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"Those who have once been intoxicated with power, and have derived any
ki nd of enolunent fromit, can never willingly abandon it."

- Ednund Bur ke 11

What ever Happened to Rosemary Snow?

Do you want power?

More precisely, do you want power over people?

Do you want the power to command soneone to die for you ?

And for that power to be so absolute, so conplete, that they not only
die for you willingly, they go to their deaths so full of joy, so ful
of pride that they cry out your nane with their final breath.

Do you want that kind of power?

Do you ?

Tuesday afternoon. A quiet country road. 57 hours left.

Do you want power?

When the stranger asked Rosemary the question she | ooked up at him
startled. It was as if he'd read her nind

Rosemary Snow. |ong black hair down to the small of her back; one snall
birthmark on her left cheek; a shy sixteen-year-old, still holding onto
her virginity with a grip that would have been the envy of a

prof essional westler.


www.dorchesterpub.com.

She sat on a roadside bench. The June sun, hot enough to nelt road tar
into sticky black pools, turned cars into ghosts in the rippling heat
haze. The neat pie she was eating disgusted her, tasting |ike pul ped
cardboard and pepper. It had only been sheer brutal hunger that had
driven her to buy it fromthe crappy service station down the road.
Rosemary Snow woul d have sold her soul for a burger froma drive-thru
McDonal d' s.

As she picked off scabs of burnt pastry to feed the sparrows hopping
around her feet, the man pulled up in the BMN The car was so perfectly
white it | ooked as if it had been nolded fromicing sugar. Wthout a
shred of hesitation its driver wound down
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t he wi ndow and began talking to her as if he'd known her all his life.
And, in a way, Rosemary Snow felt as if he had.

He was, she guessed, in his late thirties with the good | ooks of someone
who m ght have been a pop star once: his brown hair had been brushed
rat her than combed; she'd describe his grin as boyish and rel axed. But
it was his eyes that were the nost striking feature. If you |looked in a
mrror, placed a finger on the edge of each eye and pulled gently down
it would give the same effect as those down-turned eyes that Rosemary
found she couldn't stop gazing into. They were gentle eyes that told
her: This is a man who cares deeply about people in trouble.

Peopl e just |ike Rosemary Snow.

"The devil nicked your tongue?"he asked cheerfully> "Cone on, you can
tell nme."

The question had been: DO YOU WANT PONER?

"Yes."Rosemary answered so decisively that it surprised her> "That's
exactly what | want."

That wasn't the only thing she did to surprise herself. Wen the
stranger asked her to get into the car she did just that.

Tuesday ni ght. The Manchester road. 49 hours left.

"Why are you driving so fast?"Rosemary asked.

"Because | need to get where |I'mgoing quickly. Does it frighten you?"
"No. "

Whi ch was true. She knew he was in conplete control of the white BMN as
it flashed al ong the nountainside roads |ike a mssile.

The only question that Rosemary asked hersel f now was: Were is he
t aki ng me?

Wednesday norning. A coastal road. 37 hours left.

The only breaks in the driving were brief stops at service stations.
Twi ce they stopped for himto sleep. Then he'd sleep in the reclined



driver's seat for precisely one hour

Soneti mes she wondered with a feeling that she couldn't decide was a
thrill or panic whether he'd stop the car in a renpte spot and order her
to take off her clothes. Nothing she could do would prevent what m ght
happen t hen
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Fast er

Wednesday night. A forest road. 27 hours left.
"Rosemary. Wiy did you run away from hone?"

Bef ore he'd asked the question she had been lulled into hypnotic

hal f-sl eep by the rhythm c sound of the tires on the road. She sat up
straight, blinking. A dozen reasons powerful enough to nake any sane
person quit their home at a full-blooded run streanmed through her head.

It had started after her parents' divorce, when her nother took her to
live in a bleak industrial town. Her new school snelled like a filthy
public lavatory, and its pupils nust surely have been recruited straight
fromhell.

Rosemary wasn't fat, short, or spotty; she didn't break w nd
incontinently in the mddle of prayers. But God in His infinite wi sdom
had seen fit to inflict upon her a birthmark on the |left cheek. A shiny,
fresh pink, like a scab picked off too soon, it was a letter Z shape. It
wasn't particularly big; she could hide it beneath make-up or even a
cat's-tail of her long black hair. But the denpbns at school grabbed at
it like starving men at a chunk of bread.

When she wal ked al ong school corridors she always heard the sane sound.
777-7777. .

After three years of this she couldn't even | ook at a bee buzzing
i nnocently around the garden wi thout feeling a sickening clutch in her
st omach.

7277-7777 . ..

"Watch out. Here cones Red Zed, "they'd chant> "Red Zed, you woul dn't
BEE-1i eve what we're reading today. It's Shakespeare.

14 Have you heard of Shakespeare, Red Zed?"
She'd | ook mi serably down at the desk
"Read some Shakespeare for Red Zed. To BEE or not to BEE, that is the

guestion. "Anot her favorite was: ?CGuess what? Red Zed asked nme to be her
friend. | told her to buzz off."

Then her nother stabbed her in the back. Wth a year-a ful

365 heart-rendi ng days-before she could | eave school, for good, her
nmot her remarried. She didn't m nd her stepfather (he was renote and
polite), it was his daughter, Jane. She attended the same school as
Rosemary. Jane was streetw se and popular. And she led the other girls



in the Bunbl e Bee chase.

At least for three years Rosemary had been able to escape the endl ess
Z77-ing at honeti ne.

Now she went to bed with the same ?ZZZ?coni ng through the bedroom wall,
foll owed by a chuckle that went on and on until it turned into hiccuping
| aughter that she could hear no matter how hard she pressed the pill ow
to her ear.

I nstead of past horrors, she told the nman of her future plans as they
drove through the nighttime countryside, the car's lights tearing a
great hol e out of the darkness.

"I was on ny way to stay with sone friends."

"Stay permanent!|y?"

"Yes. They've got this great squat. It's a converted railway carriage in
the mddl e of a huge orchard."Rosemary tal ked ent husi astically about the
countrysi de there, the barbecues they'd enjoy on sumrer eveni ngs.
"Sounds nice. But don't the railway carriages get cold in wi nter?"

"No. You see, Kirk put in this huge stove last year. It could heat a

war ehouse. That's Kirk Bane; he's brilliant with his hands; he can fix
anyt hi ng. "

"What's he |ike?"asked the man suddenly as if he mi ght know him

"He's seventeen, blue eyes, blond hair, tall, slim but really nuscul ar
He does a | ot of hard physical work-choppi ng wood, working on the squat,
and he's-?

"The others. How many are there?"

"Five."

"What do they call thensel ves?"

"It's silly, really. The Apple Cdan. You know, living in an orchard they-?
I

slim but really -chopping wood,

14

| 15 ?Everyone gets on well together?"

"Yes. Like one big famly, really. They've been together so-?

" Names?"

"Kirk Bane, Vince Peel, Janie Laing, Sarah Greaves and Trish Twi nkle.
Trish won't tell us her real surname. But if you saw the way her eyes

twinkle you'd ... what's wong?"

Suddenl y, he braked, his eyes fixed on the rearview mrror as if he
expected to see sonething cone rolling across the horizon after them



Then his eyes wi dened suddenly. He had seen sonmething. Startled, she
| ooked back al ong the nmoonlit road. She saw nothing. Not even another car

But she sensed the nman's anxiety as he pressed hard down on the pedal
The BMWNVroared away into the night. Were to-Cod al one knew.

Thur sday afternoon. A mountain road. 8 hours left.

The man drove slowy, as if looking for something in the hillside
fields. As he did so, Rosemary tal ked about the Apple Can. He told her
about his famly. He had a wife. Two teenage sons> "They're notorbi ke
mad. When they take off on their bikes | pace the garden, worried sick

until | see themcone tearing back into the driveway."Al so, he had a
daughter. At weekends she did voluntary work at a refuge for abandoned
dogs> "I'malways telling her she won't get rich working for nothing."

Smiling, he | ooked at Rosemary> "There's one thing |'ve never told
anyone about ny famly."

"And what's that?"

"They don't exist. | invented them"He held eye contact with her> "Like
you invented Kirk Bane, Jami e and the rest of the Apple dan."

She sat in stunned sil ence.

He | aughed softly> "Believe me, Rosemary, neither of us are mad. If
peopl e were nore honest nobst would adnmit to daydreans and private
fantasies. But it's the depth of your daydreans that shows you're really
quite a special person, Rosenmary Snow. Your powers of inagination are
extraordinary."He fixed her with those down-turned eyes again> "That's
why you're perfect for what we're going to do next."

16 Thursday evening. The Sheffield road. 6 hours left.

The man gl anced at the girl in the passenger seat.

Rosemary Snow. Pretty, with |l ong black hair, but very quiet, very
serious. She'd had a tough life. And if he failed tonight it would be a
short one.

He hoped sincerely that if she did die it would be quick and painl ess.
Deep down he doubted it. He'd seen it happen too many tinmes! before.
Thursday night. A deserted country road. 90 minutes left.

The car hit ninety. Mths expl oded agai nst the w ndscreen. Headlights

ri pped open the night. They drove al ong the road between acre upon acre
of oil seed rape crops. Rosemary, nervously gripping the seat belt across

her chest, watched the hazy yellow sea of oil plants flow by.

Crack! Another noth splashed across the glass. Her tongue, as dry as
paper, stuck to the roof of her nouth.

She | ooked at the man. His nmouth nust be as dry as mine, she thought,
seeing his Adaml s apple working up and down in his throat |ike he was
trying to swallow a stone. He was troubl ed by some huge problemthat he
did not share with her.



She possessed enornous powers of inagination, he'd told her.! Maybe
ri ght now he was i magi ni ng her naked.

Thursday night. 67 mnutes left.
"You want power?"He spoke with the intensity of a man about!

to slide the barrel of a gun between his lips> "Well, this is the place
you get it."

He braked hard, sliding the car to a halt.
"CGet out of the car, Rosemary."

She obeyed, shivering as the cool night air closed around her like a
dead man's hand.

He tal ked to her through the open w ndow, those gentle down-turned eyes
fixed on hers.

"Rosemary. In a nmonent, |'Il ask you to clinb the fence and walk into
the mddle of the field over there. First, I'mgoing to
16 17 give you sone instructions. They'll sound strange but hunmor me, OK?"

She nodded. The light fromthe full noon showed everything wth al npst
supernatural clarity. Beyond the fence lay a field recently cropped of
hay. Two-thirds of the way across the field stood a |one tree. Disease
had killed the top half of it. Although the | ower branches were thick
with | eaves the higher branches were conpletely bare. Rosemary coul dn't
avoid the inpression that those naked branches were |ike arms wavi ng her
away. |If the tree could speak it would be crying, Danger! Get away from
here! Danger!

Fifty yards beyond the tree another fence separated the field froma
farmhouse. In the eerie glow of the nbon she saw that the buil ding had
been abandoned. Around the boarded door clinbed a nass of roses that
nodded as pi nk as babies' heads. Upstairs, the two wi ndows that faced
her were intact and reflected moonlight Iike two wi de, staring eyes.

Beyond the farnhouse, fields rose and fell in shadowy hunps into the
di st ance.

No people, no cars disturbed the stillness. The only sound was the nman's

| ow voice telling her what to do. And stressing the inportance-the vita

i mportance-of following his instructions to the letter

"I'magi ne you're waiting for someone. He's had a long, tiring journey.

Make himwel cone. He's vitally inportant to you. Enbrace him |ove him
like a long-1ost brother. Keep thinking that and everything will be al
right."

She saw himsitting there, |ooking like a ghost in the shadows of the car.
"Il be right here if you need ne, Rosenmary."

Rosemary felt a stir of confusion> "But what do | do with hin®"

"Keep himcalm He may seema little strange to begin with, but that's



because you'll never have net anyone quite like himbefore. Just hold
onto him And like you can direct Kirk's and the rest of the Can's
actions through your imagination you can direct his as well. OK?"

"I think so."
"Ch,"the man said as if renmenbering sonme insignificant detail> "If he
does behave badly and tries to clinb on top of you, you tell himto sit
down and not move one inch until you tell himto nove again. He'll do
it. Understand?"

18

"COkey-dokey. Go to the mddle of the field and wait for him"As she
clinmbed the fence, the nan called softly, ?Good |uck, Rosemary Snow. "

Thursday night. 52 minutes left.
Sil ence. The kind of silence that hurts your ears.

Rosemary | ooked across at the grotesque tree frozen in mnidwarni ng
gesture and she felt suddenly cold, |ike someone had dunped a handful of
snow i nsi de her sweatshirt.

Rosemary gave a stuttering groan as if she'd woken froma deep sl eep
Shivering, she thought: He's hypnotized nme. She felt |ike soneone who'd
been nesnerized by a stage hypnotist into stripping in front of an

audi ence, then abruptly woken in front of a crowd that was roaring with
| aughter and pointing at her little tits.

O her, nore sinister images flickered like sumer |ightning in her head.

Don't go with strangers. Reports of girls taken to a lonely place,
raped, half strangled, their pubic hair set alight, then stabbed
t hrough- the eye with a screwdriver as they screaned for-

No. Keep a grip, Red Zed.

Despite the sweat rolling down her face, it felt so cold now As if on
this warm summer's ni ght she had sonmehow been | ocked into her own
personal w nter. Above her, the noon blurred. Shadows deepened and slid
i ke boa constrictors through the grass.

She tried to control her breathing. It had becone rapid and shallow it
made her |ight-headed. She | ooked around constantly now and w ped her
sweaty pal ms agai nst her hi ps.

Now t hey cane, |ike she knew they woul d.

Smal | shadows scuttled toward her. Suddenly she had visions of rats

| eapi ng at her face, biting her on the nose and |ips, or running onto
her feet to try and clinmb up inside the | egs of her jeans, sharp claws

hooki ng into her calves, the bristling snouts snuffling upward.

She threw a desperate | ook back at the white BMN The stranger's face
was hooded bl ack by shadow.

Rats! She wanted to screamthe word. Rats! Rats! Get ne out of here!

19 They swarmed toward her |ike disgusting black scabs on the grass;



soon they'd cover her thick as a fur coat, vicious little teeth
crunchi ng through her skin. She tensed, ready to run, but as they hopped
cl ose she let out an explosive |lungful of pent-up air.

Rabbi t s!

Only rabbits, she thought, dizzy with relief. There nmust have been
dozens, hopping fearlessly around her to nibble at clunps of dandelion

Then, as she watched them they abruptly sat upright on their haunches.
As one, their heads swiveled to look in the direction of the farnhouse,
their ears straight up as if snapped tight by invisible wres.

What had they seen?

Rosemary stared hard at the farnhouse

Your new friend' s com ng, Rosemary. Welcome himlike a |ong | ost brother
Then, as if there had been a gunshot she'd been unable to hear, the
rabbits bolted up the field away fromthe farnhouse. She stared toward
the building with its two upper wi ndows |ike dead, staring eyes.

Not hi ng

Sonething in the tree? An ow, perhaps?

She coul d see nothing. The tree stood with its branches cl utched skyward
in a deep-frozen gesture of warning.

Then what in God's name had frightened the rabbits?

O hers ran by, little nore than gray flashes in the nmoonlight. Here
cones your new friend, Rosenmary.

Here he cones

Fee-fi-fo-fum...

What ever happens, the man had said, don't et himclinb on top of you.
Fee-fi

She | ooked about her wildly now, half-expecting to see the devil hinself
cone stamping across the fields, spitting fire and farting sul fur

Fee-fi-fo-fum..

More aninmals streamed by, all noving in the sane direction: foxes,
rabbits, stoats, badgers. No ani mal, whether potential hunter or prey,
noticed the other. They were terrified. This wasn't a few ani nal s
scanpering away froma tabby cat: this was the entire ani nmal popul ation
of the whol e fucking countryside. And they were running for their |ives.
20

And Yet Darker

Thursday night. 20 minutes left.



It came gradually. So gradually that Rosemary couldn't say with any
certainty when she first noticed it.

The nmoon had al nost gone, as if some w cked spirit had drowned it in a
bath of nmilk, leaving a diffused snmudge of white in the night sky.
Shadows rose fromthe ground like the freshly risen dead.

Wthout trying, the inmage of Kirk Bane cane to her with a clarity that
was shocki ng; she could even see the blond stubble on his jaw. H's eyes
were wide; his nouth nmoved but not a sound canme out. He was desperately
trying to conmuni cate a warning of danger that was here! Now

When it came, the groan startled her

It sounded human. Yet inpossibly |oud.

Her eyes jerked back to the farmhouse. The sound had come fromthere.
Those staring wi ndow eyes seenmed to shine nore brightly.

The groan cane again. So full of pain, so deep, the vibration runbled
through the earth to vibrate the soles of her feet.

' mstaying, she told herself savagely. |'m staying. The nan prom sed ne
the power to nmake my dreans cone true. Anything's worth that.

Isn't it?

The groan cane again. It rem nded her of an old man suffering an ache
beyond endur ance.

And sonet hi ng strange was happening to the farnhouse.
The roof had lost its straight line. Slowy ... slowy, with the
21 speed of the minute hand of a watch, its roof began to dip in the center

The groaning grew |l ouder; then Rosemary realized what it was. It was the
sound of the ancient roof tinbers bending under a massive weight.

Then came sharper sounds. Roof tiles shattered with the abruptness of
corn popping in a pan

VWhat happened then happened incredibly fast.

The tinber's resistance coll apsed.

Rosemary wat ched, eyes achingly, stingingly wide as sone force thrust
the roof down into the body of the house with a crash, blow ng out the

two wi ndows in a gust of shattered gl ass.

Bel ow, the roses nodded frantically now, the pink babies' heads tossing
i n panic. Then-

Bang!
They exploded into a nmist of petals.
To her astoni shment she knew that sonething she coul d not see-sonething

enornous-was rolling across the | andscape toward her. She sensed its
col ossal wei ght.



Imagine it's a new friend, the man had said. Wl come him

No. You could no nore enbrace that than you coul d enbrace a tornado.

It hit the tree.

Branches shook as if waving for help; a series of gunshot-sharp cracks.
And the tree split fromtop to root.

Leaves fromthe | ower branches gushed skyward in a plune.

Rosemary realized she was no | onger breathing; shock had | ocked tight
every muscle of her body.

The worl d had gone crazy.

Green snow fell; no, it was | eaves. Followed by gobs of white spittle.
Angel s are spitting on nme, she thought, dazed, and rolled a gob of white
in the palmof her hand. No. It was the wood of the tree itself crushed

to frothy bl obs of fiber.

A word circled in the depths of her mind. She tried to bring it out. It
seened inmportant, this word. If she could only catch hold of it,

recogni ze it, she'd know what to do. Dizzily, she fished into her mnd
trying to catch this slippery word, as sonething invisible bore down on her

Fish for that sneaky word, Rosenary.

21 22 That something cane closer. Rolling the grass flat in a band as
wi de as a truck.

C oser.

Wrd, Rosemary? What's the word that will tell you what to do?
Suddenly she hooked it:

RUN!

Thursday night. 17 minutes left.

She thought: For CGodsakes, nove! You're next!

She turned and ran toward the car as this thing rolled after her, like a
[ion pursuing a gazelle.

A hundred yards away the white BMNwith its shadowy occupant waited on
the road.

That bastard got you into this, he can get you out!

She ran, shouting, waving her arms. In the car the man shook his head,
his face glowi ng eerily.

Then she knew why she could see his face in the dark. It reflected the
lights of the instrument panel. He'd started the engine.

He was | eavi ng.



"No! Don't you dare ... don't you fucking well dare!?

Tires screeched against the road, propelling the car forward like a
rocket. For one insane nonent she tried to outrun the car but soon it
accelerated into the distance, headlights blazing across the fields.

"Bast ard! ?

Though her legs felt suddenly weak, she kept running. Because she sensed
t he approach of some dark, pounding force.

Her Destroyer.

Her running feet clipped dandelion clocks into sprays of white. Stitch
skewered deep into her groin; her throat burned.

Fence! Her blurred eyes never saw it; she only felt the jolting
concussion as she ran into it.

Her lungs burned like two clunmps of nmolten plastic in her chest as she
put one foot clunsily on the bottomrail

When she had her feet on the second rail she rolled forward, allow ng
gravity to pull her over to the ground. Then, on her hands and knees,
she shuffled through a clunmp of tree saplings to the road.

Crack!

23 The fence smashed flat, posts snapping at ground |evel

Panting, she rolled onto her back to see what had so violently destroyed
the fence. Above the fence she saw only night sky.

She sensed novenent in the air above her. Sonethi ng descendi ng.

And she sensed its strength.

Her own strength had all but gone as she heaved herself onto all fours.

She tried to get to her feet. She couldn't. Al she could nanage was to
shuffle forward on her hands and knees, the road grit pricking the pal s
of her hands.

Gonna di e, Rosemary.

She want ed desperately to live, but she couldn't manage to nmove any
faster than this tortoise shuffle.

She sensed it approach

It reached the saplings. One after another, they were whi pped down fl at
to the earth with a crisp snappi ng sound. The | ast sapling whi pped down
to slap her foot so hard she cried out.

This broke the spell. A massive kick of adrenaline jerked her to her
feet. In seconds her feet powered her along the road, faster than she'd
ever run in her life before.

Unabl e to resist glancing back, she saw the fence that divided field
fromroad being hamrered flat to the ground as if sone nonstrous yet



invisible lawn roller was running along it, shattering post after post
into bursts of splinters.

A car, she thought, dazed. A car cones ... Flag it down... W drive out
fast... We'll be safe ..

If only a car would cone trundling down this bit of road. Everything' d
be fine. Damm, DAMN fine. But a car? Here? In the mddle of nowhere? At
this tinme of night?

You m ght as well w sh that the Apple O an would sprout butterfly w ngs
and carry you away to the noon.

Because she knew. Here cones ny Destroyer
The fence behind her shivered into splinters.

Then a concrete gate post. It exploded with the force of a hand grenade,
and she knew her Destroyer was gai ning on her. She sensed her ending.

A wail came across fields of darkness. Long, |low and full of sorrow,
wai | i ng her epitaph. Death was calling her

It came again.

No! she thought. It's a horn. A bloody train's horn

Two hundred yards away, across a field of yell ow oil seed rape,

24

ran a railway track. Even in this dimlight she could see that the |ine
began its run down into a cutting at the end of the field. And heading
toward the cutting came the train, slowy hauling coal trucks.

She knew the only way she'd outrun this thing was to get herself into
one of those trucks. Basically all she needed to do was step fromthe

top of the cutting onto the top of the truck, as if stepping onto a
train froma station platform If she |anded on | oose coal it'd break

her fall. If she didn't she'd break her neck
Run faster. The train "Il soon reach the downhill stretch. If it picks
up too nmuch speed you 'Il never catch it.

Behi nd her canme a femal e-sounding shriek as a netal road sign crunpl ed
flat to the ground.

She ran across the grass verge and junped the fence like an A ynpic
hurdl er. She | anded awkwardly, her feet skidding forward from under her
She sat down heavily on her backsi de.

But when the pain hit her, it was in the back of her head. Sickened and
dazed by its intensity she clawed at her scal p.

Sonet hing held her by the hair.

Unable to turn her head, she funbled awkwardly where she sat, her back
to the fence post. At first she scratched wildly at fresh air, convinced
somet hi ng had grabbed her. Then her fingers hit the fence post itself.
That was it! A handful of her |long hair had beconme knotted as she ran



now t he knotted strands had | ooped over the top of the post like a |asso.

Free yoursel f, she thought frantically, then you can run. You nust reach
the train if you' re going to have any chancel!

Then the fence began to shiver like it was alive.
She | ooked to her right.

Fence post after fence post snapped; the fence rails slamed earthward
beneath the crushi ng wei ght.

She counted the fence posts away fromher. She'd reached ten when she
saw it shatter. Again she thought of an invisible | awn roller of
nmonstrous dinmensions; it rolled relentlessly along the length of the
fence toward her, snapping post after post.

Post ni ne.

Sane agai n. Crushed.

Dazed, she thought, Eight nore posts between nme and ny Destroyer.

Crack!

Post ei ght.

25 ~mmmm

It burst into a spray of splinters. Here it cones: what will | feel?
Brilliant inages squeezed into her head, showi ng her her final seconds

of life. The weight settling on her; the stab of agony as it forced
her - CRACK-fl at on her back

Then, l|ike having an invisible rock descend on her fromthe sky, she'd
feel the agony of her skin splitting, then nuscle stripping from bone,

ri bs going: crack! crack! crack!

Down, down, down ..

Until it broke her open to expose her beating heart. She saw herself
struggling to screamthrough a mangl ed nouth, choking as teeth splinters
slid down her throat... Down, down, down ..

Bones squel ched to the marrow. Then, finally, her heart bursting as
easily as you could pop a tomato beneath your heel

Vividly, she saw herself lying there in the dirt, |ike one of those
rabbits flattened to the thickness of cardboard by the tires of a truck.

This is howit ends for Rosemary Snhow.
"No! ?

Crack!

Post seven. Cone.

"Red Zed! You've got to get that train!?



Cr ack!
Post si x.
"My hair! I can't!?

The train's horn wailed. The sound of its wheels quickened. In a noment
it would be gone.

Scranbling into a squatting position, she lunged forward, sinply trying
torip herself free. Hairs parted fromher scalp with a crackling sound,
but still a fistful of it held.

Post five.

She pictured the stranger's face, those down-turned eyes. Now | know why
you drove so fast. This thing's follow ng you. You know what it is. Are
you laughing at ne like all those other torturing sadists that've nmade
my life hell? Are you enjoying the thought of ny death?

"You bastard! ?she screaned> "1'Il kill you."

Snap!

Post four.

She tried to reach the lasso of hair caught on the fence post. And all
the tine she screanmed her hatred for the stranger.

26
Ti mber crunpled into fragnents smaller than matchsticks.

Cone on! You can still nake it to the train. But this is your |ast
chance. You've got to nmove now

Crack!

Post two.

She raged at the stranger.
Post one.

The post nearest to her exploded. The rails she | eaned agai nst snapped
downward, a clunp of thistles an arnms length away sl apped fl at.

Suddenly she stopped twi sting. Cold, she jerked her face upward.

Above her, the still sumer's night air was suddenly stirred. Displaced
air gusted into her face, then she sensed sonething rush down at her.

Li ke the hammer of GCod.

Rosemary Snow scr eaned.

27 Part Two

There is sonething strange about the city in Turkey known as |stanbul.



In the year ad 330 the Romans nade it the new capital of their Enmpire.
Then it was known as Byzantium The Romans renaned it Constantinople.

They didn't change the place so nmuch as the place changed them They

became Byzantine. And when they did things they did themin a strange,
convol uted, you mght even say Byzantine way.

When a new Enperor ousted the old one it was customary to nutilate the
out goi ng Enperor by gouging out his eyes with a sharpened iron bar

In 1453 the Turks conquered Constantinople. They renanmed it |stanbul and
set out to change the city. The city changed them They becane
Byzantine. The things they did and how they did them becane strange,
again you m ght even say Byzanti ne.

When a new Sultan ousted the old one it was customary to execute the
out goi ng Sultan by crushing his testicles.

29

What ever Happened to Amy Young?

Do you want power?

More precisely, do you want power over people?

Do you want the power to command soneone to die for you?

And for that power to be so absolute, so conplete, that they not only
die for you willingly, they go to their deaths so full of joy, so ful
of pride that they cry out your nane with their final breath.

Do you want that kind of power?

Do you ?

If you'd asked Richard Young that question he'd have been in too much of
a hurry to give you a proper answer.

For the third tine that afternoon Ri chard Young had grow ed to hinself,
"Well, Dicky Boy... it's going to be one of those days."

He pul |l ed open the bureau drawer in the dining roomand began tuggi ng
out fistfuls of old gas bills, insurance policies for cars he no | onger
owned, all liberally mxed with | oose photographs of his famly.

"Christine. How nuch tinme have | left?"
"Tenper, tenper,"sang back his wife fromthe kitchen> "Less than an hour."

Swearing under his breath, he thrust both hands into the drawer and
resumed the search. Where was that dammed passport? He had an

appoi ntnent with his doctor at 5:30. This damed wi |l d goose chase was
the last thing he needed.

Today was the first day of a week's |eave fromwork where he scripted
vi deo promps. Just last night he'd stayed thunping the keys of the
conputer until one in the norning to finish scripting a sales video for
a tennis ball manufacturer. He enjoyed his job

29



\ 30 and constantly surprised hinself at the satisfaction he derived
fromturning in a good tight script that gave clients bl oody good val ue
for nmoney. And would create a video (he referred to themas his
"five-mnute bl ockbusters?) that would entertain as well as inform
Nevert hel ess, after working ten nonths straight with no holiday, it
woul d be good to give hinself a break

Now he pl anned nine days' relaxation with his famly: pottering around
the garden, a couple of day trips and basically doing a | ot of nothing
in particular.

But, inevitably, the shit had already started to fly fanward.

He'd had a phone call fromhis w fe's brother who, over the years, had
managed to beconme the consunmate running sore. The reason for

brot her-in-law Joey's phone call? Yet another frigging stupid schene

that would put themall on the fast track to bankruptcy.

Al'l he needed, now was for lightning to snite the TV aerial and
everything would be flam ng well tickety-boo.

"Jesus Christ!?

"What's wong?"called his wife, sounding startl ed.

"I"ve only gone and found our marriage certificate."

"Good grief, Richard, | thought you d severed an artery or sonething."
"I thought this'd disappeared years ago via the Fanmily Young bl ack hole."
Wth a clash of pans Christine called, ?Has it expired?"

He coul d i magi ne her m schievous grin as she spoke and he couldn't stop
hinself smiling as he replied, ?No such luck. You're stuck with ne for
life."

He pull ed out nore ancient guarantees for clock radios, irons, |awn
mowers, electric tin openers, sone of which had been trashed years ago.
"Do you think everyone's cursed with sonething like this?"he said, half
to hinmsel f> "Tins packed with ol d bank statenents, expired insurance
policies, telephone bills that are ... six years old. My God, there's
even ticket stubs for a U2 concert we saw before we were narried.”

Ri chard Young guessed that just about everyone was. Even though three
quarters of this was basically waste paper that could be safely bagged
and burned there was sonethi ng about even a dead insurance policy wth
its grave black print that nade you afraid to dunp it-just in case.

"R chard?"

31 ?Yeah?"

"WIl you tell Any her tea's ready?"

"Ckay. \Where is she?"

"How t he heck should I know? |'ve been slaving in the kitchen for the
| ast hour, darling husband ..."



Ri chard knew that when Christine used the endearnent ?darling husband?it
was tine to get his backside in gear

Suppressing the craving to put a match to the docunents and dance
how ing with gl ee around the bl azing pile, he headed for the living room

"Any? Gub up."

The television dutifully showed a torn and Jerry cartoon to an audi ence
of enpty arnchairs.

"Any, come and get it before we feed it to the beasties at the bottom of
t he garden.™

Ri chard dropped to his hands and knees and prowl ed the carpet like a
dog> "Wiff, wuff. 1'mgoing to chase you. Then I'mgoing to bite you on
the bum ?

H s four-year-old daughter had a devilish passion for hiding whenever
she was needed.

Favorite hiding place: behind the sofa. And despite an afternoon's worth
of irritations at not being able to crash out in the sun with an
ice-cold tinny and the |latest issue of Q he began to grin, anticipating
Anmy' s eardrum busting squeal when she realized she'd been found. A
squeal that managed to fuse terror with delight. Shrieking and | aughing
she woul d run fromthe room | ooking back at her pursuer-not where she
was goi ng, which tended to | eave her with no shortage of bruises. Not
that she m nded. Bruises were sonething she prized beyond gol d.

"Cotcha."

Amy wasn't in her usual den. Buggeration, he thought, mldly surprised.

She's found a new hi deaway. Then she did have a trick of folding herself
up into a football-sized lunp of arnms and | egs from whi ch beaned a huge

grinning face, conplete with a pair of eyes that tw nkled |ike di anbonds.

He checked the video clock. Tine had donned its trainers and was rapidly
runni ng out. He decided to speed up the search on two | egs.

Behi nd t he door?

No. Only her rag doll with a red smear down its white T-shirt where
she'd tried force-feeding it baked beans.

32 Behind the curtains?
No.

Beneat h the sideboard?
Nope

Under the coffee table?
Zi | ch.

"G ve nme strength,"he miuttered> "One of those days, all right."



But Richard Young, thirty-three, didn't know the half of it.
Because on that blistering day in June his |life would change forever.

First: his daughter, Any, managed to nmake herself vanish fromthe
surface of the Earth.

Second: al though Richard Young didn't know a damm thing about it, the
stranger noved into their house.

Ri chard quickly checked all the downstairs roons then headed upstairs.
"Any? Tea's ready. Cone and get it."

No reply.

Bat hroon? Enpty. But toilet clearly not flushed. He flushed it then cut
across the landing in the direction of his daughter's bedroom He was
intercepted by his ten-year-old son, Mark, who | ooked troubl ed.

"Dad. It's happened again."

"Have you seen Any?"

Ri chard | ooked into Amy's bedroom Nope, it was Any-free.

"Dad, it's gone and done it again."

"What ? You' ve not gone and dropped the TV renote down the back of the
radi at or agai n?"

H s son nodded, those wi del y-spaced bl ue eyes of his |ooking massive as
he expected an irritable outburst fromhis father

"Sorry, Mark. | haven't got time to fish it out again. Have you seen Any?"

He shook his head> "But the westling's on in ten mnutes and I can't
change channel s."

Ri chard suppressed the rising tide of bad tenper> "Look, Mark, | haven't
got time for this. Any's slung her hook sonewhere, |'ve still to find ny
passport and |'ve got to be at the doctor's soon."

"It's just that it's the title match. | want-?

"Mark, "he said, gently pushing the boy back in the direction

33 of his bedroom> "If you want to watch it that badly go ask your
mother to fish it out for you."

"It's not that inportant,"he said quickly> "I'Il leave it till
| ater."Then he snil ed, suddenly resolving the problenm "If Ay isn't
wat ching cartoons |I'Il watch it downstairs."

"On second thoughts, Mark, you can help ne track Any down. Your
mother'll go nuts if Amy's not sat to that table in two minutes flat."

"Someone's left the | andi ng wi ndow open. Maybe she's clinbed out."

"From an upstairs wi ndow? | very much doubt it."



Mark grinned> "1've not heard a wet thud, anyway."

"Not funny, Mark. And don't let your nother hear you say things |ike
that. Now, start hunting."

"I"ll look in the garden."

"CGood | ad,"Richard said gratefully> "Don't worry about the renpte. Wen

| get back fromthe doctor's I'Il hook it out with the coat hanger again."

As his son thunped heavily downstairs Richard checked their bedroom It
wasn't unknown for Amy to hide in the built-in wardrobe. He opened the
door and slid aside the clothes on the rail. He did this carefully.
Not hi ng was guaranteed to raise Christine's fury nore than finding
creased cl othes on hangers.

The first thing he saw brought an expl osive sigh to his lips.

"Great... You find your passport but you |ose your daughter."

Above his head a biscuit tin sat on a shelf. Wdged right in the front
in plain view was his passport along with the airline ticket for Egypt.
Just the sight of it made himprickle with anger. Now he renmenbered why
he had stuck the thing in the wardrobe: because every tine he cl apped
eyes on the ticket he felt a surge of bitterness. They couldn't afford
it. Wrse, deep down, he knew the Egyptian trip would be yet another
case of chasing the wild goose that would get themdam-all in return

As he closed the door he was gripped by the urge to throw the ticket
onto the pile of papers on the table downstairs and burn the bl oody |ot.

"Ri chard?"Christine called fromdownstairs> "Any sign of Any?"
"Not yet. |'ve sent out search parties."
"Make it snappy, love. Her tea'll be cold.”

34 ?Shoul dn't be |long now, "he called as he hurried downstairs and
t hrough the front door into the garden

Al t hough the house itself wasn't at all large, it stood alone in a huge
pl ot of land. Because it fronted a busy main road they'd had it fenced
when Mark was a baby, so Any couldn't have wandered far

He found his son pointlessly poking a stick into a gap between the shed
and fence that was so narrow it wouldn't have admitted a nouse never

m nd a four-year-old.

Ri chard asked, ?No sign?"

"Nope. "

"Best check the garage; she mi ght be playing in the car."

"She's not all owed. "

"l know she's not allowed but she still does it. I'll check the back."

