to a cell of iron bars and earthen walls. And when
sought to dig ny way out of it, ny clawing fingers cane upon iron-bound
stone, and | could dig no nore.

| lay down. | wept. | wept for ny Master. | didn't care if anyone
heard or nocked. | didn't care. | knewonly loss and in that |oss the
very size of ny love, and in knowi ng the size of |ove could sonehow fee
its splendor. | cried and cried. | turned and groveled in the earth.
clutched at it, and tore at it, and then lay still with only silent
tears fl ow ng.

Al |l esandra stood with her hands on the bars. "Poor child," she
whi spered. "I will be with you, always with you. You have only to cal
nmy nane."

"And why is that? Wiy?" | called out, ny voice echoing off the stony
wal l's. "Answer ne."

"In the very depths of Hell,k"
anot her ?"

she said, "do not denpns | ove one

An hour passed. The night was ol d.

| thirsted.
| burned with it. She knewit. I curled up on the floor, ny head
bowed, sitting back on ny heels. | would die before I would drink bl ood

again. But it was all that | could see, all that | could think of, al
that | could want. Bl ood.

After the first night, I thought I would die of this thirst.
After the second, | thought | would perish scream ng
After the third, | only dreamed of it in weeping and in desperation

licking at my own blood tears on ny fingertips.

After six nights of this when | could bear the thirst no | onger, they
brought a struggling victimto ne.

Down the long bl ack passage | snelled the blood. | snelled it before
| saw their torchlight.

A great stinking rmuscul ar youth who was dragged towards my cell, who
ki cked at them and cursed them grow ing and drooling |ike a madman
screamng at the very sight of the torch with which they bullied him
forcing himtowards me.

| clinbed to ny feet, too weak alnost for this effort, and I fell on
him fell on his succulent hot flesh and tore open his throat, |aughing
and weeping as | did it, as ny mouth was choked with bl ood.



Roaring and stanmering, he fell beneath me. The bl ood bubbl ed up out
of the artery over lips and ny thin fingers. How | i ke bones they | ooked,
my fingers. | drank and drank and drank until | could contain no nore,
and all the pain was gone fromme, and all the despair was gone in the
pure satisfaction of hunger, the pure greedy hateful selfish devouring
of the bl essed bl ood.

To this gluttonous, mndl ess, mannerless feast they left ne.

Then falling aside, | felt ny vision clear again in the dark. The
wal I s around ne sparkled once nore with tiny bits of ore like a starry
firmament. | |ooked and saw that the victiml had taken was Riccardo, ny
bel oved Riccardo, ny brilliant and goodhearted Ri ccardo-naked,

wretchedly soiled, a fattened prisoner, kept all this while in sone
stinking earthen cell just for this.

| screaned.

| beat at the bars and bashed nmy head against them M white-faced
warders rushed to the bars and then backed away in fear and peered at ne
across the dark corridor. |1 fell down on ny knees crying.

| grabbed up the corpse. "Riccardo, drink!"™ I bit into ny tongue and
spit the blood on his greasy staring face. "Riccardo!" But he was dead
and enpty, and they had gone, leaving himthere to rot in this place
with ne, to rot beside ne.

| began to sing "Dies irae, dies ilia" and to laugh as | sang it.

Three nights later, scream ng and cursing, | tore the reeking corpse
of Riccardo linb fromlinmb so | could hurl the pieces out of the cell. |
could not endure it! | flung the bloated trunk at the bars again and
again and fell down, sobbing, unable to drive ny fist or foot into it to
break its bulk. I crawmed into the farthest corner to get away fromit.

Al l esandra cane. "Child, what can | say to confort you?" A bodil ess
whi sper in the darkness.

But there was another figure there, Santino. Turning | saw by sone
errant [ight which only a vanpire's eyes could gather that he put his
finger to his |ip and he shook his head, gently correcting her. "He nust
be al one now," Santino said.

"Blood!" | screaned. | flew at the bars, ny armstretched out so that
both were affrighted and rushed away from ne.

At the end of seven nore nights, when | was starved to the point
where even the scent of the blood didn't rouse ne, they laid the victim
a small boy child of the streets crying for pity-directly in ny arns.

"Ch, don't be afraid, don't," |I whispered, sinking ny teeth quickly
into his neck. "Hmmmm trust in ne," | whispered, savoring the bl ood,
drinking it slowy, trying not to laugh with delight, ny blood tears of
relief falling down on his little face. "Ch, dream dream sweet and
pretty things. There are saints who will come; do you see thenf"

Afterwards | |ay back, satiated, and picking fromthe nuddy ceiling
over my head those infinitesiml stars of hard bright stone or flinty
iron that lay enbedded in the earth. | let ny head roll to the side,



away fromthe corpse of the poor child which I had arranged carefully,
as for the shroud, against the wall behind ne.

| saw a figure in ny cell, a small figure. | sawits gauzy outline
against the wall as it stood gazing at nme. Another child? | rose up
aghast. No scent came fromit. | turned and stared at the corpse. It |ay
as before. Yet there, against the far wall, was the very boy hinself,
smal | and wan and | ost, |ooking at ne.

"How i s this?" | whispered.

But the wetched little thing couldn't speak. It could only stare. It
was clothed in the very sane white shift that its corpse wore, and its
eyes were |large and col orl ess and soft w th musing.

A distant sound cane into ny hearing. It was of a shuffling step in
the I ong cataconb that led to ny little prison. This was no vanpire's

step. | drew up, ny nostrils flaring ever so slightly as | tried to
catch the scent of this being. Nothing changed in the danp nusty air.
Only the scent of death was the aroma of ny cell, of the poor broken
littl e body.

| fixed ny eyes on the tenacious little spirit.

"Way do you linger here?" | asked it desperately in a whisper. "Wy
can | see you?"

It noved its little mouth as if it meant to speak, but it only shook
its head ever so slightly, piteously eloquent of its confusion

The steps came on. And once again | struggled to catch the scent. But
t here was not hing, not even the dusty reek of a vanpire's robes, only
this, the approach of this shuffling sound. And finally there cane to
the bars the tall shadowy figure of a haggard wonan.

| knew that she was dead. | knew. | knew she was as dead as the little
one who hovered by the wall.

"Speak to me, please, oh, please, | beg you, | pray you, speak to ne!
"I cried out.

But neither phantom could | ook away fromthe other. The child with a
qui ck soft tread hurried into the woman's arnms, and she, turning, with
her babe restored, began to fade even as her feet once again nmade the
dry scraping sound on the hard mud fl oor which had first announced her
"Look at ne!" | begged in a | ow voice. "Just one glance.”

She paused. There was al nost nothing left of her. But she turned her
head and the dimlight of her eye fixed on nme. Then soundl essly,
totally, she vani shed.

I lay back, and flung out ny armin careless despair and felt the
child' s corpse, still faintly warm besi de ne.

| did not always see their ghosts.
| did not seek to nmaster the neans of doing so.

They were no friends to ne-it was a new curse-these spirits that



woul d now and then coll ect about the scene of ny bl oody destruction.
saw no hope in their faces when they did pass through those nmonments of
nmy wr et chedness when the blood was warmest in ne. No bright Iight of
hope surrounded them Was it starvation that had brought about this
power ?

I told no one about them In that damed cell, that cursed pl ace
where nmy soul was broken week after week without so nuch as the confort
of an enclosing coffin, | feared themand then grew to hate them

Only the great future would reveal to ne that other vanpires, in the
mai n, never see them Ws it a nercy? | didn't know But | get ahead of

nmysel f.

Let nme return to that intolerable time, that crucible.
Sonme twenty weeks were passed in this msery.

| didn't even believe anynore that the bright and fantastical world
of Venice had ever existed. And | knew nmy Master was dead. | knewit.
knew that all | [oved was dead.

| was dead. Sonmetines | dreant | was hone in Kiev in the Monastery of
the Caves, a saint. Then | awoke to angui sh.

VWhen Santino and the gray-haired Al esandra canme to ne, they were
gentl e as ever, and Santino shed tears to see ne as | was, and said:

"Conme to ne, conme now, cone study with me in earnest, cone. Not even
those as wetched as we should suffer as you suffer. Cone to ne."

| entrusted nyself to his arnms, | opened ny lips to his, | bowed ny
head to press ny face to his chest, and as | listened to his beating
heart, | breathed deep, as if the very air had been denied ne until that
noment .

Al l esandra |l aid her cool, soft hands so gently on ne.

"Poor orphan child," she said. "Wandering child, oh, such a |ong road
you've traveled to cone to us."

And what a wonder it was that all they had done to nme shoul d seem but
a thing we shared, a common and inevitabl e catastrophe.

SANTI NO S CELL

| lay on the floor in the arnms of Allesandra, who rocked nme and
stroked ny hair.

"I want you to hunt with us tonight," said Santino. "You cone with
us, with Allesandra and with me. W won't let the others tornent you.
You are hungry. You are so very hungry, are you not?"

And so ny tenure with the Children of Darkness began

Ni ght after night | did hunt in silence with nmy new conpani ons, ny new
| oved ones, ny new Master and ny new M stress, and then | was ready to
begin nmy new apprenticeship in earnest, and Santino, ny teacher, wth
Al l esandra to hel p hi m now and then, nade ne his own pupil, a great
honor in the coven, or so the others were quick to tell nme when they had



t he chance.

| learnt what Lestat has already witten fromwhat | revealed to him
the great |aws.

One, that we were formed in Covens throughout the world, and each

Coven would have its |leader, and | was destined to be such a one, |ike
unto the Superior of a convent, and that all matters of authority would
be in nmy hands. | and | alone should deterni ne when a new vanpire shoul d
be made to join us; | and | alone would see to it that the

transformati on was nade in the proper way.

Two, the Dark Gft, for that is what we called it,, nust never be
given to those who were not beautiful, for the enslaving of the
beautiful with the Dark Bl ood was nore pleasing to a Just Cod.

Three, that never should an ancient vanpire make the new fl edgling,
for our powers increase with tinme and the power of the old ones is too
great for the young. Wtness the tragedy of nyself, made by the |ast of
the known Children of the MIlennia, the great and terrible Mrius. |
had the strength of a denmon in the body of a child.

Four, that no one anong us can destroy anot her anong us, save the
coven | eader, who must at any time be prepared to destroy the
di sobedi ent of his flock. That all vagabond vanpires, belonging to no
coven, nust be destroyed by that |eader on sight.

Five, no vanmpire nmust ever reveal his identity or his magica
strengths to a nortal and thereafter be let to live. No vanpire mnust
ever wite any words that reveal these secrets. Indeed no vanpire's nanme
was ever to be known in the nortal world, and any evi dence of our
exi stence which ever escaped into that real mnmust at all costs be
eradi cated, along with those who allowed such a terrible violation of
God's will.

There were other things. There were rituals, there were incantations,
there was a fol klore of sorts.

"We do not enter churches, for God should strike us dead if we do,"
decl ared Santino. "W do not | ook upon the crucifix, and its nere
presence on a chain about the neck of a victimis sufficient to save
that nortal's Iife. W turn our eyes and fingers fromthe nedals of the
Virgin. W cower before the inages of the saints.

"But we strike with a holy fire those who go unprotected. W feast
when and where we will and with cruelty, and upon the innocent and upon
t hose nost bl essed with beauty and riches. But we make no boast to the
world of what we do, nor boast to one another

"The great castles and courtroons of the world are shut to us, for we
must never, never, neddle in the destiny which Christ Qur Lord had
ordai ned for those made in Hi s | mage, any nore than do the vermn, or
the blazing fire, or the Bl ack Deat h.

"W are a curse of the shadows; we are a secret. W are eternal

"And when our work is done for Hm we gather w thout the confort of
riches or luxuries, in those places bl essed by us underground for our
slunber, and there with only fire and candles for light, we cone
together to say the prayers and sing the songs and dance, yes, dance



about the fire, thereby to strengthen our will, thereby to share with
our sisters and brothers our strength.”

Si x | ong nont hs passed during which | studied these things, during
which | ventured forth into the back alleys of Rome to hunt with the
others, to gorge nyself upon the abandoned of fate who fell so easily
i nto ny hands.

No nmore did | search the mind for a crine that justified ny predatory
feasting. No nore did | practice the fine art of drinking wi thout pain
to the victim no nore did | shield the wetched nortal fromthe horror
of nmy face, ny desperate hands, ny fangs.

One night, | awoke to find nyself surrounded by ny brothers. The
gray-haired woman hel ped ne fromny coffin of lead and told nme that |
shoul d cone with them

Qut under the stars we went together. The bonfire had been built
high, as it had been on the night ny nortal brothers had died.

The air was cool and full of the scent of spring flowers. | could hear
the nightingale singing. And far off the whisperings and murnmurings of
the great crowded city of Rome. | turned ny eyes towards the city. | saw
her seven hills covered over with soft flickering lights. | saw the
cl ouds above, tinged with gold, as they bore down on these scattered and
beautiful beacons, as if the darkness of the sky were full with child.

| sawthe circle had forned around the fire. Two and three deep were
the Children of Darkness. Santino, in a costly new robe of black velvet,
ah, such a violation of our strict rubrics, cane forward to kiss nme on
ei ther cheek.

"We are sending you far away, to the north of Europe," he said, "to
the city of Paris, where the Coven | eader has gone, as we all go sooner
or later, into the fire. Hs children wait for you. They have heard
tal es of you, of your gentleness and your piety and your beauty. You
will be their |eader and their saint."

My brothers one by one cane to kiss ne. My sisters, who were fewin
nunber, planted their kisses on my cheeks as well.

| said nothing. | stood quiet, listening still for the song of the
birds in the nearby pines, ny eyes drifting now and then to the | owering
Heavens and wondering if the rain would conme, the rain which | could
snell, so clean and pure, the only cleansing water allowed to nme now,
the sweet Roman rain, gentle and warm

"Do you take the solemm vow to | ead the Coven in the Ways of Darkness
as Satan would have it and his Lord and Creator, God, would have it?"

"1 do."

"Do you vow to obey all orders sent to you fromthe Roman Coven?"
"I do ..."
Wrds and words and words.

Wod was heaped on the fire. The drums had begun. The sol enm tones.



| began to cry.

Then came the soft arnms of Allesandra, the soft nass of her gray hair
agai nst ny neck.

"I will go with you north, ny child," she said.

| was overwhelmed with gratitude. | threw ny arns around her, | held
her hard cold body close to ne, and | shook w th sobs.

"Yes, dear, dear little one," she said. "I will stay with you. | am
old and I will stay with you until it is tine for me to go to God's

Justice, as we all nust."”

"Then we dance in jubilation!" cried Santino. "Satan and Chri st,
brothers in the House of the Lord, we give you this perfected soul!"

He threw up his arns.

Al |l esandra stepped back fromne, her eyes bright with tears. | could
thi nk of nothing but only ny gratitude that she would be with nme, that I
woul d not make this awful terrible journey alone. Wth ne, Allesandra,
with ne. Ch, Fool for Satan and the God Who nade himl

She stood beside Santino, tall as he was, majestic as she too threw
up her arms and swung her hair fromside to side.

"Let the dancing begin!" she cried.

The drunms becane a thunder, the horns wailed, and the thunp of the
tanmbourines filled ny ears.

A long low cry rose fromthe huge thick circle of vanpires, and al
at once, |ocking hands, they began to dance.

I was pulled back into the chain they nmade about the ragi ng bonfire.
| was jerked fromleft to right as the figures turned this way, then
that, then broke free and leapt spinning into the air.

| felt the wind on the back of nmy neck as I turned, as | |eapt.
reached out with perfect accuracy to receive the hands on either side of
me, then to sway to the right and to the | eft again.

Above, the silent clouds thickened, curled and sailed across the
darkling sky. The rain cane, its soft roar lost in the cries of the nmad
dancing figures, in the crackle of fire and the torrent of druns.

| heard it. | turned and leapt high into the air and received it, the
silvery rain floating down to ne like the blessing of the dark Heavens,
t he bapti smal waters of the damed.

The musi c surged. A barbarous rhythm broke | oose everywhere, the
orderly chain of dancers forgotten. In rain and in the unquenchabl e
bl aze of the giant fire, the vanpires threw out their arms, how ing,
writhing, their linbs constricting so that they stonped w th backs bent,
heel s pounded into the earth, and then sprang free, arns outstretched,
nmout hs open, hips churning as they whirled and | eapt, and caught in
raucous open-throated volune the hymrm canme again, Dies irae, dies ilia.
Oh, yes, oh, yes, day of woe, oh, day of fire!



Afterwards, when the rain came down solemly and steadily, when the
bonfire was no nore but a black weckage, when they all had gone off to
hunt, when only a few mlled the dark ground of the Sabbat, chanting
their prayers in anguished delirium | lay still, the rain washing ne,
as | put ny face against the ground.

It seemed the nmonks were there fromthe old Minastery in Kiev. They
| aughed at me, but gently. They said, "Andrei, what nade you think you
could escape? Didn't you know that God had called you?"

"Cet away fromme, you are not here, and I am nowhere; | amlost in
the dark wastes of a winter without end."

| tried to picture Hm H's Holy Face. But there was only Allesan-dra,
cone to help me to ny feet. Allesandra, who promsed to tell ne of dark
times, |ong before Santi no was made, when she had been given the Dark
Gft in the forests of France to which we now woul d be goi ng together

"Ch Lord, Lord hear ny prayer,” | whispered. If | could but see the
Hol y Face.

But we were forbidden such things. W could never, never |ook upon H's
I mage! Until the end of the world, we would work w thout that confort.
Hell is the absence of Cod.
VWhat can | say in defense of nyself now?

VWhat can | say?

QG hers have told the tale, how for centuries | was the stalwart | eader

of the Paris Coven, how !l lived out those years in ignorance and shadow,
obeying old laws until there was no nore any Santino or Roman Coven to
send themto me, how in rags and quiet despair, | clung to the Add Faith

and the A d Ways as others went into the fire to destroy thensel ves, or
simply wandered away.

VWhat can | say in defense of the convert and the saint that | becane?

For three hundred years | was the vagabond angel child of Satan, | was
hi s baby-faced killer, his lieutenant, his fool. Allesandra was always
with ne. Wien others perished or deserted, there was All esandra who kept
the faith. But it was ny sin, it was ny journey, it was ny terrible
folly, and I alone nust carry the burden of it for as long as | exist.

THAT LAST MORNING i n Rone, before | was to | eave for the north, it was
deci ded that my name nust be changed.

Amadeo, containing the very word for God, was nost unseemy for a
Child of Darkness, especially one nmeant to | ead the Paris Coven.

From vari ous choi ces given nme, Allesandra chose the nane Armand.

So | becane Arnmand

PART I

The BRI DCGE of SI GHS



I REFUSE to discuss the past another nonent. | don't like it. | don't
care about it. How can | tell you about somnething that doesn't interest
me? Is it supposed to interest you?

The problemis that too nuch has been witten about mny past already.
But what if you haven't read those books? Wat if you haven't wal |l owed
in The Vanpire Lestat's florid descriptions of ne and ny all eged
del usi ons and errors?

Al right, all right. Alittle bit nmore, but only to bring ne to New
York, to the nmoment when | saw Veronica's Veil, so that you don't have
to go back and read his books, so that nmy book will be enough

Al right. W must continue to cross this Bridge of Sighs.

For three hundred years, | was faithful to the A d Ways of Santino
even after Santino hinself had di sappeared. Understand, this vanpire was
by no nmeans dead. He turned up in the nodern era, quite healthy, strong,
silent and wi thout apology for the credos he had stuffed down mny throat
in the year 1500 before I was sent north to Paris.

I was mad during those tines. Lead the Coven | did, and of its
cerenonies, his fanciful dark litanies and bl oody baptisns, | becane the
architect and the master. My physical strength increased with each year
as is the case with all vampires, and drinking greedily fromny victins,
for it was the only pleasure of which I could dream | fed nmy vanpiric
powers.

Spells | could make around those | killed, and choosing the beautiful
the prom sing, the nost audaci ous and splendid for nmy feast, |
nevert hel ess conveyed upon them fantastical visions to blunt their fear
or suffering.

I was mad. Denied the places of light, the confort of entering the
smal | est church, bent on perfection in the Dark Ways, | wandered as a
dusty waith through the bl ackest alleyways of Paris, turning her

nobl est poetry and nmusic into a din by the wax of piety and bigotry by
which | stopped ny ears, blind to the soaring majesty of her cathedrals
or pal aces.

The Coven took all ny love, with chatter in the dark of how we m ght
best be Satan's saints, or whether a beautiful and bold poisoner should
be of fered our denonic pact and nmade one of us.

But sonetines | went from an acceptabl e madness to a state of which

al one knew t he dangers. In ny earthen cell in the secret cataconbs
beneath the great Paris Cenetery of Les |Innocents where we nade our
lair, I dreamt night after night of one strange and neani ngl ess thing:

VWhat had becone of that fine little treasure nmy nortal Mdther had given
me? What had becone of that strange artifact of Podil which she'd taken
fromthe Ikon corner and put in ny hands, that painted egg, that crinmson
painted egg with the star so beautifully painted on it? Now, where could
it be? What had becone of it? Had | not left it, wapped thickly in fur
in a golden coffin in which I'd once | odged, ah, had all that really
ever taken place, that life | thought |I recalled froma city of

brilliant white-tiled palaces and glittering canals and a great sweet
gray sea fall of swift and graceful ships, plying their long oars in
perfect unison as if they were living things, those ships, those



beautifully painted ships, so often decked with flowers, and with the
whitest sails, oh, that could not have been real, and to think, a golden
chanmber with a golden coffin init, and this special treasure, this
fragile and lovely thing, this painted egg, this brittle and perfect

egg, whose painted covering | ocked inside to utter perfection a noist,
myst eri ous concoction of living fluids-oh, what strange inaginings. But
what had happened to it! Wio had found it!

Somebody had.

Either that or it was still there, hidden far bel ow a palazzo in that
floating city, hidden in a waterproof dungeon built deep into the oozing
earth beneath the waters of the |agoon. No, never. Not so, not there.
Don't think of it. Don't think of profane hands getting that thing. And
you know, you lying treacherous little soul, you never, never went back
to any such place as the lowcity with the icy water in its streets,
where your Father, a thing of nmyth and nonsense to be sure, drank w ne
fromyour hands and forgave you that you had gone to becone a dark and
strong wi nged bird, a bird of the night soaring higher even than the
domes of Viadimr's City, as if someone had broken that egg, that
meti cul ously and wondrously painted egg whi ch your Mther so cherished
as she gave it you, broken that egg with a vicious thunb, cracked right
into it, and out of that rotten fluid, that stinking fluid, you had been
born, the night bird, flying high over the snoking chi meys of Podil,
over the domes of Madimr's Town, higher and farther and farther away
over the wild |ands and over the world and into this dark wood, this
deep and dark and endl ess forest fromwhich you will never escape, this
cold and confortless w |l derness of the hungry wolf and the chonping rat
and the crawl i ng worm and the scream ng victim

Al |l esandra woul d cone. "Wake, Arnmand. Wake. You dreamthe sad dreans,
the dreans that precede nmadness, you cannot |eave ne, ny child, you
cannot, | fear death nore than | fear this and will not be al one, you
cannot go into the fire, you cannot go and | eave ne here."