Dam, what tinme is it now? He didn't know how | ong he'd got before he



had to | eave for his doctor's appointnent. Wien his brother-in-Iaw
railroaded himinto this stupid Egyptian trip he'd not realized he'd
need a whol e series of needles shoved into his butt to inoculate him
agai nst typhoid and polio, not to nention the ganma gl obulin shots.
Chuf fi ng marvel ous, Joey, thanks a bl oody |ot.

" AW ?

The girl had vani shed. The | ate-afternoon sun was still sufficiently hot
to raise his own internal tenperature enough to tenpt himto dish out a
coupl e of stinging slaps when he got his hands on the little hooligan

At the bottom of the garden was the privet hedge. Conceivably she m ght
have been able to crawl through the tw ggy gaps at the bottom although
she' d never done so before. But where kids are concerned there's a first
time for everything.

He jogged to the bottom of the garden where he'd built a brick barbecue.
He rarely put together anything actually visible with his hands and the
bar becue was sonething that gave hima solid wedge of satisfaction every
tinme he looked at it, or used it to barbecue the occasiona

beef bur ger - and- bur nt - sausage feast. Now he used it as a | ook-out post.

He clinbed onto it and | ooked over the hedge into the tract of open |and
beyond. Oficially it was known as Sunnyfields, but he had dubbed the
two hundred acres of grassland and clunps of woodl and M sery Meadows or
when in a nel odranmati c nood,

35 The Pastures O Pain. Gold is found everywhere; you will even find
gold in your own back garden-albeit in piddling quantities of one part
per million. But Richard Young was in no doubt at all that there was

bugger-all gold in Sunnyfields.

They say that when you marry, you also marry your lover's famly. Try
telling that to a | ove-struck teenager and see if they believe you, but
cone Christmas or sone domestic crisis and they' Il suddenly realize it's
the truth and nothi ng but the whol e dam truth.

Only Richard managed to go one better. He married the girl, the
fam | y-and somet hi ng unexpected. Somnething that had the power to give
hi m more than one or two sleepless nights in twelve years of nmarriage.
And that sonething was Sunnyfields. Owmed jointly by his wife and
brother-in-law that two hundred acres was a towering, nmonumental, epic
pain in the ass.

"Dad, | can't find her."

Ri chard | ooked down at the boy fromthe top of the barbecue. Sonething
in Mark's widely spaced eyes signaled alarmas clearly as a
hundr ed- deci bel siren

A sudden jab of guilt ran through him He'd been so busy grousing about
Joey, Egypt and Sunnyfields he'd been short-tenpered with his son
worse, he'd been treating the hunt for Any like a hunt for a |ost sock
Al arms began to buzz in the back of his own head.

"Do you think she's got out of the garden, Dad?"

"She'll not be far, kidda. Probably in the shed tormenting spiders."



"She isn't. |'ve | ooked."

Junpi ng down fromthe barbecue he put his armaround the little lad's
shoul ders and playfully gave hima westler's bear hug.

"Come on, we'll find her together."

They searched the garden. Richard's anxiety increased. This wasn't |ike
Amy. Normally she wouldn't mss torn & Jerry. She'd sit in front of the
TV frozen, every shred of concentration | ocked onto the screen

"Any! ?Mar k shout ed her name constantly now, his expression show ng
concern> "Any... Any? Any!?He noved faster, his head twi sting fromleft
to right looking for her, or ducking to peer under a bush

"We'll try Sunnyfields,"Ri chard said. Both father and son unconsciously
transmitted to one another the urge to run

36 They ran through the bushes to a gate that led into the field.

" Ayl ?

Adopting an instinctive hunting formation, they spread out as they
cal | ed her nane.

Ri chard was unnerved to see his son's frightened eyes, scanning the
field for a sister who sonetinmes tornented the living daylights out of
him Now all Mark wanted was to be wal ki ng hand-in-hand with his sister
back to the house saying in that scol ding way he'd picked up from
Christine, ?Now, Any, you nust never run away like that again. It's
dangerous. "

Danger ous.

The word | oosened up the flow of fear through Richard. He willed hinself
to see his daughter peering through the |long grass, eyes tw nkling,

i mpi sh grin across her face.

But suddenly, despite the hot sun, he felt cold.

Mar k st opped, struck by a shocking idea> "Dad. Wat about the pond?"
"She woul dn't go there al one."Even as Richard said the words he started
to run. No. She wouldn't go there alone. Wuld she? Fear gushed through

himfreely now, swirling terrible inmages into his head.

The pond was deep, with steep dirt sides. Easy to fall into. Hard to
climb out. Particularly if you're only four years ol d.

Leavi ng his son behind, he raced to where the pond |ay hidden within a
ring of trees and bushes.

An i mage cane hard into his mnd. Bob, the cameranman, at the office; he
was saying, ?l'msorry to hear about Any, Richard. She was such a
beautiful little girl."

Shut up, he told his imagination that was starting to run rogue inside
his head. Just damm well shut up

He bounded through the trees.



There was the pond.

At the side nearest himsomething floated in the water. He saw a soggy
white T-shirt; a mass of dark hair floated around it

Any lay face down in the water

He' d al ready gauged how far he had to junp to grab his drowned daughter
when he actually identified what his inmagination had so sadistically
distorted.

"Hell fire, Richard. Don't do that to yourself."

He breathed deeply and shook his head at the sheet of newspaper that his
jittery mind had norphed into Amy. |

37 On the way back to the house he met Mark running toward the pond.
"Not there, son. Come on. W'Ill try the garden again."
"Find Any, Dad. |'mworried about her. I'Il catch you up."

Again he felt a rush of affection for his son> "OK W'Il have her found
by the time you get back."

As he ran back through the gate into the garden his rogue inmagination
suppl i ed suggestions of what m ght have happened to her

A stranger |eans over the driveway gates. Calls Amy closer. Then | eans
over, snatches her and runs to a waiting car

The old well in the garden. She's managed to lift the iron grating and
fallen down.

Shit, Richard. Even you and Joey together couldn't shift that grating
when you tried | ast sumer.

Nevert hel ess, pure fear for his child now powered hi macross the | awn.
Still at a run he decided to follow the inside perinmeter of the fence
around to the front garden

Conme on, Richard, it's a process of elimnation now If she's not in the
house, not in the garden, not in Sunnyfields then she nust be-hell,
no-she nmust be out on the road.

The main Sheffield road ran straight as a | aser through the countryside.
The kind of road that nurnurs to drivers, ?Conme on, put your foot down.
No cops here. I'mnice and straight; why not ride me hard. You know

you' ve al ways wanted to see that speedo needl e ki ss one hundred. So what
if alittle kid should wander out? She'll never know what hit her, and
no one'll ever know who did it. Keep on driving. Keep on ..."

Shit!
The main gates were closed. She couldn't clinb them She couldn't clinb
the six-foot fence. The only other exit was a gate they never used

tucked away behind the shrubbery.

Panting, he ran hard through the bushes.



He saw the gate. It lay open

He blinked. Maybe like the newspaper in the pond it was just his
i magi nati on runni ng rogue again.

It wasn't.
The bastard gate yawned w de open

He ran at it. The cars sounded overloud now, roaring along the road Iike
dragsters.

He ran al ong the grass verge, now searching with a terrible
38 fatalismfor a lunp of bl oody clothes in the road.

But she couldn't be here. She'd have nore sense than to wal k dunbly out
into the traffic. Wuldn't she?

Trucks roared by buffeting himw th gusts of air.
" Ay 2"

Cars howl ed by, overtaking the trucks. A nightmare torrent of steel and
rubber nmoving at insane speeds.

A horn sounded, a punping, bleating noise, sounded by a driver
desperately trying to warn soneone.

He | ooked in the direction of the sound.

Then he froze. A sight nmet his eyes that | ocked the breath up inside his
| ungs; even his heart seemed to stop in md-beat; the sound of the
traffic dropped to a muffled runble; it all happened in a second, but it
coul d have been hours as he stared in horror, unable to believe that
what he was seeing was actually stone col dhearted reality.

"Any! ?

Ri chard Young had found his daughter
38 39

Dar ker and Dar ker

Moonl i ght. An open neadow. A tree, its upper branches starkly naked. An
abandoned house with two wi ndows shining |like w de, sightless eyes. The
night air closes around her body like the ice hand of a dead nan. And
then comes the groan that rolls across the nighttine countryside. It
sounds |ike the dying song of some |ost and | ong-forgotten god.

Deeply unconscious in the hospital bed, Rosemary Snow | ay dream ng. She
was oblivious to the stitches that had rejoined her left cheek to the
rest of her face, or the dark bruises that nottled her skin as
plentifully as the black spots on a Dal mati an dog.

Rosemary dreamed of the noon shining on a neadow and col d air against
her skin. And the groan



Now she stood in the field, staring at the farnmhouse with its two upper
wi ndows shining in the nmoonlight; the pink roses around the door

And al ways the groaning.

The dreamrepeated itself endlessly Iike a tape |oop running around and
around inside her head.

The wei ght settling onto the house, driving the roof down with a crash,
bl owi ng out the two windows in a gust of shattered gl ass.

Then came her Destroyer. She ran. It followed renorsel essly, crushing
pl ants, bushes, fences, road signs.

She ran and ran. But she knew it gained on her. Her |egs ached, her
stomach hurt, lungs burned. She couldn't outrun it. It would crush her

She junped the fence. Her feet slipped fromunder her and she was caught
by her lasso of hair by the fence post. To her right fence post after
fence post snapped; the fence rails slamed eart hward beneath the
crushing weight. A clunp of dandelion clocks exploded in a spray of

m sty white.

40 Here comes ny Destroyer, she thought in a way that was eerily
det ached; the nearest fence post to her shattered into splinters. This
is howit ends for Rosemary Snow.

Above her, the still sumer's night air was suddenly stirred; displaced
air gusted into her face, then she sensed something rush down at her
i ke the hanmmer of God.

She screaned.

Instinctively she crouched into a ball to protect herself. But a
concrete bunker couldn't save her now.

Then she realized sonething that astonished her: |I can nove. | can
bl oody nove! The very destruction of the fence beside her had freed her
hai r.

She rol |l ed sideways just as the grass she'd been sitting on was crushed
to green paste.

In one second flat she was on her feet again and running and running,
and chewi ng down nmassive |lungfuls of air. Behind her the ground shook
beneat h the wei ght of sonething she could not see.

She gl anced back as she ran through the oilseed crop. The thing foll owed
li ke a speedboat cutting across a | ake of yellow paint, throw ng up

yel low petals in a plune shaped like a gigantic V.

Sonmewhere in the darkness ahead the train gathered speed downhill; its
horn cried across the nightscape |like a soul dammed to hell.

Run, Rosemary Snow! Run! Run!

Figures ran at her side. Kirk Bane and the rest. They willed her to
outrun this thing-her Destroyer.

If you die, we die, they seemed to be shouting at her. Live, Rosenary



Snow, live! You' ve work to do, Rosemary Snow.
The sound of wheels turning on track quickened.
Behi nd, the V-shaped yell ow plume drew ever closer to her.

Where was the rail track? She couldn't see it in the darkness. Only the
runbl e of steel wheels and cry of the horn

Yel l ow fl owers rai ned down onto her. Confetti at a funeral, she thought,
dazed-your funeral, Rosemary Snow. Your funeral. That thing crushes you?
Www Only gonna need a flat coffin, Rosemary. Flat as a paperback book
Don't need a hole in the ground, just a slot as thin as a mail box
opening. Hell, you'd never be as thin as this even if you didn't eat for
a year, Rosemary Snow.

Red Zed, Red Zed, Red-

41 ?No! I'm ... not ... going ... to ... D E "She screaned defi ance at
the sky> "He is! He is!?And she pictured the face of the stranger who'd
br ought her here.

To her astoni shment she found hersel f running al ongside the cutting. Ten
feet bel ow runbled the steel trucks piled high with coal. They noved
faster than she herself was running. The train was too fast; the

di stance too great.

Behi nd her a tel ephone pole was snapped in half as easily as a boy
breaking a pencil; cables cracked across her back |ike whips.

Rosemary Snow | eaped fromthe banking |ike she was | eaping into a
swi mm ng pool

What followed the bolt of blue Iight searing through her brain was
dar kness. A darkness that grew darker, inpossibly darker... ... and
dar ker

In the hospital bed, saline drip tube running fromher armlike a
transparent worm she never stopped dreanming the same dream And each
time she dreaned it, the thing that followed her grewa little nore
distinct. As if the dreamitself was enhanci ng some enornously
attenuated image. Tantalizingly sonething was energing fromthe

dar kness. Sonet hi ng that she knew she woul d one day see. And recogni ze.

Moonl i ght. An open neadow. A tree, its upper branches starkly naked. An
abandoned house with two wi ndows shining |like w de, sightless eyes. The
night air closes around her body like the ice hand of a dead nan. And
then the groan that rolls across the nighttine countryside. It sounds
like the dying song of some |ost and | ong-forgotten god.

And here cones mny Destroyer

The dream had begun agai n.

42

Car Weck

When Ri chard Young saw his daughter on the far side of the road he
froze. He saw, but he did not believe. And what he'd do next he, for the



life of him did not know.

Dressed in a white T-shirt, jeans and sandal s she stood statue-still.
Sonet hing fascinated her in the field at the side of the road; her eyes
fixed on it, she stood apparently oblivious to the juggernauts roaring
by, their slipstream bl owi ng her shoul der-length hair this way and that
as if she stood in a gale.

Ri chard asked hinself: How the hell did she manage to cross the road

wi thout getting hit? He felt the strength run out of him |eaving himso
absurdly weak he didn't know if he could actually put one foot in front
of anot her.

An appal | i ng thought suddenly struck him Wat if Any turned and saw
hin? He could imagine a big smle lighting up her face, then putting her
head down to run toward him just as she did when he wal ked toward the
house on returning from work.

He found hinself staring at her, willing her to keep watching the bird
or rabbit or whatever it was that fascinated her. He waited for a gap in
the traffic.

Trucks, tankers, mail vans, cars, motorbikes roared by, until Richard
told himself the bl oody things nust be wel ded together nose to tail in
an unbroken line. For Christsakes, you bastards, | need to get across
the road to ny little girl so you norons don't put your tires across her
back! Close to screanming at them he inched forward onto the road itself.

Then Any turned, saw her dad and smiled delightedly. In the next second
she'd charge toward himoblivious to the traffic.

"-king idiot!?was all he heard shouted from sone trucker's w ndow, but
he paid no attention as he hit the far side of the road. Scooping Any up
into his arms, he held her so tight that |ater he

43 ?Any, "he panted> "Wiat the ... what on earth are you doing here ..
you know you're not allowed out of the garden by yourself."

"Dad, | want-?

Earlier he'd wanted to slap her. Now he gave her a heartfelt kiss on her
forehead> "Jesus, Any. Don't ever do that to me again ... OK?"

"OK,
He ki ssed her again and this time he felt his heart begin to subside to
a nore normal beat. Even so, his | egs shook. Jesus, you don't come mnuch

closer to losing your child than this.

"Any. You don't know how cl ose you canme to giving your old dad heart
failure. Cone on, tea time. If we can get across this f... flipping road."

"Daa-aad, | want you to see something."

"Show me later. Cone on, hone time. What your nother's going to say |
don't know. "

As he hunted for another gap in the traffic so he could carry Amy hone
she screaned in his ear and her body went so rigid it shook



"Jesus Christ, Any. What's wrong?"

At first he thought she was having some kind of fit; her face turned
bright red and her eyes glittered in a way that was nothing short of
di st ur bi ng.

It was then he noticed she was pointing with her arm outstretched at
something in the field.

"OK, Amy. OK. W'll see what it is, then home."Now he was over the
shock, once nore he was tenmpted to smack her for wandering away |ike
this. And her behaving like a spoiled brat didn't help matters. Even so,
she'd not been like this before; it had felt as if her whol e body had
been el ectrocuted, |eaving her rigid and quivering. He decided to hunor
her, let her show hima big daisy or beetle or whatever it was that had
caught her attention, then get the hell hone, and naybe |l et off sone
steam by giving her a good yelling-at.

"What is it, Any? What're we supposed to be | ooking at?"
"There! There! No. Not in the field. Down there."

Bet ween the broad roadsi de verge and the field ran a ditch a good six
feet deep, maybe ten feet wide and with enough water

44 to reach perhaps as far as a man's knees. He |looked into it. That was
when he saw the white BMWN

"Car!?she shouted triunmphantly> "It's a car! Wiy's it down there, Dad?"

"Jesus, "he breathed, his eyes taking in the scene. It didn't take a
genius to see what had happened. Although the road here was straight as
aruler, the car had left it a good hundred yards to the south, |eaving
two parallel marks in the short turf before crashing down into the ditch
maybe fifty yards upstream Richard saw the car nust have been novi ng at
a hell of a pace because it had continued al ong the ditch, channel ed by
the near-vertical banks. It had gouged up a nound of silt as black as
old engine oil that all but covered the front half of the car

Ay protested at being carried and he set her down on her feet. After
first making sure he'd got a good tight grip of her hand, he crouched
down to get a better |l ook at the car itself. Its roof was perhaps a
coupl e of feet below the top of the banking.

The white BMWN | ooked new. In fact, he could even see that plastic sheets
still covered the backseat. He | ook closer, his eyes widening in
surprise. Through the rear wi ndow he could see that the backseat
appeared to be covered by a |layer of bank notes.

Ay chuckl ed> "Can we put our car down there, Dad? Dad, stop pulling ne.
What you pulling me back for?"

Richard didn't want Anmy to see anynore, because he'd just noticed a
reddi sh- brown handprint on the car's roof. Blood. He'd no doubt about

it. The doors were held shut by the nmud banks of the ditch pressing at
either side. The driver or a passenger had clinmbed through a door w ndow
and pressed down on the roof, and they'd been bl eeding badly enough to

| eave a perfect handprint.

Ri chard | ooked al ong the ditch and then scanned the field beyond. It was



possi bl e whoever had escaped fromthe car lay injured, even dead nearby.
Equal |y possibly there m ght be nore injured or dead passengers in the
car. He didn't want Any to see sonmething that sure as hell wouldn't be a
pretty sight.

"Can we clinb down and | ook inside, Dad?"

"No, "he snapped, shocked by her ravenous curiosity; then added gently,
"No, | ove. Mumand Mark are worried about you."This would cut no ice
with Any and he automatically tacked on a bribe> "And your tea's ready.
Mum s baked a cake."
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Ay gazed down at the car, fascinated> "Can we cone back and play here
| ater?"

"Not tonight, |love."As he spoke he | ooked up and down the ditch again,
expecting to see a figure lying facedown in the water. He knew he shoul d
check inside the car but he couldn't | eave Any up here beside the busy
road. And he couldn't take her down with him He just didn't know what
he'd find in the car.

Al'l he could do, he reasoned, was get Any home, then tel ephone the
rescue services. Quicker the better. If no one had seen the car plunge
into the ditch chances were that it had happened | ast night when the
road was quiet.

Heart pounding, he picked Any up and waited for a gap in the traffic.
Al most straight away he saw it approachi ng.

This time he stepped into the road and held up his hand, pal m outward.
The police car pulled over to the side of the road. Heaving a sigh of
relief, Richard, with Any still in his arnms, wal ked up to the car and
told the policeman what he had found.

46

Bl ood

"Dad, there's blood all over the path,"Mark shouted as he clinbed the
stairs.

"Bl ood? \Were?"

"On the path near the shrubbery. There's splotches as big as
this."Excited, Mark held up his palmto indicate the size> "And then
there's a big puddle of it by the lilac."

"Yuk, sounds gross."

"Do you think someone's been shot ?"the boy asked hopeful ly.

"Doubt it. | think we'd have heard the gunfire. Were there any feathers
near it?"
"No. It looks really cool; it's all starting to go dark red and | unpy.

W1l you conme and have a look at it with ne?"

"Sorry, no can do at the moment, Mark. Amy's in the bath so I'mgoing to



have to stay here and keep an eye on her."
"Mum coul d do that."

"Mum s been working hard. She's spent all day baking for your Uncle
Joey's garden party. So | reckon she's entitled to put her feet up for a
m nute, don't you?"

"Aw, Dad. Cone and see the blood. Any's four now, she'll be all right
for two ... no, one mnute."

Ri chard | ooked down at his son's expectant expression. The bl ood woul d
no doubt belong to sone poor bird that'd fallen victimto a cat or hawk
but he had to adnit he got a kick out of his son's enthusiasm

"OK, then,"Richard said, snmling> "Any can | ook after herself for a few
seconds. "

"Da- ad! ?cane Any's shout fromthe bathroomright on cue> "Dad! Got soap
in m eyes. It stings. I T STINGS!?

Ri chard sm | ed and shrugged at his son> "That'l|l teach me to open ny big
nmout h. "

47 ?Dad, " Any shri eked.

"OK, Amy. I'mhere."As he went in the bathroom he called back to Mark
"I"ll have a look at it with you later."

G unbl i ng sonet hi ng about Any stealing all the attention, Mark stonped
of f downstairs.

Ri chard soon managed to rinse the soap out of Amy's eyes and it

devel oped into a gane with Any squeezing the sponge onto her face, then
bl owi ng her cheeks out as she explosively released |ungfuls of air and

| aughi ng so much she ended up with a nouthful of bathwater. After that

Ri chard nade bat hf oam beards for both of them which they took turns at

admring in Ary's Fisher Price play mrror.

"Dad?"said Any through a huge white beard that woul d have done Santa
G aus proud> "Do you think that mster got died in his car in the ditch?"

Ri chard sm|ed as he crouched beside the bath nolding a white bubble w g
on his own head> "No, | don't think the m ster got died. | suppose he's
hone now eating his supper.”

"What about his nice white car?"

"Mark watched the police tow truck pull it out this afternoon. | expect
it'll be all right after a wash."

"No one got died in it then?"

Ri chard | ooked at his daughter's serious blue eyes above the foam beard.
She' d obvi ously been thinking about the car and the fate of its
occupants since she'd found it that afternoon. He told her that everyone
in the car was fine, then shaped a couple of white devil's horns on her
head to take her mind off the car weck. Mre than once he'd shuddered
at the thought of what could have happened to Any on the road that
afternoon. And what if she had found a nutil ated body lying torn and



bl oody on the bonnet of the car? Sonething like that could screw a child
up for life. Fromwhat little the police had told himthe whereabouts of
the car's driver was sonething of a nystery. They'd said that the driver
hadn't turned up to claimthe car. Richard imagi ned the nost likely

expl anati on was that |ast night soneone had had half a dozen beers too
many and sinply driven the thing off the road. Then probably tottered
hone to sleep it off to avoid ending up on a drunk driving charge. No
doubt they'd read all about it in the Advertiser this week.

"Dad, your beard's dropped off."
They | aughed as he scooped up the bubbles fromthe bath mat.

48 ?Don't tell your num about the mess, she'll stick my head down the
toilet."

"And flush it?"Amy's eyes were wide with wonder.
"Yes, flush it."Richard said pretending to be terrified.

"Mum Mum ?Any shouted in glee> "Mum Dad's messing up your bathroom
Cone and flush his head down the toilet."

"Ch, Any! You've told on ne."

"Gonna get you done, gonna get you done,"she sang with a delighted grin
showi ng t hrough the beard.

Smiling broadly, Richard stood up> "Now you behave yourself while | get
the towels fromthe airing cupboard. Prom se."

"Prom se. "

As Richard left the bat hroom he happened to | ook up and noticed the
hatchway lid to the attic had been noved. The lid was sinply a white

pai nted square of hardboard that rested on the tinber frame of the

hat chway. The board was so light it only needed a gust of wi nd or
someone to slam a bedroom door to pop the thing off at an angle, |eaving
an unsightly gap. It really needed weighting with a chunk of tinber but
he'd got into the habit of sinply standing on tiptoe and strai ghtening
the board with his fingertips.

"Are you going in the attic, Dad?"asked Mark fromthe bottom of the stairs.
"No, |'mjust straightening the board."

"It's just that | need ny rucksack fromup there for when | go canping
on Monday."

"It's not in the attic, laddie. It's where you left it last tinme. Wdged
under your bed, no doubt with your dirty socks and underpants stil
festering away inside."

Any hints that Mark was habitually untidy slipped as cleanly off him as
a fried egg off a Tefl on-coated pan

"WIl you cone and | ook at the bl ood, please, Dad?"he asked hopefully.

"Just give me a minute, kidda, |I'mjust getting your sister out of the
bat h. "



"It's all going black now and there's this big neat fly crawing al
over it."

"Scrunptious. Can't wait to see it."

Mar k bounded eagerly downstairs again, no doubt on his way to stare in
rapture at the blood once nore and probably even give it a hefty stir
with a stick. Smling, Ri chard shook his head and

49 went to find the towels. Wen he reached the bat hroomthe bathwater
was al ready gurgling away down the plughole while Any, holding onto the

bath sides, slipped backward and forward on her knees.

"Right, just stand up, Amy, and I'll lift you out. There ... Ch, just a
mnute, | forgot to wipe the jamoff your mouth. There, all done."

"Who' s naking the noise?"
"What noi se?"

"The bangi ng noi se upstairs."
"W are upstairs already."

"I heard someone goi ng bunp, bunp, bunp up there."She pointed up at the
cei ling.

Ri chard, toweling her hair, said, ?That's the attic. There's no one in
there."”

"I heard it."
"Probably mice with big boots on."
"It"ll be The Boys."

"Those naughty Boys get everywhere, don't they, Amy? Now let me do your
arns. "

"Boys! ?she shouted painfully into his left ear> "Boys! Stop making a
noi se and conme down out of the attic."

He grinned> "Tell themwe'll stick their heads down the toilet."

"And flush it."She beanmed> "Boys! Come down fromthat attic
nmeed- nedi tly-meed-""

"I mredi at el y?"
"Come down himneedittly or we'll flush your heads down the toilet!?
"Trouble with The Boys agai n?"

Ri chard | ooked back over his shoulder> "Christine? I'lIl get Amy sorted
if you want to finish your nagazine."

Smiling, she ruffled his hair> "Thank you, darling hubby, but | best see
to Any's hair. You like it blow drying, don't you, sweetie?"



"And can | have ny new slide in?"

"OK, we can take it out before bedtine."Christine took over fromRichard
to towel the back of Any's neck gently> "Now let's see to you. Stone ne,
you're growing into a big girl, aren't you?"

As Christine dried Amy she talked to her in that | ow husky voice that
Ri chard found so appealing. Hearing it would often transport himback to
before they were marri ed, when he'd phone

50 her. She lived then with her brother and father in a huge town house.
I nvari ably brother Joey would answer> "Ch, it's you, Dicky. You'll be
wanting Chrissie."Joey would | augh a sleazy laugh> "1'd go get her for
you but she's gone up to her bedroomwi th a man."Anot her sleazy | augh
"God knows what they're doing up there but it sounds like a westling
mat ch. " Joey woul d continue with what he obviously believed to be a
hilarious routine (while Richard forced hinself to remain polite while
hungering ferociously to give the idiot a slap the next tinme he net
hin). Eventually Joey would call Christine and for what seened an
unbel i evabl e l ength of time R chard woul d hear doors openi ng and
shutting in sone distant part of the house, then footsteps echoing on
bare boards along corridors that in his imagination stretched away into
infinity. The footsteps would echoingly approach the phone, Joey woul d
chuckl e and say to Christine sonething that Richard could never catch
but whi ch sounded pretty seedy. Then a pause. Then he'd hear Christine's
husky voice, coming |low over the line. That, to Richard, was one of the
nmost thrilling sounds in the world.

Now, twelve years later, it still sounded pretty good. Just as he was
convinced the sky is blue and the sun always rises tonorrow, he was
convinced he'd done the right thing marrying this husky-voiced girl with
soft dark hair down to her shoul ders and dark, nut-brown eyes.

As Christine helped Any with her pajamas she chatted |ightheartedly.
"What were those rascally Boys up to this tinme?"

"They're junping about in the attic. Dad's going to flush their heads
down the toilet."

"If anyone's going to get their head flushed it's Dad for giving you

i deas about such things."She turned and rai sed her eyebrow at hinp "I
renenmber when Mark was five your Dad put ideas into his head; that there
really were people inside the television set. | walked into the living
roomone day to find himpushing a biscuit into the ventilation slots in
t he back of the television because he thought Laurel and Hardy m ght be
hungry. "

Ri chard grinned> "Guilty, your honor. But | was young and foolish then."
"And | don't believe you've changed for a mnute,"she said, smling.

"Li ke putting pies, still in foil containers, into the m crowave and
nearly blowing us all up."

"Just an oversight."

50 51 ?And the tinme we had the barbecue and you set fire to the hedge?"

"Coul d happen to anyone."

"How cone | fell in love with a one-man di saster area?"



"That's because |'ve got the body of a Geek god."

"Yes, the fat one with the trident."

He | aughed> "Now don't go nocking ny body. It's suffered enough today."
"The inocul ations? Did you have to wait |ong at the surgery?"

"Not |ong. Anyway, it was the nurse who did the injections. Wth a
hypodermic that | swear was as long as my arm"

"Did you feel a prick?"

"Wth nmy pants around ny ankles? Yes. Actually | did."

"Idiot."She threw a towel over his head as she foll owed Anmy out of the
bat hroon» "My God, | wish I'd been there to see your expression as she
ramred it in."

"Sadi st."Richard sniled, happy that his wife was in such good spirits.
"Where does it hurt, Dad?"asked Amy synpathetically.

He pointed to his left buttock> "Just there, sweetheart."

Ay punched himon the bottomas hard as she coul d.

"OM You little nmonkey, 1'lIl get you for-?

"Ssh."Christine held her finger to her lips> "Did you hear it?"

"Hear what ?"

"The Boys, "sang Any.

"There."Christine's dark eyes regarded the bedroom ceiling> "Can you
hear it?"

Richard |listened. This tinme he had heard sonething. A sort of nuffled
cl unki ng. Like something knocki ng agai nst ti mber.

"W haven't got birds in the attic, have we?"
"The Boys, "added Amy her eyes bright> "We'll flush their naughty heads."

Ri chard cocked his head to one side> "Well, | can't hear anything now
It might be a seagull on the roof. They're heavy brutes."

"Per haps you shoul d have a qui ck | ook, "Christine suggested> "The | ast
thing we want is bird poop all over the Christmas decorations."

"I can't see that a bird'd get in there. There's a window in the attic
in the gable end wall but I knowit's shut."

"Shh. Listen."All three |istened hard.
52 Then it cane. A loud runmble that vibrated the w ndows.

"Well, that's your answer,"Richard said> "W're in for a thunderstorm



"Il just check the bikes are inside."

"Make it snappy, love, it's looking as black as a gorilla' s whatsits out
there."”

"What a lovely turn of phrase you have, dear."

He hurried downstairs. In the living room Mark was watching a vi deo
where one robot was struggling to pull the head off a second robot.

"Mark, do you want to show ne the bl ood?"

'"Too | ate, Dad."He nodded at the wi ndow. CQutside, rain had begun to fal
with the force of a jet wash. Then cane a crash of thunder that, Richard
woul d have sworn, sounded like a gigantic hamrer had fallen upon the house.
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Chapt er Ei ght
Li vi ng Pai ns

Moonl i ght. Meadows. Thistle |eaf pricks her shin. Tree. Branches starkly
naked; the abandoned house where two wi ndows shine |ike the eyes of a
ghost. And then cones the groan. Rolling across the night. It sounds

i ke the dying song of some |ost and |ong, |ong forgotten god.

Here conmes ny Destroyer

Unconscious in the hospital bed Rosemary Snow dreamed the same dream
She had no way of knowing if she'd dreaned it a hundred tines, a
t housand times or a hundred thousand tines. Al ways the sane:

The destruction of the farmhouse.
The crushing of the tree.

And then the agoni zing hunt, with her pursuer destroying all that lay in
its path. The chase only ending as she leapt fromthe cutting into the
coal truck. Then not hing.

But al t hough the events' sequence was always identical, the fabric of
the dream had begun to alter. As if each tinme the i mage of what pursued
her grewa little clearer. As if she watched something solid and
identifiable emerging froma fog. Perhaps sonething she had known once,
only forgotten

Now she began to see tantalizing details of the thing that had pursued
her so mercilessly across the field.

She saw

Chri st!

Pain. A ball of flane shot |ike a nmeteor through her body. It cane
agai n: sonet hing hot and stinging being forced between her |egs. She

sensed it moving up higher inside her stomach.

A tiny part of her mnd remai ned conscious but hid deep inside her brain
i ke sonmeone hiding inside a concrete bunker during a nucl ear war. They



feel the shock waves of expl oding hydrogen
54 bombs and scranble fromcorner to corner trying to find the safest place.

Soneone' s rapi ng me, she thought. Sone fat-bellied hospital porter sees
me alone in the roomlate at night. He chuckles> "Ch, | ook what we got
here, all warm and soft in the dark. As long as it's got a pul se and
don't tell mamma | don't mind."

The bolt of fire cane again, ripping a burning path up between her |egs,
up through her stomach to crush her lungs. The conscious fragnent of
Rosemary Snow ran frantically inside her skull |ooking for somewhere to
hi de; sonewhere where the pain wouldn't find her and-

-and bear down onto her |ike sone fat bull of a man stuffing a whiskey
bottl e inside her.

Fucked by Jack Daniels and he never asked your nane, Rosenary Snow.

Now t he sadi st pushed a needl e through her cheek as far as her teeth. He
forced harder. The needl e passed through her cheek and grated between
her teeth to spear her tongue. She tried to scream but nothing above a
mur mur reached her 1|ips.

Fat Belly, the hospital porter, forces in the whiskey bottle. This tine
it went all the way up, a burning lunp of sheer pain that went up
beneat h the pubic bone, splitting her fallopian tubes |Iike pasta,
bursting her wonb like a balloon; this time it didn't stop: the ball of
fire scraped its way through her bl ood vessels down through her arns,
down to her fingertips; nore needl es penetrated her face; a hacksaw
started to grate away across her |eft knee cap

" hear ne ... Can you hear me? I'ma nurse. You're in hospital. Can
you hear..."

So she wasn't being tortured, realized the conscious fragment of her

ball ed away in the corner of her mnd. What the pain neant was that she
was sl owy waking. Christ, she nmust have been nutilated by the fall into
the coal truck. Now she lay like a broken doll in sone nanel ess

hospital : stitched, sutured, bandaged, kept alive on baby food and sali ne.

She tried to open her eyes. Wth an effort they peel ed open. She'd
expected a brightly lit hospital ward and the nurse's face.

Instead it was gl oony. The ceilings were | ow and sl oped down at either
side of her. She saw a small w ndow at the far end of the room The

i mpressi on was of dust, cobwebs and objects stacked carel essly here and
there. On a table a pile of Christnas

54 55 lights, beside those a box of Christnas decorations, plastic
sacks: one had split; magazi nes poured out.

She didn't tell herself to turn her head, but constantly the inmage
panned fromleft to right as if she was watching a film Suddenly the

i mage would go into a close-up of bare floorboards on which sat a green
rucksack; then there was a dressing table; then an exercise bike, lying
on its side.

At | ast Rosemary realized she wasn't actually | ooking through her own
eyes. Maybe the old dream of the chase across the countryside had been



repl aced by a new one. O her, or someone, sitting in what seened to be
an attic full of junk.

In the distance she heard a muffled fenmal e voice calling, ?Mark? Mark
Switch off the computer now It's time for bed."

Rosemary Snow dreaned she saw a hand glide like a gray fish from out of
the gloomin front of her, just as if she was watching her own. She saw
it open the rucksack. She saw it reach inside and pull out a handgun; a
dull metallic gleamtw nkled along the length of its barrel; another
hand noved into view, pulled out a magazine of gleanming bullets fromthe
butt of the gun, then snapped it back hone.

The i mage shifted again. This time she saw a dusty mirror fixed onto the
dressing table. And this time she saw a face reflected back

It was the stranger's face. That sane stranger who had pulled up
al ongside her in the white BMNand told her to clinb inside.
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Firing Rockets at the Sky

"Dad, can we stick woodlice in the end?"

Ri chard grinned> "It's not referred to as the end, it's the nose cone."
"Well, can we stick woodlice into the nose cone?"

"Best not. Your nmother'll be along in a nmonent and she's not keen on you
torturing defensel ess creatures.™

"Whodlice can't feel anything."Mark beaned his wi dest smle> "I|'ve stood
on tons and not heard a single one scream”

"Dad. Da-ad! Can | press the button?"

"Good grief, not yet, Any. If you press the button that rocket' Il fly up
my left nostril at three hundred mles per hour."