No. | couldn't. | did not have the passion for such a step. | did not
have t he hope for anything, even though no word of the Ronan Coven had
cone in decades.

But there cane an end to ny long centuries of Satan's service.

Clad in red velvet it came, the very covering ny old Master had so
| oved, the dream king, Marius. It cane swaggering and canpi ng through
the lighted streets of Paris as though God had nade it.

But it was a vanpire child, the sanme as |, son of the seventeen
hundreds, as they reckoned the tinme to be then, a blazing, brash,
bunbl i ng, | aughing and teasing bl ood drinker in the guise of a young
man, cone to stonp out whatever sacred fire yet burnt in the cleft scar
tissue of nmy soul and scatter the ashes.

It was The Vanpire Lestat. It wasn't his fault. Had one of us been
able to strike himdown one night, break himapart with his own fancy
sword and set him abl aze, we m ght have had a few nore decades of our
wr et ched del usi ons.

But nobody could. He was too dammed strong for us.

Created by a powerful and ancient renegade, a | egendary vanpire by
t he nane of Magnus, this Lestat, aged twenty in nortal years, an errant



and penniless country aristocrat fromthe wild |ands of Auvergne, who
had t hrown over custom and respectability and any hope of court

anbiti ons, of which he had none anyway since he couldn't even read or
wite, and was too insulting to wait on any King or Queen, who becane a
wild blond-haired celebrity of the boulevard gutter theatricals, a |lover
of men and wonen, a | aughi ng happy-go-lucky blindly anbitious self-

| oving genius of sorts, this Lestat, this blue-eyed and infinitely
confident Lestat, was orphaned on the very night of his creation by the
anci ent nonster who nmade him bequeathed to hima fortune in a secret
roomin a crunbling nedieval tower, and then went into the eterna
confort of the ever devouring flanes.

This Lestat, knowi ng nothing of A d Covens and A d Ways, of soot
covered gangsters who thrived under ceneteries and believed they had a
right to brand hima heretic, a maverick and a bastard of the Dark
Bl ood, went strutting about fashionable Paris, isolated and tornented by
hi s supernatural endowrents yet glorying in his new powers, dancing at
the Tuileries with the nost magnificently clad wonmen, reveling in the
joys of the ballet and the high court theater and roamng not only in
the Places of Light, as we called them but meandering mournfully in
Notre Dame de Paris itself, right before the H gh Altar, w thout the
[ightning of God striking himwhere he stood.

He destroyed us. He destroyed ne.

Al l esandra, mad by then as nost of the old ones were in those tines,
had one merry argunent with himafter | dutifully arrested himand
dragged himto our underground Court to stand trial, and then she too
went into the flames, leaving me with the obvious absurdity: that Qur
Ways were finished, our superstitions obviously |aughable, our dusty
bl ack robes | udicrous, our penance and sel f-denial pointless, our
beliefs that we served God and the Devil self-serving, naive and stupid,
our organi zation as preposterous in the gay atheistic Parisian world of
the Age of Reason as it m ght have seened to ny bel oved Venetian Mari us
centuries before.

Lestat was the smasher, the |aughing one, the pirate who, worshiping
not hi ng and no one, soon left Europe to find his own safe and agreeabl e
territory in the colony of New Orleans in the New Wrl d.

He had no conforting phil osophy for ne, the baby-faced deacon who had
conme forth out of the darkest prison, shorn of all belief, to put on the
fashi onabl e cl othes of the age and wal k once again on its high streets
as | had done over three hundred years ago in Venice.

And ny followers, those few whom | could not overpower and bitterly
consign to the flames, how hel plessly they blundered in their new
freedomfree to pick the gold fromthe pockets of their victins and don
their silks and their white-powdered wigs, and sit in marvel ous
ast oni shrent before the glories of the painted stage, the |ustrous
harmony of a hundred violins, the antics of versifying actors.

VWhat was to be our fate, as with dazzled eyes we made our way through
crowded early eveni ng boul evards, fancy mansi ons and grandly decor at ed
bal | roons?

In satin-lined boudoirs we fed, and agai nst the damask cushi ons of
gi l ded carriages. W bought fine coffins for ourselves, full of fancy
carvings and padded vel vet, and were closeted for the night in gil ded
mahogany- panel ed cel | ars.



VWhat woul d have becone of us, scattered, ny children fearful of ne,
and | uncertain of when the fopperies and frenzy of the French Cty of
Light mght drive themto rash or hideously destructive antics?

It was Lestat who gave ne the key, Lestat who gave nme the place where
I could | odge nmy crazed and poundi ng heart, where | could bring ny
foll owers together for some senbl ance of newfangled sanity.

Before | eaving ne stranded in the waste of ny old ways, he bequeat hed
to ne the very boul evard theater in which he had once been the young
swai n of the Commedi a del PArte. Al its human players were gone. Not hing
remai ned but the elegant and inviting husk, with its stage of gaily
pai nt ed backdrops and gil ded prosceniumarch, its velvet curtains and
enpty benches just waiting for a clanoring audience again. In it we
found our safest refuge, so eager to hide behind the nask of greasepaint
and gl anour that flaw essly disguised our polished white skin and
fantastical grace and dexterity.

Actors we became, a regular conpany of imortals bound together to
perform cheerfully decadent pantom nmes for nortal audi ences who never
suspected that we white-faced nunmers were nore nonstrous than any
nonster we ever presented in our little farces or tragedies.

The Theatre des Vanpires was born

And worthl ess shell that | was, dressed up like a human with | ess
claimto that title than ever in all ny years of failure, | becane its
nment or.

It was the least | could do for nmy orphans of the A d Faith, giddy
and happy as they were in a gaudy and Godl ess world on the verge of
political revolution.

Wy | governed this palladian theater so long, why | remained year
after long year with this Coven of sorts, | know not except that |
needed it, needed it as surely as |I'd ever needed Marius and our
househol d in Venice, or Allesandra and the Coven beneath the Paris
Cenetery of Les Innocents. | needed a place to turn nmy steps before
sunrise where | knew others of ny kind were safely at rest.

And | can say truthfully that my vanmpire foll owers needed ne.

They needed to believe in ny | eadership, and when worst cane to worst
| did not fail them exercising sone restraint upon those carel ess
i Mmortal s who now and then endangered us by public displays of
supernatural power or extrene cruelty, and by managing with the
arithrmetical skill of an idiot savant our business affairs with the
wor | d.

Taxes, tickets, handbills, heating fuel, foot |anps, the fostering of
ferocious fabulists, | managed it all

And now and then, | took exquisite pride and pleasure init.

Wth the seasons we grew, as did our audiences, crude benches giving
way to vel vet seats, and penny pantom nes to nore poetical productions.

Many a night as | took ny place alone in ny vel vet-curtai ned box, a
gent| eman of obvious nmeans in the narrow trousers of the age, with



fitted waistcoat of printed silk and cl ose-cut coat of bright wool, ny
hai r conbed back beneath a bl ack ribbon or finally tri mmed above ny high
stiff white collar, | thought upon those |ost centuries of rancid ritua
and denoni c dreans as one mght think back on a long painful illness in
alightless roomamd bitter nmedicines and pointless incantations. It
could not have been real, all that, the ragged pl ague of predatory
paupers that we were, singing of Satan in the rinmy gloom

And all the lives I'd lived, and worlds |I'd known, seened even |ess
subst anti al

VWhat | urked beneath ny fancy frills, behind ny quiet unquestioning
eyes? W was |? Had | no renenbrance of a warner flanme than that which
gave its silvery glowto ny faint smle at those who asked it of ne?
renenbered no one who had ever lived and breathed within ny quietly
moving form A crucifix with painted blood, a saccharine Virgin on a
prayer book page or nmade of pastel-painted bisque, what were these
t hi ngs but vul gar remmants of a coarse, unfathomable tinme when powers
now di sm ssed had hovered in the chalice of gold, or blazed nost
fearfully inside a face above a glowi ng altar

I knew not hing of such things. The crosses snatched fromvirgin necks
were nelted down to nmake nmy golden rings. And rosaries cast aside with
ot her paste as thieving fingers, mne, tore off a victinms dianond
but tons.

| devel oped in those eight decades of the Theatre des Vanpires- we
weat hered the Revolution with amazing resiliency, the public clanoring
to our seemingly frivolous and norbid entertai nments-and mai nt ai ned,
long after the theatre was gone, into the late twentieth century a
silent, concealed nature, letting ny childlike face deceive ny
adversaries, my woul d-be enenmies (I rarely took them seriously) and ny
vanpire sl aves

I was the worst of l|eaders, that is, the indifferent cold | eader who
strikes fear in the hearts of everyone but bothers to | ove no one, and
mai nt ai ned the Theatre des Vanpires, as we called it well into the
i Syos, when Lestat's child Louis canme wandering into it, seeking the
answers whi ch his cocky insolent naker had never given himto the age-
ol d questions: Were do we vanpires cone fron? Wio nade us and for what?

Ah, but before | discourse on the com ng of the fanmpbus and
irresistible vanpire Louis, and his small exquisite paranour, the
vanpire Claudia, let ne relate one tiny incident that happened to nme in
the earlier years of the nineteenth century.

It may mean nothing; or perhaps it is the betrayal of another's
secret existence. | don't know | relate it only because it touches
fancifully, if not certainly, upon one who has played a dramatic role in

nmy tale.

| cannot mark the year of this little event. Let nme say only that
Chopin's lovely, dreany piano nusic was well revered in Paris, that the
novel s of George Sand were the rage, and that wonen had al ready given up
t he sl ender |ascivious gowns of the Enpire to wear the huge heavy-
skirted, small-waisted taffeta dresses in which they appear so often in
ol d shi ni ng daguerreot ypes.

The theatre was boom ng as one would say in nodern parlance, and |
t he manager, having grown tired of its perfornmances, was wandering al one



one night in the wooded | and just beyond the glow of Paris, not far from
a country house full of merry voices and bl azi ng chandel i ers.

It was there that | came upon anot her vanpire.

| knew her imediately by her silence, |ack of scent and the near
di vine grace with which she nmade her way through the wild brush,
managi ng a fall flow ng cape and abundant skirt with small pal e hands,
her goal the nearby brilliantly |ighted and beckoni ng w ndows.

She realized nmy presence alnost as quickly as | sensed hers; quite
alarming to ne at my age and with nmy powers. She froze w thout turning
her head.

Though the vicious vanpire players of the theatre maintained their right
to do away with mavericks or intruders anong the Undead, |, the | eader
after ny years as deluded saint, did not give a damm for such things.

I meant the creature no harm and, carelessly, | tossed out in a soft
casual voice, speaking in French, a warning.

"Ravaged territory, ny dear. No gane unbespoken here. Make for a
safer city before sunup.”

No human ear coul d have heard this.

The creature made no reply, her taffeta hood drooping as she had
obvi ously bowed her head. Then, turning, she revealed herself to me in
the I ong shafts of golden light falling fromthe multipaned gl ass
wi ndows beyond her.

| knew this creature. | knew her face. | knewit.

And in a dreadful second-a fateful second-1 perceived that she m ght
not know me, not with nmy hair nightly clipped short for these tinmes, not
in these sonbre trousers and dull coat, not in this tragic nmonment when
posed as a man, so utterly transformed fromthe |lushly adorned child
she' d known, she couldn't.

Wy didn't | cry out? Biancal

But | couldn't grasp it, couldn't believe in it, couldn't rouse ny
dulled heart to triunph in what nmy eyes told nme to be true, that the
exqui site oval face surrounded by its golden hair and taffeta hood was
hers, nost definitely, framed exactly as it might have been in those
days, and it was she, she whose face had been etched into ny fevered
soul before and after any Dark G ft had ever been given ne.

Bi anca.

She was gone! For less than a second | saw her wi de wary eyes, ful
of vampiric alarm nore urgent and nenaci ng than any human coul d ever
evince, and then the figure was vani shed, disappeared fromthe wood,
gone fromthe environs, gone fromall the large ranbling gardens that |
searched, sluggishly, shaking ny head, munbling to nmysel f, saying, No,
couldn't be, no, of course, not. No.

| never saw her again.

I do not know at this very nonent whether or not this creature was



Bi anca. But | believe in ny soul now, now as | dictate this tale,
believe in a soul that is healed and no stranger to hope, that it was

Bi anca! | can picture her too perfectly as she turned on ne in the
wooded garden, and in that picture lies one |ast detail which confirns
it for ne- because on that night outside of Paris, she had in her blond
hair pearls interwoven. Oh, how Bi anca had | oved pearls, and how she had
| oved to weave themin her hair. And I had seen themin the Iight of the
country house, beneath the shadow of her hood, ropes of tiny pearls
wound in her blond hair, and within that frane was the Florentine beauty
I could never forget-as delicate in vanpiric whiteness as it had been
when filled with Fra Filippo Lippi's colors.

It did not hurt ne then. It did not shake ne. | was too pale of soul
too nunbed, too used to seeing all things as fignents in a series of
unconnected dreanms. Very likely, I could not allow nyself to believe

such a thing.

Only nowdo | pray it was she, nmy Bianca, and that soneone, and you
can guess very well who that m ght be, soneone mght tell me whether or
not it was my darling courtesan

Did some nmenber of the hateful nurderous Roman Coven, chasing her out
into the Venetian night, fall under her spell so that he deserted his
Dark Ways, and nade her his lover forever? Or did my Master, surviving
the horrid fire, as we know he did, seek her out for sustaining blood
and bring her over into inmortality to assist himin his recovery?

I cannot bring nyself to ask Marius this question. Perhaps you will.
And perhaps | prefer to hope that it was she, and not to hear denials
that render it less likely.

| had to tell you this. | had to tell you. | think it was Bi anca

Let ne return now to the Paris of the 18705-sone decades after- to the
nmonent when the young New Worl d vanpire, Louis, came through ny door
seeking so sadly the answers to the terrible questions of why we are
here, and for what purpose.

How sad for Louis that he should put those questions to nme. How sad
for ne.

VWho coul d have scoffed nore coldly than | at the whole idea of a
redenptive framework for the creatures of the night who, once having
been human, could never be absolved of fratricide, their feasting on
human bl ood? | had known the dazzling, clever humani smof the
Renai ssance, the dark recrudescence of asceticismin the Ronman Coven and
t he bl eak cynicismof the Romantic era.

VWhat did | have to tell this sweet-faced vanpire, Louis, this all too
human creation of the stronger and brasher Lestat, except that in the
worl d Louis would find enough beauty to sustain him and that in his
soul he nmust find the courage to exist, if indeed it was his choice to
go on living, without |ooking to i mages of God or the Devil to give him
an artificial or short-lived peace.

| never inparted to Louis ny own bitter history; | confessed to him
t he awful angui shing secret, however, that as of the year 1870, having
exi sted for sone four hundred years anong the Undead, | knew of no bl ood

dri nker ol der than nyself.



The very avowal brought ne a crushing sense of |oneliness, and when I
| ooked into Louis's tortured face, when | followed his slim delicate
figure as it picked its way through the clutter and nineteenth-century
Paris, | knew that this black-clad dark-haired gentleman, so |ean, so
finely sculpted, so sensitive in all his lineaments, was the alluring
enbodi ment of the msery I felt.

He mourned the | oss of grace of one human lifetinme. | nourned the
| oss of the grace of centuries. Anenable to the styles of the age which
had shaped himgiven himhis flaring black frock coat, and fine
wai stcoat of white silk, his high priestly-1ooking collar and frills of

i mmacul ate linen-1 fell in love with himhopel essly, and | eaving the
Theatre des Vanpires in ruins (he burnt it to the ground in a rage for a
very good reason), | wandered the world with himuntil very late in this

noder n age

Time eventual ly destroyed our [ove for one another. Tinme w thered our
gentle intimcy. Tinme devoured whatever conversation or pleasures we
once agreeably shared.

One other horrible inescapabl e and unforgettable ingredient went into
our destruction. Ah, | don't want to speak of it, but who anbng us is
going to let me be silent on the matter of Claudia, the child vanpire
whom | am accused for all time by all of having destroyed?

C audi a. Wo anong us today for whom | dictate this narrative, who
anong t he nodern audi ence who reads these tales as palatable fiction
does not have in mnd a vibrant picture of her, the golden-curled child
vanpi re nade by Louis and Lestat one w cked and foolish night in New
Ol eans, the child vanpire whose nmnd and soul becane as i mense as t hat
of an immortal wonman while her body remained that of a precious all too
perfect painted bisque French bebe doll?

For the record, she was slain by ny Coven of mad denon actors and
actresses, for, when she surfaced at the Theatre des Vanpires with Louis
as her nmournful, guilt-ridden protector and lover, it becane all too
clear to too many that she had tried to nurder her principal Mker, The
Vanmpire Lestat. It was a crinme punishable by death, the murdering of
one's creator or the attenpt at it, but she herself stood anong the
condemmed t he nonment she becane known to the Paris Coven, for she was a
forbidden thing, a child imortal, too snmall, too fragile for all her
charm and cunning to survive on her own. Ah, poor blasphenpbus and
beaut eous creature. Her soft nonotone voice, issuing fromdimnutive and
ever kissable lips, will haunt me forever.

But | did not bring about her execution. She died nore horribly than
anyone has ever inmagined, and | have not the strength nowto tell the
tale. Let nme say only that before she was shoved out into a brick-Ilined
air well to await the death sentence of the god Phoebus, | tried to
grant her fondest w sh, that she should have the body of a woman, a fit
shape for the tragic dinmension of her soul

Vll, in nmy clunmsy al cheny, slicing heads from bodies and stunbling to
transplant one to another, | failed. Sonme night when I am drunk on the
bl ood of many victinms, and nore accustoned than | am now to confession
I will recount it, my crude and sinister operations, conducted with a
sorcerer's willfulness and a boy's blundering, and describe in grim and
grotesque detail the withing jerking catastrophe that rose from beneath
nmy scal pel and ny surgical needle and thread.



Let me say here, she was hersel f again, hideously wounded, a botched
reassenbl age of the angelic child she'd been before ny attenpts, when
she was | ocked out in the brutal norning to neet her death with a clear
m nd. The fire of Heaven destroyed the awful unheal ed evi dence of ny
Satanic surgery as it turned her to a nonunent in ash. No evidence
remai ned of her last hours within the torture chanber of ny nakeshift
| aboratory. No one need ever have known what | say now.

For many a year, she haunted me. | could not strike fromny mnd the
faltering image of her girlish head and tunbling curls fixed awkwardly
with gross black stitching to the flailing, faltering and falling body
of a femal e vanpire whose discarded head 1'd thrown into the fire.

Ah, what a grand disaster was that, the child-headed nonster wonan
unabl e to speak, dancing in a frenetic circle, the blood gurgling from
her shuddering nouth, her eyes rolling, arnms flapping |like the broken
bones of invisible wngs.

It was a truth I vowed to conceal forever fromLouis de Pointe du Lac
and all whoever questioned ne. Better let themthink that | had
condemmed her without trying to effect her escape, both fromthe
vanpires of the theatre and fromthe wetched dil enma of her small
enticing, flat-chested and sil ken-skinned angelic form

She was not fit for deliverance after the failure of ny butchery; she
was as a prisoner subjected to the cruelty of the rack who can only
smle bitterly and dream|ly as she is led, torn and m serable, to the
final horror of the stake. She was as a hopel ess patient, in the reeking
antiseptic death cubicle of a nodern hospital, freed at last fromthe
hands of youthful and overzeal ous doctors, to give up the ghost on a
white pillow al one.

Enough. | won't relive it.
Il will not.
I never loved her. | didn't know how.
| carried out nmy schenes in chilling detachment and with fiendish

pragmati sm Bei ng condemmed and therefore being nothing and no one, she
was a perfect specinmen for my whim That was the horror of it, the
secret horror which eclipsed any faith I mght have pleaded later in the
hi gh- bl own courage of nmy experinents. And so the secret remained with
me, with Armand, who had witnessed centuries of unspeakabl e and refined
cruelties, a story unfit for the tender ears of a desperate Louis, who
coul d never have borne such descriptions of her degradation or

suffering, and who did not truly, in his soul, survive her death, crue
as it was.

As for the others, my stupid cynical flock, who |listened so
| asci viously at my door to the scream ng, who naybe guessed the extent
of nmy failed w zardry, those vanpires died by Louis's hand.

Indeed the entire theatre paid for his grief and his rage, and justly
so per haps.

I can make no judgmrent.

| did not |ove those decadent and cynical French mummers. Those | had
| oved, and those who | could | ove, were, save for Louis de Pointe du



Lac, utterly beyond ny grasp.

I must have Louis, that was ny injunction. I knew no other. So |I did
not interfere when Louis incinerated the Coven and the infanous theatre,
striking, at the risk of his own life, with flame and scythe at the very
hour of dawn.

Wy did he cone away with ne afterwards?

Wiy did he not abhor the one whom he blanmed for C audia's death? "You
were their |eader; you could have stopped them" He did say those words
to ne.

Wy did we wander for so many years together, drifting |like el egant
phantonms in our |ace and velvet cerenents into the garish electric
lights and el ectroni c noi se of the nodern age?

He remained with me because he had to do it. It was the only way that
he could go on existing, and for death he has never had the courage, and
never wll.

And so he endured after the loss of Caudia, just as | had endured
t hrough t he dungeon centuries, and through the years of tawdry boul evard
spectacle, but in time he did learn to be al one.

Loui s, ny conpanion, dried up of his own free will, rather like a
beautiful rose skillfully dehydrated in sand so that it retains its
proportions, nay, even its fragrance and even its tint. For all the
bl ood he drank, he hinself becane dry, heartless, a stranger to hinself
and tone.

Understanding all too well the limts of ny warped spirit, he forgot
me | ong before he dismssed ne, but | too had |earnt fromhim

For a short tinme, in awe of the world and confused by it, | too went
on al one-perhaps for the first tine really and truly al one.

But how | ong can any of us endure w thout another? For nme at ny
dar kest hours there had been the ancient nun of the Ad Ways, Alle-
sandra, or at |east the babble of those who thought | was a little
saint.

Wy in this final decade of the twentieth century do we seek each
other out if only for occasional words and exchanges of concern? Wiy are
we here gathered in this old and dusty convent of so many brick-walled
enpty roons to weep for The Vanpire Lestat? Wiy have the very ancient
anong us come here to witness the evidence of his nost recent and
terrifying defeat?