Ay chuckl ed delightedly and pressed the button anyway.

"Any's trying to fire it, Dad."

Ri chard grinned> "Don't worry, son. | renoved the battery fromthe
control pad. Now, if you just stand back I'Il pop the rocket onto its
| aunch pad and we're ready for countdown.™

' Ten-ni ne-ei ght - si x-t hree-two-?

"No. Not yet, Any, sweetheart,"Mark said in a near mmcry of his
nmot her's voice> "Dad's not ready."

"Hurry up, hurry up! | want to fly it."Amy, dressed in a pink cotton
dress and engine driver's cap, junped up and down excitedly with a grin
so inpossibly wide Richard woul d swear that one day the ends of her |ips
woul d neet up sonewhere at the back of her head.

Ri chard had brought them out here onto Sunnyfields first thing after
breakfast. After the thunderstorm of the night before they'd woken to



bl ue skies and a sun already hot enough to sizzle bare arms and necks.

The rocket had been his idea. Wen he'd seen themin a | ocal nodel shop
a couple of nonths ago he'd been unable to resist

57 buying the thing. Imediately it'd brought back chil dhood nenories of
hi m pl ayi ng for hours and hours with those little bal sa wood gliders. As
a glider soared on the air currents he'd inagine hinmself into its
cockpit so vividly that his stonmach responded to the glider's swoops and
dives as if he was actually flying. He'd naturally thought his
ten-year-old son woul d be equally captivated. Yes, OK Mark did enjoy
flying the rocket but it hadn't captured the boy's inagination as nuch
as the pocket-noney gliders had captivated a ten-year-old Richard Young.

"Whodlice in the nose cone'd make it nore interesting, Dad?"

"Not today, ny |addo, your nother'|ll be here any minute." Richard
concentrated on readying the rocket for its voyage into the hot sunmer
sky above Sunnyfields. Smiling as he worked, he experienced once nore a
buzz of that old boyi sh enthusiasm

The rocket, standing waist-high with yell ow nose cone and fins,
resenbl ed an el ongated version of the cardboard tube you find in the
mddle of toilet rolls. At first, it had struck Richard that the rocket
appeared too flimsy; pessinmistically, he'd reckoned it would last a
couple of flights before becomng terminally busted. He'd been surprised
to find it ruggedly survived flight after flight.

"I''"'mready, Dad,"Any called

"Me, too,"replied Richard as he finished slotting the rocket onto the
dowel ling tripod that constituted the launch pad> "Right, I'll just pop
the battery into the launch controller, like so, and Free Bird 2 is now
ready for lift off."

"Stand back, everyone,"yelled Mark, sprinting to a safe distance. Any
tried to follow himbut as the |aunch controller was connected by a
limted length of flex to the |l aunch pad she ended up draggi ng the pad
and rocket after her across the grass.

"Whoa."Richard ran forward to straighten the rocket> "Right, ready to go
agai n?"

"Yep! ?she squeal ed wi th excitenent.
"Pity we haven't got any woodlice astronauts, "commented Mark

"Just think, Mark. Seven hundred years ago when we had bows and arrows,
t he Chinese were using rockets. They'd fix an iron spi ke on the end,
point it at the eneny and-?

Ay pressed the button. Wth a powerful whoosh the rocket bl asted
skyward in a blur of yellow, covering the thousand-foot high journey in
barely nore than two seconds. A trail of white snoke streamed fromits
tail. As it al nost di sappeared from sight

58 into the dazzling blue Richard heard the faint pop that told himthe
ej ection charge had detonated; there was a puff of white snoke high
above their heads and seconds |ater the rocket came sw nging down to the
earth a hundred yards away beneath its parachute.



He wat ched Amy and Richard running hand in hand through the knee-deep
grass toward the rocket's landing site. Oten the pair could argue |ike
cat and dog but today they were enjoying one another's conpany, wth Amy
every so often dashing up to Mark to make hi m kneel down so she coul d

pl ant a wet kiss on the back of his neck

On an easygoi ng take-us-as-you-find-us kind of day like this with
everyone in a good nood Richard could al nost enjoy | ooking out across
Sunnyfields. Qutwardly it was a pleasant stretch of countryside richly
covered by plants with exotic names such as Venus's Looking d ass,
Scarl et Pinpernel, Red Dead Nettle, Goundsel, Fool's Parsley and
Shepherd's Purse; sonetinmes you could even find G ant Puffballs which
al t hough | ooking |ike bare skulls against the ground, tasted
surprisingly good when roasted |ike a joint of beef.

But in the house a filing cabinet contained reports | abel ed
Sunnyfi el ds- Topographi ¢ Surveys. Automatically he could reel off the
findings of what |ay beneath the rye grass and Cock's Foot: detail ed
texts concerning the soil mechanics. The equival ent for a human being
woul d anmount to a detail ed nedical exam nation. And the diagnosis would
be term nal

He knew those bl oody reports by heart. Al because of the good

i ntentions of one ?Biscuit?Bobby Barrass, Christine's and Joey's father
He' d bought the land thirty years ago as an investment for his two
children. Only for the first tine in his life the shremd old nan had
been duped. Sunnyfields had been a Victorian nunicipal dunp. Beneath a
skin of top soil and turf the place was a two-hundred-acre |agoon of
Victorian potato peelings, apple cores and even human excrenment rotting
beneath their feet. You could no nore build a house on this |land than
you could build a house on qui cksand.

"Dad?"Mark called> "Can | launch it this tinme?"

He and Any cane boundi ng through the grass toward him their faces stil
beam ng excited sniles.

Ch sod it, thought Richard, the smile returning. At |east Sunnyfields
made a decent playground and a terrific site for I aunching

59 rockets. Their nearest nei ghbors were half a mle down the road so it
was unlikely they'd find Free Bird 2 crashing through greenhouse roofs.

"Can | refuel, Dad?"asked Mark.
"And ne, "added Any.

"Let Mark do it, sweetie. These rockets can be dangerous if you're not
careful . "

"OK, "she agreed, surprisingly. Oten she'd kick up a fuss if she
couldn't do exactly as her brother.

"Unclip the old motor first. That's it."Richard handed Mark a fresh
rocket notor.

Ay had been wat chi ng Mark poke the rocket notor up into the hollow tube
of the rocket. Wen she spoke Richard assuned it'd be sonme conment about
the rocket but it was one of the odd, off-the-wall ideas she'd sonetines



trot out.

"Dad. W're not real, are we? | mean ... we're not real people. W're
like toys or statues, and sonmeone el se nmoves us around. Like we're over
here and soneone says nove there."

Ri chard saw that the four-year-old was no | onger watching Mark prodding
the rocket notor; her eyes had slipped dream |y out of focus. Richard
frowned. O course it was just one of those peculiar ideas that children
sometines have. Didn't he believe that God used to parachute babies to
earth when they were born? But there was sonething al nost eerily wise
about what she had said. Wasn't the question of determ nismone of the
phi | osophers' evergreen questions? Weren't they always aski ng whet her
human beings could plot their own futures or whether fate had decided it
all already? And that we were just following Fate's carefully prepared
ti netabl e?

"What do you mean, we're not real people, sweetheart? O course we're
real. At least | feel real. And | can still tickle you."

He tickl ed her neck; she hunched her shoul ders and cane out of the
dreany gaze with a grin.

"We're not real, though, are we?"she insisted, reluctant to let the idea
go> "Soneone el se noves us. Like we're toys or statues, they nove us
about, and sonetimes they nake us do what we don't want to do."

Ri chard shook his head, puzzled but intrigued> "Wio is it that nakes us
nove, then?"

Ay | ooked up at him then turned abruptly and ran toward a bush.
"Boys! ?she shout ed> "Boys! Boys! How nmany tinmes have
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those buttercups. Stand still. Not there! Stand under that big leaf."

Ri chard smled. The Boys had nmoved in with the Youngs about six nonths
ago. Any took great delight in ordering them around nercilessly Iike she
was a sergeant major with a band of raw recruits. R chard had once asked
what they | ooked like. She'd given hima look that said pretty clearly,
"Are you blind or stupid?'then, sighing as if taking the time to talk to
a retard, she'd told hi mthe Boys were blue with no eyes and no ears.
Now Ri chard, hand shielding his eyes agai nst the sun, watched her bully
theminto obeying her, as usual, precise set of comrands> "Now sit

there. Boys! Eat three pieces of grass. Hands on head. Sing 'Ba Ba Bl ack
Sheep.' Louder! Boys! Now, junp in the pond. Now swim Now cone back here."
"Ready, Dad!?Mark connected the crocodile clips to the rocket notor's
detonator then ran back to where the controller rested on the turf.

"Any. Come and watch the | aunch.”

"Boys! ?she ordered> "Quick: clinb into the rocket. You're going to the
nmoon. "

"Are they on board?"asked Mark
"Yep! ?

Mark's thumb hit the button. Wth a roar the rocket hurtled skyward



again, leaving another thick trail of white snoke.
Mar k asked, ?Dad, why aren't you watching the rocket?"
"Your nother's |ooking out of the bedroomw ndow. | think she wants ne."

"You're nuts."

"Thank you, son, | |ove you, too.
"Well, you are nuts."

"I only said | can see your nother |ooking out of the bedroom w ndow. "
"You must be nuts because Mum s over there by the pond."

Startled, Richard | ooked in the direction of the pond. Christine was

wal ki ng toward them a chillbox in one hand. Richard | ooked back at the
wi ndow. Strange. He was positive he'd seen Christine watching themfrom
the window O at |east someone watching fromthe bedroom w ndow. He
searched each window in turn, squinting against the glare of the sun
There was no face now

He shook his head. O course there never had been a face, he told
hinself. It was a good fifty yards back to the house. Reflected

60 61 in the windows were the trees in the garden. He'd nmerely seen sone
rogue reflection that | ooked |ike a face. Just as he'd inagi ned seeing
Amy lying drowned in the pond. Well, | ama witer, after all, he

t hought. 1'm paid good noney to have an inmagination. He smiled to
hinself. Even if it was only to i magi ne how to nmake an industri al
process that sticks |abels on shanpoo bottles | ook fascinating.

Christine had brought bottles of coke for the children and a can of
ice-cold |lager for him

"I knowit's only the mddle of the norning,"she told himw th an easy
smle, ?but what the hell, you're on holiday, you ve earned it."

He ki ssed her> "My God. A sunny day, a well-fueled rocket, happy kids, a
generous wife, ice cold tinnies. What nore could any man ask for?"

"Keep asking,"she said with a nore than slightly w cked snmile, ?you
m ght get sonme nore surprises before the day's out."

"Ww, "he rai sed his eyebrows> "Keep talking |like that and you just m ght
turn me on."

"Well, listen to this then."Huskily she whispered in his ear

Enj oying the feel of her warmbreath tickling his ear as nuch as the
sensual words, he | ooked back in the direction of the house.

Agai n he found hinmself searching the wi ndows for that white, staring face.

No, Richard, there never was a face there. Just your slippery

i magi nati on, always off and running at the drop of a hat. Neverthel ess,
he'd al nost tal ked hinself into checking that the house really was enpty
when Christine playfully grappled himto the ground, demandi ng that she
be allowed to launch the rocket. He tickled her, sending her into a



choking fit of giggles. Seconds |ater Any was happily kicking himin the
back. Grabbing his daughter he tickled her, too.

And he w shed happy days like this would never end.
-/
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Hot t er

"Joey phoned earlier,"Christine said as she and Richard sat at the patio
table drinking white wine> "He asked if you'd still be going to his
garden party."

"I haven't really decided yet. If the weather's going to be like this on
Saturday | thought of taking Amy to have a ride on the steam engi ne at
Kei ghly. "

"You could do that any tine."

"Saturday's a special Thomas the Tank Engi ne day. They'll have staff
dressed up as the story characters, sticking big faces on the |ocos,
that kind of thing."He chatted lightly as he sipped his w ne.

But there was no way on God's Earth he'd go willingly to Joey's garden
party. In the main, the people there would be the sort that'd go
anywhere for free booze and food. They liked to call thenselves

busi nessnen, but this bunch | eeched al ong on the periphery of the town's
genui ne busi nessmen. As far as Richard could tell they lived off famly
trust funds, noney that granny had left them or sinply sponged off

har dwor ki ng wi ves. They were all full of grandi ose business plans that
they were al ways on the verge of |aunching, but somehow never quite did.

Joey fitted in well. He'd never done a day's genuine work in his life.
In theory, he headed Barrass & Son Properties, the conpany Christine's
father had created and run shrewdly and extrenely profitably until his
death ten years ago. Its only val uable asset was an average-| ooki ng
office block in town. The rent paid by its tenants covered Joey's sal ary
and, sure, Richard was forced to adnmit there was an annual dividend that
was split between Joey and Christine.

Christine's share of the profits paid for the Young famly's day out at
a local theme park every summer. And every tine they
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the dividend into the penny jar and wonder if Biscuit Bobby Barrass
woul d turn furiously in his grave if he knew about the slipshod way son
and heir Joey mishandled the fam |y business. The only other asset, the
so-cal |l ed asset, was Sunnyfields which was worth zip all.

"Stop it, Richard. Didn't you hear ne?"

"Sorry?"

"You were squeezing that glass so tightly I thought you were going to
break it."

"Was | ?"



"Are you all right?"

He | aughed it off> "It's probably all this relaxation. | don't know how
to handle it."

She smled but he glinpsed concern still lingering in her brown eyes.
"Well, we'll have to work just that bit harder to nake you relax that
bit nmore. You're not worried about the Egyptian trip?"

"No,"he lied and realized that Sunnyfields and Joey's exploits were
tending to preoccupy himnore and nore> "Want a refill?"

"CGo on, then, we'll be devils."

He refilled the glasses and stretched, feeling hinself begin to unw nd
again. The sun had set and the |ast traces of blue were | eaving the sky.
Richard had to admt that pretty much all was well with the world.
They'd sat for an hour or nmore around the patio table drinking w ne,
chatting about nothing nuch in particular, but feeling contented in one
anot her's conpany. A candle in a |lantern cast a peachy gl ow over the
clematis bloonms, nmoths fluttered in and out of the light; above their
heads, bats whispered to and fro, and above the bats the stars burned
brilliantly.

Cccasionally he'd glance in the direction of the house, standing in

sil houette against the starry sky. The kids were sound asleep in bed and
it was rare for themto wake once they were settled beneath their Bart

Si npson quilts.

Christine noved her chair nearer to his so she could stroke his neck

She was wearing a plain white T-shirt that seenmed al nost |uminous in the
candl el i ght, her eyes tw nkled and her teeth were a vivid white between
her full Iips.

She smled> "Is that relaxation starting to kick in yet?"

"I"'mgetting there,"he said, smling back. Her soft fingers felt good,
lightly working the muscles of his neck

64 Her eyes |ooked |larger and larger in the gl oom

"Well. My objective for tonight is that you become totally rel axed. And
totally happy."

"And how do you propose to do that?"
"By doing this."

W thout any hesitation she went down onto her knees in front of him
pull ed up his T-shirt and began ki ssing his bare stomach.

He cl osed his eyes and all owed the sensation to carry himaway: the
delicious feel of her cool lips, the light tickling sensation of her
hair stroking himdown fromhis chest to the top of his jeans.

"Christine. | think we'd best continue this inside."

"Who's going to see?"She alternated each word with a kiss on his
stomach> "Bats ... moths ... fox ... rabbit... angels ..."



She unbuttoned his jeans and he breathed out with pleasure. The erotic
sensation of her |ips stroking across his skin quickened his heart; he
breathed faster. Wth barely a pause she slipped her T-shirt over her
head. He stroked her smpoth back, feeling her stretch and arch her

spi ne; he sensed her own excitenent. Sonehow managing to pull his own
jeans down over his legs, awkwardly kicking off his trainers, he let her
lead him not by the hand-Ch God, not by the hand-he allowed her to |ead
himto the lawn. H s |ips wrked agai nst hers as they tunbled onto the
grass, feeling its springiness against their bare skins as they rolled
over and over, each trying gently to be the one on top

H s tongue worked its way al ong her body from head to heel, Iicking,
ki ssing, gently biting.

"Ch, Richard, "she nobaned, hungry for his touch. The candl elight barely
reached themthere and it was by starlight alone that he saw her body
beneath him the jiggle of her breasts as she pushed herself up to him
rotating her hips to buff his stomach with her pubic hair.

It seened as though a salvo of rockets was | aunched through his
bl oodstream filling himw th a burning power as he scooped her up into
his arms and held her with a force that mated viol ence and tenderness.

"I want to feel you inside of me,"she panted over and over> "I want to
feel you inside of me. | want to-ah! Yes ... | like it like that. Yes.
like it like that. Don't stop, don't stop. Harder. Ch, harder... please."

Al self-control left him Everything excited him making |ove
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him her passionate need to give herself to him to pant huskily into
his ear> "I'"mhere, I'myours, do what you want. |I'myours, |'m

yours. "She wanted himto take and to take; like a sweet sacrifice. As if
she wanted himto devour her very life and fuse it with his own.

He had no sense of tine, or even sense of hinmself: he was a natura

force like thunder or a waterfall or a hurricane that roared forever

wi t hout stopping or thinking why. Taking his weight on his fists like a
buck gorilla he thrust his hips forward to stab deep. She gasped. Wth
each thrust she dug her fingers into his buttocks, cried his nane,

rolled her head fromside to side on the turf, nmouth parted, teeth
glinting white as her lips tightened. As he noved faster, as if trying
to pile-drive her body into the earth beneath her, her eyes opened wi der
and wi der, her brown eyes glinted up into his; her breathing came in
hard, ragged gasps: the air fromher lungs jetted into his sweating face.

"Ch, oh,"she panted gently at first, then |ouder and | ouder> "Ch. Ch. Ch."

He couldn't stop now, hammering his body down onto hers in a bruising
col l'i sion.

She | ooked up into his face as if not believing what was happeni ng.
"Ch. Ch. Ch. Oh."
Her ecstasy overl oaded her senses.

"Ch. Oh. Ch. Oh."



She tore up handful s of grass.

"Ch. tn!?

Ri pped fromits roots, it covered them
"Ch! n!?

She began to thrash fromside to side like an ani mal being pinned alive
to a board.

"Ch! Oh! Oh!?

Nowi Now! Now! He stabbed furiously into her. A mllion detonations
expl oded in every cell of his body.

"Yes. YES!?
Her convulsions lifted himup with her Iike he was a doll.

Then she was crying and | aughing at the same tinme; she kissed his face,
her 1ips scorching hot, her cheeks hotter, bled sweat, grass stuck to
their bodies like they'd grown a fuzz of beast hair.

They panted and giggled and | ay on their backs. Caressing each
66 other, they said whatever cane into their heads that was tender, |oving.

Richard's heart still beat with the solid rhythm of an engine as he |ay
there | ooking at the stars.

They lay like that ten mnutes or nore, feeling their bodies cooling.

Ri chard watched a nmeteor flash in a streak of |ight across the sky,
fancying he heard a faint crackle as the piece of interplanetary stone
burnt itself into nothing but dust eighty mles above their naked
bodies. For a tinme, probably no nore than a second-but it felt so

pal pably real that he stopped breathing- he felt he was a conponent of
the cosmps's infinite engine. Some small but vital part of it. Like the
nmet eor had been. For millions of years it had floated between the

pl anets. For nost of that time it would have drifted in a cold darkness.
A moment ago it had nmet its destiny to becone a fiery and vivid flash of
heat and |ight and noise that m ght have been seen by nillions of people.

Ri chard wondered if human life was |like that. For the nost part led in
some dark, alnost ainess obscurity. Then, just for a brief nonent, you
become the center of attention. You becone inportant because sonething
beyond your control demands you to becone inportant. Briefly, Fate's
spotlight falls on you. Perhaps whatever it is you say or do then

what ever words and actions, becone suddenly so inportant that they
affect the lives of others, maybe forever

"What are you thinking about ?"Above him Christine was a dark fenal e
shape cut fromthe night sky.

He smiled> "It's you. You've turned nme all nystical. Al | can do is
t hi nk cosmic thoughts."

"Mystical ? You' re not thinking of taking a vow of celibacy, are you?"She
chuckl ed> "That woul d never do."



He gave a | ow groan of pleasure as he felt her cool hand caress him

He could only see her in outline as she knelt over him then her breasts
jiggling softly as she sat astride him She straightened and a single
erect nipple covered Venus.

Then she slid down onto him inpaling herself, taking himinside into
the very core of her body. She gasped with pleasure; her fingers gripped
his shoulders. Stretching her torso, her breasts obliterating whole
constel l ations. She breathed in deeply, arched her back and the wonan
anni hil ated a whol e uni ver se.

This time, their |ovemaki ng was slow and gentle. This tine
67 - niiM

he was conscious of his own existence. This time he was aware of his
sur roundi ngs.

And this tine he had a powerful sense they were not alone. That soneone
was wat ching them

iu
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Bur ni ng Snow

Curled in sone back alley of Rosemary Snow s brain the conscious part of
her felt the needle puncture the crook of her el bow. The voices of
nurses seened to conme through a wall of cotton wool. A cold object slid
t hrough her lips into her nouth.

The pain cane back so fiercely she woul d have screanmed if she could, but
all she heard was a gurgle in the back of her throat. Now it felt as if
some mad stoker had dunped a shovel full of snoul dering coal on her chest.

At | ast Rosemary Snow realized what was happening to her. She was slowy
waki ng.

The dreanms were different, too. Now, instead of being pursued across the
dark countryside by something that shattered houses and trees like they
were made out of polystyrene, she dreaned she lived in the attic of a
strange house. An attic full of the kind of junk that clutters anyone's
attic-old furniture, boxes of books, old toys, suitcases, Christmas
decorations. And then there was the mirror. Wen she looked into it she
saw the reflection of the stranger who drove the white BMWN

She had no control over her novenments; sonetines she would feel as if
she were carried like a child to | ook out of the attic w ndow.

She saw brilliant sunshine. A large garden. Patio. Plastic table and
chairs. A blue and white striped parasol; a child s bike; a toy buggy
containing two dolls. Beyond a hedge stretched a meadow. There was a
pond. And then she saw a man with two children. They were | ooking
intently at something on the ground. A nonment |ater white snoke spurted
fromthe object; they tilted their heads upward wat chi ng sonething fly
straight up into the sky, leaving behind a long tail of snoke.

As she watched it hit her. The first powerful enotion since



69 she'd arrived in the hospital. Her flesh tingled at the force of it.
Dread. She | ooked down at the famly in the nmeadow and she felt dread
for them It came in powerful waves; the sanme feeling a parent nust have
when they see their young child standing on the edge of a sheer cliff.

I magi nation intensifies that feeling of dread. Hundred-foot cliff. The
child takes one step forward and-

But, no. She felt a swirl of confusion. Wiy did she feel dread? What
danger did that man and the two young children face? She watched them
runni ng through long grass carrying their toy. They were | aughing
happily. And she wanted to shout..

She wanted to shout what, for Christ sakes? Wat was it she wanted to
warn them about? What did it matter to her? A stupid dream dreaned by a
stupid girl lying mangled in a stupid hospital bed.

Why did she want to shout... the words were there, somewhere trapped
deep inside her head. But why was it so inmportant to cry out, ?For... For?"

"FOR GODSAKES! THERE' S A MADMVAN | NSI DE YOUR HOUSE. "

A second hypoderm c needl e jabbed into the back of her hand, but the
jerk in her respiration had nothing to do with that. In that back alley
way of her brain the conscious fragnent of Rosemary Snow knew t he truth.
Sonehow she was | ooking through the stranger's eyes. The madman who had
left her to die in the field. He was inside the fam ly's house, hiding
inthe loft and they didn't know a thing about it.

Ch, whistle, and I'Il come to you, mny |ad.

She remenbered the old ghost story. A man finds a whistle in a ruined
church. He blows it |like you whistle to bring a dog to you, only that
whi stl e sutmons a ghost. A vicious ghost that will eat your heart.

She | ooked out of the window Now it was dark. She saw the white table
and chairs gl eam ng al nost brightly against the dark [awn. For a nonent
she thought the garden was deserted. But then on the grass she saw a man
and a woman. They were naked. At first she thought they were fighting.
Then she realized they were nmaking |l ove with such passion that they

roll ed over and over on the grass.

Ch, whistle, and I'Il come to you, my |ad.

The title cane to her again. And she renenbered what happened when the
man left her in the field. How something invisible
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approached, crushing the house and tree and fences and very nearly her

Was the man with neatly brushed hair and snmiling face even now whistling
that thing, her destroyer? Wuld it cone rolling across that meadow,
splintering trees, churning through the pond, flattening grass and
hedges and fences until it bore down on the naked man as he nmade |l ove to
t he naked woman? Wul d the worman feel her |over press down onto her-and
i nto her-harder than he'd ever done before? |Inpossibly hard, until she
screanmed as their skin and bone were literally pressed together and they
becane a mash of bl ood and bone and senen.



Ch, whistle, and I'Il come to you, mny |ad.

She coul d al nost hear the nmadman whistling his pet as it circled the
house sonmewhere out in the night sky, like sone terrible bird of prey.

She saw the two naked peopl e caress one another, too w apped up in each
other to notice anything beyond the sweated heat of their bodies.

Ch, whistle, and I'Il come to you, mny |ad.

Desperately she wanted to shout a warning to the two | overs down there
on the grass. She strained her throat nuscles and willed herself to beat
the glass. Look out! Look out! There's a madman in your house. Get your
children. Run! Run! Run!

But no sound cane from her throat. She couldn't nmove so rmuch as a finger
of the body she | ooked out of.

She had to warn them she told herself. She had to find a way.
71
Dead of N ght

Amy Young sat up in bed. For a while she wasn't sure whether she was
asl eep or awake. She could see nothing. She noved her hands around in
little circles in front of her face. Then she understood what the

pr obl em was.

"Dark, "she murrmured. That neant it was still nighttine. Everyone would
be asleep in bed. Sonetines if she awoke this | ate she could do what she
wanted. Mum and Dad lay with their eyes shut and didn't know she was

ti ptoeing around their bedroom Once she'd even gone into Mark's bedroom
and eaten his chocolate that he'd left by his computer. He'd been right
there. In bed. Wth his face pointing at her. But it was |ike magic. She
could stand in front of himand eat his chocol ate and he couldn't say or
do a thing.

She cl apped her hands. Even this small soft sound seened | oud at night.

She pulled up her quilt. The Boys nust have pulled it off her. Normally
t he Boys did what she told themto do, but sometimes they could

m sbehave. Then she would have to shout at them Sometines when she was
tired she couldn't make them do a single thing and they'd do naughty
things like pull her hair or threaten to wee in her toy box. Then she'd
have to go and ask Mumor Dad to help get them under control. She never
asked Mark, though, because he'd say, all grunpy, ?Wat boys? | can't
see any boys. Go away, Amy, |'mwatching television."

Now she could see dimoutlines of furniture around her and the pale

obl ong of the curtai ned wi ndow. The Boys were running al ong her shel ves,
junping frompiles of boxes to the top of dolls' heads then down onto
her fairy-story cassettes.

"Stop that, Boys."

She saw that they stopped and watched her, their blue faces al

72 expectant as if they thought this was the start of a gane.



Any yawned, tired> "Go away, Boys."

The Boys vani shed. Sonetines the Boys vani shed for days until she forgot
all about them Deep down she suspected that as she grew ol der they
woul d one day vani sh for good. Just now, though, the Boys seened rea
enough, and they nmade conveni ent playmates when other flesh and bl ood
four-year-ol ds weren't around.

Amy lay down to try and sl eep again. But that huge cup of milk Mark had
poured her at suppertime had worked its way through

She wriggled fromunder the quilt, tiptoed quickly across the landing to
the bathroom After she'd finished she returned to her bedroom tucking
in her pajama top as she did so.

But hal fway across the |anding sonmethi ng made her stop and | ook up.

The hatchway cover to the attic had been noved aside. Looki ng down out
of the darkness were two glittering eyes. Then she saw the eyes bel onged
to a face with a wide smling nouth. The nman smiled down at Amy and
said, ?What's the matter, Any? Mnkey nicked your tongue?"
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Eyescape

In the dreamit happened again. Rosemary Snow ran across the field.

Behi nd her the house lay in ruins, its wi ndow gl ass eyes torn out. Then
her Destroyer crushed the tree. It foll owed her, closing the gap

Panting, she ran on, saliva crackling in her throat.

Above Rosemary shone the bright eye of the noon; the eyes of scurrying
animal s glinted; her own eyes watered.

Eyes. Wiy eyes? That word buffeted persistently against her skull like a
moth trying to reach a light.

EYE. EYE. EYE

Why had she beconme obsessed with eyes? The invisible thing that pursued
her, why did she associate that with eyes?

Her feet rustled through the ankl e-hi gh grass, and ahead of her
stretched a carpet of dandelions glowing |like yellow stars across the
turf. Her toe caps clicked against the yell ow dandelion heads as she
ran. Sonet hi ng about those flowers, she thought feeling a confusion well
up inside of her. Something about flowers ... and eyes ... the man in
the BMW.. and the famly in the neadow ... and the little girl.

What's she called, Rosemary? |s she called EYE? No, don't be ridicul ous.
Anni e? Haley? No ... Any! Yes, that's the name. AMW.

But why shoul d she think of that?
Dreanms are funny things, Rosemary Snow.
Just | ook at what's becone of this field.

Look how strange it's becone.



As she ran she | ooked down. An eye lay there, unblinking, in the grass.
It |ooked like a ball of glass the size of an apple, but she saw the
pupil and blue iris, and the network of fine red blood vessels, and the
optic nerve that rooted into the soil
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t 74 She ran faster. Behind her the thing grew closer, crunching grass
and thistles.

Now she saw that, instead of yellow dandelion flowers, living eyes
budded on the end of the fleshy stalks. Al around her was a field ful
of eyes. They grew fromthe ground on plant stalks; fromthe branches of
a bush eyes hung like heavy fruit. Rosemary shuddered. The eyes were
wet, and juicy, and they all watched her running by.

Her running feet no | onger clipped the heads of dandelions; eyes cracked
agai nst the toes of her boots, bursting in a crystal spray of jelly and
tears.

The dream turned cancerous inside her mind. This was her universe now, a
worl d of fruiting eyes. Red eyes, blue eyes, green eyes, brown eyes, wet
eyes, dry eyes; they popped |like sweet grapes beneath her feet; if she
slipped, she'd slither facedown through a sea of cold staring eyes.

But as she ran a conviction took shape inside of her. This world of eyes
couldn't hurt her; they were the fruit of her dreans. Wiat was real was
that she knew nere was a family in danger. In real danger fromthe
madman who had destroyed her own life. She knew, too, that she was the
only person who could warn them

And she couldn't do that |ying dreaming mad dreans in a hospital bed

She stopped dead in the field of eyes, clenched her fists, turned to the
invisible thing that cut through the thousands of eyes |like a speedboat

t hrough water and she shouted: ?I'mnot taking this anynmore! |'m waking
up! I'm waki ng up!?
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Sunday

"Dad. There's a man in our attic. \Wat's he doing up there?"

Ay, dressed in a lime-green T-shirt and matching shorts, rode her
t hr ee- wheel er bi ke around and around the barbecue on the patio.

"Any, don't ride too near the barbecue,"Ri chard warned> "I'I| be
lighting it soon.”

"But what about the man in the attic?"

"What man in the attic?"

"The one | was talking to last night."

"You were up in the attic talking to the man?"Ri chard was speaki ng on

autopil ot as he piled the charcoal onto the netal barbecue tray. He'd
devel oped the autopilot talking trick when Mark had been Any's age. Both



his children seenmed to have inherited a gene that allowed themto talk
nonstop fromthe nonent they woke to the nmonent they went to bed.

"I wasn't up in the attic."Any said thoughtfully> "1 went to the toilet
in the mddle of the night. He was | ooki ng down at ne through the door
in the roof."

"Ch, the attic hatchway?"

"Yes. He smiled at nme and talked a lot."

"What about ?"

"The Boys. He wanted to know all about the Boys. What they did, and he
asked me if | told themto do stuff."

"Well, you do tell themto do stuff. You boss the Boys about all the
time, don't you?"

"Have to,"she agreed> "They're naughty."

Ri chard squirted barbecue lighter onto the charcoal > "Stand back, Any,
I"'mgoing to light it now Do you want me to cook you a sausage or a
burger first?"

76 She | ooked at the barbecue and winkl ed her nose> "I want a cheese
sandwi ch. "

"What, no faith in nmy cooking? | bet the man in our attic'd like ny
burgers.”

"I"ll go ask him"Any said and turned her bi ke down the pathway.

"Only joking, Any. He's probably asleep by now, anyway."

"Wio is he, then?"

Richard smled> "Umm..."He put his finger on his lips pretending to

thi nk hard> "I know. Maybe it's Santa O aus. Maybe he got stuck up there
in our attic last Christms Eve."

"Nah. Didn't look like him No white hair and no white beard."

"Search ne, then."

"He said his nane was M chael ,"Any said with a suddenness that made
Ri chard pause> "And that he lived in a place called Chickens."

" Chi ckens? Funny-soundi ng pl ace."Richard sniled and shrugged. For a
nmonent he'd al nost believed in Any's nysterious nman in the attic story.
He guessed now that M chael from Chicken | and was sone second cousin to
the Boys. As he held the match to the fuel dripping down between the

| unps of charcoal he watched Amy as she circled around telling himabout
M chael fromthe |and of Chickens, where there was a wall around the
city and a big cathedral that wasn't a cathedral anynore and it was
called after a girl she knew at school

"Bugger!?

He bl ew on his hand where the barbecue lighter had flared and scorched



hi s skin.

Ay stopped and | ooked at hi m quenching the sting with beer fromhis
can. She said eagerly, ?Is it burnt? Can | see?"

Smiling, he licked the beer fromhis hand> "No. Fortunately. It just
shows, though, you have to be very careful with fires."

"Ri chard, can you nove the table into the shade for nme?"Christine wal ked
down the path toward them She carried a tray with plates covered with
foil and kitchen tissue.

Richard slid the table into the shade of the tree.

"I hate it when the sun gets on the cheese and it starts to sweat.'

Richard pulled a face> "Sweaty cheese? | think | just lost ny appetite.”

"Knowi ng you it'll come back ... although as far as the cheese goes no
one's going to be porking out on that."l

77 ?What do you nean?"

"I mean, sweet hubby, that soneone's had their mtts onit."

"Not guilty."

"I bought a pound of Cheshire on Friday and it's nearly all gone."
"That' |l be Mark. He's the one with the cheese fetish."

"Well, he seenms to have |l ost his own appetite and found an el ephant's.
Food' s been di sappearing fromthe kitchen like it's sprouted wi ngs. Half
t he tomat oes have gone, biscuit tin's nearly enpty again and | could
swear that we had sone ham|left from supper on Friday. Ch well, if he's
eating he's not sickening for anything."Christine took the beer can from
Ri chard and had a hefty swig> "Mm | needed that."

"Where is the son and heir, then?"

"Packing for his canping trip. Do you think the Abrahams know what
they're letting thenselves in for?"

Ri chard grinned> "Wth four sons of their own? They'll cope."
Christine straightened Anmy's cap> "Do you want to get yourself a drink?"

"Ri ght - oh. "She pedal ed off down the path like |ightning and shouted at
the top of her voice, ?Super power!?

As Christine handed R chard back the can she kissed hi mon the nose.
"How s | over boy bearing up, then."

"Surviving."He smiled> "Although if you keep ne going as hard as | ast
ni ght you're going to wear ne out."

"No worries. I'll trade you in for a younger nodel."

"That has put nmy mind at rest,"he |aughed> "Right, | think I'll risk a
coupl e of sausages."He began laying a line of pale sausages out on the



grill>"ls the steak still in the kitchen?"

Smiling, she said, ?It's where you left it, in the fridge. Do you think
steak soaked in red wine and coated in Parmesan will actually be edi bl e?"

"Well, if you're going to ride life's highway with nme, sweetheart, "he
sai d, imnpersonating Hunphrey Bogart very badly, ?you have to be ready
for excitement and danger."

"If your barbecuing's anything to go by we're in for one hell of a
whi t e- knuckl e ride."

Ay bounced through the kitchen door> "Super power!?
"Any! You scared me to death! ?Mark began nopping the fruit

78 juice he'd just spilt on the worktop> "Don't go shocking people like
that."

"WIl you open ne a carton?"she asked sweetly.

"Open your own, |'m busy packing."

"Pl ease. "Then she added shrewdly> "1'Il tell Mumyou spilt."

"Ch, all right then. Orange or strawberry?"

"Strawberry, please. Mark, did you know there's a man living in our attic?"

"I's there, now?"He spoke without so nuch as a shred of interest> "I'm
going up to finish getting nmy stuff together. |'m going canping."

"He said his nane's M chael. And he says he comes froma place called
Chi ckens. "

"Can't do. There's no such place as Chickens."

Ay frowned, then her face brightened> "No. Stupid ne! He didn't say
Chi ckens, he said Turkey!?

Tomat oes, lettuce, olives, feta cheese tossed in olive oil sat gleamng
in bows on the table. Alongside them nore bows full of crisps,

col esl aw, potato salad and Wal dorf salad. Richard was on his second
beer, turning sausages that were singing like mad as the fat bubbl ed out
of themand he felt... he searched for a word. Good? Fine? OK? Chipper?
Funky as a nonkey? The professional witer in himrooted through this
vocabul ary, 1 ooking for something distinctive to describe the pl eased,
war m f eel i ngs 00zing syrup sweet fromthe top of his curly head to his
toenails.

Ebullient. Yes, he felt ebullient. He checked it with his nental
dictionary. Ebullient: overflow ng, enthusiastic, exuberant. Yes

i ndeedy. That fitted the slot all right. Singing to hinmself, he flipped
over the sausages. Fat dripping onto the charcoal ignited in puffballs
of yellow fire. He drained the can of beer> "Just one nore. Or you'll be
hori zontal by two-and that woul d never do."He chuckl ed.

"What's so funny, dear heart ?"asked Christine.

He whi stl ed appreciatively. She'd changed into shorts and | oose white



bl ouse that was al nost transparent at the back, yet heavily lacy enough

at the front to be decent enough for daywear> "I just feel good to be
alive,"he said, grinning.

"Pleased to hear it,"she smled back> "How are the sausages! com ng al ong?"
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"Nearly done. You could give Mark and Any a call for their hot dogs."

Amy was running out down the path toward then> "Mum Dad. Mum That pop
made ne wee out of ny eyes, "she called excitedly.

Christine dabbed her eyes with a tissue> "If you don't drink it so fast
it won't make your eyes water."

"FOOD! ?When Richard heard the voice frombehind, it startled hinr "G VE
ME FOOD! ?
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The Man in the Attic
"FOOD!I d VE ME FOCOD! ?

Richard forced a smle as he turned round> "Joey. What brings you to
this neck of the woods?"

"CGot to see ny favorite Sis, Dicky."

"Hal |l o, Joey!?Christine called, genuinely pleased to see hinm "Have a
beer; they're in the bucket."

"Cold beer, too. God's teeth! The pair of you know how to live!?

"I didn't hear the car,"Richard said.

"Ch, | left it outside. Can't stop."

Yi peeeeee! Richard thought w th gusto.

Christine smiled> "You can stay for a hot dog or sonething can't you?"
"Co on, then."

"Gonna sit with me, Uncle Joey?"asked Any> "That place is Mark's, but
he's nessing about upstairs. Boys! Boys, nove out of the way so Uncle
Joey can sit down."

VWhile Christine and Any made a fuss of A d Rubber Lip, Richard dropped
nor e sausages onto the barbecue with a sigh

The buttons of Joey's white shirt (the kind of shirt you' d wear with a
busi ness suit) took the pressure of his inflated gut. One day one of
those buttons is going to ping off, thought Richard norbidly; and sone
poor wetch will |lose an eye. Joey sat, talking |like he was taking part
in a contest to see who could squeeze the nost words into twenty

m nutes. Constantly he used a stubby-fingered hand to push back an

oi ly-1ooking fringe; when he did pause from speaking for the odd
mllisecond his bottomlip, which always seened too |large for his nouth,



woul d poke outward. Richard noticed Joey | ooking greedily at the food
spread out on the table; Joey Barrass's eyes were as dark as his younger
sister's

81 but they always appeared to be covered by a thin filmthat left them
gl azed and dul | -1 ooki ng whereas Christine's were bright as genstones.

"Heavy on the nmustard, Dicky Boy, "Joey called before draining his can
and crushing it.

"Have anot her one,"Christine pulled a can fromthe bucket.
"Careful,"Richard stabbed a fat sausage> "He's driving."

"Win't do any harm"Joey's thick finger found the ring pull> "Like
gnat's pee, anyway."

Ay | aughed.

"Dear Cod,"Richard murnured under his breath.
"CGot those proposals with ne for you to | ook at."
"From the Egyptian devel oper?"

"Yep. Also he faxed through the directions, so you can find his office
wi t hout getting lost in the bl oody Casbah.™

"It's going to be an expensive visit,"R chard said, transferring
sausages to bread buns> "If he's so interested in Sunnyfields he should
have conme across here."

"That's Egyptians for you."Joey's fat face grinned> "Perhaps his Mimy
wouldn't let him"

Joey and Christine |aughed loudly while Richard squirted on enough
mustard to burn tungsten> "Here you are, Joey. Let ne know if you need
nore nustard.”

Joey munched through it> "Bl oody gorgeous, Dicky Boy. You know,
Christine, he's going to make someone a decent housew fe one day."

Richard called in the direction of the house> "Mark! Hot-dogs ready in
five mnutes! Cone and get it or it's bird food."

Joey hauled his lard butt over to where Richard stood at the barbecue.
Joey | ooked pleased with hinmself; he pushed his oily fringe out of his
eyes and said, ?Wo's a lucky boy, then? You, in Egypt. Alone."

Richard's snmle didn't quite come off. Christine sat with Any in the
shade of a tree, luckily too far away to hear

"Well, | don't consider myself |ucky, Joey. What | do consider is that
|'ve drawn the short straw. | need this Egyptian trip like | need a hole
in ny head."

Joey chuckl ed wetly> "What, a young virile lad Iike you, all on your own
in the land of belly dancers who'd do anything for the price of a Mars bar?"

"You' ve got nustard on your chin, Joey."



82 ?1've heard Egyptian girls like it pretty brutal and they're not
fussy where you stick your-?

"Joey ... look, if you think it's such a hot place to visit why don't
you go?"

Hs lip came out in an expression of a boy punished for doing nothing
wrong> "Di cky. You know I'd have gone. But it clashes with the golfing
weekend. "

"CGol fing? At |east you got your priorities right."

"I"'mnot going for nmy own selfish pleasure, y' know?"He pushed back the
fringe> "It's business; you know, contacts; networking?"

"I't's another of your piss-ups and you know it,"Richard said with a
broad artificial smle and Joey gave a hesitant |augh not know ng if
Ri chard was joking or not.

"Anyway, "Joey sucked the mustard off his thunbs> "Forget the birds; when
you get to Alexandria you can visit the pyram ds or sonething."

"Al exandri a?"Ri chard | ooked at Joey's rubber face in disbelief> "You
told me the office was in Cairo. Joey, |'m booked on a bloody flight to
Cairo, not bl oody Al exandria."

"Cairo. Alexandria. It's all Egypt, isn't it?"

"Jesus Christ, Joey. Alexandria and Cairo are hundreds of niles apart.
Across an African country that | know as well as the dark side of the
fucki ng moon."Ri chard cast a glance at Christine. She'd not heard that
he was within a hair breadth of an argument with her brother. It'd be
one way to shit up the day conpletely, but this tub of a man, who | ooked
as if he was going to explode fromthat white shirt at any nmonent, could
pitch Richard into a furious rage in sixty seconds flat.

"There's trains, aren't there?"Joey's bottomlip came out> "Get a train.
Stop an extra night if you have to."He smled> "If you want to.
Dusky-eyed mai dens, Di cky Boy."

"I don't want to stop another night,"Richard said in a | ow voice> "
don't want to go there at all. I"'mflying out there on the Friday and
"Il be back on the Sunday once |'ve seen M. Siyadd. And |I'monly doing
that because I'mclutching at straws. |'ve persuaded nyself into

hal f - bel i eving, just hal f-believing you'll notice, that this devel oprment
plan m ght work and | can get that |oad of shit |aughingly known as
Sunnyfields out of nmy life forever."

"Listen, Richard. That's a valuable plot of land out there. You
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didn't just marry ny sister, you know, you married a pot of fucking gold."

"Pot of gold? It's a pot of shit. Yes, you could dig out all the crap

pay for its decontam nation, inmport fill for the foundations of a nice
i ndustrial estate of factories and warehouses and offices, but you know
as well as | do, Joey, that even ... even if you sold every shed at its

mar ket value you'd still walk away with a |l oss of around half a mllion."



"Ckay, Richard. Tell Christine that. Tell her you' re saying that ny
father, Christine's father, has left us in the shit?"

Joey's filmy eyes had taken on a stony hardness now. He'd found the weak
spot. Christine worshiped her |ate father. She believed everything he'd
ever done had been shrewd to the point of being supernaturally clever.

If Richard rubbi shed Sunnyfields he rubbi shed Bi scuit Bobby Barrass, the
backstreet orphan who'd nade his fortune selling biscuits door-to-door
then noved up into the property business.

"Ckay, Richard."Joey nodded heavily> "You win. W' ve been wasting our
time. Sunnyfields is a big load of crap. Let's go break the news to
Christine."”

"Joey. Look, don't be hasty."

"No. You obviously thought it through. I'"'mgoing to tell Christine our
father was a cretin to | eave us saddled with a piece of land that's
worth bugger-all."

"Joey, there's no point in-?

"Christine? Christine,"Joey called> "Can you cone across here, |'ve got
something to tell you."

Richard let out a lungful of air and stood with his hands on his hips.
Let Joey blab, he thought, then I don't have to keep pretending to
Christine that everything's all right and Sunnyfields is actually

val uabl e. Then when Joey's finished speaking |I'mgoing to give himsuch
a hell of a slap he won't know what's hit him Actually, the nental

i mge was surprisingly thrilling; he found hinself relishing the idea of
di shing out a stinging slap and Joey clutching his red cheek, those
brown eyes round with shock and surprise.

I'"mgonna do it, I'mgonna do it, thought Richard, surprised at his own
eagerness. I'mgoing to give hima slap he'll remenber until doonsday.

"What is it?"Christine asked, wal ki ng up
Joey began, ?Richard has-?

84 7?Dad! Dad! ?Mark came running al ong the garden path. He was cl utching
his eye, his face bright red.

"Dad! My eye!?

"What's wrong?"Christine reached himfirst> "For Godsakes, Mark, what
have you done?"

After Richard had managed to cal m Mark down, the story cane out. Mark
had deci ded his haversack was in the attic after all. Ingeniously he

wor ked out that if he stood on a chair and poked off the hatchway lid

wi th the sweeping brush handl e he coul d sonmrehow hook the bag out by the
handl es. Part way through this inventive operation the plywod board had
slipped dowmn fromthe frane it rested on and whacked the boy in the
face. After sone dabbing with a piece of tissue Christine convinced him
it hadn't ruptured his left eyeball. That the injury consisted of a
graze so slight it was barely visible to the naked eye.



Ri chard and Mark left Joey to beer and burgers and went back into the house.

"You know, | reckon I can reach into the attic and get your bag w thout
bothering with hauling the | adders up out of the shed,"Richard told his son

"Do you want the brush?"
"No, thanks. No nore accidents today if | can help it, thank you."

Ri chard positioned the dining roomchair beneath the attic hatchway.
When he stood on it, the top of his head was just an inch or so bel ow
the I evel of the hatchway. He was still too low to see anything but a
gl oony void of the attic above him but he reached in. He nmight be able
to find the bag by touch alone. He was surprised to find that the first
t hi ng he touched noved quickly away fromhis fingers.

Still unconscious in the hospital bed, Rosemary Snow felt the pains
return to skewer her jaw and knee. The inmages that flowed through her
head were now of the attic in the strange house. She'd seen the wooden
board that covered the opening to the attic being lifted up; then it
suddenly slipped down. The inmages had bl urred. Wen they cl eared again,
she was | ooki ng down through the hatchway to a brown carpet covering a

| andi ng and stairs that were brilliantly sunlit. Running down the stairs
was a boy; he clutched his forehead or his eye, she wasn't sure which
Then there was a sensation of moving backward.

85 Then she was at the attic window In the garden the famly were
havi ng a barbecue. A fat man sat with them

There was movenent forward with an unlit |ight bulb passing her
shoul der, then nmovi ng beneath wooden beans that rose diagonally to neet
above. Then crouchi ng.

She | ooked down. She saw a hand hol ding an automatic pistol. The
madman' s hand.

She sensed the nadman creeping forward to the lip of the hatchway, the
reflected |ight from bel ow shining on particles of dust suspended in the
air.

She watched, feeling frustrated and hel pl ess. Events in that famly's
house nmoved to a climax. And she'd been able to do nothing to warn them

Stupid Rosemary Snow. Stupid, stupid. You should have dragged yoursel f

out of bed and phoned the police. Now you're going to watch that

i nnocent famly, the little girl, the little boy, suffer like you suffered.
A hand, followed by a wist, then a forearm came up through the

hat chway. It stayed there for a nonent, swaying slightly fromside to

side like a strange, stumpy snake. Then it noved decisively. It touched
the madman's foot. The foot noved sharply back

The hand paused as if its owner was surprised by what it had just touched.

"What's wong, Dad?"It was the boy's voice.

"I don't know. But for the life of me | think | just touched sonething
that noved."

"Arat?"



"No. Let's see if | can feel it again."

The madman was crouching, the gun muzzle positioned to point in the
man's face as soon as he put his head above the hatchway.

"Dad, lift me up to have a look."

"You're joking, aren't you? I'd break ny back if | tried lifting you up
here.”

"I need mnmy haversack, Dad, |'m going across to Ti m Abraham s tonight."
"I know, I"'mtrying to reach it for you. It's no good. It nust be
farther inside. Look, Mark, if you hold the chair still I'Il just lift

nysel f up and have a proper | ook inside."

86 The hand with the gun nmoved nearer to the hatchway, the finger easing
around the trigger.

Any second now, Rosemary Snow. You're to blame. Should have warned them
Now you' || see what a plug of netal traveling at a thousand feet per
second does to a nan's face. Bullet holes aren't neat holes, they're

bl oody hol es, bl oody enornmous hol es. Holes the size of eye sockets.

Two hands gripped the tinmber lip of the hatchway. Rosemary saw the
fingers grip tightly; she saw each finger, each fingernail, the hairs on
t he backs of the hands, the wedding ring.

"Mark? Richard? Is this what you're | ooking for?"The woman's voice

"Dad, it's the haversack, "shouted the boy, delighted.

The man asked, ?Where was it?"

"I'n the cupboard under the stairs. Hurry up, Richard, |'ve put the
steaks on the barbecue."

The hands di sappeared. A second |ater the wooden board cane up to be
dropped back into pl ace.

The attic grew suddenly darker

Ri chard returned to the barbecue to find Joey chewing on great mnouthfuls
of steak.

As Christine dished out nore hotdogs for Amy and Mark who sat on a
bl anket in the shade of the tree she | ooked up at Joey.

"Weren't you going to tell nme sonething?"

Ri chard watched A d Rubber Lip smle a victorious smle> "Just that 1've
realized |I've no reason to rush off. I'Il stick around for a while."He
flashed Richard a greasy grin> "If you'll have ne, that is, Dicky Boy?"
The smile didn't conme easy but Richard forced it> "Be ny guest, Joey."

"Ch, sorry | ate your steak, sunshine. | thought you'd got nore."

Ri chard' s | augh sounded nore |ike a machi ne gun executing di ssidents



than an expression of amusenent> "1'Il be all right with this, Joey."He
vi ciously stabbed the sole surviving sausage and threw it onto the barbecue.

That evening the Youngs, Richard, Christine, Any and Mark, stood by the
driveway gates. At this tine the Sheffield road was quiet. The hot
sumer's day had turned pleasantly cool. Overhead
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t he sky darkened and swifts were replaced by the bat shift as they took
their turn to feed on noths and Daddy Longl egs.

A car pulled up.
"Have a good tine,"Richard said and ruffled Mark's hair.

"Behave yoursel f."Christine kissed him which made himflush red.
Ri chard grinned. Wen you're that age, to be kissed by your nmother in
front of your friends is excruciating torture.

They waved good-bye as Mark clinbed into the back of the car. He was
tal ki ng nonstop, excited by the prospect of his weekl ong canping trip.

As the car pulled away the remai ni ng Youngs waved until it had vani shed
into the distance. And for sone reason Richard could not explain, he
wi shed- he wi shed desperatel y-that he was going, too.

|
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Burnt in Bl ood

It was when the man let hinmself down fromthe Youngs' attic to find food
in the mddle of the night that he saw the two men walk into the garden

It was 2 a.m The men didn't walk so much as scurry like a pair of rats

al ong the hedge.

Wth the lights out he slipped into the dining roomand through the
sliding doors into the garden. Although the nbon was on the wane, he
could find his way easily enough along the path into the shrubbery.
There he could watch w t hout being seen

As he crouched behind a rhododendron his left foot gave a protesting
ache fromthe sprain it had sustained when his car left the road three
ni ghts ago. He had no clear nmenories of those few hours imedi ately
after the accident. Like a wounded aninmal he'd instinctively found
somewhere to hide. He'd woken the next norning in the attic, his
forehead throbbing where it had hit the steering wheel, his face caked
with dried bl ood.

He'd intended Iying | ow a couple of days to recuperate before noving on
An automatic | oaded with G azier Safety Slugs that could drop a wild
boar stone dead with a single shot woul d have di sposed of any
difficulties if the famly had di scovered they had a squatter up in
their attic. But by accident he'd ended up talking to the little girl.
She had told hi msurprising things.

The runaway, Rosemary Snow, had seemed prom sing, too. O course, he
knew she lay dead in the long grass now, in a field fifty mles from



here. But this little four-year-old, Amy, interested him She had potenti al

Now the two men poking their heads over the rose bushes as they | ooked
at the house were going to foul things up

If he let them

He could see that both of themwere in their twenties. Both wore jeans
and bl ack sweatshirts. One, although carrying too 89 r

u

much fat, |ooked physically strong: his bull neck was the sanme width as
his shaved head. The nman had left the gun in the attic, and without it,
t hese new i ntruders would be tough nuts to crack

The other, thinner, wearing a dark baseball cap, |ooked the neaner of
the two. Even as the two noved up to the kitchen wi ndow to | ook inside,
he surm sed the man in the cap probably verged on the psychotic with his
peculiar fixed and di sdai nful mouth. The tattoos on his face and hands
backed that up. A loner who spent his life either on bail or in prison

The man noved silently through the bushes to get a little closer. The
two were whi spering on how best to break in. They were heading for an
argunent. Fat Man wanted to forget the house and go for the car in the
garage. Cap Boy wanted the house. Cap Boy lifted something in his hand.
It was a hanmer; the kind used for smashing in doors, or maybe even a
pensi oner's face.

Cap Boy liked to do that kind of thing. He got a kick out of it.
Probably even nore than fromthe crack cocaine he'd suck into his lungs.

The man's lips and neck tingled. It was com ng on w thout warning.
Jesus, Jesus, this's Christmas cone early. The tingling flashed through
him Cap Boy-yes, he could do it to Cap Boy.

The man | ooked at the back of Cap Boy's head. The tufts of hair poking
beneath the cap, the tattoos on the neck. Carefully, he focused on the
back of Cap Boy's neck, the bleeding-heart tattoo, a nole the size of a
chocol ate button that bled every time his neck was shaved by the prison
bar ber.

Yes, the man knew what Cap Boy was |ike. What he |loved to do when they
switched out the cell lights or when he broke into a house. Ha! Ha! Fun
to shit on the beds; fun to stick the budgie in the nicrowave ..
flutter, squawk, thud.

Sonething clicked into the man's head as his inmagi nati on went onto auto.
Wthout trying now he stared at the back of Cap Boy's head and thought:

| know you: you were always the funny one at school. You did crazy

thi ngs that made the other kids |laugh. You were always in a gang because
they got a kick out of you taking all the risks when you kicked in a

shop door. You were always the one who got so drunk you'd piss in

t hrough the police car window. You were the one that always got

arrested. But what did you care: you got the laughs and the respect, only-

90 -only things changed. Your buddies all got steady girlfriends. But
girls think there's sonething creepy about you. You thought you'd al ways



be part of the gang, but other gang nmenmbers started acting straight,
getting jobs, buying houses and carpets and tal ki ng about wal | papering

t he baby's bedroom Boring twats. Soon you were the only one left to

piss into police cars and kick in shop doors. But you'd shit your hole.

The courts got nasty and started sending you down for six nmonths at a tinmne.

But nothing hurts you, right? Not when your nother's boyfriends beat
you. O hearing that cell door bang shut.

You live in a bedsit. You ve got a girl now OK, she's only probably

wi th you because you give her crack. And boy, oh boy, do you need a | ot

of crack; so you rob houses and cars and maybe knock over an old lady in
the street for her purse. Getting good at it, too. Myve onto bigger and

better.

like this house. Take what you want. So what if M. And Ms. Fanmly

Normal don't like it, give thema smack with the hamer; then they'll be
sweet and generous. Maybe Ms. Family Normal likes a bit of rough, yeah
then she "Il have a bit of rough, and it'll be so rough she'll not sit

down for a fortnight.

But Fat Boy here's not got the stomach for it. He wants to nick a car
stereo that ain't worth the price of a fix. Just look at him fat face,
fat backside, but he ain't got no guts.

So why's he hanging around with ne, then?

Because he's giving your girl what you can't, pin prick. Every tine
you're out busting a house to get noney to buy her sugar and spice and
all stuff nice, Fat Boy here's wal king into your bedroom and wal ki ng
straight into your bitch.

She doesn't give a toss about you, Cap Boy. Fat Man's all she cares
about. You can see them can't you? She's |aying naked on your bed, high
on your crack and she's begging Fat Boy to punp her. You can see them
now, can't you? All bare arses and tits, all flappity-flap. She's
bounci ng up and down on him those Iong ear rings you bought her
jingling away like little tinker bells, and she's saying, ?Christ, Fat
Man you know what | like ... not like that stupid cretin ... with his
baseball cap ... and his poxy tattoos. He can't get it up: pin
prick-that's what he is. If you ask nme he'd be better with a boy."

You're not going to take it, are you? You're not going to |l et them bl eed
you dry? Then laugh at you the monent your back's turned.

90 91 Teach thema lesson. Next tine Fat Boy's there with his bare
backsi de heaving up and down on top of her take that bl oody hamrer and
hamrer him right on top of that fat head. Then show that bitch that
you're the one with power. Take back what she owes you. Hold her down by
her hands; you 'Il see her head tw sting fromside to side, because she
knows what you're going to do next.

But you're too strong for her.
You bend over her; grip those ear rings in your teeth, pull them out one
after another, then all the studs that cover her ears and nose; pul

themout with your teeth one after another-pop, pop, pop, pop

Bl ood all over the place. Show her you've fucked Fat Man | over boy with
the hamrer; his skull's split in two |like a cabbage. Pow You can do it.



Wi t
You can do it now.

Look at Fat Boy, peeping through the kitchen wi ndow. Ni ce big head he's
got, ain't he? Nice big hanmer you've got. The two sort of go together
don't they? Yeah, do it now You've got the guts, you've got the power;
all that sexy power; you've got it: Now, do it; doit; doit; doit...

Yeah, that feels good, doesn't it. The way the hamer head cane down
with a nice popping smack. Did you see how he went strai ght down into
the flower bed? Look, his mouth is full of dirt; he's |looking up at you;
his mouth's going like he's saying his prayers or something but you
can't hear because his nouth's full of M. & Ms. Famly Odinary's
garden dirt. Plant a hanmer in it, that's it, wonder if it'll sprout a
hamrer tree in the spring; and yeah, yeah, little hamer fruit in the
autumm. Teeth all broken up now, but his eyes are staring at you as if
you're a little piece of shit. Pop those, too. Down cones the hamer.
Pop! Down cones the hamer again! Pop!

Fat Man's got no eyes, do dah, Fat Man's got no eyes, do dah, do dah, day.
Fat Man's not noving now. Not even his lungs or his iddy biddy heart.

Get rid of the sucker. That's it, pick himup, you can do it

You carry himto the truck. Easy peasy.

You dunmp himin the back. You clinmb into the cab whistling, a job well
done. Lights on, engine revving, and away you go, with
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You' ve driven a good ten mles. This should do it. A nice quiet forest,
pul | off the road and drive through the trees.

Ri ght, you stop the truck here. Fat Man's still sleeping the sleep of
the eternal in the back of the truck.

Still whistling, feeling as big as a tree and as strong as a lion, you
take the can of petrol fromthe back and start sluicing dowm the cab and
Fat Man, laying there in the back of the truck, flat on his back, hands
across his fat gut; the red holes where his eyes were watching the stars.

Now this is real power. You sit on the cab roof of the truck and pour
what's left of the petrol over you. It runs as cool and as refreshing as
mount ai n spring water over your face and down your chest; it soaks your
jeans; you | augh happily and pour petrol into your mouth; gargle with it
then squirt it out in a thin jet. Now, where did you put those matches ..

He woke. Hell, that was some shit-weird dream Killing his best buddy
with a hamrer? Driving into a forest; dousing the truck with petrol
then sitting on top of the cab roof and dousing hinsel f?

He opened his eyes expecting to see the pair of striped curtains and
Shaz sl eeping off a headful of crack.

It was dark. But not dark enough. H s eyes wi dened. Shock rmade him
breathe in sharply; petrol funes felt |ike needl es stabbing up into his



nostrils. He sat on the cab roof, his |l egs dangling down into the back
of the truck. Bomber lay on his back, his face smashed to a bl oody ness.
It was night. But why could he see so nuch? Wth a feeling of dread, his
eyes swept up to see the burning match between his finger and thunb.

The flame kissed his petrol-wet finger. He screamed. Instantly a sl eeve
of purple flame rolled up his arm then down his body |ike he was one
big fuse. The flanme hit the pool of petrol in the back of the truck.

Wth a roar, a ball of flame as big as a house rolled up through the
branches to the tree tops.

H s eyes were wide open. It seemed he'd been | ocked in the heart of the
sun. Everywhere was an eye-blistering light, and heat that felt like a
mllion sharp teeth biting his skin.

He junped fromthe truck roof to run through the trees, a human
92 93 fireball screaming and lighting up the green ceiling of |eaves.

He ran scream ng, knowi ng he was dying, yet hoping if he ran faster than
he'd ever run before he night |eave this second skin of fire behind.

Thr ough bubbling eyelids he saw tree trunks zip out of the darkness to
rush by him patches of grass, frightened rabbits running frantically
out of the way of this earthbound conet that blazed and crackl ed across
the forest floor.

Then miracul ously a | ake appeared in front of him

A deep cool |ake. Hope surged up inside of him If he could make the
| ake. Put out the fire. He'd be all right. He'd be all right!

He pounded across the dirt, |eaving shreds of burning sweatshirt behind
him incredibly the only thing untouched by the fire, his baseball cap
was still pulled tightly onto his head.

The | ake reflected the gol den wash of flane. He ran toward it, a blazing
conet. Nearly, nearly there ..

The tree root caught his burning trainers. He fell forward, screaned;
the next time he breathed in, the fire nelted his lungs. Gurgling, he
rolled onto his back and lay there. The fatty tissue in his body ignited.

The | ake was as good as a thousand miles away. Skin and bl ood boil ed
together. The flanes illum nated the branches above. And the ceiling of
green | eaves seened to dance lightly with the stars thensel ves, beyond
hi s burni ng eyes.
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Monday

By the time the man's unwitting host came down to make breakfast there
was no sign of what had happened t he night before. The man had t hrown
the hamrer in the pond and carefully covered Fat Man's blood in the
flower bed with a layer of top soil.

The early-norning sun was hot enough to shrink the wound on the man's
face. It stung painfully. The activity of the night before nmade his
injured | eg ache so that he now |inped back to the house.



Still, he felt good. Things were going his way. The little girl, Any,
appeared a prom sing subject for his purposes.

Now he crept nearer to the kitchen wi ndow so he could see inside. H's
unwi tting host was cheerfully singing along to a song on the radio. He
knew t he man's nanme was Ri chard Young and from overhearing conversations
he knew a fair smattering of the man's background too.

Now it was vital that he gain sone kind of control over the man and his
famly

He wat ched Ri chard Young pour cornflakes into bows, fill the kettle and
light the gas hob.

The man stared at the back of Richard Young's neck

| know what you're |like, Richard Young, he thought. You' re a happy
famly man. Everything would be all right in your world if you weren't
burdened by the useless bit of wasteland at the back of your house. You
know the land's not even worth the price of that box of cornflakes in
your hand. But you don't say anything because you don't want destroy the
dream your father-in-law planted in your wife's nind

St op.

Don't go on with this. It's not your problem Just because your
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for it all your life.

Break free fromit.
Start right now 27

Do sonet hing, sone big gesture, that shows people you ve got a mnd of
your own.

Do you see that gas flame in front of you? Turn it up. Hear it begin to
roar now? See how blue the flame is. See how high it |eaps.

You can use that, you know. You can use it to get rid of this thing
you' ve got around your neck

Imagine if you put your hand into the flanme and held it there.

You'd feel no pain, |I promise you. It would feel as cool as hol ding your
hand under the cold water tap

No pain, Richard Young.

Al you would be doing is rel easing yourself fromthat shitty piece of
land that threatens to screw up your life.

Put your hand in the flame and wait.
Now i magi ne your fingers are five fat sausages. You put them on your

bar becue and you watch themfry. Until the skin splits, until the meat
i nsi de oozes out in a thick, sizzling paste ..



Do it, Richard Young. Put your hand in the flane.
Rosemary Snow opened her eyes.

They were crusted with matter. Her whole face felt so tight it felt as
if she wore a rubber nask that had shrunk hard agai nst her skin.

She tried opening her nmouth. At the third attenpt her lips parted with a
faint tearing sound.

Every novenment hurt. Her teeth ached. Her head tingled. And it felt as
if half her stomach was m ssing.

Anyone el se would have lain there, feeling three parts dead.

But Rosemary Snow had a mi ssion. She knew she nust find the man who did
this to her. It was the only thing that mattered now.

She would find him And she would kill him Everything was subordi nate
to that-the pain, the stiffness in her arns, the ache in her knees.

She pulled the IV needle fromher arm Distantly she realized bl ood
trickled down to her fingers. She ignored it.

She pulled the feeding tube fromout of her nose. It felt like

96 she was pulling a snake down her nostril; the pipe seenmed to go on
forever. At last it cane out with a spurt of mlky fluid.

Rosemary | ooked around the hospital room Any second someone mi ght wal k
in. She couldn't allow that.

Her mi ssion was the one thing that kept her alive. Hatred had becone her
body' s fuel.

As she dragged herself out of the bed, she saw the mrror above the sink.

She paused. The idea of |ooking at her reflection appalled her. But
curiosity was stronger. She hail to see what had happened to her face in
the fall. Pushing one foot in front of the other, she shuffled across
the floor.

For perhaps twenty seconds she stood, her hands resting on each side of
the sink to support her shivering body. She stood with her head down,
not daring to look into the mrror.

"Do it, Red Zed."She gritted her teeth> "Do it."Taking a deep breath,
she gripped the sides of the sink. Then she lifted her head and | ooked
directly into the mrror.

And screaned.

The gas jet flared bright blue. The heat fromit tingled Richard s face.
He | ooked at his hand. At the fingernails, at the creases in the skin,
at the bluey hue his wedding ring had taken fromthe flane.

Just for a second the absurd inpulse to stick his hand into the flane
had flitted across his mnd. Ginning, he shook his head and sl apped the
kettl e down onto the hob.



"Morni ng, sleepy head,"he said cheerfully as Anmy wal ked into the
ki tchen, yawning a m ghty yawn.

"Boys kept me awake, "she said> "They're making a boat in the loft."

"By gum the bad Boys. W'lIl round themup and throw themin the pond.
Hey, what do you say? Hey ..."

He tickled her neck and she squi dged her shoulders up to her ears, giggling.

"Fun and frivolity so early in the norning?"Christine came in wearing
jeans and a white T-shirt. She kissed Amy, then sat down at the table,
smling broadly> "Right, then. 1'll have the fresh orange juice,

croi ssants, followed by bacon, nushroons and scranbl ed eggs."

Ri chard | aughed> "It's cornfl akes. Like 'emor lunp 'em"
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Thr ough the wi ndow the man could see the family eating breakfast. He'd
tried to get into Young's head. It hadn't worked, but then, he never
expected it woul d. Last night was an unusual case. The psychopathic kid
had been peculiarly receptive.

The man wat ched the Youngs closely. They | aughed as they tal ked. Their
happi ness lit up the house Iike sone kind of interior sunlight.

Just for a second, the man felt an aching sense of |loss. But it vani shed
as quickly as it had cone.

He'd conme too far to be distracted by sentinentality. He had a job to
do. And not hi ng-but NOTHI NG woul d stand in his way.

The handgun was in the rucksack hidden in the shrubbery. He'd retrieved
it fromthe attic after disposing of Fat Man and Cap Boy. In a mnute
he'd coll ect the gun and-

Jesus!

It hit him

Har d.

It was coming. He knew it rmust only be a matter of time, but he thought
he'd have had nore warni ng.

Drawi ng in a sharp lungful of air, he turned round, his heart poundi ng.
It was out there. Somewhere beyond the land they called Sunnyfields. He
sensed its approach.

A dark pounding force. Colossal. Invisible. Powerful enough to shake the
earth.

He noved back into the bushes, thinking fast. H's plans had just gone
bel | y-up. No doubt about that.

The thing that foll owed himcould be here any mnute.

He needed to do sonething. He needed to do it fast.



Then he did the only thing he could think of. Deliberately he forced his
t hunbnai | beneath the scab that ran down the side of his nose.

It ripped away fromhis face with the sound of a stick of celery being
broken in two. Then he gouged at the wound. Again and again until blood
poured freely down his nose, across his lips and chin, soaking the front
of his white shirt in a dirty red stain.
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Appear ance

"Please! | need to use your phone. I-1"msorry to bother you, but I"'min
trouble."

The man stood on the doorstep. Richard was shocked to see the stranger's
face and chest were soaked red with bl ood.

"Your phone... please. | don't want to be here ten seconds |onger than
have to be."

"There's been an accident? Sit down. |'ll call an anbul ance. |s there-?
"No. It's got to be the police. And quickly."

The man panted with urgency. Richard stepped back to allow himinto the
hall. He linped inside, carrying a rucksack which he dropped into a chair.

"\Where's the phone?"

"The kitchen. But if-?

"Just let nme phone the police. There isn't much tine."

"You're in no state to tel ephone anyone. If you tell me what's-?
"What's wrong?"The man shook his head so vigorously, blood flicked from
the end of his nose to speckle the wall> "Believe me, you don't want to
know. | don't want to put you into anynore danger than-?

"Danger ? What danger?"

"Don't ask. Please don't ask."Wth the back of his hand he w ped his
face> "In here?"

"Yes. Do you want-?
Christine appeared ?Wat's wrong?"

"There's been an accident,"Richard told her> "This gentl eman needs to
make a phone call."

At the kitchen door the man turned to Richard and hi ssed sonething that
not only puzzled Ri chard but turned himcold> "Once

99 I've made the call, I'll wait at the bottomof the drive for themto
collect me-?

"But you need-?



"I need you to pronise ne one thing. Lock all the doors until the police
arrive. OK?"

Stunned, Richard watched the nan wal k into the kitchen and shut the door
behi nd him

"Ri chard, "Chri stine whi spered, her eyes frightened, ?who is he?"
"Search ne."
"Has there been a car crash?"

"I don't know. But | don't like it. There's sonething wong. He wants us
to lock all the doors after he's gone."

She shivered and rubbed her arn> "He's not on the run, is he?"
"No ... | don't know. | don't think so. He said-?

"CGod Al m ghty!?

Sonet hi ng solid crashed agai nst the front door, knocking it open

Ri chard spun around to see what was com ng into the house.

"Joey?"
"Can't stop. Shoul d' ve been on the golf course ten mnutes ago. |'mjust
droppi ng in those devel opment proposals from... Jesus Christ."

The sight of the bloody man com ng out of the kitchen stopped Joey dead
in his tracks.

"The phone..."the man said in near panic> "Wat's wong with your phone?"

"Not hi ng, "Ri chard said, bew |dered. Everything was happening too fast.
"It was OK when-?

"It's dead, "the man sai d.

"I'"ll check the lines,"Christine said quickly. She left the house at a run
"What' s happeni ng, Dad?"asked Any fromthe | ounge doorway.