W can't stand it, to be alone. W cannot bear it, any nore than the
nmonks of old could bear it, nen who though they had renounced all el se
for Christ's sake, neverthel ess canme together in congregations to be
wi th one another, even as they enforced upon thensel ves the harsh rul es
of single solitary cells and unbroken silence. They couldn't bear to be
al one.

We are too much nen and wonen; we are yet fornmed in the i mage of the
Creator, and what can we say of Hmw th any certainty except that He,
whoever He may be-Christ, Yahweh, Al ah-He nmade us, did He not, because
even He in His Infinite Perfection could not bear to be al one.



In tine | conceived another |ove naturally, a love for a nortal boy
Dani el, to whom Loui s had poured out his story, published under the
absurd title Interviewwth the Vanpire, whom| |ater nmade into a
vanpire for the sane reasons that Marius had nade ne so | ong ago: the
boy, who had been ny faithful nortal conpanion, and only sonetinmes an
i ntol erabl e nui sance, was about to die.

That is no nystery unto itself, the making of Daniel. Loneliness will
al ways inevitably press us to such things. But | was a firmbeliever
that those we nmake ourselves will always despise us for it. | cannot
claimthat | have never despised Marius, both for making me and never
returning to me to assure ne that he had survived the horrible fire
created by the Ronman Coven. | had sought Louis rather than create
others. And having created Daniel | saw at last ny fear realized within
a short tine.

Dani el , though alive and wandering, though civil and gentle, can no
nmore stand my conpany than | can stand his. Equi pped with my powerful
bl ood, he can contend with any who shoul d be foolish enough to interrupt
his plans for an evening, a nonth or a year, but he cannot contend with
nmy continuous comnpany, and | cannot contend with his.

| turned Daniel froma norbid romantic into a true killer; | nade
real in his natural blood cells the horror that he so fanci ed he
understood in mne. | pushed his face into the flesh of the first young

i nnocent he had to slaughter for his inevitable thirst, and thereby fel
of f the pedestal on which he'd placed ne in his denented, overinmagi na-
tive, feverishly poetical and ever exuberant nortal m nd

But | had others around me when | | ost Daniel, or rather when gaining
Daniel as a fledgling, |I lost himas a nortal |over and gradually began
to l et him go.

| had ot hers because | had again, for reasons that | cannot explain
to nyself or anyone, made yet another Coven-another successor to the
Pari s Coven of Les Innocents, and the Theatre des Vanpires, and this was
a swank, nodern hiding place for the nost ancient, the nost |earned, the
nmost enduring of our kind. It was a honeyconb of | uxurious chanbers
hi dden in that nost concealing of edifices-a nodern resort hotel and
shoppi ng pal ace on an island off the coast of Mam, Florida, an island
on which the Iights never went out and the nusic never ceased to play,
an island where nmen and women canme by the thousands in snmall boats from
the mainland to browse the expensive boutiques, or to make love in
opul ent, decadent, magnificent and al ways fashionable hotel suites and
I 00Is.

"The N ght Island,” that was ny creation, with its own copter pad and
marina, its secret illegal ganmbling casinos, its mrror-lined gymasi uns
and over heated swi mming pools, its crystal fountains, its silver
escal ators, its enporium of dazzling consumables, its bars, taverns,
| ounges and theaters where | nyself, decked out in smart vel vet jackets,
ti ght deni mpants and heavy bl ack gl asses, hair clipped each night (for
it grows back to its Renai ssance | ength each day), could roamin peace
and anonymty, swinmring in the soft caressing nurnmurs of the nortals
around ne, searching out when thirst pronpted it that one individual who
truly wanted nme, that one individual who for reasons of health or
poverty or sanity or insanity wanted to be taken into the tentative and
never overpowering arns of death and sucked free of all blood and al
life.



| didn"t go hungry. | dropped ny victins in the deep warm cl ean waters
of the Caribbean. | opened ny doors to any of the Undead who woul d w pe
their boots before entering. It was like the old days of Venice, with
Bi anca's pal azzo open to all |adies and gentlenen, indeed, to al
artists, poets, dreaners and scheners who dared to present thensel ves,
had conme agai n.

Wl |, they had not cone again.

It took no bunch of black-robed tranps to di sperse the Coven of The
Ni ght Island. |Indeed those who were couched there for a short while
sinmply wandered off on their own. Vanpires do not really want the
conpany of other vanpires. They want the [ove of other immortals, yes,
al ways, and they need it, and they need the deep bonds of loyalty which
i nevitably grow anongst those who refuse to becone enem es. But they
don't want the conpany.

And ny splendid glass-walled drawi ng roons on The Night |sland were
soon enpty, and | nyself had |ong before that started to wander for
weeks, even nonths on nmy own.

It is there still, The Night Island. It is there, and now and then
do go back, and | find there some |one imortal who has checked in, as
we say in the nodern age, to see how it goes with the rest of us, or

wi th some other who might be visiting as well. The great enterprise
sold for a nortal fortune-but | maintain my ownership of the four-story
villa (a private club: nanme, Il Villagio), with its deep secret

underground crypts to which all of our kind are wel come to cone.
Al'l of our kind.

There are not so many. But let nme tell you now who they were. Let ne
tell you now who has survived the centuries, who has resurfaced after
hundreds of years of mysterious absence, who has cone forward to be
counted in the unwitten census of the nodern Living Dead.

There is Lestat, first and forenost, the author of four books of his
life and his adventures conprising everything you could ever possibly
want to know about himand sone of us. Lestat, ever the naverick and the
l aughing trickster. Six feet tall, a young man of twenty when nmade, wth
huge warm bl ue eyes and thick flashy blond hair, square of jaw, with a
generous beautifully shaped nouth and skin darkened by a sojourn in the
sun which woul d have killed a weaker vanpire, a |adies' man, an Gscar
W dean fantasy, the glass of fashion, the nost bold and disregarding
dusty vagabond on occasion, |oner, wanderer, heart-breaker and w se guy,
dubbed the "Brat Prince" by ny old Master- yes, imagine it, my Marius,
yes, ny Marius, who did indeed survive the torches of the Roman Coven-
dubbed by Marius the "Brat Prince,"” though in whose Court and by whose
Di vine Right and whose Royal Blood |I should like to know Lestat,
stuffed with the bl ood of the nbst ancient of our kind, indeed the very
bl ood of the Eve of our species, sone five to seven thousand years the
survivor of her Eden, a perfect horror who, energing fromthe deceptive
poetical title of Queen Akasha of Those Who Must Be Kept, al nost
destroyed the worl d.

Lestat, not a bad friend to have, and one for whom| would | ay down
my imortal life, one for whose | ove and conpani onship | have ofttines
begged, one whom | find maddeni ng and fascinating and intol erably
annoyi ng, one w thout whom | cannot exist.



So nmuch for him

Loui s de Pointe du Lac, already described above but always fan to
envi sage: slender, slightly less tall than Lestat, his maker, black of
hair, gaunt and white of skin, with amazingly |ong and delicate fingers,
and feet that do not nmake a sound. Louis, whose green eyes are soul ful
the very mirror of patient msery, soft-voiced, very human, weak, having
lived only two hundred years, unable to read mnds, or to levitate, or
to spellbind others except inadvertently, which can be hilarious, an
imortal with whomnortals fall in love. Louis, an indiscrimnate
killer, because he cannot satisfy his thirst without killing, though he
is too weak to risk the death of the victimin his arns, and because he
has no pride or vanity which would lead himto a hierarchy of intended
victins, and therefore takes those who cross his path, regardl ess of
age, physical endowrents, or bl essings bestowed by nature or fate.
Louis, a deadly and romantic vanpire, the kind of night creature who
hovers in the deep shadows at the Opera House to listen to Myzart's
Queen of the Night give forth her piercing and irresistible song.

Loui s, who has never vani shed, who has al ways been known to ot hers,
who is easy to track and easy to abandon, Louis who will not make others
after his tragic blunders with vanpiric children, Louis who is past
questing for God, for the Devil, for Truth or even for |ove.

Sweet, dusty Louis, reading Keats by the Iight of one candle. Louis
standing in the rain on a slick deserted downtown street watching
t hrough the store window the brilliant young actor Leonardo Di Cap-rio as
Shakespeare's Roneo kissing his tender and lovely Juliet (d aire Danes)
on a television screen

Gabrielle. She's around now. She was around on The Ni ght Isl and.
Everyone hates her. She is Lestat's Mther, and abandons himfor
centuries, and sonehow doesn't manage to heed Lestat's periodic and
inevitable frantic cries for help, which though she could not receive
them being his fledgling, could certainly Iearn of them from ot her
vanpiric mnds which are on fire with the news round the world when
Lestat is in trouble. Gabrielle, she | ooks just like him except she's a
worman, totally a woman, that is, sharper of feature, small-waisted, big-
breasted, sweet-eyed in the nost unnerving and di shonest fashion
gorgeous in a black ball gown with her hair free, nore often dusty,
gender| ess, sheathed in supple | eather or belted khaki, a steady wal ker,
and a vanpire so cunning and cold that she has forgotten what it ever
meant to be human or in pain. Indeed, | think she forgot overnight, if
she ever knew it. She was in nortal |life one of those creatures who
al ways wondered what the others were carrying on about. Gabrielle, |ow
voi ced, unintentionally vicious, glacial, forbidding, ungiving, a
wanderer through snow forests of the far north, a slayer of giant white
bears and white tigers, an indifferent | egend to untamed tri bes,
sonmething nore akin to a prehistoric reptile than a human. Beauti ful
naturally, blond hair in a braid down her back, alnost regal in a
chocol ate-col ored | eather safari jacket and a small droopy brinmed rain
hat, a stalker, a quick killer, a pitiless and seem ngly thoughtful but
eternally secretive thing. Gabrielle, virtually usel ess to anyone but
hersel f. Some night she'll say sonething to soneone, | suppose.

Pandora, child of two millennia, consort to ny own bel oved Marius a
t housand years before | was ever born. A goddess, nmade of bl eedi ng
mar bl e, a powerful beauty out of the deepest and nobst ancient soul of
Roman Italy, fierce with the noral fiber of the old Senatorial class of



the greatest Enpire the Western world has ever known. | don't know her
Her oval face shimers beneath a nmantle of rippling brown hair. She
seens too beautiful to hurt anyone. She is tender-voiced, with innocent,
i mpl oring eyes, her flaw ess face instantly vul nerable and warmwith
enpat hy, a nystery. | don't know how Marius could ever have left her. In
a short shift of filny silk, with a snake bracelet on her bare arm she
is too ravishing for nortal males and the envy of fenmales. In her |onger
conceal i ng gowns, she noves as a waith through the roons around her as
if they are not real to her, and she, the ghost of a dancer, seeks for
some perfect setting that she alone can find. Her powers certainly rival
t hose of Marius. She has drunk fromthe Eden fount, that is, the blood
of Queen Akasha. She can kindle crisp dry objects into fire with the
power of her mind, levitate and vanish in the dark sky, slay the young
bl ood drinkers if they nenace her, and yet she seens harm ess, forever
fem nine though indifferent to gender, a wan and pl ainti ve wonan whom |
want to close in ny arnms.

Santino, the old saint of Ronme. He has wandered into the disasters of
the nodern era with all his beauty unbl em shed, still the big-
shoul dered, strong-chested one, olive skin paler now w th the workings
of the fierce magical blood, huge head of black curling hair often
clipped each night at sunset for the sake of anonymity perhaps, unvain,
perfectly dressed in black. He says nothing to anyone. He | ooks at ne
silently as if we never tal ked together of theology and nysticism as if
he never broke ny happi ness, burnt ny youth to cinders, drove ny Maker
into century-long conval escence, divided ne fromall confort. Perhaps he
fancies us as fellow victins of a powerful intellectual norality, an
infatuation with the concept of purpose, two | ost ones, veterans of the
sanme war.

At tines he | ooks shrewd and even hateful. He knows plenty. He
doesn't underestinmate the powers of the ancient ones, who, eschew ng the
social invisibility of centuries past, now wal k anong us with perfect
ease. When he | ooks at nme, his black eyes are unflinching and passive.
The shadow of his beard, fixed forever into the tiny cut-off dark hairs
enbedded in his skin, is beautiful as it always was. He is all in al
conventionally virile, crisp white shirt open at the throat to show the
portion of the thick curly black hair that covers his chest, a sinilar
enticing black fleece covering the visible flesh of his arns at the
wists. He favors sleek but sturdy black coats |apeled in | eather or
fur, lowslung black cars that nove at two hundred mles an hour, a
gol den cigarette lighter reeking of conbustible fluid, which he lights
over and over again just to peer into the flame. Were he actually
lives, and when he will surface, nobody knows.

Santino. | know no nore about himthan that. W keep a gentlemanly
di stance fromone another. | suspect his own suffering has been
terrible; 1 do not seek to break the shiny black fashionabl e carapace of

hi s demeanor to di scover some raw bl oody tragedy beneath it. To know
Santino, there is always tine.

Now | et me describe for the nost virginal of readers nmy Master
Marius, as he is now. So nuch time and experience divide us now that it
is like a glacier between us, and we stare at each other across the
gl owi ng whiteness of that inpassable waste, able only to speak in lulled
and polite voices, so nmannerly, the young creature | appear to be, too
sweet -faced for casual belief, and he, ever the worldly sophisticate,
the schol ar of the nonent, the phil osopher of the century, ethicist of
the mllennium historian for all tine.



He wal ks tall as he always did, inperial still in his subdued
twentieth-century fashion, carving his coats out of old velvet that they
may give some faint clue of the magnificence that was once his nightly
dress. On occasions now he clips the long flowi ng yellow hair which he
wore so proudly in old Venice. He is ever quick of wit and tongue and
eager for reasonabl e solutions, possessed of infinite patience and
unquenchabl e curiosity and a refusal to give up on the fate of hinself,
or of us, or of this world. No know edge can defeat him tenpered by
fire and tine, he is too strong for the horrors of technol ogy or the
spel s of science. Neither mcroscopes nor conputers shake his faith in
the infinite, though his once sol emm charges- Those Wio Mist Be Kept, who
hel d such proni se of redenptive meani ng-have | ong been toppled from
their archaic thrones.

| fear him | don't know why. Perhaps | fear himbecause | could | ove
hi m again, and loving him | would come to need him and needing him |
woul d cone to learn fromhim and learning fromhim | would be again
his faithful pupil in all things, only to discover that his patience for
me is no substitute for the passion which | ong ago blazed in his eyes.

I need that passion! | need it. But enough of him Two thousand years
he had survived, slipping in and out of the very mainstream of human
life without conpunction, a great practitioner of the art of being
human, carrying with himforever the grace and quiet dignity of the
August an Age of seemingly invincible Rone, in which he was born

There are others who are not here now with ne, though they have been
on The Night Island, and | will see them again. There are the ancient
twi ns, Mekare and Maharet, custodians of the primal blood fount from
which our life flows, the roots of the vine, so to speak, upon which we
so stubbornly and beautifully bloom They are our Queens of the Dammed.

Then there is Jesse Reeves, a twentieth-century fledgling nade by
Maharet, the very eldest and therefore a dazzling nonster, unknown to
me, but greatly admired. Bringing with her into the world of the Undead
an i nconparabl e education in history, the paranormal, philosophy and
| anguages, she is the unknown. WII the fire consume her, as it has so
many others who, weary of life, cannot accept imortality? O will her
twentieth-century wit give her some radical and indestructible arnmor for
t he i nconcei vabl e changes that we now know nmust |ie ahead?

Ah, there are others. There are wanderers. | can hear their voices
fromtime to time in the night. There are those far away who know
not hi ng of our traditions and have styled us, in hostility to our
writings and in anmusenent at our antics, "The Coven of the Articul ate,”
strange "unregi stered" beings of various ages, strengths, attitudes, who
soneti nes seei ng on a paperback rack a copy of The Vanpire Lestat tear
it loose and grind the small book to powder within their powerful and
scornful hands.

They may lend their wisdomor their wit to our unfolding chronicle in
some unpredictable future. Who knows?

For now, there is but one nore player who nmust be described before ny
tal e can be advanced.

That one is you, David Tal bot, whom| scarcely know, you, who wite
with furious speed all the words that come slowy tunbling fromne as
wat ch you, nesnerized on sonme |level by the nmere fact that these
sentiments so long allowed to burn inside of ne are now recorded on the



seem ngly eternal page.

VWhat are you, David Tal bot-over seven decades old in nortal education
a schol ar, a deep and | oving soul ? How can one tell? That which you were
inlife, wise in years, strengthened by routine calamty and deepened by
the full four seasons of a man's span upon the Earth, was transported
with all menory and learning intact into the splendid body of a younger
man. And then that body, a precious chalice for the Grail of your very
self, who knew so well the value of both elenents, was then assaulted by
your closest of friends, the |oving nonster, the vanmpire who woul d have
you as his fellow traveler in eternity whether or not you gave him
| eave, our bel oved Lestat.

| cannot imagine such a rape. | stand too far fromall humanity, never
havi ng been a fall man. In your face | see the vigor and beauty of the
dar k gol den-ski nned Angl o- H ndi whose body you enjoy, and in your eyes
t he cal m and dangerously well-tenpered soul of the old man

Your hair is black and soft and handily trinmed bel ow your ears. You
dress with high vanity submtted to a staunch British sense of style.
You | ook at me as though your curiosity will put me off guard, when
not hi ng of the sort is true.

Hurt nme and I'I1l destroy you. | don't care how strong you are, or what
bl ood Lestat gave you. | know nore than you do. Because | show you ny
pain, I do not of necessity love you. | do this for nyself and for

others, for the very idea of others, for any who woul d know, and for ny
nortals, those two |'ve gathered to ne so recently, those two precious
ones who have become the ticking clock of nmy capacity to go on

Synmphony for Sybelle. That might as well be the name of this
conf ession. And having done ny best for Sybelle, | do ny best for you as
wel | .

Is this not enough of the past? Is this not enough prol ogue to the
monent in New York when | saw Christ's Face in the Veil? There begins
the final chapter of ny life of late. There is nothing nore to it. You
have all the rest, and what nust needs come now is but the brief
harrow ng account of what has brought ne here.

Be nmy friend, David. | didn't nmean to say such terrible things to you.

My heart aches. | need you just to tell nme that | may rush on. Help ne
wi th your experience. Isn't this enough? May | go on? | want to hear
Sybelle's music. | want to talk of beloved rescuers. | can't neasure the
proportions of this story. | only know |l amready... | have reached the

far side of The Bridge of Sighs.

Ah, but it's ny decision, yes, and you wait to wite what | wll say.

Wll, et ne go nowto the Veil.
Let me go now to the Face of Christ, as if | were wal king uphill in
the | ong-ago snow winter in Podil, beneath the broken towers of

Viadimr's City, to seek within the Mnastery of the Caves the paint and
the wood on which to see it take formbefore ne: H s Face. Christ, yes,
t he Redeener, the Living Lord once nore.

PART 11



APPASSI ONATA

| DDDNT WANT to go to him It was winter, and I was contented in
London, haunting the theatres to see the plays of Shakespeare, and

readi ng the plays and the sonnets the whole night long. I had no other
t hought s just now but Shakespeare. Lestat had given himto nme. And when
I'd had a bellyful of despair, |I'd opened the books and begun to read.

But Lestat was calling. Lestat was, or so he clained, afraid.

| had to go. The last tine he'd been in trouble, I hadn't been free to
rush to his rescue. There is a story to that, but nothing as inportant
as this one which I tell now

Now | knew that my hard-won peace of mnd mght be shattered by the
mere contact with him but he wanted me to cone, so | went.

I found himfirst in New York, though he didn't know it and he
couldn't have led ne into a worse snowstormif he'd tried. He slew a
nortal that night, a victimwith whomhe'd fallen in love, as was his
customof late-to pick these celebrities of high crimes and horrid
murders-and to stal k them before the night of the feast.

So what did he want of ne, | wondered. You were there, David. You
could help him O so it seened. Being his fledgling you hadn't heard
his call directly, but he'd reached you sonmehow, and the two of you,
such proper gentl enmen, came together to discuss in |ow, sophisticated
whi spers Lestat's | atest fears.

VWhen next | caught up with himhe was in New Ol eans. And he put it to
me plain and sinple. You were there. The Devil had conme to himin the
gui se of a man. The Devil could change shapes, being at one noment
horrific and ghastly with webbed wi ngs and hoofed feet; and then next,
the Devil could be an ordinary man. Lestat was wild with these stories.
The Devil had offered hima dreadful proposition, that he, Lestat,
beconme the Devil's helper in the service of God.

Do you renmenber how calmy | responded to his story, his questions,
his pleading for our advice? Onh, | told himfirmy it was nmadness to
follow this spirit, to believe that any di scarnate thing was bound to
tell himthe truth.

But only now do you know t he wounds he opened with this strange and
marvel ous fable. So the Devil would nake hima hellish hel per and
t hereby a servant of God? | m ght have | aughed outright, or wept,
throwing it in his face that | had once believed nyself a saint of evil,
shivering in rags as | stalked ny victinms in the Parisian wi nter, al
for the honor and glory of God.

But he knew all this. There was no need to wound himfarther, to
shift fromhimthe linmelight of his own tale, which Lestat, being the
bright star, nust always have.

Under noss-hung oaks we talked in civilized voices. You and | begged
himto be cautious. Naturally, he ignored all we said.

It was all nmixed up with the entrancing nortal Dora, who was |iving



then in this very building, this old brick convent, the daughter of the
man Lestat had stal ked and sl ain.

VWhen he bound us to |l ook out for her, | was angry, but only mldly
so. | have fallen in love with nortals. | have those tales to tell. I am
in love nowwth Sybelle and Benjam n, whom | call ny children, and
had been a secret troubadour to other nortals in the di mpast.

Al right, he was in love with Dora, he'd laid his head on a norta
breast, he wanted the wonb bl ood of her that would be no | oss to her, he
was smtten, crazed, goaded by the ghost of her Father and courted by
the Prince of Evil Hi nself.

And she, what shall | say of her? That she possessed the power of a
Rasputin behind the face of a nunnery postulant, when in fact she is a
practiced theol ogian and not a nystic, a ranting raving | eader, not a
vi si onary, whose eccl esiastical anbitions would have dwarfed t hose of
Sai nts Peter and Paul put together, and that of course, she is like any
flower Lestat ever gathered fromthe Savage Garden of this world: a nost
fine and fetching little creature, a glorious speci nen of God's
Creation-with raven hair, a pouty mouth, cheeks of porcelain and the
dashing |inbs of a nynmph.

O course | knew the very nonment that he left this world. | felt it.
I was in New York already, very near to himand aware that you were
there as well. Neither of us neant to let himout of our sight if at al

possi bl e. Then cane the nonent when he vani shed in the blizzard, when he
was sucked out of the earthly atnosphere as if he'd never been there.