"Not hi ng, sweetheart. You just watch the cartoon for a mnute and we'll-?

"You,"the man said to Joey> "bring the | ady back into the house. She's
not safe out there.”

Joey didn't nove. He stood there open-nout hed.

"I"1l get her,"Richard said. But he'd only crossed halfway to the door
when Christine appeared, hol ding up garden shears.

100 ?Soneone's used these to cut the cable. Wiere it runs down the
outside wall."

"Damm, "t he man sai d. Anxiously he | ooked out of the w ndow.

Ri chard shivered> "What's all this about?"



"Il tell you. | didn't want to. But it's only fair you know
something."He'd torn off a bundle of kitchen roll which he used to nop
the blood fromhis face> "There are sone nen who want to give ne a hard
tine.

"\Who- ?Chri stine began.

"No ... believe me, you don't want to know. "He | ooked from Richard to
Christine> "I wouldn't blane you if you said no. But | really do need a
l[ift to the nearest police station.”

"I can run you there,"Richard said quickly> "I'"ll bring the car to the
front."

"No."the man held up the bl ood-soaked kitchen roll> "Just a nmoment. It's
not as easy as that now?

"What do you mean?"Joey spoke for the first time, panic sounding |oud
and clear in his voice> "What do you nean? Not as easy as that?"

"What | mean is, we all have to go. Including the nother and child ..
and you."

"Me?"Joey | ooked stunned

Ri chard was astoni shed how qui ckly the stranger had regai ned control of
hinself, talking in a brisk, businesslike way: ?These men are bad-very
bad, believe ne. If they've seen nme cone in here ..."

"Ch, Jesus,"Richard said under his breath, realizing the inplications.

if they've seen ne cone in here and | eave with one of you, then
they're going to walk in here. And anyone they find they will nake tel
t hem where |'ve gone. Do you understand?"

Ri chard nodded> "1'l1 get the car keys. Everyone get into the car."He
felt strangely breathless> "You."He | ooked at the man who' d bl undered
into their peaceful world and torn it apart> "You sit in the front."
The man picked up his rucksack

Joey blurted out> "My car's on the road. I'lIl leave in that."

The man shook his head> "You've got to cone to the police station with
us. They might follow you."

Joey | ooked as if he'd faint.

"Fol | ow ne? Fol | ow nme?"

100 101 ?Look,"the man said, ?don't worry. Wthin ten ni nutes of
notifying the police they "Il have picked this gang up and got them
behi nd bars. Now... get in the car. Please. They m ght be here any
m nute."Joey | ooked as if he was going to protest. The man | ooked at
hine "In fact they might already be in the garden.”

Joey was first to the car
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d oser

"Don't drive too fast."The stranger sat sideways in the front passenger

seat so that he could | ook back the way they cane> "W don't want to
attract attention to ourselves. But nor do | want you to stop for anything."
The drive into town was surreal. Wen the stranger first appeared at the
house Richard had felt as if he'd been pitched onto a runaway train;

events noved at a dizzying speed.

Now everything seemed to nmove in slow notion. The Monday nmorning traffic
was |ight. The sun shone. A tractor harvested hay in a field. A huge
orange sign at the filling station he visited twice a week announced a
conpetition to win free petrol for a year

In a detached way he found hinmsel f wondering what the conpetition would
be. Araffle? Alottery? Collect ten vouchers then enter your vehicle
regi strati on nunber?

He licked his dry lips. After thirty bizarre mnutes his nind was
hunting for signs of what was normal and safe.

He glanced in the rearviewmrror. In the backseat sat Joey and
Christine with Amy in the niddle. No one was tal king but the tension was
cl ear enough. Joey nervously nipped his heavy bottomlip between finger
and thunb. Christine ran one hand up and down her forearmas if trying
to erase a dirty mark. Only Amy wat ched the passing houses as if they
were nerely driving to the supermarket.

By Richard's side the man seemed quite cal mnow He'd nanaged to clean
of f nost of the blood, |eaving just a few reddi sh-brown stains on his
cheek and jaw

Per haps he'd been beaten up by the gang. But Richard saw that apart from
bl oodstai ns on his shirt his clothes | ooked reasonably tidy. His
expensi ve-| ooki ng shoes were clean. His thick brown hair |ooked as if it
had been recently brushed.

103 The man continued to | ook back. His eyes told Richard that here was
a man of energy and intelligence. No doubt wonen found hi m handsonme and
charismatic. A businessnman, perhaps? Wo'd fallen foul of sone
underworl d gang? But he seemed too much in control of the situation. As
if this kind of thing had happened to hi mnmore than once. Maybe he was
an undercover cop? Perhaps he'd infiltrated a gang of crooks only to-
"Careful. Red light,"the man war ned.

"What do you want ne to do?"Richard asked.

"Stop for it, of course.”

"But you said-?

"I don't think there's a need to risk life and linb anynore."

"You nmean we're not being foll owed?"

"I can't see anything out of the ordinary. Best not count our chickens
t hough. "



"These peopl e, "Richard asked, ?they're not likely to bother any of ny
fam|y?"

"How much farther to the police station?"The man's keen eyes sear ched
the road ahead.

"Two m nutes. You' ve not answered ny question, M.-?
"M chael . "
"WIl we be safe fromthose people who are foll ow ng you?"

"CGCet me to the police station, M. Young."The man gave a ghost of a
snmle> "Then everything will be fine."

When Rosemary Snow screanmed it didn't bring nurses running. A fortnight
of coma had wasted her vocal chords.

The scream though full of pain and horror at what she saw in the
mrror, sounded nore like a dry hiss.

The mirror showed her what she had becone.
Her hair had beconme matted; a clunp of dead fibers. Bruises nottled her
face. Her left eye was nearly closed and a dozen stitches |ike black

spiders followed a mniature nountain range of scabs down her |eft cheek

She | ooked at the thing that had been Rosemary Snow. Now it had the face
of a nonster.

Her stomach muscl es heaved. But there was nothing in her stomach to vonit.

For a full five mnutes she stood there her |egs shaking so hard that
she t hought any second she'd sinply fold.

But she pictured the stranger's face. And the shaki ng stopped.
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do the same to soneone el se.

She took a deep breath and forced herself to stand straight and | ook the
nmonster in the mrror right in the eye.

"Rosemary Snow, "she whi spered> "Don't go to pieces now You' ve got lives
to save. And one to destroy."

She began to | ook for her clothes.

At the same tinme Rosemary Snhow had begun to search through the hospital
| ocker Richard Young drove Christine, Amy, Joey and the stranger
M chael, into Pontefract.

He turned off the Knottingley road and cut up by Al Saints Church which
had been blitzed to a shell in the Cvil War and on uphill by the castle
ruins in the direction of the police station

Everyt hi ng appeared so banally normal. Even down to the snell of fresh
licorice fromthe sweet factories that permanently filled the air over
Pont ef r act .



Ri chard wanted rid of this stranger as quickly as possible. He was still
ast oni shed and bewi | dered by the speed his |life had been turned upside
down. Richard had decided to insist on a police escort home. After all
there was the question of who had cut the tel ephone cabl e? The idea of
the ease with which soneone could just stroll into your garden on a
sumer's norning turned himcold. What if Amy had been playing out? \Wat
woul d this gang of thugs have done to silence her?

As Richard pulled off into the car park across the road fromthe police
station, he felt increasingly uneasy. He saw this situation wouldn't end
with the man wal king into the police station. Had the gang seen the nman
go into the Youngs' house? Good God, they night even think they were al
in this together. He began to sweat.

And right now the thing he wanted nost was to be pushing open the doors
of Pontefract police station. Then he would see the around wel coni ng
face of the desk sergeant, while in the offices behind himwould be a
building full of solid, no-nonsense Yorkshire coppers.

It was so early that the car park was virtually enpty. They drove by the
concrete bollards and pay-and-display ticket dispensers waiting for the

day's shoppers. They passed a lone yellow Fiat sitting in the mddl e of

t he car park.

"Muml Look!?It was the first tinme Amy had spoken since
104 105 | eaving the house> "Look! There's Bart Sinpson!?

Ri chard noticed M chael shoot a relaxed glance in the direction of the
yel low Fiat. There, suction cups held a Bart Sinpson doll to a rear side
wi ndow. The doll's eyes bul ged out of the yellow face and a pi nk tongue
jutted inpudently out of its mouth.

Ahead were a line of a dozen or so civilian cars mxed with police cars.
Richard pulled up into the row of parking bays behind them

"Come on,"M chael said in a soft voice> "Let's get this over with, then
you peopl e can get back to your lives."

Wt hout another word they all got out of the car. Richard gl anced

anxi ously at Amy, concerned that she night be frightened. She seened
happy enough and was nore interested in the Bart Sinpson doll in the
car. Christine | ooked cal mand businesslike. She just wanted to get this
over and done with as efficiently as possible.

Joey, Richard noticed, |ooked his usual spoiled self because his plans
had gone to cock. He was running his fingers through his straggly hair;
the bottomlip pushed out in a way that Ri chard had come to detest over
t he years.

As Richard | ocked the car he found hinmsel f wondering whet her he shoul d
buy a ticket. Even trying to guess how |l ong they would be. He shook his
head. There's a gang of thugs pursuing your passenger and you stand

t here wondering whether to buy a ticket?

The main thing is: Get rid of this stranger. Then get the police back to
your house. Make sure it's safe. Then put this whol e damm epi sode behi nd
you.



Wth Christine | eading the small group by the line of parked cars,

M chael, | ooking rel axed, occasionally turned to | ook back across the
car park. Richard followed his line of sight. But all he could see was
his red Vol vo, a hundred-yard gap full of nothing but concrete boll ards
and the occasional ticket dispenser, then the yellow Fiat. Beyond that
was only an expanse of deserted car park, then the town cenetery.

As he caught up with the group M chael said, ?Thanks for the lift,

Ri chard. Once |'ve told the cops everything you'll be able to take your
fam |y home."

That's when he stopped. Richard? The stranger had used his name twice
now. Only now the penny had dropped. The man had not been told his nane.
And, as far as he could renenber, no one el se had used his nane in his
presence. This was getting

106 weird. Nothing was adding up as it should. And al though the man

| ooked as if he'd been given a damm good thrashing why did his hair | ook
so perfectly brushed? Wiy was he so rel axed when-

The sound was the first indication that it had begun

Ri chard stopped. The same kind of creak a hinge that's in need of oiling
makes. Only it was too |l oud. Mich too | oud.

"Ch, CGod."Mchael's eyes went wide. He | ooked as if he'd just seen his
own coffin> "Ch, God. W're too late."

107

The Day Hell Cane to Town

That's when it happened.

And that's when Richard Young knew his vision of the world, and the
notion of reality he'd been taught from chil dhood to nmanhood was w ong.

Conpletely, totally, incontrovertibly wong, wong, wong.

The creaking sound had stopped himand the stranger as they nade their
way to the police station just thirty yards away.

The expression on the stranger's face was one of shock and disbelief.
Ri chard | ooked across the car park, shielding his eyes against the
brilliant sun. It seened normal. Birds sang. The snell of licorice
turned the air sweet. But Richard sensed sone kind of change stealing

over that Pontefract car park

It was al nmost |ike before a thunderstorm when you sense a charge of
energy building; the quality of the air seemed different.

Ri chard gl anced at Joey, Christine and Any. They'd stopped. They sensed
it, too.

He tilted his head to one side, listening hard.
Not hi ng. No sounds.

The birds had stopped singing.



H's arns prickled as the hairs on his skin stood upright. Birds flew
overhead, wings frantically beating the sky. It wasn't a single-species
flock. It was just all the birds flying away from sone unseen danger
The creak cane again. A stuttering netallic sound. Louder than before.

"What' s happeni ng?"denmanded Ri chard.

The stranger's face drained> "W're too |late,"he hissed> "W've got to
go back to the car. Now ?

108 ?No."Richard took a step back fromhinm "W're going into the police
station.”

The man shook his head> "You do, and you've killed your fanmly."

"Are you threatening us?"

Bef ore the nman spoke the creaking sound turned into a groan. Loud enough
to make Any clanmp her hands over her ears, it echoed fromthe police
station and rolled away across the town.

Now Ri chard saw ...

He saw sonmething. Only he didn't damm well know what it was..

"It's the car,"blurted Joey> "The yellow car."

Ri chard knew what he'd seen. Transfixed, they watched the car. It was
nmoving. Fromside to side as if invisible hands rocked it.

"Jesus..."
Ri chard turned on the stranger> "Wat's happeni ng? Wo's doing that?"

Even at this distance they could see the Bart Sinmpson doll stuck to the
i nside of the wi ndow by suction cups. The doll's head whi pped from side
to side, the tongue flashing pink. For all the world it |ooked as if it
was clanoring to be let out of the car. As it rocked like a boat on a
storny sea

Then-

BANG

"My God!?Joey held his forehead> "Did you see that!?

Richard stared at the car. dass shot fromit |ike spray froma fountain.
Even as they watched the yell ow Fiat made a series of |oud popping
sounds as it settled |lower and |ower into the tarmac as if sone
tremendous wei ght bore down. Atire exploded with a sharp crack. The

ground ran wet around it as the car's body fluids-water fromthe
radi ator, brake fluid, fuel-squeezed fromruptured pipes, reservoirs and

punp.
M chael shouted, ?Now! Get back into the car. Everyone get into the car!?

Ri chard | ooked at the police station. It seenmed indestructibly safe.
I nsi de, down-to-earth coppers were brew ng tea.



"Don't even think about it,"M chael hissed> "You'd be dead in |less than
a mnute. The car! Get everyone into your car!?

109 Wth a judder the yellow Fiat gave a final squeal and lay still,
like a slaughtered ani mal.

Three seconds |later a ticket dispenser shrieked as the netal post it was
bolted to was hanmered flat to the ground.

Soneone's firing at us, thought Richard in near panic as sonething
rattled on the tarnmac all around them No ... nmoney. Hell's bells, it's
noney!

Coi ns fromthe burst machi ne rained down, tinkling on the car park and
rolling in circles.

"I't's your |ast chance!?the man shouted> "The car!?

Ri chard picked up Any who'd rooted to the tarmac and ran. Even though
instinct told himto run to the police station, even though a Iine of
concrete boll ards expl oded one after another, he found hinmself trusting
t he stranger.

"CGet in the back, "he shouted to Joey and Christine.

The keys were in his hands but his fingers felt like frozen sausages; he
funmbl ed at them usel essly.

At | ast he found the door key, stabbed it into the |ock
It wouldn't turn.
It had janmmed.

Thirty yards away. A Wl come To Pontefract sign slapped down to the
ground with a crack. Blue sparks flew fromthe inpact.

Joey squeal ed> "Ri chard, for Godsakes hurry, man!?
"The key's janmed; | can't-?

Hel |, he suddenly realized. Wong way, you idiot. You' re forcing the key
t he wrong bl oody way!

M chael said sinply, ?Richard. You' ve got ten seconds to save our lives."
"I nsi de! ?
The car doors swung open as one, then slamed as one.

This time Richard slamed the key into the ignition square on. Started
t he engi ne. Engaged gear. And powered the car across the car park

Wthin seconds Richard was screamng the car out of Pontefract. Qut past
the racecourse. Beneath the railway bridge. Then he fired the car up the
slip road to join the notorway.

In the back his famly were statues. Not speaking. Not noving. No
expression. Only their eyes expressed the shock they felt.



The stranger |ooked back through the rear wi ndow. Then he turned to
Richard and said in a |low voice> "Faster. | think it's

gam ng on us.
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Dead Beat
a few hours later he would be dead.

Besi de Richard, sat the stranger in the bl oodstained shirt. He sat
still; his expression reveal ed nothing of what he felt or might be thinking.

From t he backseat Joey shouted the same question over and over: ?Wat
happened? Who did that? Wat happened? Listen to me, you bastard! Who
did that? | said-?

Ay was crying.

"... police,"Christine insisted> "Richard. You' ve got to find a phone.
Call the police."

"I don't know who you are, or what you' ve done, "Joey screaned> "But you
can't involve us. For Christsakes what happened back there? That car
expl oded. The whol e fucking car park was expl odi ng. Wy did-?

No, the car didn't explode, Richard told hinself. It inploded. It
squashed flat beneath an enornous wei ght.

An invisible weight.

"I"'msorry,"Mchael said in a low voice> "I didn't nean-?

"I bet you're fucking sorry."Spit flew fromJoey's lips> "Yes, | bet
you' re fucking sorry. Dropping us in the shit. Are we going to die for
this? Are we?"

"I didn't want this to happen, |-?

his life could have been saved. |If the true nature of his condition
had been known ...

Ri chard drove the car along the notorway at over a hundred. Joey's
savage shouting, Amy's crying, Christine persistently asking to

t el ephone the police, the occasional softly-spoken word fromthe
stranger in his bloodstained shirt; they all managed to seem di stant and
painfully close at the sane tine.

Ri chard passed a petrol tanker on the inside |ane of the

110 111 notorway. He was driving suicidally fast but what he'd
experienced just sixteen mnutes ago had scared him brutally scared
him In a detached way that was bizarre he found hinsel f thinking Wen
was the last time | was so frightened?

in mnutes he was dead. Wy he died, a nystery ..

Wio was it that died? R chard asked hinself. It was as if his m nd had



split itself into a nunber of distinct conpartments. One handl ed the
driving. Thruuppp. Now he used the hard shoul der of the nmotorway to
overtake (or was that undertake?) a phal anx of bastardly slow vehicles
hoggi ng the other |anes. Breathing cane hard. He felt incredibly
breat hl ess and had to inhal e hard.

And anot her conpartnent of his mind listened to the radio that had
somehow been left on amid all this bastard mayhem Someone had di ed,
said the girl on the radio. Who was it? To Richard it seened absurdly

i mportant. So much so, he wanted to turn up the radio and screamto the
others to keep quiet. The feeling that he would suffocate intensified.

he was just twenty-eight years old, said the girl on the radio. But
the world of rock music would never be the same again..

Twent y-ei ght years ol d? Mal e? Jim Morrison, perhaps. No, wasn't Mborrison
ol der than that when his heart stopped in that too-hot bathwater in his
Paris apartnent? Maybe Brian Jones ..

"Look, "screaned Joey; his spit tingled on the back of Richard' s bare
neck> "You fucking know who did this to you! Wat did they use? A
fucki ng cannon or sonet hi ng-?

The stranger replied, ?If | can explain. \Wat happened was-?

"Mum ... Mum..."sobbed Any, burying her face in Christine's lap>"
want to go home. | don't like this. | don't-?

"Ri chard! Look out!?

Christine's voice cut through the wall of sound. Richard's head snapped
forward. They were heading straight for the back wheels of a truck
parked on the hard shoul der

Richard's jaws cl anped together. At this speed the car woul d ram beneath
the truck. While the truck's tailgate would slice the top off the car
t heir upper bodies and heads with it.

Tires screeched. Horns sounded. Richard haul ed the steering wheel right,
flicking the car so far across its tires scythed the grass of the
central reservation

"Stop the car, Richard, "begged Christine.
112 ?You can't stop,"the stranger insisted in a | ow voi ce> "Keep driving."

"Mum I|-1-1 want to go-oh hone ... while the man has died, his mnusic

lives on ...

"Who' s fucking chasing you? Who's fucking doing it?"

The car straightened and i ndependent chunks of his mind still worked on
their own problems. Wio was the nusician who died? Elvis Presley? Buddy
Hol | y?

And what had frightened himas nmuch as this in the past?

Suddenly Richard renmenbered the night he stood in the garden. It was
dark. Snow lay thick on the lawm. But he was dripping wet. Wy?



For the life of himhe couldn't remenber. He only knew he was so wet his
cl othes dripped. He nust have been ten years old. He was shaking. Not
with cold. Wth fear.

Sonething terrible had happened. The answer lay in the house he stood
wat chi ng. The curtains were open. Lights blazed inside. A Christrmas tree
stood in the window with clusters of green and red lights that w nked on
and off. And he desperately wanted to walk up to the door. And when
someone opened it, ask a question. The question was enornously

i nportant. He couldn't |eave the garden until he asked it. But he was
too terrified to do it. So he stood there ankle-deep in snow, wth water
dripping fromhis nose; his clothes felt as wet as mashed potato agai nst
hi s skin.

Hor ns sounded. The needl e rested on one hundred and twenty.

Any second now the car would somersault away over the fields. Then snmash
to bastard scrap

He could see it coming. Another conpartnment of his mnd clicked in,
feedi ng i nages of bloody |unps scattered in the dirt. Bloody |unps of
neat that had once been his wife, his four-year-old daughter

. we | eave you with the nusic of the nan who died on that fateful day
in 1970.

1970. Richard hunted his menory. Wich rock star died in
19707
Jim Hendrix ..

As soon as the nane flashed across his brain, the sound of feedback
wai l ed into the car as ?Foxy Lady?tore fromthe speakers.

It was enough to bl ow t hrough the accunul ati on of crap that shock had
bl ocked the channels of his head wth.

113 ?AIl | want to know is, "Joey screanmed, ?Wio are these peopl e? What
are they going to do to us? Can't you-?

"Joey."Richard spoke in a cal mbut forceful way> "Shut up."
"But for fuck's sake, I'm?

"Shut it, Joey. You're frightening Any."

Joey shut it, |ooking stunned.

Then Richard said to the stranger> "At the first opportunity, |I'm going
to stop the car and tel ephone the police."

The stranger |ooked straight at Richard> "It might be too late for that.'

"Believe nme. That's what |'m doing. Next tel ephone box | see, |I'm
phoni ng the police."As he spoke Richard took his foot off the pedal and
slowed the car as it ran down the slip road fromthe notorway.

The stranger spoke al nost gently, ?Please. | know you've just had what
nmust be the shock of your life-?



"Now that's an understatenent."
"But please just give me ten mnutes to tell you what's happening."

Ri chard shook his head> "We're not interested in what's happening. W
just want to go homne."

"Believe me when | tell you this: | don't want to nerely satisfy your
curiosity. | want to tell you something that night stop you- and your
fam ly-fromgetting hurt."

114
Hunt r ess
How will | find hinf

For Rosemary Snow this seemed the biggest problem bigger even than how
shall | kill hin®

Her eyes weren't used to the bright sun. And as she |linped away fromthe
hospital her eyes were nearly screwed shut. The light reflected fromthe
wi ndscreens of passing cars so brilliantly they each seened to contain a
chunk of the sun itself. So every few yards she would have to stop and
Wi pe her stream ng eyes.

She managed to wal k better than she thought possible after being
unconsci ous for so long. Maybe this pure hatred for the stranger powered
her legs. Certainly it screened out nost of the pain.

Pur poseful |y she pushed on. The town, unfanmiliar to her, bustled busily
by, not noticing the girl with the long dark hair, gray track suit and
sandal s.

Rosemary had been unable to find her own clothes, so she'd wal ked al ong
the hospital corridors in a hospital dressing gown until she cane across
t he physio departnent. There she'd found a | ocker full of the same gray
track suits which she guessed were the unifornms of the hospital physios.
There, she'd al so cone across rows of cubicles. Beyond those she'd heard
the splash of water and voices that echoed fromtiled walls. That mnust
have been the physio pool where patients were exercising seized joints
and | i ganents.

On inpul se she had wal ked al ong the line of cubicles. Then, with no one
in sight, she'd opened a door. Inside was a tweedy skirt, blouse and
flat shoes. The kind an elderly woman m ght wear. Rosemary saw a handbag
hangi ng fromthe peg. She'd opened it. Inside was a face-powder conpact,
handker chi efs and a purse.

114 115 She needed noney. She realized that.

Her hand went to take the purse out of the handbag.

Then, shaki ng her head, she left the cubicle, the purse untouched.

Sounds cane | ouder fromthe pool room as if a door had been opened.

Rosemary |inped back the way she had cone.



As she passed the last cubicle she paused, then pushed open the door
Hangi ng fromthe peg was a nman's business suit. Heart beating fast she
went through the pockets. Nothing.

Then she saw a pair of black brogues beneath the bench. She lifted a
shoe and shook it. It chinked. Inside were car keys and | oose change.

Qui ckly she scooped a handful of coins and pocketed them Then she tried
the next shoe. Inside that one, a wallet. Bank notes had been stuffed in
so tightly the press-stud catch popped open as she held it in her hand.

Oh, God, please, let that be a sign fromyou, she thought guiltily as
she opened it. She pulled all the cash fromthe wallet, a great, thick
wad that felt absurdly heavy in her trenbling hand.

She found she couldn't take all of it, so divided it roughly in half.

Qut si de voi ces sounded suddenly | oud. Ml e |laughter; a comment about a
girl in a swinsuit.

She' d frozen expecting the door of the cubicle to bang open

I nstead the voices passed by. Qickly she stuffed half the noney back
into the wallet and replaced it in the shoe. Then, gripping the other
hal f of the banknotes in her fist, she wal ked as calmy as she coul d out
of the cubicle and followed the exit signs.

As she headed into the town center she still felt guilty about taking

t he noney. She'd never stolen before in her life. As she wal ked she
reasoned with herself that she had no choice. That she coul d never
return home. That with this ruined face her life was as good as over.
That the only thing that nattered was the death of the man that had done
this to her. She knew, also, that an innocent famly was in danger and
that only she could warn them

She had thought of going to the police but they'd only send her back to
the hospital or back home. In any event they'd get word to her nother
and stepfather. The idea of her stepsister grinning at her ruined face
filled her with fury.

By the time she'd reached the town center she had a raging

115 116 thirst. She bought three cans of Lilt and drank them one after
anot her.

That hel ped. Her m nd sharpened. She knew she had to find the stranger
and now her mnd turned to how actually to acconplish that.

First she needed to make the necessary preparations. She counted the
nmoney. Two hundred and fifteen pounds in notes and another eight pounds

i n change.

She bought sungl asses, a dark green sweatshirt with a hood, a change of
underwear, a pair of cheap trainers, a hand towel, soap, shanpoo, a

conb, a holdall. Then she bought the biggest carving knife she could find.
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Fire and I ce

The stranger said: ?Here should do fine. Stop the car."



"Are you sure it's safe?"asked Richard.
"It's safe. For the time being."

Richard pulled off a country road into a | ay-by and stopped. Thirty
yards ahead stood a roadsi de fast-food caravan. Painted in red letters
on the end of the caravan: HANK' S YANKEE DI NER Chal ked on a bl ackboard
bel ow that: Full English Breakfast Qur Specialty.

For a nonent they sat without tal king. Any had stopped crying. Richard
swung open the door. It only let nore hot air in but he breathed it
deeply. It had the dusty snell of the sun-baked wheat field over the
road. Stiffly, he hauled hinself out and rubbed his neck

The sun pressed down on himlike hot nmetal. Cars anbled by. In the field
behi nd Hank's Yankee Di ner cows stood notionless apart fromtheir
Swi nging tails.

M chael, who had been cl eani ng what renai ned of the blood fromhis face
with a tissue, clinbed out the car> "W mght as well grab a drink.
W've got tinme."

Ri chard glared at the nman who was responsible for this hell. Wy did he
seem so cal magain? Richard felt he'd never be able to get his breath
back again. He breathed in deeply. The shakes started in his |egs.

M chael opened the back door> "W're stopping here for a few

m nutes. "Joey and Christine clinbed out blinking into the sunlight.

Ri chard saw they were still dazed by what had happened. Any, her eyes
red and sore-looking, clung tightly to her nother's hand.

Li ke refugees froma war zone they wal ked in the direction of the diner
There was no one el se about. Only a bored girl chew ng

118 gum and readi ng a magazi ne in the doorway of the caravan.

A warm breeze briefly stirred two Stars and Stripes flags hanging from
twenty-foot poles at each end of the caravan. Beyond the caravan itself
was a free-standi ng canopy about twenty by twenty. Again the canopy
itself was a huge Stars and Stripes flag supported by scaffol ding poles.
Beneath that the red and bl ue shade | ooked wel come relief fromthe sun

As they sat at a plastic table Any spotted a play area with swings and a
slide> "Mum Look! Can | go and pl ay?"

Ri chard | ooked at her, surprised by her rapid recovery.

"Go on, then,"Christine said> "Not too |ong, though, you m ght get sunburn."”

Ri chard slunped into the chair. Above himthe Stars and Stripes canopy
rippled slightly in the waft of air.

As he sat there, shell-shocked, he gazed wi thout seeing at a bow of
sugar |unps. Then he remenbered why he'd been standing in the snow,
dripping wet, all those years ago.

He blinked and shook his head. For sone reason his m nd had hidden the
menory from him since the day it happened.



Ten years old. He and his friend Daniel Masson had been playing on the
frozen | ake near Barking Dog Farm That wasn't its real name, of course
They didn't know the real nane. Only that whenever they passed it a dog
woul d run along the farmyard wall barking | oud enough to wake the dead.

Ri chard renmenbered as clearly as if it had been yesterday.

There had been Danny Masson on the frozen | ake, |aughing and | obbi ng
snowbal I s. He couldn't run fast because polio had left himw th a wonky
f oot .

There had been a cracki ng sound.
And Danny had di sappeared.
Ri chard ran across the ice as near as he dared to the hole.

He saw not hing but black water with big blades of ice stuck at angles
this way and that.

He' d call ed Danny's nane and sheer brutal terror had run through him
fromhead to toe like lightning bolts. Tears had rolled! down his face. |

Hs friend was dead.

Then he felt a concussion through the soles of his boots. He | ooked
down. Incredibly, a face, as indistinct as a ghost's, filtered through
the ice beneath his feet. He could even see wi de, staring eyes through
that thick skin of ice

118 119 ?Danny! ?

He didn't think about it. He jumped up and down on the ice. Until, with
a crunch, he felt it sag beneath his feet.

Then, suddenly, he was in the freezing water; it flooded chokingly down
his throat.

Sonehow, and he didn't know how he did it, he hauled his best friend out
onto the ice. His friend lay there, his eyes shut; not noving. He was
dead. Richard knew it. There was no heartbeat he could feel. No sign of
breat hing. Just a wet lunp of dead skin and clothes lying on that ice.

Sobbing, Richard rolled the body onto the sledge and dragged it across
the deserted fields to Danny Masson's house on the edge of town.

Not knowi ng what to do, at |ast he sinply hauled the sledge up to the
front door. Knocked as hard as he could on the door, then ran away.

But he found he couldn't go hone. For twenty mnutes he wal ked the
streets, sopping wet. It was an evening not |ong before Christmas. There
were carol singers. Children having snowball rights. Dads wal ki ng hone,
whistling, with Christmas trees under their arns. It seenmed the whol e
wor |l d was happy. Also the whole world was ignorant of a ten-year-old's
terror knowing he'd killed his friend.

At last he couldn't stand it anynore: he'd gone back to Danny Masson's
house.

It was dark by then. And that's when he'd stood in the snow watching the



lights on the Christmas tree blinking red and green and he'd wondered
what terrible events were happening in the house.

He i magi ned the boy's parents kneeling weeping at Danny's side as he |ay
in a pool of l|ake water on the kitchen floor. Upstairs would be Danny's
Christmas presents that woul d never be opened.

More than anything in the world Richard had wanted to go hone. But he
knew he couldn't. It was his fault that Danny |lay cold on the kitchen
lino. He had to go and face the boy's parents. Adnmit everything. Say he
was sorry ..

He' d wal ked up to the door, knocked hard. Then waited.
It was the |longest wait of his life.
And that's when he felt nost afraid. Waiting for Danny's

119 120 nother to appear, tears stream ng down her face. Then he'd have
to say the words that frightened himso nuch:

"I"'msorry, Ms. Masson. |I'msorry | killed Danny."

He heard shuffling behind the door. A key turned. Then a long, a
horribly |l ong pause. Then the door opened.

R chard bl i nked.

There stood Danny in a black and white Kung Fu dressing gown. His hair
still danmp. He held a nmug of steaming milk in his hand.

"Ri chard?"He sounded subdued> "I got ny new shoes wet. Munmis really
pi ssed of f."

Ri chard hadn't known what he felt. Stunned, he'd turned and wal ked away.

By sone unspoken agreenent that bordered on the nystic, they'd never

di scussed what happened. Richard had seen Dani el Masson five years ago;
now a plunp little man, he'd | aunched his own business selling

agricul tural nmachinery.

Ri chard blinked again. In front of himon the table was the bow full of
sugar lunmps. H s nmind on sonething else, Joey sat eating one sugar |unp
after another. H's heavy bottomlip slid fromside to side, then drooped
open as another sugar lunp reached his nouth.

Now Ri chard knew why he'd remenbered the Danny Masson incident. A: unti
today it had been the nost frightening episode of his life. And B: for
twenty years he'd forgotten it had ever happened. And right now he

wi shed he could forget this. But he knew he'd remenber it all his life.

"Richard. You'd like a cold drink?"asked M chael
Ri chard shook his head> "Coffee. Black."

When the girl came to take the order M chael sat the rucksack on his
knee and rested his forearns casually on top of that, covering the

bl oodstains on his white shirt. He switched on the charmng snmile as he
talked to the girl who, Richard saw, was clearly attracted to the nan.
She bl ushed and smiled as she wote the order on the pad.



Ri chard gl anced at the rucksack. Packed so full of something the

material was stretched tight, Mchael was keeping a tight grip on it.

What was so inportant in there? O othes? A sleeping bag? For

Christsakes, it might be stuffed tight with Ecstasy tabs for all they knew.

Across at the play area Any had made an anmazi ng recovery.
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violently backward and forward shouting, ?Boys! Follow nme, Boys!?

Per haps she's forgotten what happened already, thought Richard. Like
forgot what happened when Danny Masson fell through the ice. Perhaps
she'd recall what happened in Pontefract under hypnosis when she was
forty-somet hing; when a fondness for the gin had got the better of her

The coffee arrived and he took a scal ding nmouthful. He watched Christine
si ppi ng hers. She studied the stranger's face as if she was trying to
read his mnd. Joey |ooked at his surroundings with a bew |l dered cast to
his brown eyes which nade Richard think of a cow stuck in a hole and not
knowi ng what the hell had happened to it; or howthe hell it could clinb
out. Joey took a nmouthful of coffee that burnt his mouth. He grunted and
| ooked around as if not knowi ng what had hurt hinp "Shit... I'mgetting
something to eat."He heaved hinself to his feet, then headed unsteadily
for the fast-food trailer.

"He'll come around soon enough, "M chael said> "It's been quite a shock
for all of us."

"Quite a shock?echoed Christine> "Christ, that wins first prize for
under st at ement . "

Ri chard was still thinking of terns of gangsters with a grudge> "\Wat
did they use? Grenade | aunchers? | mean that car just ..."Descriptions
failing him he finished the sentence with a gesture of bew | dernent.

M chael smiled conpassionately, his gentle down-turned eyes constantly
flicking fromRichard to Christine> "No. Nothing like that."

"But what, then ... there nust have been a bonb ... the car exploded Iike-?

"No, "the man interrupted, ?inploded. Think what happened. The car did
not explode. It inploded. It was crushed by an external force."

Ri chard remenbered. The nan was right. He'd realized that hinself> "But
what did-?

"Wait until Joey returns. It'll save nme having to explain tw ce."

As Richard worked his way steadily through the coffee the world began to
| ook nore normal. His mind didn't feel as if it had been yanked
somewhere half through his skull anynore. He | ooked round, seeing the
fast-food trailer with Joey standing at
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the counter; Any now clinbed the slide steps; sonmeone had defaced a nenu
with a ballpoint pen: instead of Hank's Yankee Diner it read Hank's
Wankee Diner. Sparrows, their eyes as bright as gl ass beads, hopped
around the tables, pecking crunbs.



Joey returned with a plate stacked with four hotdogs. He squirted a
thick streamof nmustard over them Then he began to eat |ike he'd not
touched food in three days.

M chael placed the rucksack carefully at the side of his chair. Then he
| eaned forward, forearnms resting on the table, hands cl asped together

"I wouldn't blane you if you ditched nme here and ran to the police."

Ri chard | ooked up> "That's exactly what |'ve got in mnd."He drained his
coffee and stood up> "And that's exactly what |'m going to do.

Christine, Joey. Come on, back to the car."

M chael |eaned forward> "Listen. If you did that there's a distinct
chance you'd all be dead within the next thirty mnutes."

Ri chard shook his head> "Cone on, Christine, we're |eaving. And you,
whoever you are-you're staying."

"Ri chard. You saw what happened to the car?"M chael | ooked hi mstraight
in the eye> "That could happen to you."

123
M chael 's Story

Ri chard sat down. Any was shouting: ?Boys! Not up the green steps.
Fol l ow me up the blue steps."He needed anot her coffee.

"Listen,"said Mchael> "l want to get to a police station as nuch as you
do. But it's only fair to warn you that it mght not be as easy as you

t hi nk."

Christine's shrewd eyes watched the nman's face> "Wat do you nean? Do
you t hi nk whoever's chasing you i s sonmehow keepi ng watch on | ocal police
stations?"

"No. Not exactly, Ms. Young. There is the chance you-?

"Well, what the fuck do you nean, then?"Joey spoke through a nout hful of
hot dog> "What's going to stop us?"

M chael | ooked at his watch> "Look, give ne ten mnutes to explain. Then
you make up your minds. You can | eave ne here and go to the nearest
police station. O you can decide to take nme with you."

"Leave you damm-wel |l here, "Joey grunted> "Sooner the bl oody better."

"Ssh, Joey,"Christine |leaned forward> "If he's saying we might be in
danger it's best we hear what he has to say first. Agreed?"

Ri chard nodded. Joey snorted and | eaned back in his chair, wanting no
part of it.

"This won't take long, | prom se. Then-?
"You' ve been promising a |ot,"Joey snapped> "You've delivered bugger-all."

"Il tell you what |I know. Then you decide. Leave me. Or take ne with
you to the police."



"Go on, then,"Christine said> "You' ve got ten mnutes."

"I was born in Canbridge. My father was a hospital adm nistrator and
grew up in a-?

Joey snorted> "I don't bloody believe it!?
124 ?Pl ease-?
"He's telling us his life story. The next thing you know he'll-?

"I'f I can ask you to just give ne ten minutes. Wthout any interruptions
or questions. It's inportant | tell you what | know. "

" But - ?
"Pl ease, Joey. | don't know how much | onger we can stay here."

That shut Joey up. He | ooked around unconfortably as if expecting to see
sni pers stal king among the cows in the field.

"As | was saying. | was brought up in a safe, middle-class fanly. Wen
| was eighteen | rebelled. Wth two of nmy friends | left for Greece. W
were going to set up a scuba diving school. OF course, we were as green
as that grass over there ..."

The man continued in that softly-spoken way. He noved his hands as he
tal ked, in slow gestures that were graceful, even calnmng. Richard
suddenly found the man famliar. Then he nade the connection. The
realization surprised him No, it wasn't so rmuch his looks. It was his
manner; the slow, calmng gestures as if he were an artist nmaking |ong,
sl ow sweeps across an invisible canvas; the conpassionate eyes. The nan
sitting across the table from himrem nded himof novie portrayal s of
Christ. The softly spoken words; the slow gestures; the permanent
expression of compassion as if he cared deeply for those around him

And, as the man spoke in a softer and softer voice, Richard, Christine
and Joey found thenselves leaning farther and farther forward as if
afraid to mss a single word.

"The diving school ended in disaster. Qur equipnent was stolen; insurers
woul dn't pay; ny friends becanme, to put it mldly, dispirited. They

returned home. | felt | couldn't. I'd |l ose face. Eventually | left
Greece and headed for Turkey. There |I lived little better than a beggar.
| becane thin, shabby and depressed. | couldn't speak nore than a few

words of the |anguage. To the locals | was the strange Engli shnman who
| ooked like a drug addict.

"My life went frombad to worse. One night as | wal ked to a nearby town
| was junped by sonme thugs. They beat ne, then dunped ne into a ditch
Hal f dead, | dragged nyself out, aching all over, blood running froma
gash in my head like it was on tap

"I made it as far as this old shell of a building that stood on a
hillside. It nust have been used as a stable. The floor was a

125 mixture of dirt and | guess six hundred years' worth of goat dung.
The building itself was an old Byzantine church, conplete w th doned
roof. Wien the Mislins conquered the place in 1453 a lot of the old



Christian churches were recycled as warehouses, grain stores or even
somewhere dry to keep your goats. Anyway, by this tine | could no nore
make it hone then fly to Mars. | was throw ng up, and my tenperature
shot up like a rocket. Sone bug, | think, had worked its way into ny
bl oodstream t hrough the cuts.

"Soon | was conpletely out of it. My body felt hot enough to fry eggs. |
was crying and | aughing. The whole delirious bit. | was holding
conversations with the Archangel Gabriel about Divinity, Mses in a
basket, chicken in a basket, Charlie Chaplin, you name it. Then I'd

hal | uci nate about Hitler or Donald Duck or ghosts. Then I'd believe the
floor had turned into chocolate and I'd craw along eating this goat
dung like it was the sweetest thing in the world.

"I't nmust have been then."M chael fixed each in turn with his brown eyes.

"I't nust have been then that it happened... Now, |ooking back, | can
only think of it as the miracle. It transforned nme. Later it transforned
the lives of others. One day, God willing, it will transformthe |ives
of everyone."He gave a faint smle> "I"mgetting ahead of nyself.

Anyway, for day after day | craw ed about that derelict chapel

shouting, scream ng, |aughing. Sonetinmes |I'd stand at the door and | ook
down through the al nond grove, at the blossom | ooking like white snow on
the branches in the noonlight, and I'd think | saw an arnmy of men in
gold arnor | ooking up at me. Wth ny brain hot enough to cook fromthe
fever | believed they'd come for their orders. So | told them go forth,
conquer cities, bring back gold."He snmiled and shook his head> "Believe
me, | was out of ny skull."

Then his face became serious> "But soon after that | was lying in the
corner of the church, balled up tight on some old gravestones; shivering
and groani ng because | hurt all over. Then | |ooked up. This time | saw
something, but | didn't feel as if | was hallucinating. Even though I
suppose | must've been. | renenber seeing this nman. It seened as vivid
as | see you now. He wal ked across the church to me. And | renenber
seeing every detail. He was dressed in a purple robe. | even renenber
his boots. They were purple, too. And each bore the motif of a
doubl e- headed eagle. He had a | ong beard and nustache with the
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t hen | ooked down at ne. It was shocking. | even stopped breathing.
Because he had the fiercest eyes you' ve ever seen in your life. So sharp
they seemed to stab right through into the back of your head. Then he
asked nme this:

"Do you want power?

More precisely, do you want power over people?

Do you want the power to command soneone to die for you?

And for that power to be so absolute, so conplete, that they not only
die for you willingly, they go to their deaths so full of joy, so ful
of pride that they cry out your nane with their final breath.

Do you want that power?

Do you?"

"'Yes! Yes!' | renmenber shouting. 'Yes! Yes! That's what | want!’



"I shouted so loud that my voice echoed off the walls l|ike thunder; the
bats started flying until it seened like a black cloud had filled the
church.

"I remenber the stone floor became soft as rubber. Then it curved up at
me. For a noment | thought soneone was inflating it |like a balloon. Then
| fainted and sl amed down cold onto it.

"The hal |l uci nati ons conti nued. Men and wonen wal ked into the church. |
gave themorders. To bring me food and drink mainly; then they went away
again."

H s brown eyes net theirs, each in turn. Then he | ooked far away to the
hori zon shimrering in heat haze> "Bizarre story, mm® Now | want to tel
you | don't believe in ghosts. | don't believe in fairies, or astrol ogy,
or the propheci es of Nostradamus, he was a flake and a fake. | don't
believe Spiritualists who claimthey can see your |late Uncle Abraham
and that he's here to warn you not to buy anynore ice cream because he
knows your freezer's going to go kaput next Friday. | don't believe the
spirits of the dead cone back in any shape or form However..." He

| ooked back at them again, his face serious> "But | do believe there are
far nmore things in our universe that we do not recogni ze yet. Phenonena
that are perfectly natural but, equally, perfectly astonishing. And
believe that as | lay half dead in that brokendown old church sonething
entered into me. | actually felt it. | felt it nove from outside of ne,
in through my skull, and nove into the back of nmy head. And it stayed
there. No ..."He snmiled
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little bit mad."The snile became a grin> "W're all alittle nad. After
all, it would be a living hell to be totally sane.”

Again, he gave that disarming smle> "One fine Turkish norning | woke
up. God, | felt this change inside of me. |I knew, also, the virus had
gone. Although | was a bit shaky on ny feet, | felt rational, healthy. |
sat there where the altar nust have been and | renmenbered all the weird
hal | uci nati ons, ny giving ghostly figures orders. But then | noticed al
around ne were plates and bows, plastic cups, nugs; they'd clearly had
food and drink in them There were blankets. Set around nme in a big
circle were old Coca Cola bottles with candles stuck in the top. A few
still burning.

"For a mnute | just sat and stared, then |I noticed nmovenent in the
doorway. Qutside it was brilliant sunshine. And | could see what | ooked
like a farnmer and his fanmly, old folk with winkled faces, sone
children, and a pretty girl with her hair beneath a headscarf. They were
peering around the doorway |like they'd conme across a werewolf in their
stabl e. They | ooked scared to death. But, this is the odd bit. They were
fascinated, too. | |ooked down at myself and | realized they couldn't
take their eyes off nme because | was caked head to foot with goat dung.
It stuck my hair down |ike glue.

"Then before | could stop nyself | said: 'Clothes. | need clothes.'
"That did it. They just ran like hell. N ce one, Mchael, |I told nyself.
You' ve just gone and scared your Good Samaritans away. Now they'll bring

the police and you'll end up on a trespass charge.

"Well, | was wong. In a couple of hours they were back with brand new
clothes, still in plastic wappers. They | ooked a poor |ot and they nust



have spent their last fewlira on them
"I thanked them but said | needed to wash first.

"And in this odd way, al nost bowi ng and wal ki ng backward, they asked ne
to follow them W went out through the doorway and around the side of
the church. There, the hill fell away alnost like a cliff. | foll owed

t hem down the steps, then this old guy says, 'I'mvery sorry. W thought
how we coul d nake the water warm for you, but we couldn't think how.'

"By this time | was conpletely bermused. At the bottomof the cliff,
directly under the church in a cave, was what | ooked to be
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out the other. They'd spread out rushes to make a big mat around the
thing, and there were towels so | thought what the hell. |I felt good ..
no, | felt better than that. I felt |ike soneone who'd just found a pot
of gold in their back garden. The water in the stone coffin | ooked pure
enough to drink. So in | went. My God, it was cold. Not that | m nded.
After 1'd bathed | dressed in the white shirt, trousers and shoes they'd
bought ne."M chael shrugged> "Then | noved in with them And | knew ..

| knew as | know this table here is real that something had entered into
me in that church. Sonething that gave me the power to enthuse people.
To inspire them But | also knew this: although | had that power | also
realized | had a responsibility toward them They'd do anything for ne.
So | knew | had to inprove their lives.

"They owned sonme poor arable | and near a crossroads. | saw that it would
make val uabl e building land. They told nme that the government woul dn't
allow building there. But fromthat day on | felt this suprene

sel f-confidence. So | wal ked into the governnent offices with a roll of
bui |l di ng pl ans under ny armand told them| was going to sell part of
the land to raise capital, on the rest 1'd build a factory. They said
yes so quickly I thought it was a joke before they threw ne out.

"But it wasn't a joke. They gave me governnent grants to inprove the
access roads. W built the factory. Then, on land on the coast, we built
one hotel after another. Wthin one year, whenever | went to the bank
t he manager hinself would run out and open the door. Qur inconme came in

so fast we couldn't even count it. | built new houses for my Good
Samaritan famly, with a pool, and roons for donestic staff. | even had
the church on the hill restored and the dome covered in gold |leaf."

"Yeah, "Joey grunted, ?so you |learned you coul d boss sonme piss-poor
peasants about."

Christine said quickly, ?And you expect us to believe that you' ve been
possessed by sone kind of spirit that allows you to have total contro
over peopl e?"

"Not control. That rmakes me sound like a tyrant. | like to think of it
as the power to inspire. To be able to outline a proposal or plan to
soneone and make them ent husi astic about it."

"OK, let's not split hairs, but you're telling us that some kind of..
entity noved into your head?"

M chael nodded> "It's not easy. But think for a nmoment about
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years ago Plato and Aristotle devel oped ideas of how life on Earth was
created. Then the Western civilized world believed they were true. Later
cane the Christians with their own beliefs on the creation of life. For
centuries Christendom believed that was the truth and nothing but the
truth. Then cane the begi nnings of nodern science. In
sevent eent h-century France, Lamarck suggested ani nmals gradually evol ved
into higher fornms over thousands of years. Sone believed his ideas were
true. Then cane Darwin with a far nmore powerful theory of evolution
Today Darwin's theory is accepted as fact by nost." The man sniled> "But
don't you bet your bottomdollar that in a few years along will cone a
new evol ution theory and we'll all say, ny God, how can we have believed
that primtive Darwi nist stuff?"

Joey snorted> "But what's this got to do with-?

"Cot to do with what flattened the car in Pontefract this

nmor ni ng?" M chael raised his eyebrows> "It's got everything to do with

it. Wth the exanple of various theories of evolution all I'mtrying to
illustrate is that what one generation will believe as fact the next
generation mght dismss as claptrap. And what this generation m ght

consi der inpossible, the next mght find perfectly natural." The man
scooped some crunbs fromthe table and threw themto the sparrows which
fluttered around his feet> "Wat nany people mght find hard to believe
in today is that whatever entered ny head in that ruined church in

Turkey is the same thing that destroyed the car. And is follow ng us now "

Joey and Christine | ooked sharply at the man. Richard gl anced uneasily
in the direction of Any, now sitting on a tire sw ng.

He renmenbered when Mark was six. The boy wasn't well and for an
agoni zi ng three weeks doctors specul ated he m ght have | eukem a

Ri chard, not normally credul ous, had becone painfully superstitious
overni ght. Desperately worried Mark m ght have the di sease, Richard
began to behave in a conmpletely irrational way; he'd find hinself

standi ng watching a kettle boil, thinking, 'If | stand and watch it from
the nmonent | put it on the hob until it actually boils, everything wll
be all right and Mark's tests will cone back negative.' He even cane

across his dead father-inlaw s watch in the attic and carefully wound it
up. As if, deep down, he hoped it possessed magi c powers. That if he
could keep the old man's watch going it would supernaturally keep the

| eukem a cells out of his son's body.
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Christine that Mark suffered fromno nore than anenmia. Richard |later
found hinmsel f chuckling over his idiotic superstitious practices. But,
deep down, he had believed that, however absurd they night appear, they
wer e sonmehow true. And now he coul dn't shake off that sane feeling. That
what M chael had said was the stone cold, incontrovertible truth.

Christine frowned> "But how can this thing-?

The birds pecking at their feet took off as one, their w ngs beating the
air.

M chael | ooked up. Above their heads the Stars and Stripes canopy noved
sluggishly in the breeze. A truck droned by on the road.

Richard' s eyes net Christine's and he knew she was al ar ned.

"Did anyone feel that?"M chael asked.



"Feel what?"

"That someone-j ust-wal ked-over-ny-grave feeling."M chael |ooked at the
hori zon, eyes narrow ng agai nst the sun's gl are.

Christine asked ?What's happeni ng?"

"It's OK "M chael said soothingly> "I don't want to worry anyone, but I
t hi nk we shoul d be making a nove."

Joey was first out of his seat.

"Leave him here, "spat Joey> "He knows all about this thing. Leave himto
it."

"We've plenty of tinme,"Mchael said> "Nothing will happen for twenty
m nutes or nore yet."

Ri chard shot him a | ook> "Happen?"
"Once we're back in the car we can talk to our heart's content."
"Il get Amy,"said Christine.

As they wal ked back to the car Ri chard saw Joey anxiously |ooking this
way and that. Richard scanned the horizon. The heat haze distorted
everything, until he could i magi ne that even the trees were massive
figures stalking hungrily toward them

And in the fast-food trailer the girl had begun to sing softly to
hersel f the hymm ?Jerusal enfas she w ped down the counter

"And did those feet in ancient times, wal k upon Engl and' s pastures green
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Vi si on

The swings and slide |ooked as if they were nade for the children of

gi ants. But Rosemary Snow saw everything clear as day in the brilliant
sunlight. A fast-food trailer beside a country road. Cows in a field. A
canopy in a Stars and Stripes design, supported by steel poles to

provi de shade for diners. Cccasionally it would undulate slowy in the
slight breeze. Wiite tables and chairs. Then she saw a pair of little
suntanned hands in front of her face. They gripped the rail that ran
either side of the slide steps. As she clinbed she heard a voice shouting:

"Boys! Amy says cone up here! Any says, down the slide. Boys! This way.
Don't push or I'lIl tell that cowto bite you!?

Beneath the awning sat the famly she'd seen before. They | ooked
unhappy. Then she saw the stranger. That sane phoney snile as he tal ked.
She-

She awoke with a start, lifting her head as she did so. The right-hand
side of her face pulled painfully tight. She felt the crust of scabs and
thread that stitched her cheek back to her face.



"Here."The voi ce was kind> "You dropped this."

She opened her eyes. She must have fallen asleep on the shopping
preci nct bench. Shielding her eyes, she saw a good-| ooki ng boy of about
seventeen. He held out her hol dall

"Ch, thank you. | nust have ..."Her voice faded as she saw the
expression on his face that said it all> "Hey,"he'd been thinking as he
roll er-booted al ong the precinct, ?Geat-1ooking girl on the bench
She' s dropped her holdall. Chance to get acquainted there."Then she'd
seen himrecoil.

From beneath all that sexy hair appeared a nmask of scabs set with two
bl oodshot eyes. G oss!

Forcing a smle, he muttered, ?Don't nmention it,"and rollerbooted away.
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132 Rosemary shoul dered the bag, slipped on the sungl asses and wal ked
away, head down. Forget it, she told herself. Forget what you | ook |ike,
you' ve got a job to do.

She'd seen through the little girl's eyes. Sonehow the stranger had got
his hooks into the famly just as he'd hooked her. He had plans for

them she knew that. And she knew it wouldn't be pleasant.

As she wal ked in the hot sun, a shiver ran through her. And the title of
a book she'd once read cane vividly to her. Something Wcked This Way Cones.

She stopped dead, shivering again fromhead to toe. The thing that had
chased her across that field now followed the famly. Her Destroyer.

Ahead, a sign pointed in the direction of the railway station. She
followed it, shivering again and again. And all she could think of was
the title of that book:

Sonet hi ng W cked This Way Comes ..
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Pol i ce

As Christine buckled Any into the backseat Richard happened to | ook into
the rearview mrror.

Then a wonderful thing happened.

Qui ckly he glanced away fromthe mrror. He didn't want M chael, sitting
beside him to notice he'd seen sonething that sent his nind racing.
This whol e shitty situation would end here and now.

Because Richard had seen a police car pull off the road into the |ay-by.
It parked between the fast-food trailer and the Stars and Stri pes
canopy. And fromthis position the fast-food trailer now bl ocked

M chael's line of sight. He couldn't see the police car

Richard said, ?1 forgot to get Amy a drink."

"Buy her one later,"Mchael said as he buckled the seat belt> "W need



to be nmoving on."
Dam, thought Richard. He saw his plan go up in snoke.

"She'll need a drink,"Christine insisted> "She'll flake out if she gets
too warm"

M chael rubbed his jaw, thinking, then | ooked back at the horizon, as if
expecting to see sonething cone striding above the treetops> "Al
right,"he said quickly> "Don't dawdle. W need to be | eaving here in the
next couple of mnutes."

As Richard opened the door Joey grabbed his shoul der fromthe backseat.
"Hey, if that thing's coming this way, forget it. She can have a drink
later. | don't-?

"Joey, "Ri chard spoke in a |l ow voice> "l thought you didn't believe in
it. If it's not real, it can't hurt you."

"Hey, | didn't say that, Richard."Fear jittered his voice> "l only said-?

134 ?Take it easy,"M chael soothed> "W've plenty of tinme. | just don't
want to go breaking any speed limts."

"So, |'ve got time to buy Amy a drink?"

"Sure ... just don't hang around, that's all."
"I"'mthirsty, Dad,"Any called.

"It's K, honey. I'Il be right back. Fruit juice OK?"
"Yes, please."

Ri chard wal ked back to the fast-food trailer. The girl had started to
fry beefburgers on the hotplates in front of her. For a noment he

t hought the cops had wal ked of f somewhere, then he saw themin the shade
of the canopy. They were both eating ice creans while they waited for
their burgers. One wiped his bald head with a handkerchief that | ooked
bi g enough to swaddl e a baby in.

My God, he thought, you two are in for a surprise when | tell you what
happened this nmorning. As he bought Any a carton of black currant juice
he felt a trickle of something that felt alnost |like elation. He'd

sol ved the problem of how to get out of this mess-and get rid of the
stranger. Sooner or |ater questions would be asked. And already the

i nplications were beginning to hit him Wy, the police would ask, just
why did you run fromthe explosion in Pontefract this norning? No, he
put that line of thought into the back of his mnd. They were hone and
dry. In a couple of hours he could be slapping a couple of steaks onto
t he barbecue while drenching his throat with an ice-cold beer

Pocketing the change and hol ding the carton in one hand he wal ked by the
police car. The two cops were | aughing over some joke as they spooned
the ice cream

At the edge of the canopy Richard cleared his throat to attract their
attentions.

They | ooked up.



But they didn't |ook up at Richard.

They | ooked directly up at the canopy above their head.

It rippled like a sheet on a washing |ine.

Then the fabric snapped tight as if something had fallen on top of it.

Ri chard | ooked back at the two policeman, sitting there with their tubs
of ice creamin their hands. Both stared up in surprise, their nouths open

Then, with a crack, the Stars and Stripes snapped fromits nountings.
The pol es crunpled |ike coat-hanger wire.

135 Richard instinctively | eaped back so far his backside sl amed
agai nst the police car

He couldn't take his eyes off what was happening in front of him

The still sunmer norning had becone a mael strom of rushing air, dust

bl asted up fromthe ground, stinging his face as the air was displ aced
by sone massive object as it crashed down upon the canopy. Metal poles
shri eked.

The canopy had dropped squarely down. Richard could see the shapes of
tabl es, chairs and the two policenen below the fabric. They struggled to
pull it off them

Then, as Richard watched, the fabric becane tight alnost as if a huge
steel sheet was pressing it flat. Tables and chairs shattered beneath
the weight. The two nen were pressed down hard. Richard saw the two
squi rm ng human shapes beneat h.

Wi ght increased ..

pressing down ..

down ..
Then the | unps beneath the canvas fl attened.
Richard slid along the car sideways, then backed al ong the path toward
the fast-food trailer. Still he couldn't take his eyes off the flag.
Wthout a crease in it, it looked as if the dam thing had just been
ironed. Red stripes. The blue oblong, containing the white stars. Then
he noticed that, one by one, the stars were turning red.
A wet red that spread, soaking the white stars. It kept on seeping
outward like a red dye across litrmus paper filling in the white stripes

with a deep, wet crinson.

Ri chard woul d have stayed there. But a plastic waste bin gave a
tremendous pop and fl attened.

He kept movi ng backward.
One second later, the police car rocked once, then it collapsed in on

itsel f, suspension groaning, tires rupturing with ear-battering
expl osions. The car nmashed flat. Steamfromthe hot engi ne whistled out



inathinjet high into the blue sky.

He froze. Because he realized he had perhaps hal f-a-dozen seconds before
what ever crushed the car crushed him too.

The nonent she saw the pictures on the TV sets in the shop w ndow she
knew what had happened.
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She linmped in through the door, the holdall on her shoul der, and turned
up the sound of one of the sets.

" nmyst eri ous expl osi on rocked a quiet Pontefract car park this
nmorni ng. The incident has left police baffled. No terrorist group has
clainmed responsibility for the bonbing at the nmoment; however, police
suspect..."

Rosemary studi ed the close-ups of the wrecked car cordoned off behind
tape. Then cane nore shots of flattened car park signs and a crushed

ti cket nmachi ne.

She didn't need to see any nore. Now she had a destination: Pontefract.
Ri chard saw deat h.

Just ten paces fromhimit was com ng his way.

The Stars and Stripes canopy lay crushed on the ground. Then the police
car-now no part of it even reached knee height.

Crack!

A Walls ice creamsign flattened ei ght paces fromhim
Sonething rolled the parched grass to dust. It came nearer
He turned. And he ran

First he reached the fast-food trailer. He had to get the girl out of
there. O she'd be ground to paste beneath whatever followed him

But she'd got a strong fix of self-preservation of her own. She'd seen
what had happened and slithered butt-first toward the service counter
First she slid across the hot plates, bare palns sizzling al ongside the
burgers, kicking bread rolls, canned drink stacks in front of her.

Then she slid out over the counter, dropped to the ground. And she ran
like hell; faster than Richard. Instead of heading to the car she cut

of f behind the trailer, vaulted the fence and belted across the field,
scattering cows in front of her, her Stars and Stripes apron flapping.

Richard ran hard at the car, shouting ... God knows what he was
shouting, just a sheer bloody how that was terror and warni ng and shock
all mxed into one.

He gl anced back. Like the hamrer of God sonething he could not see
pl unged out of a clear blue sky.

To hit the fast-food trailer. It vanished in a blur of white shards. Gas



bottles ruptured, ignited, and a ball of flame the size of a house
mushroomed into the sky.
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Then he saw the grass flatten behind the wecked fast-food trailer; the
swi ngs and slide screeeeeeched flat to the ground.

It's not following ne anynore. It doesn't want me, he thought, panting.
It's chasing the girl.

She' s dead.

Al t hough he could not see it, he could see the trail it left, crushing
pl ants, smashing fences, pulping trees.

Cows blundered wildly away.
Too sl ow.
He saw one cow, then another, pop like ripe tonatoes.

Then he saw the path it crushed through the grass curve back toward the
lay-by. It had sensed the human it pursued wasn't Richard Young.

Christ. A pang hit himin the stomach. Ch Christ. It wants ne.

The red Volvo nearly hit him

Joey's red face appeared in the side wi ndow. He screamed, ?CGet in!?

He slammed hinmself into the passenger seat. The car jerked, pushing him
back into the seat, tires ripped at Tarmac, they were bouncing in an arc
over a strip of grass between |ay-by and road, then they were powering
away fromit all. Richard | ooked back, alnmost paralyzed with shock. The
trailer, a junble of plywood, plastic and cooking oil, burned, smearing
an otherw se perfect blue sky with filthy-I|ooking snoke.

For the first time he realized M chael was driving.

Ri chard | ooked down at his clenched fists. One was running with red.
After the third attenpt he nanaged to unclench his fist. And he saw he
still held the carton of blackcurrant. Only at sone point he'd crushed

it until it ruptured.

M chael gl anced sideways at Richard. This tinme there was no snile, only
a deeply troubled | ook

Ri chard groaned> "What the hell was that?"

"I't's what | was afraid of."He | ooked at Ri chard> "You' ve becone
i nfected, too."

138
Cat and Muse
"Infected?"said Richard> "Exactly what to you nmean by infected?"

M chael accelerated into the notorway's fast lane> "I nean you're



infected. You're all infected |ike ne."

Richard turned to ook at Christine in the backseat. Wth one arm around
Ay she | eaned forward to hear what M chael was saying. Joey |ooked as
if what he'd seen and heard had been too rmuch to get his head round.
Face as white as paper, he | eaned back staring at the car's ceiling with
eyes so deep set they looked Iike a pair of bullet holes.

Christine said, ?So this thing will followus? It'II-?
"I't'"ll do to us ..."Wien Richard spoke the words didn't cone easily.
"I't"ll do to us what it did to those two cops back there?"

M chael nodded, his eyes on the road ahead.

"Jesus ..."Richard whispered> "I was responsible for that. If | hadn't
gone back to buy that drink they'd still be alive."

"If anyone's to blane,"Mchael said, ?It's me. | should have seen it
comng. Well, to be precise, sensed it coming. But | didn't." Troubl ed,
he rubbed his jaw with the back of his hand> "I should have realized.
But it's changing ... evolving ... it's become unpredictable."

"Look, "said Christine, eager for the truth> "You' ve told us we're
infected. By that | take it we've got to keep nmoving or it will catch up
with us."”

"Correct."

"But how do we get rid of it?"

The man | ooked at her in the rearview mrror> "W don't."
Ri chard clenched his fist> "But what the hell is it?"

"To explain fully,"Mchael said, ?1'd need to sit you down at a desk and
talk to you for six nonths. But, in a nutshell, it is

139 PONER It is the power that enperors and kings have used for

t housands of years; it was probably used by prehistoric war |ords before
the last Ice Age when nen lived in caves and w apped thenselves in

ani mal skins." He | ooked sideways at Richard> "This power is a separate
entity. Alife formas individual as an el ephant or a fish. In that
church in Turkey it passed into me. Fromthat day on | found | had this
power to inspire anyone | net. It was when | attenpted to bring that
power to Britain that it all went wong."

" How?"
"Its natural habitat is the Eastern end of the Mediterranean. Now it's
separated itself fromne. And |I'm guessing here, but | think it wants to
go back?"

"So, do what it wants. Take it back."

"I only wish to God I could."Mchael gave a tired smle> "That's why
it's pursuing me. But there's no way | can communicate with it. The

thing's like a raging bull."

"What are we going to do? W can't drive around the country forever."



"I know. Don't worry, |'ve got sone people working on it. They'll cone
up with an answer soon."

"An answer? You nmean you can-?

"Pl ease, Richard. W need to sit down and talk this through when our
m nds are clear. Then I'll explain whatever | can. At the noment,

t hough, this is a bl oody dangerous situation."

Christine said, ?But we're safe if we can keep driving?"

"Yes."

"But what about stopping to sleep? Buy petrol ?"

"And what if we end up stuck in a traffic janP"asked Ri chard.

M chael shrugged> "Pray that we don't."

"Look, "Ri chard said> "W can solve this easy. Drive to the nearest
police station."

M chael shook his head> "You're not thinking this through, Richard. You
saw what happened in Pontefract and at the lay-by. If we go to the
police they're going to put us through some pretty rigorous questioning.
So we're going to be confined to one | ocation. \Wat happens when t hat

thing comes? Do you say, ?Sorry, can't answer anynore questions, |'ve
got to run like hell now?"No. They'll keep us there; under |ock and key
if necessary. And that's where we'll die. Wth everyone else in the

police station, too."
140 ?Christ, this is a nightmare."

"Yes, it is a nightmare."M chael spoke calmy> "But we'll get through
this if you do exactly as | say."

Christine sighed> "I don't suppose we have a choice."

"You don't,"M chael agreed> "These are the facts: one, you're infected
If anyone tries to go their own way, it'll find you and kill you. Sinple
as that. Therefore, two: we nust stick close together at all tines.
Three: it's likely the police have linked this red Volvo with the two
incidents this norning. W have to assume that they will be | ooking for
us now. If only, as they so reassuringly put it, to elimnate us from
their enquiries.” He glanced back at Christine through the mrror> "So,
again, we nust assune that basically we are now on the run fromthe

police as well. W nmustn't allow ourselves to be stopped by the police.
If we fail, the thing that follows us will kill us and it will kill them™
"This thing ... this ... power. Does it have a nane?"

M chael smled> "No. Not as such. But | think of it as ?the Beast."
"The Beast? Christ, that's reassuring as hell."

In the passenger seat, Richard turned to | ook back at Amy. She stared
forward, statue-still, her eyes glassy and tired-I|ooking. Four years
old. Already she was on the run fromthe police. And running from

somet hing they could not see, but that might stanp the life fromthemin



t he next ten seconds.

"Don't worry,"Mchael said soothingly> "1've been outrunning this thing
for the last five weeks. As | said, | have a team of people working on a
solution. As soon as we have that you can go hone."

Richard licked his dry lips> "Wll, you better cone up with sonething in
the next five minutes."”

The man shot hima puzzled | ook

Ri chard nodded at the petrol gauge> "Because any mnute now we're going
to run out of petrol."

141
Shadow Thought s

The train clunked over a |level crossing. Even this slight jolt rocked
Rosemary' s head enough to raise pain, flaring fromthe stitched wound on
the side of her face.

Drowsi |y she opened her eyes. Sunlight burst in brilliant flashes from
gr eenhouses i n gardens.

Al t hough Pontefract lay just twenty m nutes away, she found it hard to
stay awake. Her wasted nmuscl es were exhausted fromthe walk fromthe
hospital to the station

Now as she drifted in and out of sleep on the train she found herself

| ooking through the little girl's eyes again. The inmages nmade little
sense. A roadside diner. Atire swing. Cinbing frame. The roadside
diner bursting |ike a balloon, spraying bread rolls and broken gl ass
onto the road. A wecked car. Brilliant sunshine. A child s clinmbing
frame. A police car. Her father running. Her father? No, not Rosemary's
father. But she knew it was the girl's father. The girl called... Any.
That was it. Any Young, age four, with a brother, and a taste for toffee
ice creamand tom and Jerry cartoons.

Now, in the back of a car, she sat between her nother and a man. Any's
not her | eaned forward tal king urgently to sonmeone in the front seat. Her
hai r bl ew back in the breeze fromthe open w ndow.

The other man by her side |ooked ill. He rested his head back and stared
up at the car's ceiling. He had a face that was so heavy with flesh it
wobbl ed as the car rode over bunps.

Rosemary sensed the little girl's fear

The train jolted again. Rosemary wi nced at the pull of the stitches in
her face. She opened her eyes. Just in front of her the carriage ended
in awall of plastic |amnate, on which had been printed a nural show ng
pai ntings of |ocal scenes. There were the

141 142 cooling towers of a power station, Wakefield Cathedral, a
shopping mall, a castle ruin.

As she stared drowsily at it her eyes slipped out of focus. She heard
the stranger's voice saying over and over: ?l was afraid this would
happen. You're infected, too ... you're infected, too ... you're



infected, too ...

In front of her, the mural seened to grow transparent. As if the ruined
castl e and church were painted on dark gl ass. She imagi ned she could see
a shape noving beyond it.

Her Destroyer.

The rhythm of steel wheels on the track and her own weariness lulled her
into a state that was hypnoti c.

Beyond the | am nate panel the shadow noved. Now, and wi thout any sense
of surprise, she knew it had always been like this. The world she'd
known: the world of cars, houses, streets, schools, factories,
supermarkets, parks, tables, kitchens ... the world was like that thin
| am nate panel with its painted castle and church and power station
Behi nd those fanmiliar inmges was another world, a world that was at the
same time weirdly unfamliar, and yet famliar in a way that was

di st urbi ng-even frightening. A world where sone shadowy form prow ed
restl essly backward and forward.

As she dozed she found herself pitched back a dozen years or nore to a
springtime norning when her father had taken her out to sea in his boat.
They rmust have been a nmile off shore when he called her in a hushed
voice, ?Rosie ... Rosie. Quick! Look what's down there."

He pointed down into the water. She | ooked but could see nothing but
bubbl es and a stal k of seaweed fl oating by.

"No, Rosemary. Don't | ook at the surface of the water. You have to | ook
beyond it. Like you're |ooking through a wi ndow. Quick! O you'll mss it.”

She' d | ooked down t hrough the water. Then she'd caught her breath.

A shape, as big as a car but dark as a shadow, slipped snmoothly beneath
the surface and under the boat. Then, still no nore than a shadow
beneath the gl assy surface of the sea, it slowy circled them

"What is it?"

"It's big,"her father had said> "It mght be a dolphin. O a shark."
143 ?A shark?"

"Coul d be."Then he'd smiled and put his arm around her> "Don't worry.
You' re safe up here in the boat."

She had felt safe with his arm around her as they watched the circling
shadow.

But as she gazed at the nural in front of her, and imagi ned anot her

dar ker, mnore menaci ng shadow, sw mri ng through a world beyond this one,
she felt anything but safe.
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Runni ng on Enpty

"Believe nme,"Richard said in a |low voice> "lI've run this car three
years. |f that gauge says the tank's enpty, then you can take ny word



for it-it's enpty."
M chael dropped the car's speed to sixty and cruised al ong the slow | ane.

M chael said, ?Even with the gauge registering enpty a car's usually
good for a gallon or so."

"Not this one. It caught me out the first week I bought it. | had to
wal k home fromtown."

"Dam, "M chael whi spered, his eyes scanning ahead> "We'|| have to risk
pulling in at the next services."

"You'll be lucky."Joey spoke in a fear-dried voice> "W've just passed a
sign. The next motorway services aren't for another fifteen nmiles."

Richard said, ?It'lIl be a miracle to get another five mles out of it."

Christine | eaned forward> "M chael. How do you know this thing is near?
W mght have left it behind at that |ay-by."

"No such luck. It'Il followus like a hunting dog."

"You can see it now?"