Being his fledgling you couldn't hear the perfect silence that
descended when he vani shed. You coul dn't know how conmpletely he'd been
wi thdrawn fromall things m nuscule yet material which had once echoed
with the beating of his heart.

| knew, and | think it was to distract us both that |I proposed we go
to the wounded nortal who nmust have been shattered by her Father's death
at the hands of a bl ond-haired handsonme bl ood-sw lling nonster who'd
made her his confidant and a friend.

It was not difficult to help her in the short event-filled nights that
foll owed, when horror was heaped upon horror, her Father's murder
di scovered, his sordid Iife at once made by nmedi a nmagi ¢ the madcap
conversation of the wi de world.

It seens a century ago, not nmerely so short a time, that we noved
south to these roons, her father's | egacy of crucifixes and statues, of
i kons which I handled so coolly as if I'd never |oved such treasures at
all.

It seens a century ago that | dressed decently for her, finding in
some fashionable Fifth Avenue shop a shapely coat of old red velvet, a
poet's shirt, as they call it now, of starched cotton and anple fl opping
| ace, and to set this off, pegged-leg trousers of black wool and shiny
boots that buckled at the ankle, all this the better to acconpany her to
identify her Father's severed head under the | eeching fluorescent |ights
of some i mrense and over crowded norgue

One good thing about this final decade of the twentieth century is
that a man of any age can wear his hair at any |ength.



It seens a century ago that | conmbed out mine, full and curly and
cl ean for once, just for her

It seens a century ago we stood so staunchly beside her, indeed even
hel d her, this |ong-necked, short-haired, spellbinding witchlet, in our
very arnms as she wept over the death of her Father and pelted us with
feverish and maniacally intelligent and di spassi onate questi ons about
our sinister nature, as if a great crash course in the anatony of the
vanpi re coul d sonehow cl ose the cycle of horror threatening her
whol esoneness and her sanity and somehow bring her w cked consciencel ess
Fat her back.

No, it wasn't the return of Roger, actually, that she prayed for; she
believed too totally in the omiscience and nercy of God. Besides,
seeing a man's severed head is a bit of a shock, even if the head is
frozen, and a dog had chonped on Roger a bit before he'd been
di scovered, and what with the strict "no touch” rules of nodern
forensics, he was-for ne even-quite a sight. (I renenber the coroner's
assistant saying soulfully to ne that | was awfully young to have to see
such a thing. She thought | was Dora's little brother. \Wat a sweet
worman she was. Perhaps it's worth it to make a foray into the official
nortal world once in a while in order to be called "a real trouper”
instead of a Botticelli angel, which has beconme ny tag |ine anong the
Undead. )

It was the return of Lestat Dora dreaned of. Wat else would ever
all ow her to break free of our enchantnent but sone final blessing from
t he crowned prince hinsel f?

| stood at the dark gl ass wi ndows of the high-rise apartment, | ooking
out over the deep snows of Fifth Avenue, waiting and praying with her
wi shing the great Earth were not so enpty of ny old eneny and thinking
in my foolish heart that in time this nystery of his di sappearance woul d
be resol ved, as were all mracles, with sadness and small |osses, with
no nore than little revelations that would | eave ne as | had al ways been
left since that | ong-ago night in Venice when ny Master and | were
divided forever, sinply a little nore clever at pretending that | was
still alive.

| didn't fear for Lestat, not really. | had no hopes for his
adventure, except that he woul d appear sooner or later and tell us sone
fantastical yarn. It would be regular Lestat talk, for nobody
aggr andi zes as he does his preposterous adventures. This is not to say
that he hasn't switched bodies with a human. | know that he has. This is
not to say that he didn't wake our fearsone goddess Mdther, Akasha; |
know that he did. This is not to say that he didn't smash ny old
superstitious Coven to bits and pieces in the garish years before the
French Revolution. |1've already told you so.

But it's the way he describes things that happen to himthat nmaddens
me, the way that he connects one incident to another as though all these
random and grisly occurrences were in fact links in sone significant
chain. They are not. They are capers. And he knows it. But he nust nake
a gutter theatrical out of stubbing his toe.

The Janes Bond of the Vanpires, the Sam Spade of his own pages! A
rock singer wailing on a nortal stage for all of two hours and, on the
strength of that, retiring with a slew of recordings that feed him
filthy lucre still from human agencies to this very night.



He has a knack for making tragedy of tribulation, and forgiving
hi nsel f for anything and everything in every confessional paragraph he
pens.

| can't fault him really. | cannot help but hate it that he lies now
in a com on the floor of his chapel here, staring into a self-contained
silence, despite the fledglings that circle himfor precisely the sane
reason as | did, to see for thenselves if the blood of Christ has
transformed hi m sonehow and he does not represent some magnificent
mani festation of the mracle of the Transubstantiation. But 1'll cone to
t hat soon enough

I"ve ranted nyself into a little corner. I know why | resent him so,
and find it so soothing to hammer at his reputation, to beat upon his
imensity with both ny fists.

He has taught me too nmuch. He has brought ne to this very nonent,
here, where | stand dictating to you nmy past with a coherence and calm
t hat woul d have been inpossible before | cane to his assistance with his
preci ous Memrmoch the Devil and his vulnerable little Dora.

Two hundred years ago he stripped ne of illusions, lies, excuses, and
thrust me on the Paris pavenents naked to find ny way back to a glory in
the starlight that |I had once known and too painfully |ost.

But as we waited finally in the handsonme high-rise apartnment above St

Patrick's Cathedral, | had no idea how much nore he could strip from ne,
and | hate himonly because | cannot inmagine ny soul wthout him now,
and, owing himall that I amand know, I can do nothing to nake hi mwake

fromhis frigid sleep.

But let me take things one at a tinme. What good is it to go back down
now to the chapel here and lay ny hands on him again and beg himto
listen to ne, when he lies as though all sense has truly left himand
will never return.

| can't accept this. I won't. |I've lost all patience; |I've lost the
nunbness that was ny consolation. | find this noment intolerable-.

But | have to tell you things.

| have to tell you what happened when | saw the Veil, and when the sun
struck me and, nore wetchedly for ne, what | saw when finally I reached
Lestat and drew so close to himthat | could drink his bl ood.

Yes, stay on course. | know now why he makes the chain. It isn't pride,
isit? It's the necessity. The tale can't be told w thout one |ink being
connected to the other, and we poor orphans of ticking tinme know no

ot her nmeans of neasure but those of sequence. Dropped into the snowy

bl ackness, into a world worse than a void, | reached for a chain, did
not? Ch, God, what | would have given in that awful descent to grasp the
firmess of a netal chainl!

He cane back so suddenly-to you and Dora and nme.

It was the third norning, and not |ong enough before dawn. | heard
the doors slamfar below us in the glass tower, and then that sound,
t hat sound which gains in eerie volunme each year, the beating of his
heart.



Who was first torise fromthe table? | was still with fear. He cane
too fast, and there were those wild fragrances whirling about him of
woodl and and raw earth. He crashed through all barriers as if he were
pursued by those who' d stolen himaway, and yet there was no one behind
him He cane alone into the apartnment, slammng the door in his wake and
then standi ng before us, nore horrible than I could ever have inmagined,
nmore ruined than | had ever seen himin any of his forner little
def eat s.

Wth absolute love Dora ran to him and in a desperate need that was
all too human he clutched at her so fiercely that | thought he woul d
destroy her.

"You're safe now, darling,"” she cried, struggling so as to nmake him
under st and.

But we had only to look at himto know it wasn't finished, though we
mur nured the sanme hollow words in the face of what we behel d.

HE HAD COVE fromthe mael strom One shoe was |left to him the other foot
bare, his coat torn, his hair wild and snagged with thorns and dried
| eaves and bits of errant flowers.

In his arnms, to his chest he clutched a flat bundle of folded cloth
as if it carried the whole fate of the world enbroidered on it.

But the worst, the very worst horror of all, was that one eye had
been torn fromhis beautiful face, and the socket of vampiric lids
puckered and shuddered, seeking to close, refusing to acknow edge this
horrid disfigurement to the body rendered perfect for all tine when he'd
been made i nmortal

| wanted to take himin ny arns. | wanted to confort him to tell him
wher ever he'd gone and whatever had taken place, he was now safe again
wi th us, but nothing could quiet him

A deep exhaustion saved us all fromthe inevitable tale. W had to
seek our dark corners away fromthe prying sun, we had to wait until the
foll owi ng ni ght when he would cone out to us and tell us what had
happened.

Still clutching the bundle, refusing all help, he closeted hinself up
with his wound. | had no choice but to | eave him

As | sank down that norning into nmy own resting place, secure in clean
nodern darkness, | cried and cried like a child on account of the sight
of him Ch, why had | conme to his aid? Wiy nust | see him brought | ow
like this when it had taken so many pai nful decades to cenent ny |ove
for himforever?

Once before, a hundred years ago, he'd come stunbling into the
Theatre des Vanpires on the trail of his renegade fl edglings, sweet
gentle Louis and the dooned child, and I hadn't pitied himthen, his
skin scored with scars fromd audia's foolish and clunsy attenpt to kil
hi m



Loved himthen, yes, | had, but this had been a bodily disaster which
his evil blood would heal, and I knew fromour old lore that in the
heal i ng he woul d gain even greater strength than serene tinme itself
woul d have given him

But what |1'd seen now was a devastation of the soul in his angui shed
face, and the vision of the one blue eye, shining so vividly in his
streaked and wetched face, had been unbearabl e.

| don't renenber that we spoke, David. | remenber only that the
nmor ni ng hastened us away, and if you cried too, | never heard you,
never thought to listen. As for the bundle he had carried in his arns,
what could it have possibly been? | do not even think I thought of it.

The next night:

He cane quietly into the parlor of the apartnent as the darkness
cl anbered down, starry for a few precious nonments before the dreary
descent of snow. He was washed and dressed, his torn and bl eedi ng f oot
no doubt heal ed. He wore new shoes.

But nothing could | essen the grotesque picture of his torn face where
the cuts of a claw or fingernails surrounded the gaping, puckering lids.
Quietly he sat down.

He | ooked at ne, and a faint charmng snmle brightened his face.
"Don't fear for nme, little devil Armand,"” he said. "Fear for all of us.
I am not hi ng now. I am not hi ng."

In a low voice | whispered to himny plan. "Let me go down into the
streets, let me steal fromsone nortal, sone evil being who has wasted
every physical gift that God ever gave, an eye for you! Let me put it
here in the enpty socket. Your blood will rush into it and make it see.
You know. You saw this mracle once with the ancient one, Mharet,

i ndeed, with a pair of nortal eyes swimrng in her special blood, eyes
that could see! I'Il doit. It won't take ne but a nmonent, and then |']I
have the eye in nmy hand and be the doctor myself and place it here.

Pl ease. "

He only shook his head. He ki ssed ne quickly on the cheek

"Way do you love ne after all |I've done to you?" he asked. There was
no denying the beauty of his snooth porel ess sun-darkened skin, and even
as the dark slit of the enpty socket seemed to peer at me with sone
secret power to relay its vision to his heart. He was handsone and
radi ant, a darkish ruddy glow coming fromhis face as though he'd seen
some powerful nystery.

"Yes, but | have," he said, and now began to cry. "I have, and | mnust
tell you everything. Believe ne, as you believe what you saw | ast night,
the wildflowers clinging still to nmy hair, the cuts-1ook, ny hands, they

heal but not fast enough-believe ne."

You intervened then, David. "Tell us, Lestat. W would have waited
here forever for you. Tell us. Were did this denmon Memmoch take you?"
How conforting and reasonabl e your voice sounded, just as it does now. |
think you were nmade for this, for reasoning, and given to us, if | may
specul ate, to force us to see our catastrophes in the new |ight of
noder n consci ence. But we can talk of those things for many nights
hereafter.



Let me return to the scene, the three of us gathered in the bl ack-
| acquered Chi nese chairs around the thick glass table, and Dora com ng
in, at once struck by the presence of him of which her nortal senses
hadn't given her a clue, a pretty picture with her short gl eam ng
knavi sh bl ack hair, cut high to show the fragile nape of her swanlike
neck, her long supple body clad in a | oose ungirdl ed gown of purple red
tissue that folded itself about her small breasts and sl ender thighs
exquisitely. Ah, what an angel of the Lord, this, | thought rnmusing, this
heiress of the druglord Father's severed head. She teaches doctrines
with every step that woul d make the pagan gods of |ust canonize her with
gl ee.

About her pale sweet throat she wore a crucifix so tiny it seened a
gi | ded gnat suspended from a wei ghtl ess chain of mnuscule |inks woven
by fairies. What are such holy objects now, tunbling on mlky bosons
wi th such ease, but trinkets of the marketplace? My thoughts were
merciless, but I was but an indifferent catal oger of her beauty. Her
swel ling breasts, their shadowy cleft quite visible against the sinple
stitching of her dark low cut dress, told nore of God and Divinity.

But her greatest adornment in these nonents was the tearful and eager
love for him her lack of fear of his nmutilated face, the grace of her
white arns as she encl osed himagain, so sure of herself and so gratefu
for the gentle yielding of his body in towards her. | was so thankfu
that she loved him

"So the Prince of Lies had a tale to tell, did he?" she asked. She
could not kill the quaver in her voice. "So he's taken you to his Hel
and sent you back?" She took Lestat's face in her hands and turned it
towards her. "Then tell us what it was, this Hell, tell us why we nust

be afraid. Tell us why you are afraid, but I think it's something far
worse than fear that | see nowin you."

He nodded his head to say that it was. He pushed back the Chinese
chair, and winging his hands he began to pace, the inevitable prelude
to his tale telling.

"Listen to all | say, before you judge," he declared, fixing us now,
the three who crowded about the table, an anxious little audience
willing to do whatever he asked of us. H's eyes lingered on you, David,
you, the English scholar in your manly tweed, who in spite of |ove
abundantly clear beheld himwith a critical eye, ready to evaluate his
words with a wi sdomnatural to you

He began to tal k. Hour by hour he tal ked. Hour by hour the words
streamed out of him heated and rushing and sonetines tunbling over one
anot her so that he had to stop and catch his breath, but he never really
paused, as he poured it out over the long night, this tale of his
adventure.

Yes, Memmoch the Devil had taken himto Hell, but it was a Hell of
Memmoch' s devi sing, a Purgatorial place in which the souls of all who
had ever lived were welconme to cone of their own accord fromthe
whirlwi nd of death which had inherited them And in that Purgatorial
Hell, confronted with all the deeds they'd ever done, they |learnt the
nost hi deous | esson of all, the endl ess consequences of every action
ever committed by them Miurderer and Mther alike, vagrant children
sl aughtered in seem ng i nnocence and sol diers bathed in blood from
battlefields, all were admitted to this awful place of snoke and



sul furous fire, but only to see the gaping wounds in others nmade by
their wathful or unwitting hands, to plunb the depths of other souls
and hearts which they had injured!

Al horror was an illusion in this place, but the worst horror of al
was the person of God Incarnate, who had allowed this Final School for
t hose who would be worthy to enter Hi s Paradise. And, this too Lestat
had seen, the Heaven glinpsed a mllion tinmes by saints and deat hbed
victins, of ever bloomng trees and flowers eternally sweet and endl ess
crystal towers of happy, happy beings, shorn of all flesh and one at
last with countless choirs of singing angels.

It was an old tale. It was too old. It had been told too many times,
this tal e-of Heaven with her open gates, and God Qur Maker sending forth
H's endless light to those who clinbed the nythic stairs to join the
cel estial court forever.

How many nortals waking froma near death sleep have struggled to
descri be these sanme wonders!

How many saints have clainmed to have glinpsed this indescribable and
eternal Eden?

And how cleverly this Devil Memmoch had laid out his case to plead for
nortal conpassion for his sin, that he and he al one had opposed a
nmerciless and indifferent God, to beg that Deity to | ook down with
conpassi onate eyes on a fleshly race of beings who had by nmeans of their
own sel fless | ove managed to engender souls worthy of Hs interest?

This, then, was the fall of Lucifer like the Star of Morning fromthe
sky-an angel begging for the Sons and Daughters of Men that they had now
t he countenances and hearts of angels.

"G ve them Paradise, Lord, give it to themwhen they have learnt in
nmy school how to love all that you have created."

Oh, a book has been filled with this adventure. Memmoch the Devil
cannot be condensed here in these few unjust paragraphs.

But this was the sumof what fell on nmy ears as | sat in this chilly
New York room gazing now and then past Lestat's frantic, pacing figure
at the white sky of ever falling snow, shutting out beneath his roaring
narrative the runble of the city far below, and struggling with the
awful fear in nyself that | nust at the clinmax of his tale di sappoint
him That | nust remnd himthat he had done no nore than shape the
nmystic journey of a thousand saints in a new and pal atabl e fashi on

So it is a school that replaces those rings of eternal fire which the
poet Dante described in such degree as to sicken the reader, and even
the tender Fra Angelico felt conpelled to paint, where naked nortals
bathed in flame were neant to suffer for eternity.

A school, a place of hope, a pronise of redenption great enough
perhaps to wel come even us, the Children of the N ght, who counted
mur ders anong their sins as numerous as those of ancient Huns or
Mongol s.

Ch, this was very sweet, this picture of the life hereafter, the
horrors of the natural world laid off upon a wi se but distant God, and
the Devil's folly rendered with such keen intelligence.



Wuld that it were true, would that all the poens and paintings of
the world were but a mirror of such hopeful splendor

It might have saddened ne; it m ght have broken nme down to where
hung ny head and couldn't look at him

But a single incident fromhis tale, one which to himhad been a
passi ng encounter, |oonmed |arge for ne beyond all the rest and | ocked
itself to ny thoughts, so that as he went on and on, | coul dn't banish
this fromny mnd: that he, Lestat, had drunk the very blood of Chri st
on the road to Cal vary. That he, Lestat, had spoken to this CGod
I ncarnate, who by H's own will had wal ked towards this horrible Death on
ol got ha. That he, Lestat, a fearful and trenbling w tness had been nmade
to stand in the narrow dusty streets of ancient Jerusalemto see CQur
Lord pass, and that this Lord, Qur Living Lord, had, with the crossbeam
of the crucifix strapped to H's shoulders, offered Hs throat to Lestat,
t he chosen pupil.

Ah, such fancy, this nmadness, such fancy. | had not expected to be so
hurt by anything in this tale. | had not expected this to make a burning
in my chest, a tightness in ny throat fromwhich no words coul d escape.
| had not wanted this. The only salvation of ny wounded heart was to
t hi nk how quaint and foolish it was that such a tabl eau- Jerusalem the
dusty street, the angry crowds, the bl eeding God, now scourged and
i npi ng beneath H s wooden wei ght-should include a | egend old and sweet
of a woman with a Veil outstretched to wi pe the bloody Face of Christ in
confort, and thereby to receive for all time H s |Inmage

It does not take a scholar, David, to know such saints were nade by
other saints in centuries to conme as actors and actresses chosen for a
Passion Play in a country village. Veronica! Veronica, whose very name
means True |kon.

And our hero, our Lestat, our Pronetheus, with that Veil given him by
the very hand of God, had fled this great and ghastly real m of Heaven
and Hell and the Stations of the Cross, crying No! and I will not! and
cone back, breathless, running Iike a nmadman through the snows of New
York, seeking only to be with us, turning his back on all of it.

My head swam There was a war inside of nme. | couldn't | ook at him

On and on he went, going over it, talking again of the sapphiric
Heavens and the angels' song, arguing with hinmself and with you and with
Dora, and the conversation seenmed |ike so much shattered gl ass.
couldn't bear it.

The Bl ood of Christ inside hinP The Blood of Christ passing his |ips,
his unclean lips, his Undead lips, the Blood of Christ making of hima
nonstrous G boriun? The Bl ood of Christ?

"Let me drink!" | cried out suddenly. "Lestat, let ne drink, fromyou,
et me drink your blood that has H's blood inside it!" | couldn't
bel i eve my own earnestness, ny own wild desperation. "Lestat, let ne
drink. Let me look for the blood with ny tongue and nmy heart. Let ne
drink, please; you can't deny ne that one nonent of intimacy. And if it
was Christ... if it was ..." | couldn't finish it.

"Ch, mad and foolish child,” he said. "All you'll know if you sink
your teeth into ne is what we learn fromthe visions we see with all our



victinse. You'll learn what | think | saw. You'll learn what | think was

made known to nme. You'll learn that ny blood runs in my veins, which you
know now. You'll learn that |I believe it was Christ, but no nore than
that."

He shook his head in disappointnent as he glared at ne.

"No, I'l'l know," | said. | rose fromthe table, ny hands quivering.
"Lestat, give ne this one enbrace and I'll never ask another thing of
you for all eternity. Let ne put ny lips to your throat, Lestat, let ne
test the tale, let me doit!"

"You break ny heart, you little fool,"
"You al ways did."

he said with tears welling.

"Don't judge me!" | cried.

He went on, speaking to me alone, fromhis mnd as much as with his
voice. | couldn't tell if anyone else there could even hear him But I
heard him |1 would not forget a single word.

"And what if it was the Blood of God, Armand," he asked, "and not part
and parcel of sone titanic lie, what would you find in nme? Go out to the
early nmorning Mass and snatch your victinms fromthose just cone fromthe
Conmmmuni on Rail! What a pretty ganme that would be, Armand, to feed
forever only on Holy Communi cants! You can have your Bl ood of Chri st

fromany one of them 1| tell you, | do not believe these spirits, God,
Memmoch, these liars; | tell you, | refuse! I wuldn't stay, |I fled
their damed school, | lost nmy eye as | battled them they snatched it

fromme, w cked angels clawing at me when | ran away fromthem You want
the Bl ood of Christ, then go down now in the dark church to the
fisherman's Mass and knock the sleepy priest aside fromthe Altar, if
you will, and grab the Chalice fromhis consecrated hands. Go ahead, do
it!

"Bl ood of Christ!" he continued, his face one great eye fixing nme in
its merciless beam "If it was ever in ne, this sacred bl ood, then ny
body has dissolved it and burnt it up like candl e wax devours the w ck
You know this. What's left of Christ in the belly of H's faithful when
they | eave the church?"

"No," | said. "No, but we are not humans!" | whi spered, seeking
somehow in softness to drown out his angry vehenence. "Lestat, 'l
know It was His blood, not transubstantiated bread and w ne! H s bl ood,
Lestat, and I'Il know if it's inside of you. Ch, let nme drink, | beg
you. Let me drink so | can forget every dammed thing you' ve told us, |et
me drink!"

I could scarcely keep nmyself fromlaying hands on him fromforcing
himto ny will, never mnd his | egendary strength, his gruesone tenper.
I'"d lay hold of himand nake himsubmit. |1'd take the bl ood-.

But these thoughts were foolish and vain. H's whole tale was foolish
and vain, and yet | turned around, and in a fury | spit the words at
hi m

"Why didn't you accept? Wiy didn't you go with Memmoch if he could
have taken you fromthis awful living Hell we share, why didn't you?"

"They |l et you escape,” you said to him David. You broke in, quieting



me with a small pleading gesture of your |eft hand.

But | had no patience for analysis or inevitable interpretation.
couldn't get the image out of ny mnd, Qur Bloody Lord, Qur Lord with
t he crossbeam bound to His shoul ders, and she, Veronica, this sweet
fignent with the Veil in her hands. Ch, howis it such a fantasy could
get its hook so deep?

"Back away fromnme, all of you," he cried. "I have the Veil. | told
you. Christ gave it to me. Veronica gave it to ne. | took it with nme out
of Memmoch's Hell, when all his inps tried to take it fromne."

| scarcely heard. Veil, the actual Veil, what trick is this? My head
ached. The fisherman's Mass. If there was such a thing in St. Patrick's
below, | wanted to go there. I was weary of this glass-walled tower
room cut off fromthe taste of the wind and the wild refreshi ng wetness
of the snow

Why did Lestat back up against the wall? What did he take out of his
coat? The Veil! Some gaudy trick to seal this whole masterpiece of
may henf?

| |1 ooked up, ny eyes roani ng over the snowy night beyond the glass and
only slowy finding their mark: the opened cloth which he held up in his
hands, his own head bowed, the cloth revealed as reverently as it m ght
have been by Veroni ca.

"My Lord!" | whispered. Al the world was gone in curls of weightless
sound and light. | saw Hmthere. "My Lord." | saw H s Face, not
pai nted, printed or otherwise daintily tricked into the tiny fibers of
the fine white cloth, but blazing with a flame that woul d not consune
the vehicle that bore the heat of it. My Lord, ny Lord the Man, ny Lord
my Christ, the Man with bl ack and sharpened crown of thorns, and |ong
twi sted brown hair so fearfully clotted with bl ood, and great wondering
dark eyes that stared straight at nme, the sweet and vivid portals of the
Soul of God, so radiant their imreasurable |ove that all poetry dies
before it, and a soft and sil ken nouth of unquestioning and unjudgi ng
sinmplicity, open to take a silent and agoni zing breath at the very
monent the Veil had conme to soothe this hideous suffering.

| wept. |I clanped ny hand to ny nouth, but | couldn't stop nmy words.
"Ch, Christ, nmy tragic Christ!" | whispered. "Not made by human
hands!" | cried out. "Not made by hunman hands!" How wretched nmy words,

how feeble, how filled with sorrow. "This Man's Face, this Face of Cod
and Man. He bl eeds. For the Iove of Almghty God, look at it!"

But not a sound had conme fromne. | couldn't nove. | couldn't
breathe. 1'd fallen down on ny knees in ny shock and in ny hel pl essness.
I never wanted to take ny eyes fromit. | never wanted anythi ng anynore
again ever. | wanted only to look at it. | wanted only to look at H m
and | saw Hm and | saw back, back over the centuries, back to H's Face
inthe light of the earthen lanp burning in the house in Podil, H's Face

gazing at me fromthe panel between nmy quivering fingers amd the
candl es of the Scriptoriumof the Mnastery of the Caves, Hi s Face as |
had never seen it on those glorious walls of Venice or Florence where
had for so |long and so desperately sought it.

H s Face, Hs manly Face infused with the Divine, nmy tragic Lord
gazing at me frommy Mther's arnms in the frozen sludge of the |ong-ago



street of Podil, my loving Lord in bloody Mjesty.
| didn't care what Dora said.
| didn't care that she screamed H's Holy Nanme. | didn't care. | knew.

And as she declared her faith, as she snatched the Veil from Lestat's
very hands and ran with it out of this apartnent, | followed, noving
after her and after the Veil-though in the sanctuary of ny heart | never
noved.

| never stirred.

A great stillness had overtaken ny mnd, and ny |inbs no | onger
mat t er ed.

It did not matter that Lestat fought with her, and cautioned her that
she must not believe this thing, and that the three of us stood on the
steps of the Cathedral and that the snow fell |ike sone splendid
bl essing fromthe invisible and fathom ess Heavens.

It did not matter that the sun was soon to rise, a fiery silver bal
beyond the canopy of nelting clouds.

I could die now

I had seen Hm and all the rest-the words of Memmoch and his
fanciful God, the pleas of Lestat that we conme away, that we hide
oursel ves before the norning devoured us all-it did not nmatter

| could die now
"Not made by human hands, " | whi spered.

A crowd gathered around us at the doors. The warm air came out of the
church in a deep delicious gust. It didn't nmatter

"The Veil, the Veil," they cried. They saw They saw Hi s Face
Lestat's desperate inploring cries were dying away.

The nmorning cane down in its thunderous white-hot light, rolling over
roofs and curdling the night in a thousand glassy walls and slowy
unl eashing its nonstrous glory.

"Bear witness," | said. | held up nmy open arnms to the blinding |ight,
this nmolten silvery death. "This sinner dies for Hnm This sinner goes
to Hm"

Cast me into Hell, Ch Lord, if that is Your will. You have given ne
Heaven. You have shown ne Your Face.

And Your Face was human

| SHOT UPWARDS. The pain | felt was total, scalding away all will or
power to choose nmonentum An expl osion inside ne sent ne skyward, right
into the pearly snowy |ight which had conme in a sudden flood, as it

al ways does, froma threatening eye one nonent, sending its endl ess rays
over the cityscape, to a tidal wave of weightless nolten illum nation
rolling over all things great and small



H gher and higher | went, spinning as if the force of the interior
expl osi on woul d not stop its intensity, and in nmy horror | saw that ny
cl ot hes had been burnt away, and a snoke veered off nmy linbs into the
whirling w nd.

| caught one full glinpse of ny Iinbs, ny naked outstretched arns and
spl ayed | egs, silhouetted against the obliterating light. My flesh was
burnt bl ack al ready, shiny, sealed to the sinews of ny body, collapsed
to the intricate tangle of nuscles which encased nmy bones.

The pain reached the zenith of what | could bear, but how can
explain that it didn't matter to ne; | was on the way to nmy own death,
and this seemingly endl ess torture was nothing, nothing. | could endure
all things, even the burning in the eyes, the know edge that they would
soon nelt or explode in this furnace of sunlight, and that all that I
was woul d pass out of flesh.

Abruptly the scene changed. The roar of the wi nd was gone, mny eyes
were qui et and focused, and all around there arose a great famliar
chorus of hymms. | stood at an altar, and as | |ooked up | beheld a
church before ne thronged with people, its painted colums rising |like
so many ornate tree trunks out of the w lderness of singing nouths and
wonderi ng eyes. Everywhere, to right and to left, | saw this i mense and
endl ess congregation. The church had no walls to bind it, and even the
ri sing domes, decorated in the purest and nost glittering gold with the
hamrered saints and angels, gave way to the great ever thinning and
never endi ng bl ue sky.

Incense filled nmy nostrils. Around nme, the tiny golden bells rang in
uni son, and with one riff of delicate nmelody tunbling fast upon anot her
The snmoke burnt ny eyes but so sweetly, as the fragrance of the incense
filled my nostrils and nmade ny eyes water, and ny vision becone one with
all | tasted and touched and heard.

| threw out ny arnms, and | saw | ong gol den-tri med white sl eeves
covering them falling back fromwists which were covered with the soft
fl eecy down of a man's natural hair. These were ny hands, yes, but ny
hands years past the nortal point where |life had been fixed in nme. They
were the hands of a man

Qut of ny mouth there came a song, echoing loudly and singly over the
congregation, and then their voices rose in answer, and once again
i ntoned my conviction, the conviction that had overconme nme to the marrow
of mny bones:

"Christ is come. The Incarnation is begun in all things and in al

men and wonen, and will go on forever!" It seemed a song of such
perfection that the tears flowed fromnme, and as | bowed ny head and
cl asped nmy hands | | ooked down to see the bread and the wine in front of

me, the rounded | oaf waiting to be blessed and broken and the wine in
the gol den chalice there to be transforned.

"This is the Body of Christ, and this is Bl ood shed for us now and
before and forever, and in every nonent of which we are alive!” | sang
out. | laid ny hands on the loaf and lifted it, and a great stream of
[ight poured forth out of it, and the congregati on gave forth their
sweet est | oudest hymm of praise.

In ny hands | held the chalice. | held it high as the bells peal ed



fromthe towers, towers and towers that crowded near the towers of this
grand church, stretching for mles in all directions, the whole world
havi ng becom ng this great and gl orious w | derness of churches, and here
beside ne the little golden bells chined.

Once again canme the gusts of incense. Setting down the chalice
| ooked at the sea of faces stretching before me. | turned nmy head from
left to right, and then | | ooked Heavenward at the di sappearing nosaics
whi ch becane one with the rising, roiling white clouds.

| saw gol d dones beneath Heaven.
| saw the endl ess rooftops of Podil

I knew it was Madimr's City in all its glory, and that I stood in the

great sanctuary of Santa Sofia, all screens having been taken away that

woul d have divided me fromthe people, and all those other churches

whi ch had been but ruins in ny |ong-ago di mchil dhood were now restored

to magni ficence, and the gol den domes of Kiev drank the [ight of the sun
and gave it back with the power of a mllion planets basking eternal in

the fire of a mllion stars.

"My Lord, my God!" | cried out. | |ooked down at the enbroidered
spl endor of my vestnents, the green satin and its threads of pure
metal lic gold.

On either side of me stood ny brothers in Christ, bearded, eyes
glowi ng as they assisted ne, as they sang the hymms which | sang, as our
voi ces mngled, pressing on fromanthemto anthemin notes that | could
al nrost see rising before ne to the airy firnmanment above.

"Gve it tothem Gve it to them because they are hungry,” | cried.
broke the | oaf of bread in ny hands. | broke it into halves, and then
into quarters, and tore these hastily into small norsels which crowded
t he shining golden plate

En masse, the congregation nounted the steps, tender pink little hands
reaching for the norsels, which | gave out as fast as |I could, norse
after norsel, not a crunmb spilling, the bread divided anong dozens, and
then scores, and then hundreds, as they pressed forward, the newconers
barely allow ng those who had been fed to make their way back

On and on they cane. But the hymms did not cease. Voices, nmuted at the
altar, silenced as the bread was devoured, soon burst forth | oud and
j ubi | ant agai n.

The bread was eternal

| tore its soft thick crust again and again and put it into the
outstretched pal ns, the gracefully cupped fingers.

"Take it, take the Body of Christ!" | said.

Dark wavering shadowy fornms rose around nme, rising up out of the
gl eami ng gold and silver floor. They were trunks of trees, and their
i nbs arched upward and then down towards ne, and | eaves and berries
fell fromthese branches, down onto the altar, onto the gol den plate and
onto the sacred bread now in a great mass of fragments.

"Gather themup!" | cried. | picked up the soft green | eaves and the



fragrant acorns and | gave these too to the eager hands. | | ooked down
and | saw grain pouring through nmy fingers, grain which I offered to
opened lips, grain which |I poured into open nouths.

The air was thick with the soundl ess falling of the green | eaves, so

much so that the soft brilliant shade of green tinted all around it,
br oken suddenly everywhere by the flight of tiny birds. Amllion
sparrows flushed Heavenward. A million finches soared, the brilliant sun
flitting on their tiny outstretched w ngs.

"Forever, ongoing, always in every cell and every atom" | prayed.
"The Incarnation,” | said. "And the Lord has dwelt anmpong us." My words

rang out again as if a roof covered us, a roof that could echo ny song,
t hough our roof was now the roofl ess sky al one.

The crowd pressed in. They surrounded the altar. My brothers had
sl i pped away, thousands of hands tugging gently at their vestnents,
pul ling them back fromthe table of God. Al around ne there pressed
t hese hungry ones who took the bread as | gave it, who took the grain,
who took the acorns by the handful, who took even the tender green
| eaves.

There stood my Mot her beside ne, nmy beautiful and sad-faced Mther, a
fine enbroi dered headdress gracing her thick gray hair, with her
winkled little eyes fastened on nme, and in her trenbling hands, her
dried and fearful fingers, she held the nost splendid of offerings, the
pai nted eggs! Red and blue, and yell ow and gol den, and decorated with
bands of dianonds and chains of the flowers of the field, the eggs
shimrered in their |acquered splendor as if they were giant polished
j ewel s.

And there in the very center of her offering, this offering which she
held up with shivering winkled arns, there lay the very egg which she
had once so long ago entrusted to ne, the light, raw egg so gorgeously
decorated in brilliant ruby red with the star of gold in the very center
of the framed oval, this precious egg which had surely been her finest
creation, the finest achi evenent of her hours with the burning wax and
boi I i ng dye.

It wasn't lost. It had never been lost. It was there. But sonething
was happening. | could hear it. Even under the great swelling song of
the multitudes | could hear it, the tiny sound inside the egg, the tiny
fluttering sound, the tiny cry.

"Mother," | said. | took it. I held it in both hands and brought ny
t hunbs down against the brittle shell

"No, my son!" she cried. She wailed. "No, no, ny son, no!"

But it was too |late. The |acquered shell was smashed beneath ny
t hunbs and out of its fragments had risen a bird, a beautiful and full-
grown bird, a bird of snowwhite wings and tiny yell ow beak and
brilliant black eyes Iike bits of jet.

A long fall sigh came out of ne.

Qut of the egg, it rose, unfolding its perfectly feathered white
Wi ngs, its tiny beak open in a sudden shrill cry. Up it flew, this bird,
freed of the broken red shell, up and up, over the heads of the
congregation, and up through the soft swirling rain of the green |eaves



and fluttering sparrows, up through the glorious clamur of the pealing
bells, it flew

The bells of the towers rang out so loud that they shook the swirling
| eaves in the atnosphere, so loud that the soaring columms quivered,
that the crowd rocked and sang all the nore heartily as if to be in
perfect unison with the great resoundi ng gol den-throated peals.

The bird was gone. The bird was free.

"Christ is born," | whispered. "Christ is risen. Christ is in Heaven
and on Earth. Christ is with us.”

But no one could hear ny voice, ny private voice, and what did it
matter, for all the world sung the same song?

A hand clutched ne. Rudely, neanly, it tore at ny white sl eeve.
turned. | drewin ny breath to screamand froze in terror

A man, cone out of nowhere, stood beside nme, so close that our faces
al nrost touched. He glared down at ne. | knew his red hair and beard, his
fierce and inpious blue eyes. | knew he was ny Father, but he was not ny
Fat her but sonme horrific and powerful presence infused into ny Father's
vi sage, and there, planted beside ne, a col ossus beside nme, glaring down
at me, nocking ne by his power and his height.

He reached out and sl amed the back of his hand agai nst the gol den
chalice. It wobbled and fell, the consecrated wi ne staining the norsels
of bread, staining the altar cloth of woven gol d.

"But you can't!" | cried. "Look what you' ve done!"™ Coul d nobody hear
me over the singing? Could no one hear ne above the peal of the bells?

| was al one.

| stood in a nodern room | stood beneath a white plaster ceiling. |
stood in a donestic room

I was nmyself, a smallish man figure with nmy old tousl ed shoul der-
length curls and the purple-red coat of velvet and the ruff of |ayered
white lace. | leant against the wall. Stunned and still, | leant there,
knowi ng only that every particle of this place, every particle of ne,
was as solid and real as it had been a split second before.

The carpet beneath ny feet was as real as the |eaves which had fallen
i ke snowfl akes t hroughout the i mense Cathedral of Santa Sofia, and ny
hands, ny hairless boyish hands, were as real as the hands of the priest
I"d been a nonent before, who had broken the bread.

A terrible sob rose in ny throat, a terrible cry that I myself could
not bear to hear. My breath would stop if | didn't release it, and this
body, dammed or sacred, nortal or imortal, pure or corrupt, would
surely burst.

But a nmusic conforted me. A nusic slowy articulated itself, clean
and fine, and wholly unlike the great seanl ess and nagnificent chorus
which | had only just heard.

Qut of the silence there |eapt these perfectly fornmed and discrete
notes, this nultitude of cascading sounds that seemed to speak with



crispness and directness, as if in beautiful defiance of the inundation
of sound which | had so | oved.

Ch, to think that ten fingers al one could draw these sounds from a
wooden instrunent in which the hammers, with a dogged rigid notion
woul d strike upon a bronze harp of tautly stretched strings.

I knewit, | knew this song, | knew the piano Sonata, and had | oved
it in passing, and nowits fury paral yzed ne. Appassionata. Up and down
the notes rang i n gorgeous throbbing arpeggi os, thundering downward to
runble in a staccato drumming, only to rise and race again. On and on
went the sprightly nel ody, eloquent, celebratory and utterly human
demanding to be felt as well as heard, demanding to be followed in every
intricate twist and turn

Appassi onat a.

In the furious torrent of notes, | heard the resounding echo of the
wood of the piano; | heard the vibration of its giant taut bronze harp
| heard the sizzling throb of its nultitudinous strings. Ch, yes, on
and on, and on, and on, and on, |ouder, harder, ever pure and ever
perfect, ringing out and wung back as if a note could be a whip. How
can human hands make this enchantnent, how can they pound out of these
ivory keys this deluge, this thrashing, thundering beauty?

It stopped. So great was mny agony | could only shut ny eyes and noan
moan for the | oss of those racing crystalline notes, noan for the |oss
of this pristine sharpness, this wordl ess sound that had nevert hel ess
spoken to nme, begged ne to bear wi tness, begged ne to share and
understand another's intense and utterly demandi ng furor

A screamjolted ne. | opened ny eyes. The room around ne was | arge and
jamred with rich and random contents, franed paintings to the ceiling,
flowered carpets running ranpant beneath the curly | egs of nodern chairs
and tables, and there the piano, the great piano out of which had cone
this sound, shining in the very mddle of this mayhem with its l[ong
strip of grinning white keys, such a triunph of the heart, the soul, the
m nd.

Before ne on the floor a boy knelt praying, an Arab boy of gl ossy
cl ose-cropped curls and a small perfectly fitted djellaba, that is, a
cotton desert robe. His eyes were shut, his round little face pointed
upwar ds, though he didn't see nme, his black eyebrows knit and his lips
nmoving frantically, the words tunbling in Arabic:

"Ch, cone sone denon, sonme angel and stop him oh, conme sonething out
of the darkness | care not what, sonething of power and vengeance,
care not what, cone, conme out of the light and out of the will of the
gods who won't stand to see the oppression of the wicked. Stop him
before he kills my Sybelle. Stop him this is Benjamn, son of Abdulla,
who calls upon you, take nmy soul in forfeit, take ny life, but cone,
conme, that which is stronger than nme and save ny Sybelle."

"Silence!" | shouted. | was out of breath. My face was wet. My lips
wer e shuddering uncontrollably. "What do you want, tell nme?"

He | ooked at nme. He saw nme. H s round little Byzantine face m ght
have cone wonder-struck fromthe church wall, but he was here and rea
and he saw ne and | was what he wanted to see.



"Look, you angel!" he shouted, his youthful voice sharpened with its
Arab accent. "Can't you see with your big beautiful eyes!”

| saw.

The whole reality of it came down at once. She, the young woman,
Sybell e, was fighting to cling to the piano, not to be snatched off the
bench, her hands out struggling to reach the keys, her mouth shut, and a
terrible groan pushing up against her sealed |lips, her yellow hair
flying about her shoul ders. And the man who shook her, who pulled at
her, who screaned at her, suddenly dealing her one fine blowwth his
fist that sent her over backwards, falling off the piano bench so that a
scream escaped from her and she fell over herself, an ungainly tangle of
linbs on the carpeted floor.

" Appassi onat a, Appasstonata,” he growl ed at her, a bear of a creature in
hi s megal omani acal tenper. "I won't listen to it, I will not, | wll

not, you will not do this to me, tony life. It's my lifel" He roared
like a bull. "I won't let you go on!"

The boy | eapt up and grabbed ne. He clutched at ny wists and when
shook himoff, staring at himin bafflenment, he clutched nmy vel vet
cuffs.

"Stop him angel. Stop him devil! He cannot beat her anynore. He
will Kkill her. Stop him devil, stop him she is good!"

She crawl ed to her knees, her hair a shredded veil concealing her
face. A great snear of dried blood covered the side of her narrow waist,
a stain sunk deep into the flowered fabric.

I ncensed, | watched as the man withdrew. Tall, his head shaven, his
eyes bul ging, he put his hands to his ears, and he cursed her: "Mad
stupid bitch, nad nmad selfish bitch. Do | have no life? Do | have no
justice? Do | have no dreans?"

But she had flung her hands on the keys again. She was racing right
into the Second Movenent of the Appassionata as though she had never
been interrupted. Her hands beat on the keys. One furious volley of
notes after another rose, as if witten for no other purpose than to
answer him to defy him as if to cry out, I will not stop, I will not
st op-.

| saw what was to happen. He turned around and glared at her, but it
was only to let the rage rise to its fall power, his eyes wide, his
mouth twi sted in anguish. Alethal snmle fornmed on his |ips.

Back and forth she rocked on the piano bench, her hair flying, her
face lifted, her mnd having no need to see the keys she struck, to plot
the course of her hands that raced fromright to left, that never | ost
control of the torrent.

Qut of her sealed lips there came a | ow humm ng, a grindi ng humm ng
right in tune with the nel odies that gushed fromthe keys. She arched
her back and | owered her head, her hair falling down on the backs of her
raci ng hands. On she went, on into thunder, on into certainty, on into
refusal, on into defiance, on into affirmation, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.

The man made his nove for her.



The frantic boy, leaving nme in desperation, darted to cone between
them and the man sl amed himaside with such fury that the boy was
knocked flat and sprawling on the fl oor

But before the man's hands could reach her shoul ders, before he could so
much as touch her-and she went now into the First Myvenent again, ah, ah
aaaah! the Appassionata all over again in all its power-I had hold of
him and spun himround to face ne.

"Kill her, will you?" I whispered. "Well, we shall see.”

"Yes!" he cried out, face sweating, protuberant eyes glistening. "Kil
her! She's vexed nme to utter madness, that's what she's done, and she'l
die!" Too incensed even to question ny presence, he tried to push ne
aside, his sights fixed already once again on her. "Damm you, Sybelle,
stop that nmusic, stop it!"

Her mel ody and chords were in the node of thunder again. Flinging her
hair fromside to side, she charged onward.

I forced himbackwards, ny left hand catching his shoul der, ny right
pushing his chin up out of nmy way as | nuzzled in against his throat,
tore it open and let the blood come into ny nmouth. It was scal ding and
rich and full of his hatred, full of bitterness, fall of his blasted
dreans and vengeful fancies.