"No. | can't see it. | can sense it. It feels |like a dozen electric
shocks running across ny skin. You see, it sucks up a lot of static as
it noves."

Joey sounded bew | dered> "And you' ve never seen this thing?"

"No, but if you like, you can hear it."M chael switched on the radio. An
ol d Beach Boys song rolled fromthe speakers. M chael turned the tuning
control to take it off station, then he turned the volune up full. The
sound of static hissed loudly then faded ... louder again ... then faded.
M chael 's hands tightened on the wheel> "Hear it? | told you

144 145 it carried a static charge. Wen it gets close you can switch on
a radio or television and you can hear it. Sounds |ike a heartbeat,

doesn't it?"

"Then why, "asked Christine, ?why didn't you sense it approaching back at
the | ay-by?"

"I did. I only m sjudged how close it was."

"But if what you say is true, you've lived with this thing, the Beast,
you called it, for the last twenty years?"

"I'n Turkey, yes. Not here in Britain. It's becom ng unstable ..
unpredictable. | think it's changing."

"Can we go hone now, MunP"

Ri chard gl anced back at Amy. Her eyes were big and tired-looking as if
she was coming down with a cold. Christ, what was this doing to her?

"Soon, sweetheart, "she said.



The girl closed her eyes and nestled under her nother's protective arm
Ri chard clenched his fists and stared forward.
"What happens, "asked Joey, ?if the car runs out of petrol?"

"That's obvious, "R chard snapped> "The car stops. Then ..."For Amy's
sake he didn't conplete the sentence.

"We'd have to flag down a car, "Joey continued> "W'd have to nake one stop."
"On a notorway?"Ri chard shook his head> "You' ve got to be joking,"

"\Where are you goi ng?"

M chael had pulled the car off the notorway at the next exit> "W'l
probably find a service station faster off the notorway." He drove
carefully now, never taking it above forty as if trying to conserve what
precious little remai ned of the fuel

Joey gnhawed his thunb> "If we run out of petrol we could get out and run?"
M chael slowy shook his head> "You can't outrun it on foot."

"We split up; run in different directions.”

M chael shook his head agai n.

"Shit."Joey sagged back into the seat, his face gray.

Ri chard's eyes strained into the distance, willing hinself to see a
service station. There were only fields.

"When we reach a service station we'll have to nmove fast,"Mchael told
then» "I can't guarantee we'll have nore than about

146 sixty seconds before this thing starts stamping down on our heads."
"What do you suggest?"

"I"ll stay in the driving seat. You, Richard, punp a couple of gallons
into the tank, that'll be enough. Joey pays the cashier.”

"Pay?"Joey sounded incredul ous> "W won't have time to pay. Get in
there; slap in the petrol, then we're off. Like a bat out of bleeding hell."

M chael shook his head> "W can't afford to draw attention to oursel ves.
The police are probably already |ooking for a red Volvo. Wth |uck that
girl at the diner was in too nmuch of a hurry saving her skin; she won't
renmenber much nmore than a few details-color, maybe nake of car, four
adults, one child, that kind of thing. But if we hare off w thout paying
you can bet the cashier'll take our plate nunber as well as the color
and nake of car. That's when the police put two and two together."

"Maybe it's best we try our luck with the police after all."

"And sit in a police station interviewroomwaiting for the ceiling to
cone sl amm ng down?"M chael shook his head> "Think it through, Richard."

"That's what |'mtrying to do. Maybe there's a way we can keep noving



but still talk to the police."

"What, fromcall boxes, or maybe drive by the side of a police car
tal ki ng through the wi ndow as we go?"He gave a hunorl ess | augh

Christine spoke quickly> "Or a nobile phone. If we could only get hold of-?

The car gave a cough and everyone sensed the engine niss a beat. Richard
held his breath as the engi ne faded.

Then it picked up again. He breathed deeply with relief> "Don't worry.
Just some dirt been sucked in through the fuel pipe."

Joey rubbed his face> "Just dirt? That nmeans it's sucking on what's |eft
fromthe bottomof the tank. It could run out any mnute."

"Take it easy."M chael spoke softly> "There's a service station right
there at the bottomof the hill."

Joey let out an expl osive sigh> "Thank Christ for that."

"Remenber what | told you."Mchael licked dry lips> "Richard, have you
enough cash for a couple of gallons?"

"Afiver."
"That's enough. Put in five pounds' worth, then Joey won't

146 147 have to waste tine waiting for change. Joey. Don't run, or
scream or anything like that. Look rel axed.™"

"Rel axed? Jesus, you've got to be kidding."

"Try."M chael slowed the car to thirty> "When | say GO get out quickly
and do what you have to do. OK?"

They nodded.

It was a self-service garage. Fortunately all the punps were vacant.
Ri chard could see the femal e cashier sitting behind the counter. Wth
luck they could be in and out of there within forty seconds or so.
Conme to think of it, they would have to be Iong gone within forty
seconds. A thought struck himas M chael shifted down the gears as he

pulled in> "WAit a mnute, won't that thing trash this place?"

"Not if we're quick. As soon as we put some distance between us and it,
it'll merely switch to follow ng us."

" But - ?
"Later, Christine. Here we are. Punp three ... Go."
Ri chard and Joey clinbed quickly out of the car

Ri chard handed Joey the cash, then took the nozzle fromits hol der. Joey
tried hard to wal k casually toward the cashier's w ndow.

Ri chard's eyes were drawn back the way they cane. Hamrerhead storm
cl ouds bubbled up fromthe horizon. Sonmewhere close, that thing the man



descri bed as the Beast was comng their way. Dark, pounding, with the
destructive force of a nightmare god that was ol d before Mses.

The display on the punmp flicked to a row of zeros.

Here comes ny Destroyer. Despite the heat he shivered. Here it cones ..
that dark and pounding and irresistible force ..

BANG

"Ri chard! Joey!?

Ri chard had al nost reached the car, the nozzle in his hand. Hi s head

snapped up. M chael was out of the car; his fist had hit the car's roof

to attract their attention.

"Cet back into the car,"M chael shouted> "We're too late. It's here!?

Ri chard ramed the nozzle back into the punp. A hundred yards away in a

cornfield a swathe ten feet w de appeared. Sonething invisible crushed

it flat. It ran across the cornfield toward

148 the filling station, scything corn, destroying fences.

Joey swung hinself into the backseat and sl anmed the door. Richard hit

t he passenger seat as M chael revved the engine. The car swung out of

the station and onto the road. A horn sounded froman irate trucker

"Just in tine,"panted Mchael> "It canme in fast that tine."

Ri chard took a deep breath and | ooked back. The swat he runni ng across

the cornfield had ended in a flurry of nmovenment as through a cycl one had

hit it. Then the force seened to evaporate into nothing | eaving the corn

swinging this way and that as if the surrounding air had been displ aced

by its disappearance.

M chael wi ped his forehead> "W were lucky that tine."

"Lucky?"Ri chard echoed> "W're going to run out of petrol any second
now. You call that |ucky?"

M chael 's eyes anxi ously scanned ahead> "All we can do is pray it holds
out."

"If it does? And we fill the tank, what then?"

"We drive fast and put some space between us and it. Then we can lose it
for a few hours."

There was hardly any traffic on the road. M chael took the car up to
seventy, eyes flicking anxiously fromgauge to road. An insect hit the
wi ndscreen with a crack; a bl ood spot trickled up the gl ass before the
push of air.

Two trucks lunbered up the hill toward them a police car foll ow ng
Ri chard watched it pass. Its driver didn't notice them Again he felt
somet hing that blended relief with disappointnment. He still held out a

fragment of hope that if they went to the police they m ght be safe.
Christine had mentioned getting hold of a nobile tel ephone. Maybe there



was sonething in that. Maybe if-
The engi ne di ed.

As sinply as that. It faded. Then died. Still coasting under the
monentum M chael slipped the car into neutral, and tried starting the
engi ne. Above the rush of air the starter notor cranked away usel essly.

"I't's no good."Richard clenched his fists> "The tank's enpty."
"Jesus, oh, Jesus."Joey bl eated> "Wat now? \What the hell do we do now?"

Rosemary made it as far as Pontefract's town center. It was a narket day
and the precincts bustled with people buying fruit and vegetabl es. She
knew her strength was at an all-time |low Leg
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After that she swall owed salted peanuts one by one as if they were
pills. They felt like pieces of concrete grazing down the inside of her
throat. But she knew she needed the protein and the salt.

The town was strange to her. She wandered around the streets |ooking for
the car park she'd seen on the news.

After a great deal of trial and error she found it. Instantly she saw
where it had happened. Most of the car park was full of cars but a good
chunk of it had been taped off. The wecked car had gone, but there was
still an oily slick on the Tarmac where it had been. El sewhere she saw
the traces of where that thing had destroyed signs and concrete boll ards.

Wthout a shred of doubt she knew it had been here. The smiling stranger
wi th down-turned eyes had been here, too. Wen she pictured his face her
skin prickled and she felt the handl e of the knife through the fabric of
t he rucksack.

Maybe she would be too late to save that family and the little girl
called Amy. They m ght be already dead. But she would find him And then
she'd slice great crinmson rents in his face. She woul d have her revenge.
She woul d bat he her wounded Frankenstein face with his bl ood.

Ri chard | ooked back at Any and Christine as the car free wheel ed down
the slight incline. Christine's face was tight and expressionl ess. But
he knew what she was thinking: HON DO WE SAVE OUR LI TTLE G RL?

Christ. How do we save her?

The car sounded absurdly silent as it coasted al ong, engi ne dead, the
tires making a soft rippling sound agai nst the road-tar

"You. "Joey sweated> "You. Mchael. You ve got us into this. You get us out."

"Believe nme, that's what I'mtrying to do."
"But for crying out |oud, what can you do?"
"Keep the car rolling, for one."

Ri chard gl anced at the speedo. Steadily it was dropping. Sixty-five ..
Sixty ... The rippling sound sl owed.



He found hinself trying to push the car on by wi |l power al one.

"Big problemis ..."Mchael licked his lips> "The road' s running uphill.
Only a slight incline ..."

"We' || not make it,"Joey said heavily.

Fifty-five. Richard s jaw cl enched.

150 M chael whispered, half to hinself, ?Wiit and see, wait and see."
Fifty.

In the back Christine's eyes | ooked huge. Richard found hinself thinking
about all the things he wished he'd told her

Forty.

Christ. It's as if sonmething nore than gravity was slowi ng the car; big
scal y hands wrapped around the back bunper hauling the bastard car to a
stop. Richard twisted to | ook back, expecting to see sonething there,
cruelly slowing them So that bastard wetch of a thing that this smnug
bastard M chael what 's-his-fuckname had inflicted on themcould catch them

Here conmes ny Destroyer..

Here it comes to kill ne, nmy wife, ny four-year-old girl, who gets so
excited at birthdays and Christnas she can't sit still and bounces
around the roomlike ... like ..

Richard bit his lip, his eyes watered

This couldn't be it... this couldn't be the end of everything he'd
poured his heart and soul and life into ..

It was com ng.
Thirty-five mles per hour
hi s Destroyer. ..
That dark and pounding and terrible force ...
Those two policenen ... Please God, tell ne they died quick. But they
had died bl oodily beneath that tarpaulin, crushed |ike woodlice under

your heel ...

"Cone on, cone on ..."Mchael rocked backward and forward in the car as
it slowed.

Twenty-five.

"Cone on."

Twenty.

M chael yelled: ?Nearly there, nearly there. It's the brow of the hill

If we get past that we've got a run down the other side... It'Il be fast
enough ... we'll find a filling station ... W'IlI|l be safe..."



Fifteen.
"Come on!?
Ten mles an hour. Richard' s eyes were nailed to the speedo.

The rippling of the tires had turned into a sticky sound. As the wheels
turned slower, slower... slower

Five mles per hour. The brow of the hill thirty yards away.

150 151 Richard thought bitterly, IT MGHT AS WELL BE FUCKI NG THI RTY
M LES AWAY.

He t hought of Mark safe on his canmping trip. Take care, son. You 'l

have to grow up w thout us now Maybe, sone time years from now, Mark
would fire that old rocket at the sky. And recall the time |long, |ong
ago when his parents were there, and little Any, whose |lives were cut so
brutally short in that bizarre car weck Wre his nother's eyes blue or
brown? Brown, he was sure they were brown. Then maybe he'd watch the

vi deo of Any's birthday. When she ended up with creamfromthe trifle on
her nose and Joey's dog had licked it off, sending her into a giggling
fit that-

"Ri chard, "M chael yelled> "Get out and push!?

Dazed, Richard alnost fell fromthe car. It still free wheeled at
wal ki ng pace but it was slowing all the tinme. Joey also tunbled out,
slamed hinmself at the back of the car and pushed, his cheeks bl ow ng
out frantically.

"Push! Push! ?Joey screaned, his face as red as bl ood> "Push, you fucking
stupid twat!?

Richard ran to the back of the car and pushed al ongsi de Joey. Christine
on the other side appeared. She pushed until the rmuscles in her neck
stood out |ike taut wires beneath her skin.

M chael pushed the car with one hand still on the steering wheel

I ncongruously, Any kneeled up in the seat and stared back at them her
eyes saucer-big, thumb in nouth.

The Vol vo was a heavy lunmp of steel. Richard would swear they were
pushing wi th the handbrake on.

Move! Move! MOVE!
"Come on, you ..."gasped Joey, sweat stream ng> "Push!?

They pushed together until they felt their rmuscles would strip from
their thigh bones. Pains flashed |like lightning up Richard's spine.

"I't's nmoving! ?M chael yelled> "Keep going!?
The car's pace quickened up the slight incline; soon Richard found he
was having to run to keep up with it; that great chunk of steel and

rubber and plastic powered by pure adrenaline.

Richard felt a snap of static electricity across his pal ms where they
pressed agai nst netal.



It was com ng cl oser.

Their Destroyer

Poundi ng darkly toward them

151 152 Sonet hi ng screeched and bel | owed behi nd t hem

A truck. It was a bloody truck. It weaved by, the trucker shouting
somet hi ng about mad bastards pushing cars ..

"Christ,"Joey squeal ed in amazenment> "No ... Mchael can't do that!?

M chael had junped back into the car. For crying out |oud, what's he
doi ng? thought Richard in disbelief. He should be pushing the car, not
riding like Lord Shithead in the front seat.

Then Richard heard the starter motor whining as Mchael turned the key.

"My God ... what's he playing at?"

A clunk. The car juddered. And suddenly pushing becane easier. Now they
had to run hard to keep up with it.

Then Richard realized what M chael had done. He'd put the car in gear
turned the ignition and used the car's powerful starter notor to pull it
the last few yards.

They reached the brow of the hill. It ran steeply away in front of them
A good two nmiles of straight, enpty downhill road-tar.

Jesus, that | ooked sweet...

M chael shouted> "I'm not stopping. You'll have to junmp for it."

Joey ran, his head punping up and down, lank hair flicking fromside to
side. He reached the passenger door behind M chael, opened it, dragged
hi msel f in.

Ri chard reached the front passenger door, opened it.

"Ri chard! ?Chri stine screamed. She was | osing her bal ance, tunbling forward.
Forty paces behind the car roadsi de bushes, signs, fences shattered.
The Beast had found them

Junmpi ng onto the framework of the car, door open under his arm Richard
caught his wife's armand haul ed her through the doorway, both sonmehow

falling onto the front passenger seat in a tangle of arns and | egs.

At the third attenpt Richard shut the door, his wife crammed between him
and M chael .

M chael didn't seemto notice> "Conme on! Cone on, baby! That's it!?
The speedo needle pointed to thirty ... thirty-five ... forty ..

Wth an agoni zi ng sl owness the speed increased down the hill.



Then the speedo kissed sixty.
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"Done it!?M chael flashed an exhilarated grin> "It won't catch us now "
"Until we reach the next uphill section of road.”

M chael | ooked al ong the road> "About a mile away. There's anot her
filling station.”

He gl anced at Richard then at Joey> "Right, Gentlemen. Get your breath
back. We're going to try again."

154
Faith

She wal ked through town with no particular place to go. Heavy cl ouds
reared ugly thunderheads over the town center church; the heat felt
sticky, oppressive, and Rosemary Snow ached from head to toe.

She weaved her way through the market stalls; shoppers crowded the
precincts.

Qutside the town's redbrick nuseum she stopped. Standing outside the
entrance was a totempole. She stared at it as if she'd seen it before
and for a reason she couldn't explain she disliked the | ook of it. She
shook her head, puzzled. There was nothi ng unusual about the thing. It
stood about ten feet tall. And like any other totempole it was sinply a
stack of carved heads one on top of the other.

She shivered. It fascinated her. Yet it repelled her. Really she wanted
to turn her back on it and wal k away. But she felt compelled to let her
eyes take in every detail. There were seven gargoyl e heads carved froma
dark worm eaten wood. Sone of the heads had a nose that curved outward
and downward |i ke a hook, others had eagl e beaks. All had hooked ears.

She shivered

What fascinated her, and di sturbed her npbst, were the eyes- the staring,
staring eyes.

"Sweet as a bl oody nut."Joey sounded pleased with hinmself as Richard
drove away fromthe filling station

M chael smled> "You didn't think we were going to make it, did you? And
we had time to buy sandw ches and ml k. Wuld you like a carton, Anmy?"

"I"ll decide when she has a drink,"Christine said shortly.

Ri chard gl anced back at her in the rearview, her eyes glittered

154 155 angrily. He realized she wasn't being pointlessly possessive of
Ay by refusing the drink. She felt that M chael was beginning to take

over. Already he deci ded when they drove, how fast they drove, where
t hey drove, making suggestions in that gentle unassum ng voi ce that now



sounded nore |ike orders> "Best take a right here, Richard ... Mght be
better to speed it up a little. Sixty should be about right... If you
follow the signs to the notorway, that night be for the best...”

Now Christine had rebelled at himslipping into the role of food and
drink provider.

"Cold mlk gives her stonmachache.™

The man snmiled and nodded, still maintaining the friendly, alnost

apol ogetic, imge.

Joey was grinning, pleased with hinmself. Richard, too, felt on a high
They' d beaten the Beast, slapped into the tank enough petrol for the
next sixty mles, and the road ahead was clear. As Richard drove,

M chael nmanaged to swap his bl oodstained shirt for a brand new one from
t he rucksack. White, pristine, short sleeves, he could have been a
dentist or a doctor enjoying a day's ride out into the countryside.

Christine stroked Any's hair as she spoke> "I don't see what everyone's
so pleased about. That thing's still following, isn't it?"

M chael nodded.

"And the police mght be |ooking for us now?"

"True."

Richard's buzz fizzled. He remenbered the two cops crushed beneath the
canopy. @iiltily he realized he'd no right to feel good about anything.
A shadow pul |l ed darkly over his spirits.

"You are right, Christine. All | can say again is that | apol ogize for
getting you mxed up in this. | was desperate. If it's any consol ation

you saved ny life this norning,"Mchael went on

Ri chard said, ?It goes w thout saying that this nmorning you weren't
being foll owed by a gang of thugs?"

"Spot on. | knew you woul dn't have believed nme, so | told you the first
thing that came into ny head that would get us away fromthe house."

"But nothing did happen to our house. Did it?"

"No, it's untouched. W& managed to get away before the thing managed to
condense itself into a state where it could cause physical danage."

"So while we keep noving we're safe?"
156 He nodded seriously> "Conpletely safe.”
"But we can't drive forever."

"Agreed. But if we can put some space between us and it, then it wll
take it quite a while for it to ... to hone in on us, if you like."

"Just how long is quite a while?"

"Ten hours. Twelve if we're very lucky."



Ri chard shot hima |ook> "That's if the police don't stop us."

M chael nodded> "That night be the nain problem W nustn't allow the
police to interfere. Not under any circunstances."

"CGreat,"Joey said, the snle leaving his face> "How do we do that? Fire
a bazooka out of the back wi ndow at thenf"

M chael gave a tired smle> "W'Ill think of something."

He' d no sooner spoken the words when the police car appeared behi nd
them Richard | ooked back into the rearview nmrror, then down at the
speedo. They were doing perhaps fifty-five on a road with a fifty speed
limt.

Ri chard | ooked back at the police car again just as the blue lights
started flashing and the siren began to how .

Rosemary Snow st ood watching the televisions in the shop wi ndow. If she
saw nore news of the destruction in Pontefract that norning it m ght

of fer another clue. Instead, two dozen TV screens showed a wonan with
white perned hair making fruit pies.

Rosemary needed to sit down. Her |egs shook so rmuch she was in danger of
falling flat on her face. Fromthe date on today's newspaper, she knew
she'd | ain unconscious in that hospital bed for twelve days. Twelve

ni ghts ago she had run fromthat thing as it shattered the farmhouse
and, very nearly, her too. And twelve nights ago that leap into the coa
truck had left her with the Frankenstein face.

She sat on the nmarket hall steps and rested her arns on her upraised
knees, then closed her eyes. Sonetinmes she saw t hrough the eyes of the
little girl. Perhaps that was the way to find the fam|ly? Perhaps the
girl would see sonething that Rosemary woul d recogni ze, or a place nane
on a sign.

Agai nst the lids of her eyes she only saw that blend of black and red.
The blood in the lids backlit by light filtering through the skin.

She tried harder.

157 She found herself seeing images of the totem pol e outside the
museum wth its hook noses, eagles' beaks and staring gargoyl e eyes.

She forced out the toteminages and willed herself to see through Amy's
eyes. Darkness. Just darkness. A blood-red darkness that made her think
of the billion mles of nothingness that |lies between the stars.

"Dam, "hi ssed Ri chard> "Wat happens now?"

Joey gripped the back of Richard's seat> "Floor it, you stupid twat.
You' ve got to outrun them"

"Qutrun then? They're driving a Cosworth. They could outrun this in
third gear."

The siren wailed, the blue lights beat back fromthe mrror into
Ri chard's eyes.

"Mum what's the police car doing that for?"Any tw sted around to get a



better view
"Put your foot down, nman,"Joey snarled> "You can do it."
"No. Can we hell,"Ri chard snapped.

"Richard's right,"Mchael said> "Richard. Indicate, then pull over. Nice
and easy does it."

Richard did as he was told. Indicated. Braked lightly and pulled over to
the side of the road.

Rosemary coul d see nothing. But she realized the truth. She'd thought
the man had been running fromthe thing that had very nearly crushed her
as flat as rolled pastry. In a way he was. But now she realized he could
call it to him Like you mght call a dog. That's what he'd done twel ve
ni ghts ago. But it must have been for sonething nore than the sadistic
pl easure of seeing her crushed to a strawberry pulp. He'd pl anned
something. Only it had gone wrong. Now, perhaps, no, shit to perhaps..
now he was pl anni ng sonmet hing again. A definite plan as firmas
concrete. A plan that would involve that thing she called her Destroyer.
And the little girl called Any.

He'd leave the little girl alone in a field. Then: he would whistle that
thing to him Only between himand it would be a four-year-old girl

"Excuse ne."

She opened her eyes. Standing over her was a niddl e-aged man. He carried
a white stick and wore dark gl asses.

158 ?Yes?"Her voice cane in a croak

"You don't happen to be | ooking for someone, do you?"

"Well..."she began, surprised> "Yes. | am"
The blind man sniled> "1 had a feeling you were."
"But how ?

"But how did | know?"He smiled> "Call it sixth sense. Come on."He held
out a huge paw of a hand to help her stand.

"But | don't understand how you knew | was | ooking for someone.”

"Ch, | knew you were | ooking for someone. And | know exactly who it is
you are |looking for. Follow me."Wth the stick tapping, the blind man
| ed her through the crowds.

The police car's blue lights filled the car; the siren gave an exultant
whoopi ng sound; it had caught its prey.

Richard felt a black ache press down on him It was over. God only knew
what woul d happen to them now. Locked in the station interview room he'd
gl ance out of the barred wi ndows waiting for it to cone. Like a giant
stal king across the roof tops-fee, fi, fo, fum Then the crash of the
roof as it hanmered down onto their heads.

He'd slowed the car to twenty before the police car roared by, siren



whoopi ng. Richard stared glassily in front, expecting the police car to
br ake.

Incredibly, it accel erated away.

"Jesus, "Joey whi spered> "They're not stopping us. Jesus Christ! They're
not even | ooking for us!?

"Don't count your chickens,"M chael said> "Wat they haven't got yet is
the Iicense nunber. It's a good guess that they are |ooking for a red
car with four adults and a child. Obviously, that cop was in too nmuch of
a hurry to notice us."

"So next time we mght not be so lucky,"said Christine.
"Cot it in one."
Joey sniffed> "We can't change the color of the car.”

"But we can change the car,"Mchael replied calmy> "1 know where we can
do that."

Richard licked his dry lips. His arns and shoul ders ached with tension
When they passed a truck that lay on its side on a roundabout with its
| oad of beer kegs scattered across the road he barely | ooked at it.

Par amedi cs were working on the trucker who lay fiat out in the dirt.
Stuff like that was no | onger inportant. Foreign

159 wars weren't inportant. Bank robberies weren't inportant. Drug
deal ers slicing each others' throats weren't inportant. Richard' s nind
had snapped into hard focus. They were the inportant ones now. And his
sol e anbition now was to bring his wife and daughter through it in one
pi ece. The keyword: Survive

The sane cop who had overtaken hi mwaved their car through. The

par amedi cs covered the trucker's face with a blanket. Richard put his
foot down and powered the car away toward the distant horizon

"You'll find who you're |ooking for in here."The blind nman held open the
door and Rosemary entered the church

"Wher e?"she asked | ooki ng around at the deserted pews.
"Don't you see hin®"

"I think there's been a m stake."Rosemary hugged the holdall to her
breast nervously> "I'msorry, good-?

"Don't you see hinP There in the window, all bright and gol den."
"There's been a mstake. | have to go."

"There's no m stake. | know who you're | ooking for."The blind man's hand
cl anped around her el bow> "You're | ooking for Jesus Christ. Aren't you?
Aren't you!?

The fierce grip hurt. She tried to pull away.

"I"ve got to go. Please ... let go of ne."



"You're | ooking for Jesus Christ. And he's |ooking for you."
"No, please, I'm?
"Kneel here. We'll pray together."

Roughly he pushed her to her knees. Splitting pains ran up her side from
her bruised ribs. He kneel ed beside her, one arm around her shoulders to
hol d her down, using the other great paw of a hand to clanp her hands
together in a posture of prayer

"That's right,"he hissed, panting heavily> "We'|| pray together. Thank
the Lord that He has found you today."

Frightened, Rosenmary | ooked around the church. It was deserted. The
blind man was too strong for her to break away.

Hs grip tightened> "Now. Say the words with me."Wen he began the
prayer, his voice becanme hoarse, alnobst guttural, and instead of his
br eat hi ng easi ng he began to pant> "CQur Father. Wich art in Heaven ..
hal | owed be Thy ... nane."

In front of her, Jesus Christ stood smiling down fromthe stained gl ass
wi ndow. A burst of sunlight pierced Hs eyes. Wite

160 doves shone pure as nilk, the blue of Hi s robe glowed as blue as the
sky. Christ's eyes, a deep soul ful brown, |ooked huge. They seened to
say that he cared deeply for people in trouble. People just |ike
Rosemary Snow.

As she prayed with the blind man he noved his arm From above her
shoul der to under her arnpit. The big fingers groped across the materi al
of the sweatshirt. Found her breast. Then squeezed hard.

"Thy will be done, Thy kingdom cone?

Fi ngers | ocked around her right breast, he squeezed harder, cruelly
pi nching al ready brui sed skin as he recited the prayer

" For ever and ever, world wthout end. Anmen."
Wth those brown conpassionate eyes of Christ gazing down, Rosemary wept.
"Qutrun The Beast?"

"Yes, why can't you outrun it for good?"Christine punped M chael for
answers. Richard listened as the car devoured miles of notorway.

"I can't sinply run until | lose it. I... | don't know the mechanics of
it. But | can put enough space between nyself and it to give nme a few
hours respite. But it always finds ne again."

"As if there's some kind of |ink between you?"

"I imagine it like this: we're connected by an invisible |ength of
elastic. It'lIl stretch five hundred mles, but inevitably it snaps this

thing back to nme."

"So what do we do now?"



"I propose we keep driving. That'll put sone space between us and
Beastie."He gave a tired smle> "Then we get some rest."

"Well, that's all right in the short term In the long term what
happens t hen?"

"My plan's very sinple. W keep at |east a couple of steps ahead of the
thi ng. Meanwhil e ny people are working on the solution to the problem™”

"Then you can destroy it?"

"Destroy it?"The man | ooked back at her; those down-turned eyes show ng
surprise> "Destroy it? Good heavens, no. \Watever gave you that idea?"

By now the blind man was using both hands to knead Rosemary's breasts.
There was no love in this act. He squeezed themw th the

161 same brutal strength a sadist would use to crush a puppy.

Oh, please, Jesus, please... She |l ooked up at the painted Christ in the
wi ndow. Make him stop, make himstop. He's hurting, oh ... not down
there. Don't let himput his hand down there ..

Wth one armstill around her, the hand cl anmping her right breast, his
ot her hand was tugging at the drawstring of her tracksuit trousers. The
nmoverments were hurried, clunsy. Mre |like those of a starving nman
tearing open a bag of biscuits.

Pl ease, Jesus... make soneone cone into the church. Make soneone stop
him. .. please Jesus. He's going to hurt me ... oh, he's going to hurt
me so much, | knowit.

The brown Christ eyes gazed down.

Then she knew the only way the blind man would stop this was if she did
t he stopping. By now he'd let go of her hands so he could tug at the
drawstri ng.

She snatched up the holdall fromby her side and swung it at his face.

"Uckkk. " The grunt was surprise as nmuch as pain. The bl ow was no worse
than being hit in the face with a pillow He scrabbled for her throat
but she swung the bag again; this time it knocked off his dark gl asses.

"Ch, Cod, "she whispered

He | ooked at her with a single bloodshot eye. There wasn't a second eye.
Only an enpty socket. The sheer size of the socket was shocking. It

| ooked |i ke an open toothless mouth where the eye shoul d have been. As

red as the inside of a nouth, it was big enough to accomobdate a hen's egg.

"Dam ... ungrateful... bitch."he hissed> "Damm ... bitch. Conme here."
She was quicker to her feet than him This tine she gave the holdall a
full -bl ooded swi ng. For some reason-Rosemary coul dn't understand why-the
bag stuck to his face. He wasn't holding it with his hands but sonethi ng

was holding it there. She yanked hard.

As the bag pulled free he screeched.



Then she knew. The hol dall buckle had | odged in that huge, enpty eye socket.
As he screeched he fell back against the stone slabs> "Bastard bitch!?
Rosemary backed away, |ooking down at the man as she did

161 162 so. He managed to sit up. He swore and pressed the pal mof his
hand to the eye socket. Athin yellow liquid trickled over his thunb.
The other eye glared at her fiercely> "Cone here. |'mgoing to sod you
till ya split. Bastard bitch!?

She had decided to turn and run. But then she stopped. Sonethi ng made
her change her mnd

Wth a burst of rage she kicked as hard as she coul d. Her trainer
smacked solidly between the nman's | egs.

Roaring, he junped to his feet.

She put her hands up in front of her face expecting a beating. The man
made two paces toward her before the pain in his testicles registered.

"Ch-ck ... Oh ... bast ... oh ..."Wth both hands cl utching between his
| egs he slunmped down onto the floor. He drew his knees up to his chest
into a fetal position, coughing and groaning.

Then Rosenmary surprised herself again. She marched up the aisle to the
altar. There she glared up at the Christ who gazed benignly down.
"Thanks for nothing."Savagely she stuck her mddle finger into the air.
Then she turned and swept down the aisle. The man had managed to nake it
to his knees. Coughing a silver trail of spit from his nouth.

She ai med another kick at his belly. He squealed shrilly, then fel
puking to the floor.

Rosemary stormed fromthe church. She was | ooking for a car
She had no idea how to steal one. But she'd |learn fast.

Not hing on this Earth could stop her now

162 163

Synbi osi s

Ri chard drove north at M chael's suggestion. Richard noticed that

M chael still kept the haversack between his feet on the car's floor. He
al nost gripped it with his knees as if it contained somnething precious
and he was afraid soneone would try and snatch it fromhim Wat's in
there? wondered Richard. Wen it seened as if the police car would pul
them over Richard had noticed Mchael slip his hand surreptitiously
inside the flap and down into the rucksack as if he was trying to fee
for sonething at the bottom of the bag. At the first opportunity,

Ri chard decided, he'd take a |l ook in there. And see what it contained
that was so inportant.

Meanwhil e, Christine still asked M chael questions. And he stil
answered in a polite, even friendly way that suggested he was eager to
tell them everything he knew about what followed him... well, foll owed

themall now, Richard told hinmself, seeing as they were all infected



They were all connected to the Beast by sonething that M chael had
likened to a piece of invisible elastic.

W can get away fromit for a while; then it cones twangi ng back ..

"But why don't you destroy it?"Christine persisted, |eaning forward,
hands gri ppi ng her knees> "It's dangerous. It will kill you."

"It's as dangerous as a knife, Christine. Wth a knife you can cut
someone's throat. O if you're a surgeon you can cut out a cancer."

"You're saying it depends on who controls it?"
"Yes."
"And you want to be the one to have that control ? Why?"

"To inmprove the world we live in. The enperors and ki ngs who entered
into this synmbiotic relationship with the Beast in the

164 past built huge enpires; their subjects were happy and prosperous."

"Synbi oti c?"Joey sounded out of his depth> "What the hell's that when
it's at hone?"

"Synbi osi s,"M chael said, |ooking back at Joey> "It's a termused in
bi ol ogy. It means any mutual ly beneficial association between two or
nore dissimlar organisns."”

" Huh?"

"It's where creatures of different species help one another to survive.
You' || have seen exanpl es before, you know, |ike sharks and pilot fish.
They swimso closely together that it looks as if they' re glued
together. The pilot fish eats parasites that stick to the shark's skin.
The shark protects the pilot fish fromother predators.”

Christine asked shrewdly, ?And what does the Beast get in return?"

"I think it experiences life through us."

"Experiences |ife? Do you nean-?

"Sorry, Christine. Pull into this service station. | imagine we can
safely fill the tank now. And anyone who wants to go to the toilet grab

your chance. Only don't hang around. OK?"

Wthin ten mnutes they were on their way again. Richard felt happier
seeing the petrol gauge hard on full.

Christine still wanted to know nore> "So you're saying that for

t housands of years this Beast thing has been prow ing around the eastern
end of the Mediterranean seeking out suitable partners for a synbiotic
rel ati onshi p?"

"I'n a nutshell, yes."

"If this Beast thing has played such a large part in history why isn't
its existence better docunmented?"



"Peopl e who used the Beast kept it a closely guarded secret. After all,
you don't want your enemies getting their hands on something that gives
you the edge over your conpetitor."

"Surely they had to share it with soneone, "R chard said.

"You can speculate they did share it with sone cl ose confidantes. But

only rarely. Renenber, we're tal king about people who, although rulers
of enpires, often were so insecure about their |eadership that they'd

have their closest friends nurdered in case they challenged their

| eadership."

"So,"Christine said thoughtfully> "These rulers either told their

165 successor about the Beast on their deathbed, and instructed them how
to enter into that relationship with it or "

"Or the secret died with them As it nust have done tinme and tine again.
Agai n, you can look at a list of Byzantine Enperors and you realize that
there'd be a whole run of |eaders who didn't enter that rel ationship and
as a consequence the Empire crunbl ed, whole armies deserted, the
treasure houses becane enpty."

"You still haven't answered the question, though,"said Christine> "Wen
you manage to regain this power, what do you intend to do with it?"

There was a pause as M chael thought of an answer. Then, fromthe
backseat, Amy asked suddenly, ?Wo's Rosemary Snow?"

166
Power over Men

Mayor's Wal k. The name of the residential road made Rosemary think of
somet hing extrenely respectable, extrenely prestigious. It was. And
Rosemary thought it was the ideal place for her to steal the car

The wal k fromthe town had exhausted her; her |eg ached nercil essly. But
she wanted to be well away fromthose paddl e hands of the bastard who
had groped her in the church. | hope the twat chokes on his own vomt,
she thought savagely as she linped along the road | ooking for a suitable
car.

Her anger had becone an energy now. Powering her on so she could nai
t he bastard who'd given her a Frankenstein face.

As she had guessed, on a nmillionaire's road like this there were plenty
of cars in the long sweeping drives-BMAs, Mercedes, Jaguars. But they
were in clear view of the houses. The nonent she wal ked into a garden
there was a danger she'd be seen from a house w ndow.