Ch, the heat of it. | took it in in deep draughts, seeing it all, how
he had | oved her, nourished her, she his talented sister, he the clever,
Vi ci ous-tongued and tone-deaf brother, guiding her towards the pinnacle
of his precious and refined universe, until a comon tragedy had broken
her ascent and left her mad, turning fromhim fromnenory, from
anbition, |ocked forever in nmourning for the victinms of that tragedy,
their |oving and appl audi ng parents, struck down on a w ndi ng road
through a dark and distant valley in the very nights before her greatest
triunph, her debut as full-fledged genius of the piano for all the w de
wor | d.

| saw their car rattling and plummeting through the darkness. | heard
the brother in the back seat chattering, his sister beside himfast
asleep. | saw the car strike the other car. | saw the stars above in
cruel and silent witness. | saw the bruised and lifeless bodies. | saw
her stunned face as she stood unharmed, her clothes torn, by the side of
the road. | heard himcry out in horror. | heard himcurse in disbelief.
| saw the broken gl ass. Broken glass everywhere glittering beautifully
in the light of headl anps. | saw her eyes, her pale blue eyes. | saw her
heart cl ose.

My victimwas dead. He slipped out of ny grasp
He was as lifeless as his parents had been in that hot desert place.

He was dead and crunpled and could never hurt her again, could never
pul | her long yellow hair, or beat her, or stop her as she pl ayed.

The room was sweetly still except for her playing. She had cone again
to the Third Movenent, and she swayed gently with its quieter beginning,
its polite and neasured steps.

The boy danced for joy. In his fine little djellaba, his feet bare,
his round head covered with thick black curls, he was the Arab ange



| eaping into the air, dancing, crying out, "He's dead, he's dead, he's
dead." He cl apped his hands, he rubbed themtogether, he clapped them

again, he flung themup. "He's dead, he's dead, he's dead, he'll never
hurt her, he'll never vex her, he's doubl e-vexed forever, he's dead,
he's dead. "

But she didn't hear him On she played, making her way through these
sl unberi sh | ow notes, hunm ng softly and then parting her lips to nmake a
nmonosyl | abi ¢ song.

I was fall with his blood. | felt it washing through nme. | loved it,
| loved every drop of it. |I regained ny breath fromthe effort of having
so quickly consuned it, and then | wal ked slowy, quietly as I could, as
if she could hear when she could not, and stood at the end of the piano
| ooki ng at her.

VWhat a snmall tender face she had, so girlish with deep-set, huge and
pal e blue eyes. But | ook at the bruises on her face. Look at the bl ood-
red scratches on her cheek. Look at the field of tiny red bl eeding
pi npoi nt wounds on her tenple where a shock of her hair had been ripped
right out by the roots.

She didn't care. The greeni sh-bl ack brui ses on her bare arnms neant
nothing to her. She played on

How del i cate her neck was, even with the blackish swelling inprint of
his fingers, and how graceful her small bony shoul ders, barely hol di ng
up the sleeves of her thin flowered cotton dress. Her strong ashen
eyebrows canme together in the sweetest frown of concentration as she
gazed before her at nothing but her lilting, peaking nusic, her |ong
clean fingers al one envincing her titanic and i ndomtable strength.

She |l et her gaze drift to me, and she smiled as if she had seen
sonet hing that nonmentarily pleased her; she bowed her head once, twi ce,
three times in rapid time with the nusic, but as though she were noddi ng
to ne.

"Sybelle,” | whispered. | put ny fingers to nmy lips and ki ssed them
and bl ew the kiss to her, as her fingers marched on

But then her vision msted, and she was off again, the Myvenent
demandi ng speed from her, her head jerked back with the effort of her
assault on the keys. And the Sonata sprang once again into its nost
triunphant life.

Sonet hi ng nore powerful than the light of the sun engulfed ne. It was
a power so total that it utterly surrounded me and sucked nme up out of
the room out of the world, out of the sound of her playing, out of ny
senses.

"Noooo, don't take me now" | screaned. But an i mmense and enpty
bl ackness swal | owed t he sound.

I was flying, weightless, with ny burnt black |inbs outstretched, and
in a Hell of excrutiating pain. This cannot be ny body, | sobbed, seeing
the black flesh sealed to ny nuscles |like | eather, seeing every tendon
of my arnms, ny fingernails bent and bl ackened |ike bits of burnt horn
No, not my body, | cried, Ch, Mther help nme, help ne! Benjam n, help
ne. ..



| began to fall. Onh, there was no one who could help me now but one
Bei ng.

"God, give nme the courage,” | cried. "God if it's begun, give ne the
courage, God, | can't give up ny reason, God, let me know where | am
God, let ne understand what is happening, God, where is the church, Cod,
where is the bread and the wi ne, God, where is she, God help nme, help
me. "

Down and down | fell, past spires of glass, past grids of blind
wi ndows. Past rooftops and pointed towers. | fell through the harsh and
wild wailing of the wind. I fell through the stinging torrent of snow |
fell and I fell. | fell past the wi ndow where the unm stakable figure of
Benjanm n stood with his tiny hand on the drape, his black eyes fixed on
me for one split second, his mouth open, tiny Arab angel. | fell down
and down, the skin shriveling and tightening on ny |legs so that I
couldn't bend them tightening on ny face so that | couldn't open ny
nmout h, and with an agoni zi ng expl osion of raw pain, | struck hard-packed
SNOW.

My eyes were open and fire fl ooded them

The sun had fully risen.

"I shall die now 1| shall die!" | whispered. "And in this |ast nonment
of burning paralysis, when all the world is gone and there is nothing
left, I hear her nmusic! | hear her playing the final notes of the Appas-
sionatal | hear her. | hear her tumultuous song."

| DDN T DIE. Not by any neans. | awoke to hear her playing, but she and
her piano were very far away. In the first few hours after twlight,
when the pain was at its worst, | used the sound of her music, used the
search for it, to keep nyself from screanm ng in nmadness because not hi ng
could make the pain stop.

Deeply encased in snow, | couldn't nove and couldn't see, save what
my mind could see if | chose to use it, and wishing to die, | used
nothing. I only listened to her playing the Appassionata, and sonetines

I sang along with her in ny dreans.

Al the first night and the second, | listened to her, that is, when
she was disposed to play. She would stop for hours, to sleep perhaps. |
couldn't know. Then she would begin again and 1'd begin with her

| followed her Three Moyvenents until | knew them as she nust know
them by heart. | knew the variations she worked into her nusic; | knew
how no two nusi cal phrases she played were ever the sane.

| listened to Benjanmn calling for me, | heard his crisp little
voi ce, speaking very rapidly and very much in New York style, saying,
"Angel , you've not done with us, what are we to do with hinf? Angel, cone
back. Angel, 1'll give you cigarettes. Angel, | have plenty of good
cigarettes. Cone back. Angel, that's just a joke. | know you can get;
your own cigarettes. But this is really vexing, you |leaving this dead
body, Angel. Cone back."

There were hours when | heard nothing of either of them M m nd
hadn't the strength to reach out telepathically to them just to see
them one through the eyes of the other. No. That kind of strength was
gone.



| lay in mute stillness, burnt as nuch by all that 1'd seen and felt as
by any sunlight, hurt and enpty inside, and dead of mind and heart, save
for my love for them It was easy enough, wasn't it, in blackest msery
to love two pretty strangers, a nmad girl and a m schi evous streetw se
boy who cared for her? There was no history to it, my killing her
brother. Bravo, and finished. There was five hundred years of history to
t he pain of everything el se.

There were hours when only the city talked to nme, the great
clattering, rolling, rustling city of New York, with its traffic forever
cl anki ng, even in the thickest snow, with its [ayers upon |ayers of
voices and lives rising up to the plateau on which | lay, and then
beyond it, vastly beyond it in towers such as the world before this tine
has never behel d.

| knew things but I didn't know what to make of them | knew that the
snow covering ne was growi ng ever deeper, and ever harder, and | didn't
under stand how such a thing as ice could keep away fromne the rays of
t he sun.

Surely, | must die, | thought. If not this com ng day, then the next.
| thought of Lestat holding up the Veil. | thought of H s Face. But the
zeal had left nme. Al hope had left ne.

I will die, I thought. Mdrning by norning, I will die.
But | didn't.

In the city far below, | heard others of nmy kind. | didn't really try
to hear them and so it was not their thoughts that came to nme, but now
and then their words. Lestat and David were there, Lestat and David
t hought that | was dead. Lestat and David nourned for nme. But far worse
horrors plagued Lestat because Dora and the world had taken the Veil,
and the city was now crowded with believers. The Cathedral could scarce
control the multitudes.

O her inmmortal s came, the young, the feeble and sonetines, nost
horribly, the very ancient, wanting to viewthis mracle, slipping into
the nighttine Church anong the nortal worshipers and | ooking with crazed
eyes on the veil

Soneti mes they spoke of poor Armand or brave Armand or St. Armand,
who in his devotion to the Crucified Christ had i mol ated hinsel f at
this very Church door!

Sonetimes they did the sane. And just before the sun was to rise
again, 1'd have to hear them hear their |ast desperate prayers as they
waited for the lethal light. Did they fare better than 1? Did they find
their refuge in the arnms of God? O were they scream ng in agony, agony
such as | felt, unendurably burnt and unable to break away fromit, or
were they lost as | was, remants in alleyways or on distant roofs? No,
they came and they went, whatever their fate

How pale it all was, how far away. | felt so sad for Lestat that he
had bothered to weep for nme, but | was to die here. | was to die sooner
or later. Whatever | had seen in that noment when |I'd risen into the sun
didn't matter. | was to die. That was all there was.

Pi ercing the snowy night, electronic voices spoke of the mracle,



that Christ's Face upon a Veil of linen had cured the sick and left its
inmprint on other cloths pressed to it. Then canme an argunent of
cl ergymen and skeptics, a perfect din.

| followed the sense of nothing. | suffered. | burned. | couldn't
open ny eyes, and when | tried, ny eyel ashes scratched ny eyes and the
agony was too nuch to bear. In darkness, | waited for her

Sooner or later, without fail, there came her magnificent music, with
all its new and wondrous variations, and nothing mattered to ne then
not the nmystery of where | was, or what | might have seen, or what it
was that Lestat and David neant to do.

It was not until the seventh night perhaps that nmy senses were fully
restored to ne, and the fall horror of ny state was understood.

Lestat was gone. So was David. The Church had been shut up. Fromthe
murmuri ngs of nortals | soon realized that the Veil had been taken away.

I could hear the minds of all the city, a din that was unsupportabl e.
| shut nyself off fromit, fearing the vagrant i mortal who'd honme in on
me if he caught but one spark fromny telepathic mnd. | couldn't endure
t he thought of sone attenpted rescue by i mortal strangers. | couldn't
endure the thought of their faces, their questions, their possible
concern or nmerciless indifference. I hid nyself fromthem coiled up in
nmy cracked and tightened flesh. Yet | heard them as | heard the norta
voi ces around them speaking of mracles and redenption and the |ove of
Chri st.

Besi des, | had enough to think about to figure ny present predi canent
and how it had cone to be.

| was lying on a roof. That is where ny fall had left me, but not
under the open sky, as | mght have hoped or supposed. On the contrary,
nmy body had tunbl ed down a sl ope of netal sheeting, to | odge beneath a
torn and rusted overhang, where it had been repeatedly buried in the
wi nd-stirred snow.

How had | gotten here? |I could only suppose.

By my own will, and with the first explosion of nmy blood in the |ight
of the norning sun, | had been driven upwards, as high perhaps as |
could go. For centuries I'd known howto clinmb to airy heights and how
to nove there, but I'd never pushed it to a conceivable Iimt, but with
nmy zeal for death, | had strained with all mnmy available strength to nove
Heavenward. My fall had been fromthe greatest height.

The buil ding beneath nme was enpty, abandoned, dangerous, w thout heat
or light.

Not a sound issued fromits hollow netal stairwells or its battered,
crunbling rooms. Indeed the wind played the structure now and then as if
it were a great pipe organ, and when Sybelle was not at her piano it was
to this nusic | listened, shutting out the rich cacophony of the city
above, beyond and bel ow.

Now and then nortals crept inside the |lower floors of the building. |
felt a sudden w enchi ng hope. Wul d one be fool enough to wander to this
rooftop where I mght lay hands on himand drink the blood I needed
merely to crawl free of the overhang which protected nme and thereby give



nmysel f unsheltered to the sun? As | lay now, the sun could scarce reach
me. Only a dull white light scorched me through the snowy shroud in

whi ch I was wound, and with the | engthening of each night this newy
inflicted pain would nellowinto the rest.

But nobody ever cane up here.

Death would be slow, very slow It might have to wait until the warm
weat her cane and the snow nelted.

And so each norning, as | longed for death, | came to accept that |
woul d wake, nore burnt perhaps then ever, but all the nore conceal ed by
the winter blizzard, as | had been concealed all along, fromthe
hundreds of |ighted wi ndows that | ooked down upon this roof from above.

VWhen it was deadly quiet, when Sybelle slept and Benji had ceased
praying to me and talking to me at the wi ndow, the worst happened.
thought, in a cold listless broken way, of those strange things that had
befallen me when |I'd been tunbling through space, because | could think
of nothing el se.

How utterly real it had been, the altar of Santa Sofia and the bread
I'd broken in nmy hands. 1'd known things, so many things, things which
couldn't recall any longer or put into words, things which I could not
articulate here in this narrative even as | sought to relive the tale.

Real . Tangible. | had felt the altar cloth and seen the wine spill, and
before that the bird rise out of the egg. | could hear the sound of the
cracking of the shell. | could hear ny Mdther's voice. And all the rest.

But nmy mind didn't want these things anynore. It didn't want them
The zeal had proved fragile. It was gone, gone like the nights with ny
Master in Venice, gone |like the years of wandering with Louis, gone |ike
the festive nmonths on The Night Island, gone |like those | ong shameful
centuries with the Children of Darkness when | had been a fool, such a
pure fool

I could think of the Veil, | could think of Heaven, | could think of
nmy standing at the Altar and working the mracle with the Body of Chri st
in my hands. Yes, | could think of all of it. But the totality had been
too terrible, and I was not dead, and there was no Memmoch pl eading with
me to becone his helper, and no Christ with arnms outstretched agai nst
t he backdrop of God's unending light.

It was sweeter by far to think of Sybelle, to remenber that her room
of rich red and blue Turkey carpets and darkly varni shed over bl own
pai nti ngs had been every bit as real as Santa Sofia of Kiev, to think of
her oval white face when she'd turned to glance at nme, to think of the
sudden brightness of her noist, quick eyes.

One evening, as ny eyes actually opened, as the lids truly drew back
over the orbs of ny eyes so that | could see through the white cake of
ice above ne, | realized I was healing.

| tried to flex ny arns. | could raise themever so slightly, and the
encasing ice shattered; what an extraordinary electric sound.

The sun sinply couldn't reach nme here, or not enough to work agai nst
the preternatural fury of the powerful blood ny body contained. Ah, God,
to think of it, five hundred years of grow ng ever stronger and



stronger, and born fromthe blood of Marius in the first place, a
nmonster fromthe start who never knew his own strength.

It seemed for a nonent that ny rage and despair could grow no
greater. It seened the fiery pain in all my body could be no worse.

Then Sybelle started to play. She began to play the Appassionata, and
not hi ng el se mattered.

It wouldn't matter again until her music had stopped. The ni ght was
war ner than usual; the snow had nelted slightly. There seened no
i Mmortal s anywhere near. | knew that the Veil had been spirited away to
the Vatican in Rone. No cause now, was there, for immortals to cone
her e?

Poor Dora. The nightly news said that her prize had been taken from her
Rone nust examine this Veil. Her tales of strange bl ond-haired angels
were the stuff of tabloids, and she herself was no | onger here.

In a nonment of daring, | fastened ny heart upon Sybelle's nusic, and
wi th an achi ng straining head, sent out mny telepathic vision as if it
were a fleshly part of me, a tongue requiring stamna, to see through
Benjanm n's eyes, the roomwhere they were both | odged.

In a lovely golden haze, | sawit, saw the walls covered with the
heavy framed paintings, saw ny beautiful one herself, in a fleecy white
gown with worn slippers, her fingers hard at work. How grand the sweep
of the nusic. And Benjamin, the little worrier, frowning, puffing on a
bl ack cigarette, with hands fol ded behind his back, pacing in his bare
feet and shaking his head as he nunbled to hinself.

"Angel, | have told you to cone back!"

| smled. The creases in ny cheeks hurt as if someone had nade them
with the point of a sharp knife. | shut nmy telepathic eye. | let nyself
slunber in the rushing crescendos of the piano. Besides, Benjanm n had
sensed sonething; his mnd, unwarped by Western sophistication, had
pi cked up sone glinmer of ny prying. Enough

Then anot her vision cane to nme, very sharp, very special and unusual

somet hing that would not be ignored. | turned nmy head again and made the
ice crackle. | held ny eyes open. | could see a blur of lighted towers
hi gh above.

Sonme imortal down there in the city was thinking of ne, soneone far
away, many bl ocks fromthe closed-up Cathedral. In fact, | sensed in an
instant the distant presence of two powerful vanpires, vanpires | knew,
and vanpires who knew of ny death and |lanmented it bitterly as they went
about some inportant task.

Now there was a risk to this. Try to see themand they m ght catch
much nore than the glimer of me which Benjanm n had been so quick to
catch. But the city was enpty of blood drinkers save for them for all
could figure, and I had to know what it was that caused themto nove
with such deliberation and such stealth.

An hour passed perhaps. Sybelle was silent. They, the powerful
vanmpires, were still at their work. | decided to chance it.

| drewin close with ny disincarnate vision, and quickly realized that



I could see one through the eyes of the other, but that it did not work
for me the other way around.

The reason was plain. | sharpened ny sight. | was |ooking through the
eyes of Santino, ny old Roman Coven Master, Santino, and the other whom
| saw was Marius, ny Maker, whose mnd was | ocked to ne for all tine.

It was a vast official building in which they nmade their carefu
progress, both dressed as gentlenen of the nmonment in trimdark blue
clothes, even to starched white collars and thin silk ties. Both had
trimred their hair in deference to corporate fashion. But this was no
corporation in which they prow ed, clearly putting into harm ess thral
any nortal who tried to disturb them It was a nedical building. And
soon guessed what their errand nust be.

It was the forensics |aboratory of the city through which they
wander ed. And though they had taken their tinme in gathering up docunents
for their heavy briefcases, they were quick now with agitation as they
pulled fromrefrigerated conpartnments the remains of those vanpires who
followi ng ny exanple, had turned thensel ves over to the nercy of the
sun.

O course, they were confiscating what the world now had on us. They
were scooping up the remains. Into sinple glistening plastic sacks they
put the residue, out of coffinlike drawers and off shining steel trays.
Wol e bones, ashes, teeth, ah, yes, even teeth, they swept into their
little sacks. And now froma series of filing cabinets they w thdrew the
pl asti c-w apped sanpl es of clothing that remnained.

My heart quickened. | stirred in the ice and the ice spoke back to ne
again. Ch, heart be still. Let me see. It was ny lace, ny very lace, the
thi ck Venetian Rose Point, burnt at the edges, and with it a few
shredded rags of purple-red velvet! Yes, ny pitiful clothes which they
took fromthe | abel ed conpartnent of the filing drawer and slipped into
t heir bags.

Marius stopped. | turned ny head and nmy mnd el sewhere. Do not see

nme. See ne and cone here, and | swear to God | will ... I will what?
have no strength even to nove. | have no strength to escape. Onh,
Sybell e, please, play for me, | have to escape this.

But then, renenbering that he was ny Master, renenbering that he
could trace ne only through the weaker nore nmuddl ed m nd of his
conpani on, Santino, | felt ny heart go quiet.

Fromt he bank of recent menory, | took her nmusic, | framed it with
nunbers and figures and dates, all the little detritus | had brought
with nme over the centuries to her: that Beethoven had witten her sweet
mast er pi ece, that it was Sonata No. 23 in F Mnor, Qpus 57. Think on
that. Think on Beethoven. Think on a nake-believe night in cold Vienna,
make- bel i eve for | knew nothing really about it, think on himwiting
music with a noisy scratchy quill, which he hinmself perhaps could not
hear. Think on himbeing paid in pittances. And think with a snile, yes,
a painful cutting smle that makes your face bleed, of how they brought
hi m pi ano after piano, so powerful was he, so demanding, so fiercely did
he bang away.

And she, pretty Sybelle, what a fine daughter to himshe was, her
powerful fingers striking the keys with terrifying power that would
surely have delighted himhad he ever seen in the distant future, amd



all his frenzied students and worshipers, just this particular mani aca
girl.

It was warmer tonight. The ice was nelting. There was no denying it. |
pressed nmy |ips together and again lifted ny right hand. A cavity
exi sted now in which | could nove ny right fingers.

But | couldn't forget about them the unlikely pair, the one who'd
made ne and the one who'd tried to destroy him Marius and Santino. |
had to check back. Cautiously | sent out ny weak and tentative beam of
probi ng thought. And in an instant, I'd fixed them

They stood before an incinerator in the bowels of the building and
heaved into a fiery nouth all the evidence which they had brought
toget her, sack after sack curling and crackling in the flanes.

How odd. Didn't they thenselves want to | ook at these fragments under
m croscopes? But then surely others of our kind had done this, and why
| ook at the bones and teeth of those who have been baked in Hell when
you can carve pale white tissue fromyour own hand, and place this on
the glass slide while your hand heals itself mracul ously, as | was
heal i ng even now?

I lingered on the vision. | saw the hazy basenent round about them |
saw t he | ow beans above their heads. Gathering all ny power into ny
projected gaze, | saw Santino's face, so troubled, soft, the very one

who had shattered the only youth I mght have ever had. | saw ny old
Mast er gazing alnmost wistfully at the flanes. "We're finished,” Mrius
said in his quiet, comandi ng voice, speaking Italian perfectly to the
other. "I cannot think of another thing that we should do."

"Break apart the Vatican, and steal the veil fromthem" answered
Santino. "Wat right have they to claimsuch a thing?"

I could only see Marius's reaction, his sudden shock and then his
polite and poised smle. "Wiy?" he asked, as if he held no secrets.

"What's the Veil to us, ny friend? You think it will bring himback to
his senses? Forgive ne, Santino, but you are so very young."

H s senses, bring himback to his senses. This had to nean Lestat.
There was no ot her possible nmeaning. | pushed nmy luck. | scanned
Santino's mnd for all he knew, and found nyself recoiling in horror
but holding fast to what | saw

Lestat, my Lestat-for he was never theirs, was he?-ny Lestat was
crazed and railing as the result of his awful saga, and held prisoner by
the very ol dest of our kind on the final decree that if he did not cease
to disturb the peace, which nmeant of course our secrecy, he would be
destroyed, as only the ol dest could acconplish, and no one coul d pl ead
for himon any account.

No, that could not happen! | withed and twisted. The pain sent its
shocks through me, red and violet and pulsing with orange light. |
hadn't seen such colors since I'd fallen. My mi nd was comi ng back, and
com ng back for what? Lestat to be destroyed! Lestat inprisoned, as |
had once been centuries ago under Rone in Santino's cataconbs. GCh, Cod,
this is worse than the sun's fire, this is worse than seeing that
bastard brother strike the little plumcheeked face of Sybelle and knock
her away from her piano, this is nurderous rage | feel



But the small er danmage was done. "Cone, we have to get out of here,"”
said Santino. "There's sonething wong, sonething | sense that | can't
explain. It's as if soneone is right near us yet not near us; it's as if
sonmeone as powerful as nyself has heard ny footfall over mles and
mles."

Mari us | ooked kindly, curious, unalarmed. "New York is ours
tonight," he said sinmply. And then with faint fear he | ooked into the
mout h of the furnace one last tinme. "Unless sonething of spirit, so
tenacious of life, clung still to his lace and to the velvet he wore."

I closed nmy eyes. Ch, CGod, let ne close nmy mind. Let me shut it up
tight.

H s voice went on, piercing the little shell of my consciousness
where | had so softened it.

"But | have never believed such things,"” he said. "W're |like the
Eucharist itself, in sone neasure, don't you think? Being Body and Bl ood
of a mysterious god only so long as we hold to the chosen form What's
strands of reddi sh hair and scorched and tattered | ace? He's gone."

"I don't understand you," Santino confessed gently. "But if you think
| never loved him you are very very wong."

"Let's go then," Marius said. "Qur work's done. Every trace of every
one is now obliterated. But prom se ne in your old Roman Catholic soul
you won't go seeking the Veil. A mllion pairs of eyes have | ooked on
it, Santino, and nothing s changed. The world is the world, and children
die in every quadrant under Heaven, hungry and al one."

I could risk no nore

| veered away, searching the night |ike a high beam casting about for
the nortals who m ght see them | eave the building in which they' d done

their all-inportant work, but their retreat was too secret, too swft
for that.
| felt themgo. | felt the sudden absence of their breath, their

pul se, and knew the wi nds had taken t hem away.

At | ast when anot her hour had ticked, | let ny eye roamthe sanme old
roons where they had wander ed.

Al was quiet with those poor nuddl ed technicians and guards whom
whi te-faced specters from another real mhad gently spell bound as they
went about their gruesone task.

By nmorning, the theft and all the m ssing work woul d be discovered,
and Dora's mracle would suffer yet another dreary insult, receding ever
nmore swiftly out of current tine.

| was sore; | wept a dry, hoarse weeping, unable even to nuster
tears.

I think that once in the glimering ice | saw ny hand, a grotesque
claw, nore like a thing flayed than burnt, and shiny black as | had
remenbered it or seen it.



Then a mystery began to prey upon nme. How could | have killed the evil
brot her of my poor |ove? How could it have been anything but an
illusion, that swift horrible justice, when I had been rising and
falling beneath the wei ght of the norning sun?

And if that had not happened, if | had not sucked dry that awful
vengeful brother, then they too were a dream ny Sybelle and ny little
Bedoui n. Ch, please, was that the final horror?

The night struck its worst hour. Dimclocks chinmed in painted
pl astered roons. Wheel s churned the crunching snow. Again, | raised ny
hand. There cane the inevitable crack and snap. Tunmbling all around ne
was the broken ice like so much shattered gl ass!

I |1 ooked above on pure and sparkling stars. How |l ovely this, these
guardi an gl assy spires with all their fast and gol den squares of I|ight
cut in ranks run straight across and sharply down to score the airy
bl ackness of the winter night, and here now cones the tyrant wi nd,
whi stling through crystalline canyons down across this small negl ected
bed where one forgotten denon lies, gazing with the | arcenous vision of
a great soul at the city's enbol dened |ights on clouds above. Ch, little
stars, how nuch I've hated you, and envied you that in the ghastly void
you can with such determ nation plot your dogged course

But | hated nothing now M pain was as a purgative for all unworthy
things. | watched the sky cloud over, glisten, becone a dianond for a
still and gorgeous nonent, and then again the white soft limtless haze
took up the golden glow of city |anps and sent in answer the softest
lightest fall of snow.

It touched ny face. It touched ny outstretched hand. It touched ne
all over as it nelted in its tiny magical flakes.

"And now the sun will cone,” | whispered, as if sone guardi an ange
hel d ne close, "and even here beneath this twisted little awning of tin,
it wll find me through this broken canopy and take ny soul to further
dept hs of pain."

A voice cried out in protest. A voice begged that it not be so. My
own, | thought, of course, why not this self-deception? | ammad to
think that | can bear the burning that |I've suffered and that | could
willingly endure it once again.

But it wasn't ny voice. It was Benjam n, Benjamn at his prayers.
Fl i ngi ng out ny di senbodi ed eyes, | saw him He knelt in the roomas she
lay sleeping like a ripe and succul ent peach am d her soft tangled
bedcovers. "Ch, angel, Dybbuk, help us. Dybbuk, you cane once. So cone
again. You vex ne that you don't cone!"

How many hours is it till sunrise', little man? | whispered this to
his little seashell ear, as if | didn't know

"Dybbuk,"” he cried out. "It's you, you speak to ne. Sybelle, wake up,
Sybel le.”

Ah, but think before you wake her. It's a horrid errand. Tm not the
respl endent bei ng you saw who sucked your enemny dry of blood and doted
on her beauty and your joy. It's a nonster you conme to collect if you
mean to pay your debt to ne, an insult to your innocent eyes. But be
assured, little man, that PlI be yours forever if you do nme this



ki ndness, if you conme to ne, if you succor ne, if you help ne, because
my will is leaving me, and Tm alone, and I would he restored now and
cannot hel p nyself, and ny years nean not hing now, and Tm afrai d.

He scranbled to his feet. He stood staring at the distant w ndow, the
wi ndow t hrough which I had seen himin a dreamglinpse ne with his
nortal eyes, but through which he could not possibly see ne now, as |
lay on a roof far far below the fine apartnment which he shared with ny
angel . He squared his little shoulders, and now with black eyebrows in
their perfect serious frown he was the very inage off the Byzantine
wal I, a cherub smaller than nyself.

"Nanme it, Dybbuk, | cone for you!" he declared, and nmade his m ghty
little right hand into a fist. "Were are you, Dybbuk, what do you fear
that we cannot conquer together! Sybelle, wake up, Sybelle! Qur Divine
Dybbuk has cone back and he needs us!"

THEY WERE COM NG for nme. It was the building beside their own, a
derelict heap. Benjamin knewit. In a few faint tel epathic whispers |I'd
begged himto bring a hamrer and a pick to break up the ice such as
remai ned and to have big soft blankets with which to wap ne.

| knew | weighed nothing. Painfully twisting ny arns, | broke up nore
of the transparent covering. | felt with ny clawike hand that ny hair
had conme back, thick and red-brown as ever. | held up a lock to the
light, and then my armcould stand the scal ding pain no nore and | |et
it drop, unable to close or nove ny dried and tw sted fingers.

| had to throw a spell, at |east when they first canme. They coul d not
see the thing that | was, this black |eathery nonster. No nortal could
bear the sight of this, no matter what words cane fromny lips. | had to
shield nmysel f sonehow.

And having no mrror, how could I know how | |ooked or what | nust do
precisely? | had to dream dream of the old Venetian days when | had
been a beauty well known to nyself fromthe tailor's glass, and project
that vision right into their mnds even if it took all the strength I
possessed; yes, that, and | nust give them sonme instructions.

| lay still, gazing up into the soft warmsnowfall of tiny flakes, so
unlike the terrible blizzards that had come earlier. | didn't dare to
use ny wits to track their progress.

Suddenly | heard the |l oud crash of breaking glass. A door slanmed far
bel ow. | heard their uneven steps rushing up the netal stairs,
cl anbering over the | andings.

My heart beat hard, and with each little convul sion, the pain was
punped through ne, as if ny blood itself were scal ding ne.

Suddenly, the steel door on the roof was flung back. | heard them
rushing towards nme. In the faint dreamy light of the high towers al
around, | saw their two small figures, she the fairy woman, and he the
child of no nore than twel ve years perhaps, hurrying towards ne.

Sybell e! Ch, she cane out on the roof w thout a coat, hair strean ng
the terrible pity of it, and Benjamn no better in his thin linen
dj el l aba. But they had a big velvet conforter to cover ne, and | had to
make a vi sion.



Gve me the boy | was, give the finest green satin and ruff upon ruff
of fancy | ace, give ne stockings and braided boots, and let ny hair be
cl ean and shi ni ng.

Slowy | opened ny eyes, looking fromone to the other of their smal
pal e and rapt faces. Like two vagrants of the night they stood in the
drifting snow.

"Ch, but Dybbuk, you had us so very worried," said Benjamin, in his
wildly excited voice, "and | ook at you, you are beautiful."

"No, don't think it's what you see, Benjanmin," | said. "Hurry with
your tools, chop at the ice, and lay the cover over ne."

It was Sybelle who took up the wooden-handl ed iron hamrer and with
both hands slamed it down, fracturing the soft top layer of ice
i medi ately. Benjanm n chopped at it all with the pick as if he had
become a small nmachine, thrusting to left and to right over and over,
sendi ng the shards flying.

The wi nd caught Sybelle's hair and whi pped around into her eyes. The
snow clung to her eyelids.

I held the image, a helpless satin-clad child, with soft pinkish
hands upturned and unable to help them

"Don't cry, Dybbuk," declared Benjam n, grabbing a giant thin slab of
ice with both hands. "We'Ill get you out, don't cry, you're ours now. W
have you."

He threw asi de the shining jagged broken sheets, and then he hinself
appeared to freeze, nore solid than any ice, staring at ne, his nouth a
perfect O of amazenent.

"Dybbuk, you are changing colors!" he cried. He reached to touch ny
illusory face

"Don't do it, Benji," said Sybelle.

It was the first time 1'd heard her voice, and now | saw the
del i berate brave cal mof her blanched face, the wi nd maki ng her eyes
tear, though she herself remained staunch. She picked the ice fromny
hair.

A terrible chill came over me, quelling the heat, yes, but sending
the tears down ny face. Were they blood? "Don't | ook at ne," | said.
"Benji, Sybelle, |ook away. Just put the cover into ny hands."

Her tender eyes squinted as she stared, disobediently, steadily, one
hand up to close the collar of her flinsy cotton bed gown agai nst the
wi nd, the other poised above ne.

"What's happened to you since you came to us?" she asked in the
ki ndest voice. "Wio's done this to you?"

I swal | owed hard, and made the vision cone again. | pushed it up from
all ny pores, as if ny body were one agency of breath.

"No, don't do it anynore," said Sybelle. "It weakens you and you
suffer terribly.”



"I can heal, nmy sweet,” | said, "I promise |l can. | won't be like
this always, not even soon. Only take nme off this roof. Take ne out of
this cold, and take me where the sun can't get to ne again. It's the sun
that did this. Only the sun. Take ne, please. | can't walk. | can't
crawl. I'"'ma night thing. Hide me in the darkness."

"Enough, don't say any nore," cried Benji.

| opened nmy eyes to see a huge wave of brilliant blue settle over ne
as though a sumer sky had conme down to be ny wapping. | felt the soft
pile of the velvet, and even this was pain, pain on the blazing skin,
but it was pain that could be borne because their mnistering hands were
on ne, and for this, for their touch, for their |love, |I would have
endur ed anyt hi ng.

| felt nyself lifted. I knewthat | was light, and yet how dreadfu
it was to be so hel pless, as they wapped ne.

"Am | not |ight enough to carry?" | asked. My head had fallen back
and | could see the snow again, and | fancied that when |I sharpened ny
gaze | could see the stars too, high above, biding their tine beyond the
haze of one tiny planet.

"Don't be afraid,"” whispered Sybelle, her lips close to the covers.
The snell of their bl ood was suddenly rich and thick as honey.

Both of themhad nme, hoisted in their arnms, and they ran together
over the roof. | was free of the hurtful snow and ice, alnost free
forever. | couldn't let nyself think about their blood. | couldn't |et
this ravenous burnt body have its way. That was unthi nkabl e.

Down t hrough the nmetal stairwell we went, making turn after turn
their feet strummng the brittle steel treads, ny body shocked and
t hrobbing with agony. | could see the ceiling above, and then the snell
of their blood, mngling together, overpowered nme, and | shut ny eyes
and cl enched nmy burnt fingers, hearing the |leathery flesh crack as |I did
so. | dug ny nails into ny pal ns.

| heard Sybelle at ny ear. "W have you, we're holding you tight, we
won't let you go. It isn't far. Ch, God, but |ook at you, |ook what the
sun's done to you."

"Don't look!" said Benji crossly. "Just hurry! Do you think such a
power ful Dybbuk doesn't know what you think? Be wise, hurry up."

They had cone to the lower floor and to the broken window | felt the
arnms of Sybelle lift me beneath ny head and beneath my crooked knees,
and | heard Benji's voice frombeyond, no | onger echoing on encl osi ng
wal | s.

"That's it, now give himto ne, | can hold him" How furious and
excited he sounded, but she had come through the window with nme, | could
tell this much, though ny clever Dybbuk's mnd was utterly spent, and
knew not hi ng, nothing but pain and the bl ood and the pain again and the
bl ood and that they were running through a long dark alleyway from which
I could see nothing of Heaven.

But how sweet it was. The rocking notion, the swinging of my burnt



| egs and the soft touch of her soothing fingers through the blanket, al
this was w ckedly wondrous. It wasn't pain anynore, it was nerely
sensation. The cover fell over ny face.

On they hurried, feet crunching in the snow, Benji sliding once with
a loud cry, and Sybelle grabbing hold of him He caught his breath.

VWhat |abor it was for themin this cold. They nust get out of it.

W& entered the hotel in which they lived. The pungent warm air rushed
out to take hold of us even as the doors were pulled open and before
they fell shut, the hallway echoing with the sharp steps of Sybelle's
little shoes and the quick shuffle of Benji's sandals.

Wth a sudden burst of agony through ny | egs and back, | felt nyself
doubl ed, knees brought up and head tipped towards them as we crowded

into the elevator. | bit down on the screamin ny throat. Nothing could
matter |ess. The elevator, snelling of old nmotors and tried and true
oil, began its swaying jerking progress upwards.

"We're hone, Dybbuk," whispered Benji with his hot breath on ny cheek
his little hand grasping for me through the cover and pushing painfully
agai nst ny scalp. "W are safe now, we have captured you and we have
you. "

Cick of |locks, feet on hardwood floors, the scent of incense and
candles, of a woman's rich perfume, of rich polish for fine things, of
ol d canvases with cracked oil paint, of fresh and overpoweringly sweet
white lilies.

My body was laid down gently into the bed of down, the bl anket
| oosened so that | sank into layers of silk and velvet, the pillows
seem ng to nelt beneath ne.

It was the very disheveled nest in which I'd glinpsed her with ny
m nd's eye, golden and sleeping in her white gown, and she had given it
over to such a horror

"Don't pull away the cover,"” | said. | knewthat ny little friend
wanted so to do it.

Undaunted, he gently pulled it away. | struggled with ny one
recovering hand to catch it, to bring it back, but I couldn't do any
nmore than flex ny burnt fingers.

They stood beside the bed, gazing down at ne. The light swirled around
them mngled with warnth, these two fragile figures, the gaunt
porcelain girl, the bruises gone fromher mlk-white skin, and the
little Arab boy, the Bedouin boy, for I realized now that that is what
he truly was. Fearlessly they stared at what nust be unspeakable to
behol d for human eyes.

"You are so shiny!" said Benji. "Does it hurt you?"

"What can we do!" said Sybelle, so nuted, as if her very voice m ght
injure ne. Her hands covered her lips. The unruly w sps of her ful
straight pale hair noved in the light, and her arnms were blue fromthe
col d outside, and she could not help but shiver. Poor spare being, so
delicate. Her nightdress was crunpled, thin white cotton, stitched with
flowerets and trimred with thin sturdy lace, a thing for a virgin. Her



eyes brimed w th synpat hy.

"Know ny soul, ny angel,” | said. "I"'man evil thing. God woul dn't
take me. And the Devil wouldn't either. I went into the sun so they
could have ny soul. It was a loving thing, without fear of Hellfire or
pain. But this Earth, this very Earth has been ny purgatorial prison.
don't know how | cane to you before. | don't know what power it was that
gave me those brief seconds to stand here in your room and cone between
you and death that was |loom ng |ike a shadow over you."

"Ch, no," she whispered fearfully, her eyes glistering in the dim
lights of the room "He would never have killed nme."

"Ch, yes, he would!" | said, and Benjanmin said the very sane exact
words in concert with ne.

"He was drunk and he didn't care what he did," said Benji in instant
rage, "and his hands were big and clunmsy and nmean, and he didn't care
what he did, and after the last tine he hit you, you lay still like the
dead in this very bed for two hours w thout nmoving! Do you think a
Dybbuk kills your own brother for nothing?"

"I think he's telling you the truth, ny pretty girl," | said. It was
so hard to talk. Wth each word I had to lift my chest. In crazy
desperation, suddenly I wanted a mirror. | tossed and turned on the bed,

and went rigid with pain.
The two were thrown into a panic.

"Don't nove, Dybbuk, don't!" Benji pleaded. "Sybelle, the silk, al
the silk scarves, get themout, wind themaround him"

"No!" | whispered. "Put the cover up over ne. If you nust see ny face,
then leave it bare, but cover the rest of me. Or "

"Or what, Dybbuk, tell ne?"

"Lift me so that I can see nyself and how | | ook. Stand ne before a
long mrror."

They fell silent in perplexity. Sybelle's long yellow hair |ay flaxen
and flat down over her large breasts. Benji chewed at his little lip.

Al the roomswamw th colors. Behold the blue silk sealed to the
pl aster of the walls, the heaps of richly enbellished pillows all around
me, look at the golden fringe, and there beyond, the wobbling baubl es of
the chandelier, filled with the glistering colors of the spectrum |
fancied I heard the tinkling song of the glass as these baubl es touched.
It seemed in ny feeble deranged nmind that | had never seen such sinple
spl endor, that | had forgotten in all ny years just how shining and
exquisite the world was.

| closed nmy eyes, taking with me to ny heart an imge of the room |
breathed in, fighting the scent of their blood, the sweet clean
fragrance of the lilies. "Wuld you let ne see those flowers?" |
whi spered. Were ny lips charred? Could they see ny fang teeth, and were
they yellowed fromthe fire? I floated on the silks beneath nme. |
floated and it seened that | could dream now, safe, truly safe. The
lilies were close. | reached up again. | felt the petal s against ny
hand, and the tears canme down ny face. Were they pure bl ood? Pray not,



but | heard Benji's frank little gasp, and Sybelle maki ng her soft sound
to hush him

"I was a boy of seventeen, | think, when it happened,” | said. "It was
hundreds of years ago. | was too young, really. My Master, he was a
I oving one; he didn't believe we were evil things. He thought we could
feed off the badlings. If | hadn't been dying, it wouldn't have been
done so soon. He wanted nme to know things, to be ready."

| opened ny eyes. They were spel |l bound! They saw again the boy 1'd

been. | had done it without intention
"Ch, so handsone," said Benji. "So fine, Dybbuk."
"Little man," | said with a sigh, feeling the fragile illusion about

me crunble to air, "call me by ny nane fromnow on; it's not Dybbuk. I
t hi nk you picked up that one fromthe Hebrews of Pal estine.™

He | aughed. He didn't flinch as | faded back into ny horrid self.
"Then tell me your nane," he said.
| did.

"Armand, " said Sybelle. "Tell us, what can we do? If not silk
scarves, ointments then, aloe, yes, aloe will heal your burns.”

| laughed but only in a small soft way, nmeant to be purely kindly.

"My aloe is blood, child. I need an evil man, a man who deserves to
die. Now, howwll | find hinP"

"What will this blood do?" asked Benji. He sat right down beside ne,
| eani ng over nme as though | were the nost fascinating speci nen. "You
know, Armand, you are black as pitch, you are made out of bl ack |eather
you are |ike those people they fish fromthe bogs in Europe, all shiny
with all of you sealed inside. | could take a | esson in muscles from
| ooki ng at you."

"Benji, stop," said Sybelle, struggling with her disapproval and her
alarm "We have to think howto get an evil man."

"You serious?" he said, |ooking up and across the bed at her. She
stood with her hands clasped as if in prayer. "Sybelle, that's nothing.
It's howto get rid of himafterwards that's so hard."” He | ooked at ne.
"Do you know what we did with her brother?"

She put her hands over her ears and bowed her head. How nany tines
had | done that very thing nyself when it seemed a stream of words and
i mages woul d utterly destroy ne.

"You are so glossy, Arnmand," said Benji. "But | can get you an evil
man, like that, it's nothing. You want an evil man? Let's make a plan.”
He bent down over ne, as though trying to peer into ny brain. | realized

suddenly that he was | ooking at ny fangs.
"Benji," | said, "don't come any cl oser. Sybelle, take him away."

"But what did | do?"



"Not hi ng," she said. She dropped her voice, and said desperately,
"He's hungry."

"Lift the covers off again, will you do that?" | asked. "Lift them
off and look at nme and let ne |ook into your eyes, and let that be ny
mrror. I want to see how very bad it is.”

"Hmm Arnmand,"” said Benji. "I think you are crazy nmad or sonething."

Sybel l e bent down and with her two careful hands peel ed the cover
back and down, exposing the |ength of ny body.

I went into her mnd.
It was worse than | had ever inmagi ned.

The gl ossy horror of a bog corpse, as Benji had said, was perfectly
true, save for the horror of the fall head of red-brown hair and huge,
lidless bright brown eyes, and the white teeth arrayed perfectly bel ow
and above lips that had shriveled to nothing. Down the tightly drawn
wri nkl ed bl ack | eather of the face were heavy red streaks of blood that
had been ny tears.

I whi pped ny head to the side and deep into the downy pillow. | felt
the covers cone up over ne.

"This cannot go on for you, even if it could go on for nme," | said.
"I't's not what | would have you see another nmonent, for the |onger you
live with this, the nore like you are to live with anything. No. It
cannot continue."

"Anyt hing," Sybell e said. She crouched down beside ne. "Is ny hand
cool if I lay it on your forehead? Is it gentle if | touch your hair?"

| looked at her fromone narrowslitted eye.

Her long thin neck was part of her shivering and enmaci at ed
| ovel i ness. Her breasts were vol uptuous and high. Beyond her in the
| ovely warm gl ow of the room | saw the piano. | thought of these |ong
gentle fingers touching the keys. | could hear in ny head the throb of
t he Appassi onat o.

There canme a loud flick, a crackle, a snap, and then the rich
fragrance of fine tobacco.

Benji strode back and forth beyond her, with his black cigarette on
his lip.

"I have a plan,"” he declared, effortlessly holding forth with the
cigarette firmy grasped between his half-open lips. "I go down to the
streets. | neet a bad, bad guy in no tinme. | tell himl'malone here in
this apartnment, up here in the hotel, with a nan who is drunk and
drooling and crazy and we have all this cocaine to sell and | don't know
what to do and | need help with it."

| started to laugh in spite of the pain.
The littl e Bedouin shrugged his shoul ders and held up his pal ns,

puf fing away on the black cigarette, the snmoke curling about himlike a
magi cal cl oud.



"What you think? It will work. Look, I'ma good judge of character
Now, you, Sybelle, you get out of the way, and let ne lead this
m serabl e sack of filth, this bad guy whom | lure into ny trap, right to
the very bed, and pitch himdown on his face, like this, | trip himwth
my foot, like this, and he falls, boink, right into your arms, Arnand,
what do you think of it?"

"And if it goes wong?" | asked.
"Then ny beautiful Sybelle cracks himover the head with her hamer."

"I have a better thought," | said, "though God knows that what you've
just devised is unsurpassingly brilliant. You tell himof course that
the cocaine is under the coverlet in neat little plastic sacks al
stretched out, but if he doesn't take this bait and cone here to see for
hi nsel f, then let our beautiful Sybelle sinply throw back the cover, and
when he sees what truly lies in this bed, he'll be out of here with no
t hought to harm anyone!"

"That's it!" Sybelle cried. She cl apped her hands together. Her pale
[ um nous eyes were w de.

"That's perfect,” Benji agreed.

"But mark, don't carry a copper penny into the streets with you. If
only we had but a little bit of the evil white powder with which to bait
t he beast."

"But we do," said Sybelle. "W have just that, a little bit which we
took fromny brother's pockets." She | ooked down at ne thoughtfully, not
seeing me but running the plan through the tight coils of her soft and
yielding mnd. "W took everything out so that when we left himto be
found, they'd find nothing with him There are so many who are |eft that
way in New York. O course it was an unspeakable chore to drag him"

"But we have that evil white powder, yes!" said Benji, clasping her
shoul der suddenly and then bolting out of ny sight to return within the
instant with a small flat white cigarette case

"Put it here, where | can snell what's inside," | said. | could see
that neither of them knew for certain.

Benji snapped open the lid of the thin silver box. There, nestled in
a small plastic bag, folded with inpeccabl e neatness, was the powder
with the very exact snell that | wanted it to have. | needn't put it to
nmy tongue, on which sugar woul d have tasted just as alien

"That's fine. Only enpty out half of that at once down a drain, so
that there's just a little left, and | eave the silver case here, |est

you run into sonme fool who'Il kill you for it."
Sybell e shivered with obvious fear. "Benji, 1'Il go with you."
"No, that would be nost unwise,” | said. "He can get away from anyone

much faster without you."

"Ch, so right you are!" said Benji, taking the last drag fromhis
cigarette and then crushing it out in a big glass ashtray beside the
bed, where a dozen other little white butts were curled waiting for it.



"And how many tinmes do | tell her that when | go out for cigarettes in
the mddl e of the night? Does she |listen?"

He was off without waiting for an answer. | heard the rush of water
fromthe tap. He was washing away half the cocaine. | let ny eyes roam
the room veering away fromthe soft blood-filled guardi an angel

"There are people innately good,"” | said, "who want to hel p others.
You are one of them Sybelle. | won't rest as long as you live. 1'll be
at your side. I'lIl be there always to guard you and to repay you."

She sm | ed.
I was astoni shed.

Her lean face, with its well-shaped pale |ips, broke into the freshest
and nost robust smile, as if neglect and pain had never gnawed at her

"You'll be a guardian angel to me, Armand?" she asked.

"Al ways. "
"I"'moff,"” Benji declared. Wth a crackle and snap, he lit another
cigarette. His lungs nmust have been charcoal sacks. "I'm going out into
the night. But what if this son of a bitch is sick or dirty or-."

"Means nothing to me. Blood's blood. Just bring himhere. Don't try
this fancy tripping with your foot. Wait till you have himright here
besi de the bed, and as he reaches to lift the cover, you, Sybelle, pul
it back, and you, Benji, push on himwth all your mght, so the side of
the bed trips his shins, and he'll fall into ny arns. And after that,
["I'l have him"

He headed for the door.

"Wait," | whispered. Wiat was | thinking of in nmy greed? | |ooked up
at her nmute smling face, and then at him the little engine puffing
away on the black cigarette, with nothing on for the fierce winter
out si de but the damed dj el | aba.

"No, it has to be done," said Sybelle with wide eyes. "And Benji wll
choose a very bad man, won't you, Benji? An evil man who wants to rob
and kill you."

"I know where to go," said Benji with alittle twisted smle. "Just
pl ay your cards when | cone back, both of you. Cover himup, Sybelle.
Don't |l ook at the clock. Don't worry about ne!"

Of he went with the slamof the door, the big heavy |ock slipping
shut behi nd hi mautomatically.

So it was comng. Blood, thick red blood. It was comng. It was
comng, and it would be hot and delicious, and there would a manful of
it, and it was coming, it was comng wthin seconds.

| closed nmy eyes, and opening them | let the roomtake shape again
with its sky-blue draperies on every w ndow, hanging down in rich folds
to the floor, and the carpet a great withing oval of cabbage roses. And
she, this stalk of a girl staring at ne and smling her sinple sweet
smle, as if the crime of the night would be nothing to her



She canme down on her knees next to ne, perilously close, and again
she touched nmy hair with delicate hand. Her soft unfettered breasts
touched ny arm | read her thoughts as if | read her palm pushing back
t hrough | ayer after |ayer of her conscious, seeing the dark w nding road
agai n whi ppi ng and turning through the Jordan Valley, and the parents
driving too fast for the pitch dark and the hairpin curves and the Arab
drivers who cane on plunging at even greater speed so that each neeting
of headl anps becane a grueling contest.

"To eat the fish fromthe Sea of Galilee,"” she said, her eyes

drifting away fromnme. "I wanted it. It was nmy idea we go there. W had
one nore day in the Holy Land, and they said it's a long drive from
Jerusalemto Nazareth, and | said, 'But He wal ked on the water.' It was

to ne always the strangest tale. You know it?"
"l do," | said.

"That He was wal king right on the water, as if He'd forgotten the
Apostl es were there or that anyone mght see Hm and they fromthe
boat, said, 'Lord!' and He was startled. Such a strange miracle, as if
it was all ... accidental. | was the one who wanted to go. | was the one
who wanted to eat the fresh fish right out of the sea, the same water
that Peter and the others had fished. It was ny doing. Ch, | don't say
it was ny fault that they died. It was ny doing. And we were all headed
hone for ny big night at Carnegie Hall, and the record conpany was set
up to record it, live. I'd nmade a recordi ng before, you know. It had
done much better than anyone ever expected. But that night . . . this
ni ght that never happened, that is, | was going to play the
Appassi onat a.

It was all that mattered to me. The other sonatas | |ove, the Monlight,
the Pathetique, but really for me ... it was the Appassionata. My Father
and Mot her were so proud. But ny brother, he was the one who al ways
fought, always got ne the time, the space, the good piano, the teachers
| needed. He was the one who nade them see, but then of course, he
didn't have any life at all, and all of us saw what was com ng. W'd
talk about it round the table at night, that he had to get a life of his
own, it was no good his working for me, but then he'd say that | would

need himfor years to conme, | couldn't even inmagi ne. He'd nmanage the
recordi ngs and the performances and the repertoire, and the fees we
asked. The agents couldn't be trusted. | had no idea, he said, of how

high 1'd rise.”

She paused, cocking her head to one side, her face earnest yet stil
si mpl e.

"It wasn't a decision | made, you understand,"” she said. "l just
woul dn't do anything el se. They were dead. | just wouldn't go out.
just woul dn't answer the phone. | just wouldn't play anything else. |
just wouldn't listen to what he said. | just wouldn't plan. | just
woul dn't eat. | just wouldn't change ny clothes. | just played the
Appassi onata. "
"I understand,” | said softly.

"He brought Benji back with us to take care of ne. | always wondered

how. | think Benji was bought, you know, bought with cold cash?"

"1 know. "



"I think that's what happened. He couldn't |eave nme al one, he said,
not even at the King David, that was the hotel -."

"Yes."

"-because he said I'd stand in the wi ndow w t hout ny clothes, or |
wouldn't let the maid cone in, and 1'd play the piano in the m ddl e of
the night and he couldn't sleep. So he got Benji. | love Benji."

"1 know. "

"I"d always do what Benji said. He never dared to hit Benji. Only
towards the end he started to really hurt ne. Before that it was sl aps,
you know, and kicks. O he'd pull ny hair. He'd grab me by the hair, al
nmy hair in one hand, and he'd throw ne down on the floor. He did that
often. But he didn't dare to hit Benji. He knewif he hit Benji 1'd
scream and scream But then sonetinmes, when Benji would try to nmake him
stop-. But I'mnot so sure about that because | would be so dizzy. My
head woul d ache. ™"

"I understand,” | said. O course, he had hit Benji.

She nused, quietly, her eyes large still, and so bright wi thout tears
or puckering.

"We're alike, you and I," she whispered, |ooking down at nme. Her hand
lay close to ny cheek, and she very lightly pressed the soft upper part
of her forefinger against ne.

"Alike?" | asked. "What in the world can you be thinking of?"
"Monsters,"” she said. "Children."

| smled. But she didn't smile. She | ooked dreany.

"I was so glad when you came,"” she said. "I knew he was dead. | knew
when you stood at the end of the piano and you | ooked at ne. | knew when
you stood there listening to ne. | was so happy that there was soneone
who could kill him"

"Do this for nme," | said.
"What ?" she asked. "Armand, 1'll do anything."

"Go to the piano now. Play it for me. Play the Appassionata”

"But the plan," she asked in a small wondering voice. "The evil man
he's com ng."

"Leave this to Benji and ne. Don't turn around to |ook. Just play the
Appassi onata. "

"No, please," she asked gently.

"But why not?" | said. "Wy nust you put yourself through such an
or deal ?"

"You don't understand,"” she said with the wi dest eyes. "I want to see
it
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BENJI HAD JUST RETURNED bel ow. The distant sound of his voice, quite
i naudi bl e to Sybelle, instantly drove back the pain fromall the
surfaces of ny |inbs.

"That's what | nean, you see,"” he was tal king away, "it's al
underneath the dead body, and we don't wanna lift it, the dead body, and
you being a cop, you know, you being Drug Enforcenent, they said you
woul d know how to take care of it..."

| started to | augh. He had really done hinself proud. | | ooked again
at Sybelle, who was staring at me with a quiet resolute expression, one
of profound intelligence and reflection

"Push this cover up over ny face," | said, "and nove away, far away.
He's bringing us a regular prince of rogues. Hurry."

She snapped into action. | could snell the blood of this victim
al ready, though he was still in the ascending elevator, talking to Benji

in |ow guarded terns.

"And all this you just happen to have in this apartnent, you and she,
and there's nobody else in on this?"

Ch, he was a beauty. | heard the nurderer in his voice.

"I told you everything," Benji said in the nost natural of little
voices. "You just help with this, you know, | can't have the police
comng in herel™ VWisper. "This is a fine hotel. How did | know this guy
was going to die herel W don't use this stuff, you take the stuff, just
get the body out of here. Now let nme tell you-."

The el evator opened to our fl oor.

"-this body is pretty nessed up, so don't go all slobbering on ne
when you see it."

" Sl obbering on you," grow ed the victimunder his breath. Their shoes
made soft hasteni ng sounds on the carpet.

Benji funmbled with his keys, pretending to be m xed up
"Sybelle," he called out in warning. "Sybelle, open the door."
"Don't doit," | said in a |ow voice

"OfF course not," cane her velvety answer.
The barrels of the big | ock turned.

"And this guy just happens to conme up here and die on you with al
this stuff.”

"Well, not exactly," said Benji, "but you nmade a bargain with nme, no,
| expect you to stick to it."



"Look, you little guttersnipe, | didn't make any bargain with you."

"Ckay, then maybe | call the regular police then. | know you.
Everybody in the bar knows you, who you are, you're always around. \Wat
are you going to do, big shot? Kill ne?"

The door closed behind them The snell of the man's bl ood fl ooded the
apartment. He was besotted with brandy and had the poi son cocaine in his
veins as well, but none of this would nmake a particle of difference to
my cleansing thirst. | could scarce contain nyself. | felt ny |inbs
tighten and try to flex beneath the coverlet.

"Well, isn't she the perfect princess," he said, his eyes obviously
having fallen on Sybelle. Sybelle nmade no answer.

"Never mind her, you | ook there, under the covers. Sybelle, you cone
here by nme. Cone on, Sybelle."

"Under there? You're telling me the body's under there, and the
cocai ne i s under the body?"

"How many tines | have to tell you?" asked Benji, no doubt with his
characteristic shrug. "Look, what part don't you understand, I'd like to
know. You don't want this cocaine? | give it away. |I'Il be very popul ar
in your favorite bar. Come on, Sybelle, this man says he will help, then
he won't help, talk, talk, talk, typical government sleaze."

"Who are you calling a sleaze, kid?" demanded the man w th nock
gent | eness, the fragrance of the brandy thickening. "That's some big
vocabul ary you have for such a little body. How old are you, kid? How
the Hell did you get into this country? You go around in that ni ghtgown
all the tine?"

"Yeah, sure, just call me Lawence of Arabia," said Benji. "Sybelle,
cone over here.”

| didn'"t want her to conme. | wanted her as far away fromthis as
possi bl e. She didn't nmove, and | was very glad of it.

"I like nmy clothes,"” Benji chattered on. Puff of sweet cigarette snoke.
"I should dress like kids in this place, | suppose, in blue jeans? As
if. My people dressed like this when Mohamed was in the desert.”

"Nothing like progress,” said the man with a deep throaty | augh
He approached the bed with quick crisp steps. The scent of blood was
so rich I could feel the pores of ny burnt skin opening for it.

| used the tiniest part of my strength to forma tel epathic picture of
hi mthrough their eyes-a tall brown-eyed nan, sallow white skin, gaunt
cheeks, receding brown hair, in a handnade Italian suit of shining black
silk with flashing dianond cufflinks on his rich linen. He was antsy,

fingers working at his sides, alnost unable to stand still, his brain a
riot of dizzy humor, cynicismand crazed curiosity. H's eyes were greedy
and playful. The ruthl essness underscored all, and there seenmed in hima

strong streak of genuine drug-nourished insanity. He wore his murders as
proudly as he wore his princely suit and the shiny brown boots on his
feet.

Sybel | e came near the bed, the sharp sweet scent of her pure flesh



mngling with the heavier richer scent of the man. But it was his bl ood
| savored, his blood that brought the juices up into ny parched nouth.
could barely keep from maki ng a sigh beneath the covers. | felt ny |inbs
about to dance right out of their painful paralysis.

The villain was sizing up the place, glancing left and right through
open doors, listening for other voices, debating whether he should
search this fancy overstuffed and ranbling hotel apartment before he did
anything else. His fingers would not be still. In a flash of wordl ess
t hought, | caught the quick realization that he'd snorted the cocaine
Benji had brought, and he wanted nore inmediately.

"My, but you are a beautiful young lady," he said to Sybelle
"Do you want me to lift the cover?" she asked.

I could snmell the small handgun that was jamed in his high black
| eat her boot, and the other gun, very fancy and nodern, a distinctly
different collection of netallic scents, in the holster under his arm |
could snell cash on himtoo, that unm stakable stale snell of filthy
paper noney.

"Conme on, you chicken, buster?" asked Benji. "You want nme to pull back
the cover? Say when. You're gonna be real surprised, believe nel"

"There's no body under there,"” he said with a sneer. "Wy don't we sit
down and have a little talk? This isn't really your place, is it?
think you children need a little paternal guidance."

"The body's all burnt up," said Benji. "Don't get sick now "
"Burnt up!" said the man

It was Sybelle's |long hand that suddenly whi pped the coverl et back
The cool air skidded across nmy skin. | stared up at the man who drew
back, a half-strangled growl caught in his throat.

"For the | ove of CGod!"

My body sprang up, drawn by the plunp fountain of blood |like a
hi deous puppet on a score of whipping strings. | flailed against him
t hen anchored ny burnt fingernails hard into his neck and w apped the
other armaround himin an agoni zi ng enbrace, ny tongue flashing at the
bl ood that spilled fromthe claw marks as | drew in and, ignoring the
bl azing pain in my face, opened nmy nouth wi de and sank ny fangs.

Now | had him

H s height, his strength, his powerful shoul ders, his huge hands
clanmping to ny hurt flesh, none of this could help him | had him |
drew up the first thick swallow of blood and thought | would swoon. But
ny body wasn't about to allowit. My body had | ocked to himas if | were
a thing of voracious tentacles.

At once, his crazed and | um nous thoughts drew ne down into a glitzy
swirl of New York inages, of careless cruelty and grotesque horror, of
ranpant drug-driven energy and sinister hilarity. | let the imges flood
me. | couldn't go for the quick death. | had to have every drop of blood
inside him and for that the heart nust punp and punp; the heart nust
not give up.



If | had ever tasted blood this strong, this sweet and salty, | had
no menory of it; there was no way in which menory could record such
del i ci ousness, the absolute rapture of thirst slaked, of hunger cured,
of loneliness dissolved in this hot and intinmte enbrace, in which the
sound of ny own seething, straining breath would have horrified me if |
had cared about it.

Such a noise | made, such a dreadful feasting noise. My fingers
massaged his thick nmuscles, ny nostrils were pressed into his panpered
soap-scented skin.

"Hmm | ove you, wouldn't hurt you for the world, you feel it, it's
sweet, isn't it?" | whispered to himover the shall ows of gorgeous
bl ood. "Hmm vyes, so sweet, better than the finest brandy, hmm.."

In his shock and di sbelief, he suddenly let go utterly, surrendering
to the deliriumthat | stoked with each word. | ripped at his neck
wi deni ng the wound, rupturing the artery nore fully. The bl ood gushed
anew.

An exqui site shiver ran down ny back; it ran down the backs of ny
arnms, and down ny buttocks and legs. It was pain and pl easure conm ngl ed
as the hot and lively blood forced itself into the mcrofibers of ny
shriveled flesh, as it plunped the nuscles beneath the roasted skin, as
it sank into the very marrow of nmy bones. More, | had to have nore.

"Stay alive, you don't want to die, no, stay alive," | crooned,
rubbing nmy fingers up through his hair, feeling that they were fingers
now, not the pterodactyl digits they'd been nonents before. Ch, they
were hot; it was the fire all over again, it was the fire blazing in ny
scorched linbs, this time death had to conme, | couldn't bear this any
| onger, but a pinnacle had been reached, and now it was past and a great
soot hi ng ache rushed t hrough ne.

My face was punped and teenming, nmy nouth fall again and again, and ny
t hroat now swal |l owi ng wi thout effort.

"Ah, yes, alive, you're so strong, so wonderfully strong ..." |
whi spered. "Hnmm no, don't go ... not yet, it's not tine."

H s knees buckled. He sank slowy to the carpet, and I with him
pulling himgently over with me against the side of the bed, and then
letting himfall beside me, so that we lay like |lovers entangled. There
was nore, nmuch nore, nore than ever | could have drunk in ny regul ar
state, nore than ever | could have wanted.

Even on those rare occasions when | was a fledgling and greedy and
new, and had taken two or three victinms a night, | had never drunk so
deeply fromany one of them | was now into the dark tasty dregs,
pul ling out the very vessels thenselves in sweet clots that dissolved on
ny tongue.

"Ch, you are so precious, yes, yes."

But his heart could take no nore. It was slowing to a |letha
irretrievable pace. | closed ny teeth on the skin of his face and ri pped
it open over his forehead, |apping at the rich tangle of bl eeding
vessel s that covered his skull. There was so nuch bl ood here, so nuch
bl ood behind the tissues of the face. | sucked up the fibers, and then



spit them out bl oodl ess and white, watching themdrop to the floor |ike
so nuch sl op.

I wanted the heart and the brain. | had seen the ancients take it. |
knew how. I'd seen the Roman Pandora once reach right into the chest.

I went for it. Astonished to see ny hand fully fornmed though dark
brown in color, I made ny fingers rigid |like a deadly spade and drove it
into him tearing |inen and cracki ng breastbone, and then reaching his
soft entrails until | had the heart and held it as |1'd seen Pandora hold
it. I drank fromit. GCh, it had plenty of blood. This was magnificent.
sucked it to pulp and then let it fall.

I lay as still as he, at his side, nmy right hand on the back of his
neck, my head bowed agai nst his chest, ny breath coming in heavy sighs.
The bl ood danced in nme. | felt nmy arnms and | egs jerking. Spasns ran
through ne, so that the sight of his white dead carcass blinkered in ny
gaze. The room fl ashed on and off.

"Ch, what a sweet brother,” | whispered. "Sweet, sweet brother." |
rolled on ny back. | could hear the roar of his blood in ny very ears,
feel it nmoving over ny scalp, feel it tingling in ny cheeks and in the
pal ms of nmy hands. Ch, good, too good, too |usciously good.

"Bad guy, hmm®" It was Benji's voice, far away in the world of the
[iving.

Far away in another real mwhere pianos ought to be played, and little
boys shoul d dance, they stood, the two |ike painted cutout figures
against the swnmng |light of the room nerely gazing at ne, he the
little desert rogue with his fancy black cigarette, puffing away and
smacking his lips and raising his eyebrows, and she nerely floating it
seened, resolute and thoughtful as before, unshocked, untouched perhaps.

| sat up and pulled up ny knees. | rose to nmy feet, with only a quick
handhol d on the side of the bed to steady nyself. | stood naked | ooking
at her.

Her eyes were filled with a deep rich gray light, and she smiled as
she | ooked at ne.

"Ch, magnificent,” she whispered.

"Magnificent?" | said. | lifted ny hands and pushed ny hair back off
my face. "Show ne to the glass. Hurry. I'mthirsting. I"'mthirsting
again al ready."

It had begun, this was no lie. In a stupor of shock |I stared into the
mrror. | had seen such ruined specinens as this before, but each of us
is ruined in our own way, and |, for alchem cal reasons | couldn't
proclaim was a dark brown creature, the very perfect col or of
chocol ate, with remarkably white opal eyes set wth reddi sh-brown
pupils. The nipples of ny chest were black as raisins. My cheeks were
painfully gaunt, ny ribs perfectly defined beneath ny shiny skin, and
the veins, the veins that were so full of sizzling action, stood |like
ropes along ny arnms and the calves of ny legs. My hair, of course, had
never seemed so lustrous, so full, so nuch a thing of youth and natura
benefi cence.

| opened my nouth. | ached with thirst. Al the awakened flesh sang



with thirst or cursed ne with it. It was as if a thousand crushed and
muted cells were now chanting for bl ood.

"I have to have nore. 