Cone on, come on, she thought. Tinme's running out. She still didn't know
how to find the stranger and the fanily he'd sonmehow gotten under his
power. She only knew she had to be out on the road, searching,

searching, searching-until she found the bastard-then she'd slice holes
in his face so big you could put your hand inside his head.

Ahead lay a house with a garden full of trees as high as the rooftops.
Great clunps of bushes bl ossoned fromthe sides of the drive.



W thout hesitating, she wal ked onto the drive. Everything had an
overgrown, neglected ook to it. She guessed whoever owned the house
woul d be elderly: they were letting things go now. Lawn ankl e-deep, ivy
starting to grow over w ndow panes.

Hal fway al ong the drive she cane upon an el derly-1ooking

166 167 Ford Granada. She carefully eased up the handl e

Thank Christ for that.

It was unl ocked. The car was hidden fromthe house by banks of bushes.
Qui ckly Rosenmary slipped into the driver's seat. She punped the pedal s
and checked that the gear lever was in neutral. Those drives along the
lane to and fromher friend' s house came back to her. | can do this, she
t hought, | can do it.

She | ooked for the key in the ignition. There wasn't one.

Shit. This wasn't going to be as easy as she thought.

"Rosemary Snow?"M chael's snmile wi dened as he sat |ooking back fromthe
passenger seat> "Never heard of her. Is she a cartoon character?"

Amy bit her sandwi ch and gave an enphatic shake of her head> "You know
Rosemary Snow. "

"I"'mafraid I don't, Amy."Mchael grinned and | ooked at Chri stine.
"She's got a heck of an inmagination, hasn't she?"

Christine nodded> "And you haven't even nmet the Boys yet."

"The Boys?"

Christine told M chael about Anmy's Boys. The imaginary friends she could
sumon at will. Richard saw that Christine was finding confort in
tal ki ng about what was familiar to them

As he drove, he glanced at M chael who listened attentively as if

fasci nated. No doubt the nman was just being polite, thought Richard
wearily, but at least he did a good job of being interested. Even asking
guestions and noddi ng thoughtfully at the answers.

"And The Boys come to play whenever you call then®"

"Yep."

"Where are they now?"

"Riding on top of the car."

"Bet it's windy up there for them"

"They like it. They're singing."Amy sang: ?Three blind mce, three blind
mce, three blind mce ..."

"What're their nanes?"

"Not telling, nosy parker."



"Any, " Christine scol ded.

M chael | aughed softly> "Wat do they | ook |ike?"
"Big and blue. No ears and no hair."
"Qooh, scary."

"They're not."

"Bet you have fun with them™
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"Are they still singing?"

"No. "

"Do you tell themwhat to do?"

"Yes, she does,"said Christine> "You're aright little sergeant mgjor,
aren't you?"

Any folded her arnms> "l give themorders."
M chael nodded> "You give themorders."He repeated as if it was inportant.

Ay grinned brightly> "Boys! Stop picking your noses. Boys! Go to the
toilet. Boys! Boys! Junp off the car and go and find Rosemary Snow ?

Rosemary Snow was in trouble

She hunted through the gl ove conpartnent and felt under the dash for a
spare key.

Not hi ng
Bl oody not hi ng.

She swore under her breath. Weren't cars supposed to be the easiest
things in the world to steal ?

She felt beneath the dash again, her fingers finding clunmps of cable.
She'd heard you could hotwire cars by cutting certain cables and
connecting one to another. But how the hell did she do that? And how
could she break the steering lock with her bare hands?

Shit.

She | ooked out through the w ndscreen

Damm.

He nust have been watching her for the last five mnutes. Standing in
t he bushes, an old guy in a straw hat. He was watching her with a | ook

that was nore anused than outraged.

She felt a thorough pedigree idiot.



Bl ushi ng, she grabbed the holdall and ran fromthe car

Later, she found a service station and hung around near the forecourt.

When a driver had filled his tank and then gone to pay the cashier

maybe she could sinply junp in and drive away. They left the doors unl ocked.
But they take the bloody key with them stupid. She swore again. If she
messed up, she'd be handed over to the police. She could do nothing to

help that famly then. She'd only have al

168 169 her life ahead of her to imagine the little girl's screans as
that thing trod her into the ground.

Cone on, Rosemary Snow. Think, think-TH NK

You haven't the technical know how to hotwire a car. You don't know how
to break the steering | ock

So. What have you got?
You nust have sonmething that's of use.

Yeah, right, Rosemary Show, you've got two bruised tits and a
Frankenstein face.

Why not go across there and scare that guy right out of his Mni Metro...
But you have got sonething. The realization surprised her, and in a
strange way uplifted her. You' ve got sonething that one-eyed twat in the
church wanted. Shane about the face, but you' ve got the slimgirlish
body that nen would love to get their hands on, given half the chance.

As she wal ked away fromthe garage she was thinking hard.

"Have the Boys found Rosemary Snow?"M chael asked. He yawned in a
del i berate way.

Ay sat, her eyes beconing stary, the way they did when she was tired.
"What's wrong, Amy?"M chael grinned> "Monkey nicked your tongue?"

Still staring straight ahead she said in a small voice> "They' ve seen
the big thing."

"What big thing?"

"The big thing. The big thing that's follow ng us."

"Ch, "M chael whispered> "That big thing."

Ri chard shivered and | ooked in the rearviewmrror. He could only see
cars on the notorway and storm cl ouds bubbling up over the horizon
nevert hel ess, he shivered again.

Christine | ooked at M chael > "Can Amy sense it, too?"

"Children are sensitive to things like this. She knows, all right."

Any blinked as she cane out of the stary phase> "Mum where are we goi ng?"



"That's what 1'd like to know. "
M chael sniled> "How about a trip to the seaside?"

It was early evening by the tine the plan | ooked as if it might actually
wor k.

170 The fish took the bait.

Rosemary had been standing in the car park of a notorway service
station. Deliberately, she'd adopted a | ost |ook; even tried to make
herself | ook nore than a little sinple, too. She'd brushed her long hair
back to Iife again and had stood toying with a strand. She hoped it had
broadcast a ?H there, big boy, |ook what you been m ssing?kind of
nmessage; al so, pulling her hair across the side of her face hid the ness
of scabs and stitches that |ooked Iike a line of dead spiders stuck to
her skin.

It didn't seemto be working. And tinme was rolling away like a
driverless juggernaut. She needed to be noving. Now, now, NOW

Then the VWvan had pul |l ed up

W ndi ng down the wi ndow the driver, a man wearing Deidre Barl ow gl asses
said, ?You look lost."

"I"'mwaiting for a lift."

"Ch."The man sounded di sappoi nted> "You're expecting a friend?"

"No. But | need a lift."She tried to sound casually sexy.

"Alift?"The man | ooked around nervously as if afraid someone mi ght be
wat ching him the big wi ndow | enses of his glasses flashing red in the

setting sun> "Way don't you hitch down by the roundabout ?"

"I'f I hitched anyone night stop and pick me up. | wanted a lift with
soneone nice. "

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"Sheffield."
"That'll do."She waited, twirling her Iong hair> "Wel|?"
"Uh? Onh, yeah, yeah. Here, get in. 1'll, eh, get the door... 1..."

Fl ustered, he opened the passenger door of the van. As she shut the door
she smiled at this nervous man in his Deidre Barlow gl asses and thought,
"For Christsakes, Rosemary. \Wat have you done? More to the point, how
are you going to actually pull this off?"

Stamering somet hi ng about it |ooking like rain, he pulled out of the
car park.

You need this van, she told herself. Find that anger inside you. You can
save that fanmily; you can get your revenge on the
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this Frankenstein face.

"You know, |-1 think we might be in for a thunderstorm "he said, pushing
the Diedre Barl ow gl asses up the bridge of his nose> "It'|I|l be a relief,
won't it?"He beanmed at her> "It's been so bl oody hot."

He was younger than she had first thought. She imagi ned he'd be the kind
to be tornented with taunts about being an Anorak. Hi s clothes were

unf ashi onabl e, the hair laughably curly, the Deidre Barl ow gl asses
absurd. And he was as nervous as a kid on a diving board who coul dn't
swimto save his life. What she did feel for himwas a wave of synpathy.
She' d had enough of the jeering and Red Zed taunts because of the
birthmark to know keenly the kind of teenage years he nmust have endured.

"I'f you want sonething to read ..."He pushed the gl asses up the bridge
of his nose> "There's sonme magazi nes under the dashboard."He | ooked away
as he spoke> "Haven't |ooked at themnmnyself... I've, eh ... I've a

girlfriend who-who |ikes |ooking at them™

The magazi nes were hard porn. Her first instinct was to push them back
onto the shelf. But she sat and forced herself to thunb through them
calmy as if they were a pile of knitting nagazi nes.

He bit his lip and | ooked out of the wi ndow. She could sense his
trenbling excitenment. Suddenly she thought: Once he's had sex with ne,
will he kill me?
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Desperate Measures

Ay cl osed her eyes. The seaside. She |liked the sea, and the sands. And
they always had fairs and cafes. She |iked Burger King best. They m ght
go there.

She was tired and the rhythmc sound of the tires on the road made her
too sleepy to be frightened now Somnetines when you' re four years old

t hi ngs happen that make no sense. And today not hi ng nade any sense.
There had been a | ot of shouting. Joey usually | aughed and talked a |ot.
Now he hardly spoke at all. Mum and Dad seened very serious. M chael
snmled a lot; he seened nice. But what he said puzzled her, too. He said
he didn't know Rosemary Snow. But sonehow she knew, and she knew it as
wel | as she was called Any Young who was four years old, nearly five
that he did know Rosenmary Snow.

And then there was sonething she could see in her head. Just like she
coul d i nmagi ne the Boys; but sonmehow this was darker. And it was

somet hing she didn't like. She snuggled closer to her nother. This dark
thing foll owed them She didn't know what it |ooked |ike. But for sone
reason she thought of her shelf on her bedroomwall. That's where al

her teddy bears sat. In the norning she'd sit up yawning, and inside the
bedroomit would be so gloomy she could see nothing but their button
eyes. Loads and | oads of dark button eyes gl eam ng at her

She yawned and t hought of the seaside again. She remenbered the | ast

ti me she had been to the seaside. She couldn't recall the nane of the

pl ace but she renmenbered the big roller coaster rides, the pier, and
there was a big nmetal tower nmade up of criss-cross bits of nmetal, and it



went right, right up into the sky ..

The i mages came to Rosemary with a brilliance that was blinding. The
man, Robbie, drove the van south and tal ked about the exhibition of
nodel aircraft he was going to visit.

172 173 In her mind' s eye the brilliant inmges paraded past. She was
seei ng what Any was seeing. Roller coaster rides, piers, sand, sea. And
the distinctive tower built out of iron girders that was a replica of
the Eiffel tower in Paris.

Bl ackpool , she thought triunphantly. Mchael's taken the famly to the
west coast resort. At last she had a definite destination

Now she had to get her backside in gear. She had to get there fast.

She thought of asking Robbie to drive her there; perhaps if she hinted
about passionate nights in a backstreet hotel? No. She didn't think he'd
bite on that. Fromthe | ook of the nodel airplane parts-w ngs, engines,
airscrews-covering the floor in the back of the van, that was his

abi ding passion in life. What he obviously wanted now was what he saw as
a quick and very dirty funble; then, when he'd got all those annoying
and intrusive sexual tensions out of his system he'd be back with his
bel oved Focke Wil f fi ghter again.

Maybe she shoul d have picked up sonme trucker. He'd have been married, no
doubt. He'd have copulated with her wi thout any fuss, or even nuch
excitement. He'd just be notching up another mark on an al ready

i mpressive score. But she guessed a middl e-aged trucker would be too

wor | dl y-wi se; he'd probably suss she planned sonet hing nore than ten

m nutes of thrusting and a cigarette.

Robbi e was nai ve, but he was al so scary.

Rosemary wat ched his hands trenble as he gripped the steering wheel. His
sexual tension was mxed up with darker passions.

"Do you think girls enjoy that?"she asked in a deadpan way as she
poi nted at the magazi ne centerfold.

"I... | don't know ...

"She's smiling, so she nust be enjoying it, | suppose.™
"Do you ... do you think you'd enjoy doing it |ike that?"
She shrugged> "I've never done it |ike that before.™

"Have you ever done it before?"Robbi e sweated hard.
"Loads. "
"Ch ..."

She gl anced quickly at him He'd recoiled as if he'd been too close to
somet hi ng that di sgusted him

"It was a while ago now. And |'ve only had one boyfriend."

She'd have to tread carefully. Robbie | ooked a neurotic nmess of sexua



tensi ons. Wonen probably frightened himas nmuch as
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probably scare him of f

"It's the first time |I've seen nagazines like this,"she said, trying to
sound as nai ve as possi ble> "That page there. Do you think it would hurt
todo it like that?"

“I'"'mnot sure."

"Me neither."

"It mght be nice for the girl ?"he suggested, sweating.

"It mght,"she agreed. Then, in a matter-of-fact way, she said, ?Wy
don't we try it?"

The tremors down his arns jerked the steering wheel enough to make the
whol e van twi tch.

"Why not ?"he said as nonchal antly as he could, but he was trenbling and
sweat i ng, and repeatedly whi spered sonet hing under his breath she
couldn't catch

"Fi nd somewhere quiet,"she told him

As soon as Robbie was clear of the town he drove slowy along a country
road, his eyes behind the Deidre Barl ow gl asses eagerly scanning | eft
and right for somewhere quiet to pull over. Rosemary watched a ball of

sweat roll down his nose

She thought: | hope for your sake this works, Red Zed. O herw se you
could end up in serious trouble.

He found an opening in the hedge and drove onto a cart track. It led the
van bunping uphill between two lines of trees. In the back of the van
t he nodel airplane fusel ages, wings and tail units rolled fromside to side.

Eagerly he asked ?Qui et enough, you think?

"Qui et enough, "she agreed. And she w shed she were anywhere el se on
Earth but here.

As the trees thinned higher up the hill he pulled off the track and
U-turned the van across the grass, braked, switched off the engine, then
turned to face her.

He was trenmbling hard now, teeth chattering> "Ah... well, then..."

"Well, then?"

The smile he tried to give should have been a charm ng one. But his |ips
slid fromside to side> "Do you think... page fifteen ... shall we try

t hat ?"

Rosemary pulled out a smle> "Fifteen. My |ucky nunber."

"Jesus. What happened to your face?"



175 ?Ch ... | had an accident. |-?
"Did ... did he do that to you?"

For a nonent she was stunned, thinking that sonehow he knew that M chael
had-

"Your ... your boyfriend. He did that, didn't he?"

Robbi e had supplied his own answer. She nodded.

"Ch, what a ness ... what a fucking ness."There was no synpathy. Her
injury excited him Trenors ran up his neck to shake his face, making

the gl asses slip down his nose.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Ch ..."That really excited him He breathed deeply> "Does it hurt a [ot?"

She nodded, sol emmn.

"How did he do it? Wth his fist? Were you naked when ... | nean were
you doing it... you know ... Jesus, he ripped your face in two!?

She nodded, her nmouth dry. Go on, Red Zed, get it over and done wth.
Time's running out. You've got to get to Blackpool and find the bastard
who dropped you into this hell

"You don't have to kiss ne,"she said.

"Al'l right."He sounded relieved> "But it's OKif I... |I?"

She nodded.

He squeal ed with excitenment. She clenched her jaw. Christ, he actually
squealed like a piglet. Ch, get me through this one, God ... please get
me through it in one piece.

A thought struck her> "It's a bit cranped here. Can we go in the back?"
"Sure. Sure. I'll just nake some space. You know you know |'ve got sone
val uabl e nodel s back there. There-there's a Messerschnitt, that was a
jet-powered Wrld War Two fighter. Probably the only effective jet

fighter of the war."

She heard the exhilaration in his voice. He was sharing his special |ove
of the nodel planes with her

"I-1'1l nmove it to one side. |I'mstrong when | get going you know,
really strong."He sweated faster> "Things get broken when | get going,
you know. "He swung open the door and clinbed out> "I've broken things
before. I-1"mstronger than | |ook..."

As he went around the back of the van Rosemary slid across to the
driving seat, |ocked the door, then twisted the key in the

176 ignition. The VWnotor started with its characteristic nmetallic
cl i cki ng sound.



"Hey! ?shout ed Robbi e t hrough the wi ndow> "Wat you playing at? | thought-?

There seened a heck of a difference between a car and a van. She stanped
at the clutch and tried to force the gear into first.

Metal lic grinding.
"CGet out of ny van! |I'mwarning you!?
Robbi e's face was bright red. He thunped the w ndow.

She rel eased the handbrake. The van stood facing down a slight grass
incline to the cart track. Very slowy, it rolled forward.

"Stop it! Stop it!?he shrieked> "This's ny van!?

He ran around the front of the van and tried the passenger door. But
she'd already | ocked it.

Dam, where's that gear? She revved the van. Still in neutral

Thud.

She | ooked back. He'd opened the door at the back

Christ, she'd assuned it woul d have been | ocked. He was clinbing in.

C unk. She found the gear. It was the wong one, maybe even third, but
she took her foot fromthe clutch pedal and fl oored the accel erator

On the level it would have stall ed.

But facing downhill gravity helped. It runbled forward across the turf,
bunpi ng over tree roots.

"Stop it now, and | won't hurt you, "screanmed Robbie.

She | ooked back in tinme to see himcrouching in the back of the van, his
eyes blazing furiously through the huge spectacl e | enses.

Then the van lurched over a deep rut. A stack of fusel ages, w ngs, and
cockpits slid back across the nmetal floor, hit Robbie, and pushed him
back out of the van.

In the rearview mrror, she saw himsitting on the grass amd the

wr eckage of the nodel planes. She accel erated downhill. Behind her, the
rear door flapped and banged.

But even after she reached the road she drove a full nile before
stopping to close it. As she ran back to the driver's seat she felt the
first heavy drops of rain smack agai nst her face. The storm was breaking.
177

Wl es

M chael told Richard to park at the back of the hotel

"I's this Blackpool ?"Any asked expectantly.



M chael smiled> "No, I'"'msorry, Amy, it's not Blackpool, but, Iook, you
can just see the sea down there."

"Ch ... | like Blackpool."

"This is a very nice hotel, though. There's satellite television in al
the roons."

Christine let her out of the car and Any stood | ooking at the nountains
in sonething close to awe.

"This is Wl es, "M chael explained> "See that big nobuntain over there?
That's Snowdon. One of the biggest mountains in Britain. And do you know
somet hi ng?"

"What ?"

"Arailway goes all the way to the top of it.

"Very nice,"Joey grunted, hauling his bulk out of the car> "Christ,
need a drink. | need a drink now "

Ri chard clinbed out, stretching his tensed arm nmuscles. He felt |ousy.
As if he'd been dragged down to hell and back. Twi sting his head from
side to side, he tried to dislodge the ache from his neck

He | ooked at M chael > "WII|l we be safe here?"

"For the next ten hours or so. W've put a good few mles between us and
Beasti e boy. You did a good job, Richard."

Richard glared at hinm "I did nothing of the sort. Al | did was kil
two policemen back there."

"You weren't to know ?

"Weren't to know what? |'d seen what that thing could do. | as good as
called it down on them"

"Richard, I"'msorry, -7
"You're sorry. | think it's their widows and their children
178 who're going to be the sorry ones. W should have ... we should have..

The truth was he didn't know what they should have done. Richard turned
his back on the whole Iot of themand glared al ong the valley. But he
didn't see the green nmountains or the lake in the valley. He only saw
two nmen being crushed beneath that damm tarpaulin. Crushed to crinmson
paste. He ground his teeth so hard he bit his tongue but he didn't fee
a soddi ng thing.

"Richard ... Richard."Christine spoke gently> "It's starting to rain.
Cone inside."

He tried to speak but his nmouth stayed cl anped. No words would cone. He
shook hi s head.

"Richard. We're going to get this sorted out. We'll be honme soon ..



cone on, Any's frightened to see you like this."
He glared at the great wall of cloud sliding across the nmountaintops.

"We've all been through it, you know. | think Joey's on the verge of
cracking up. He's hardly said anything for hours."

Ri chard breathed deeply> "I'm OK. But you know sonet hing, Christine? Al
| wanted to do then was just run down that hillside and keep running and
running until 1'd lost nyself sonewhere out there."

Rubbi ng his face, he turned. Christ, what a pathetic sight they al

made. Joey stood, shoul ders slunped, |ank hair falling over his eyes. He
| ooked twenty years older. Any was ready to fall asleep on her feet.

M chael |ooked as if a cancer was eating himup-thin |ooking, exhausted,
but his eyes uncannily bright and alert. Christine, tired but stil
finding love to give to her husband and daught er

He gave a faint snmile> "Christine?"
"Yes?"

"You' ve got oil on your cheek. Cone on, let's get you cl eaned up."They
wal ked back toward the hotel. It sat out on the hillside in the niddle
of nowhere. A dark granite fortress of a building conplete with a
circular stone tower.

Behi nd them t hunder runbled. To Richard it sounded |ike the footsteps of
st al ki ng gi ants.

Rosemary surprised herself: she could actually drive the van. If she'd
had time to think about it she probably woul dn't have had a clue. But it
had all happened so quickly. Wth the sex-starved
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Robbie trying to clinmb into the van she'd acted on autopilot. Now he was
back in that field gathering bits of his beloved airplanes up into his
arms in the rain, while cursing wonankind for all eternity.

She nade it to the notorway and headed west. Before |ong, she saw the
signs for Bl ackpool. Another hour or so would find her there. Hopefully
before it got too dark. She didn't relish the idea of driving at night
yet. For one, she hadn't a clue howto switch on the lights. There had
been a funbling forty seconds of trial and error before she found out
how to switch on the wi pers

The rain came down in a steady streany sone even | eaked onto the floor
of the old van.

"Don't break down on ne,"she whi spered> "Keep going. W've got lives to
save. "

But the old VWengine ticked sturdily on. And for the first tine she
felt confident about her own abilities to get things done.

Back there with Robbie she'd made a significant discovery about herself.
She had a power of her own. Not the kind of power M chael had tal ked

about. Wat she had was a sexual power. It had been strong enough to get
what she wanted from poor old sweaty Robbie. She still couldn't help but



feel sorry for himbut she had discovered that along with power cane

rut hl essness. She couldn't allow anything to get between her and her
goal . Yes, you WLL stop Mchael hurting that little girl. You WLL
destroy M chael. Your anbition ... Yes, Red Zed, even your passion to
carry that plan out has attained the power and the glory of a holy quest.
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Monday Ni ght
" and when the wolf tried to clinb down the third little piggy's

chi mey, he fell down into the big pot of boiling water and that was the
end of him"

"Did he die?"asked Any her eyes round.

M chael smled> "Afraid so. Go get yourself another biscuit and Il
read you 'Jack and the Beanstal k."

At the other side of the hotel room Christine said under her breath as
she brushed her hair, ?I hate it when he does that."

Ri chard | ooked at her and nodded.

Christine said, ?He's taking charge of us again.”

"He's the only one who knows how to get us out of this."

"Let's hope so. But does that nmean we now have to obey his orders?"

Richard pulled his trainers off. He felt enotionally battered. He needed
a bath. But there were too many unanswered questions for himto relax in
a hot tub just yet. He | ooked across to where Any sat beside M chael on
a wi ndow seat. The hotel roomwas vast. You could have parked a truck in
the place, and still had roomto park a car in the nmedieval fireplace.

He guessed the place was a converted manor house. The walls were panel ed
wi th oak. Heavy bl ack beanms ran fromone side of the ceiling to the
other. The expanse of red carpet |ooked as big as nost people's back

| awns. Earlier, roomservice had efficiently and discreetly supplied
cooked neals along with a couple of bottles of fine French brandy that

Ri chard had only seen in gl ossy magazi nes before. Wen he'd asked

M chael how they were going to pay for it all, he'd given a shy snile
and told himnot to worry, that he had a financial interest in the

pl ace. Which, Richard guessed, nmeant he owned it.

Joey came into the room and wal ked across the vast spread of

180 181 carpet, |ooking unconfortable> "Do you mind if | join you for a
few m nutes?"He ran his thick fingers through his hair> "I feel a bit
stupid sitting in my roomall by nyself."He gave a watery smile> "It's
bi g enough to keep an el ephant in there."

"Brandy, Joey?"asked Ri chard.

"Ch, God, yes. Thanks."

Ri chard had al ways seen Joey Barrass as conceited, a stuck-up sod who

couldn't name anyone nore inmportant than hinmself on the face of God's
earth. Now, he |ooked snmall and brui sed. The nuddy brown eyes were just



pl ai n scared.

"What's he doi ng?"Joey whi spered so M chael woul dn't hear

"Reading Any fairy stories.”

"Jesus. He should have his butt in gear getting us out of this shit."

Christine said, ?Joey, have you been able to call Sonia and | et her know
you're OK?"

"Soni a?"Joey repeated as if hearing the nane for the first tine.

"Yes. Sonia. Your wife."Christine didn't sound inpatient with Joey, she
was being the caring sister

"Uh, no, not yet."Joey spoke painfully> "You see, things haven't been
going that well between us lately. Well, for a couple of years now.
Sonetimes | don't go home at night."

"So she might not even mss you?"
"No. "

Ri chard said, ?I know we haven't had a chance to tal k properly together
seeing as Mchael's been with us, but..."He changed the subject as
M chael wal ked across the roomtoward thenr "WaAnt anot her brandy, Joey?"

St onef aced, Joey nodded and held out his glass. Mchael smled> "Room
K, Joey?"

"Yeah ... Look, do you mind if |I use your bath? | keep thinking, what if
that thing comes for us? | know you wouldn't leave me... but what if you
couldn't warn me?"He sucked down a nout hful of brandy> "And that thing
cane. | keep thinking-it's absurd, it's fucking absurd-but if |'m
sitting there stark boll ock naked in the bath and the fucking roof comnes
down on me." He | aughed but anyone could tell it was the |augh of
someone on the edge of cracking up. Hi s hands shook; he rubbed his eyes
repeatedly with the heel of his hand.

Christine put her armaround hine "Course it's all right,"she
181 182 said gently, pouring himanother brandy> "Now just try and unwi nd."

He nodded and stunmbled away to the bathroom He didn't close the door
only pushed it to. Then Richard heard the sound of himrunning the bath.

Col | apse of stout party. No sooner had Richard thought the words than he
had to bite his Ilip to stop hinmself braying out with a manic | aughter
Christ, this tension was hitting him He poured hinself a brandy. Wen
he offered M chael one the man shook his head.

M chael spoke in that gentle voice> "Don't worry. Everything' s going to
be fine. 1'"'mgoing to my roomto nmake sone calls now. Wen | come back
shoul d have some good news for you."

"What kind of good news?"asked Ri chard> "Do you nean-?

"Don't worry, Richard. Enjoy the brandy. |I'll be right back. See ya,
honey bunch, "he waved to Any.



"See ya, honey bunch,"Any echoed, grinning.

When M chael had gone Christine said to Any, ?An early night for you,
t hi nk."

"Aw, Mum"

"Let her stay up a few nore mnutes,"Richard said.
"Ch, all right. Ten m nutes-maxi num"

"Maxi Mum " Ay chuckl ed.

Ri chard switched on the tel evision

Ay gave a happy squeal > "It's The Sinpsons] Look, there's Homer riding
Lisa's bike ..."Imediately Any was in a world of her own, watching the TV.

Ri chard gl anced at Christine who watched Amy with a pure notherly
affection. He wished he had his own world to retreat to, too. Here he
was sitting in a five-hundred-year-old hotel on a Wl sh nount ai nsi de.
Qutside it thundered. And God knew what was wal ki ng toward them t hrough
t hose thunder-clouds. Like a malignant old God that wanted nore than its
pound of flesh.

So this is it. The life you knew just fifteen hours ago is in ruins. Wo
knows what the future holds. For Godsakes, you mght be dead this tine
tomorrow. Caught in a traffic jamwhen that thing decides to attack. O
maybe you 'Il have just called into a filling station to visit the
toilet. As you sit and crap that thing roars down on you |ike the hanmer
of God and crushes you flat.

Christ, thought Richard bl eakly. There was sonethi ng about the idea of
dying on the toilet that filled himwith a feeling that was

183 a hal f-breed born of horror and enbarrassnent. Didn't nedica
statistics show that you're as likely to die sitting on your toilet seat
wi th your pants around your ankles as in your own bed?

Not everyone did, though. And again he was struck by the absurdity of
sitting here with a glass of brandy in his twitchy fingers, watching a
cartoon, while in a nortuary sonewhere what was | eft of two nen

coagul ated in half a dozen or so plastic tubs.

"Christine! ?screamed Joey fromthe bat hroont "Are you there?"

"Joey ... Joey, it's okay,"called Christine> "W're still here.”

Joey sounded shaken> "I-1 couldn't hear voices. | thought you'd left ne.
I-is everything all right?"

"Yes, Joey,"Richard said, surprised by how rel axed his own voice
sounded. 'Take it easy. W'd tell you if anything was wong."

Joey called twice nore in that panicky way as they watched tel evision
Ay didn't seemto notice, still |ocked safely away in the famliar
worl d of the cartoon.

When it was finished she turned to any enpty area of carpet and said,



"Ri ght, Boys. CQutside. You can sleep in the car park."
"Ready for bed?"asked Chri stine.

Ay nodded and yawned> "Can we go home tonorrow, MinP"
"We'| | see, honey. Kiss Dad good night."

Ri chard ki ssed his daughter and hugged her tight, as if she was all that
stopped himfromfalling down into a pit full of darkness> "Good ni ght,
| ove."

Christine led Any to the bedroomthat opened directly off theirs.

Later, after she'd returned, Joey came out of the bathroom rubbing his
hair with a towel. Wen he spoke it sounded sheepi sh> "I'm sorry about
that. Nerves. | just kept imagining that Beast thing was directly over

the room and ..." Wth a visible shudder he hel ped hinself to nore brandy.

M chael tapped on their door and wal ked quickly in.
"Any |l uck?"asked Ri chard expectantly.

"In a mnute. But first..."He changed channel s> "1 think you' d want to
see this."

Twenty m | es outside Bl ackpool, Rosenmary's plans began to run |ess
snoot hly. She was | ow on petrol and | ooking at the gauge when she heard
the horn.

184 She swerved across the road, punping the clutch instead of the
brake. The van crunched up onto the pavenent and ran twenty yards across
a strip of grass, crunching bushes before stopping a foot froma garden
fence.

By this time it was all but dark. In the house in front of her the
occupant whi pped back the curtain in obvious surprise at the sight of a
van al nost plunging into their garden> "Christ, Rosemary, "she hissed.
"Don't get yourself caught now ?

She switched the headl anps onto full beam Al the occupants of the
house woul d see were the dazzling lights. And that's all the description
they'd be able to give to the police.

Then she slammed the van into reverse. The tires buzzed |ike chai nsaws
across the rain-soaked grass. Juddering, the vehicle noved backward,
crushi ng nore bushes, tires throwing up a spray of nud.

Wt hout | ooking, she bounced the van back out onto the road. Another
horn sounded. Spitting fury, she yelled at themto Shut it! as she
crashed the gears into first and pushed the van toward Bl ackpool

No sooner was she out of that when nore inmages, crystal bright, began to
flash through her head.

Amy was transmitting i nages of what she saw again.
Rosemary saw what | ooked |ike a bedroomin a very old building, with

beamed ceiling and | eaded wi ndows. Beyond the w ndows were nountai ns
dotted here and there with sheep and every so often a farmhouse. Any was



being led by the hand to bed in a small roomoff the | arge one. Through
the wi ndow there she could see the red Volvo Any had travel ed in,
standing in a car park. Beyond that, the ground sl oped down toward a
fast-fl owi ng stream Raindrops began to slap the w ndow panes.

The wonman tucked the girl into bed. She said, ?Sleep tight, Amy."

"Don't let the bed bugs bite."Big yawn> "Mum Wy does M chael say he
doesn't know Rosemary Snow when he does?"

Agai n horns sounded, lights flashed. Something crunched al ong the side
of the van. Rosemary didn't think it was another car. Perhaps a road
sign or |anp post.

The van still ran soundly enough so she pushed on. Plenty of tine to
| ook at the damage | ater

But she knew two things for sure. She knew M chael hadn't taken the
famly to Bl ackpool. That mountain scenery could be

185 either Scotland or Wl es-or even the Lake District, cone to that.
Secondl y, Any knew the nane Rosemary Snow. Maybe this telepathic |ink
was two-way. Maybe if she thought hard enough she could get sone nessage

t hrough to Any.

On the outskirts of Blackpool, she parked the van in a side street,
then, clinbing into the back, she kicked asi de bal sa wood spars, rolls
of masking tape, the Messerschmitt w ngs and Stuka fusel age. Once there
was a big enough space she lay down, covering herself with a coat that
had been draped over the driver's seat. It snelled of poor hapl ess
Robbie's sweat. It would have to do. There'd be tine for confort and

cl ean beddi ng when this was over

Rosemary cl osed her eyes. For the next ten m nutes she pictured
M chael's face. And she said over and over

"AWY. TELL MUMW M CHAEL |S BAD. TELL HER HE WLL HURT YOU. TELL MJMWY
TO TAKE YOU AWVAY FROM HHM M CHAEL'S A BAD MAN. M CHAEL'S A VERY BAD NMAN
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Nat ure of the Beast

In the hotel roomin Wales, Richard sat with Christine, Joey and M chael
and watched the television news in a silence that was as solid as stone.

Qut side, colums of rain stalked the valley |ike shadow giants. The

t hunder was a nuted grunmble, the lightning a silver-blue flickering
around the nmountain tops. Richard took another swall ow of brandy as the
TV replayed his nightmare in a series of brutal close-ups. There was the
yellow Fiat in Pontefract, nashed flat in a tangle of steel and ruptured
tires. Then the fast-food diner. Not that there was anythi ng

recogni zabl e. Scorched debris and shattered ketchup bottles that |eft

spl odges of red on the Tarnac.

He felt nunmb. The news reader's comentary never sank in beyond that the
police were baffled by two nystery expl osi ons; one of which left two
pol i ceman dead.



"The dead policeman were,"ran the news reader's voice, 'Terry d ass, 42,
and John difford, 37. Both officers were married with children. John
Cifford was in the news |last year for his part in freeing two young
children held hostage in a Bradford house siege ..."

Ri chard swal |l owed nore brandy. Not that it hel ped much. He'd screwed up

trying to tell the police. Now they were dead. And here he was, watching
the result of his screw up. Body bags stretchered to anbul ances. Mving

tributes by the nmen's col | eagues, photographs of the two nmen with their

famlies.

The news reader added that the only witness to either bonbi ng had worked
at Hank's Yankee Diner. She was still in a state of shock and unable to
help the police at this tine.

"Thank heaven for smmll nercies,"breathed Mchael with relief. Both
Ri chard and Christine shot hi mdagger | ooks.

"Sorry,"he said, ?that sounded callous. But it neans that for

187 the tine being we're off the hook. They haven't |inked the damage to
us."

Ri chard grunted> "Watch me junp for joy."

"I know this is rough,"M chael said, |eaning forward, his fingers
knitted together> "But the truth of the matter is, we need to | ook after
nunber one. Us. W nust accept that people died today. But we can't |et
that prey on our nminds. W need to stay alert. And be ready for whatever
m ght cone at us."

Joey said, ?You said today we were infected, too. That thing might hunt
any of us now?"

M chael nodded> "lImagine it's a hungry shark. That's got a scent of our
bl ood. "

"You've got a vivid way of putting things,"said Christine, tartly.

"I only wish | could nmake it even nore vivid. The plain truth of the
matter is this: it is hunting you all now If anyone was stupid, no,
sui ci dal enough to decide to go it alone in the mddle of the night, 1'd
give themtwenty-four hours, if they' re lucky, mracul ously |ucky. Then
..."He sl apped his hand down on his knee as if crushing a butterfly.

"But | take it that it can't split itself into pieces and hunt us all at
once?"

"No, it'll sinply hunt down the slowest first."

"What if we caught a plane?"Joey sounded suddenly hopeful > "Put ten
t housand nmil es between us and the thing."

"That's not as easy as it sounds. You've got to buy tickets. Do you have
your passports? Are you prepared to sit for two hours in a departure

| ounge where you're effectively a prisoner? Wien the plane taxis down
the runway will it be going to neet the Beast head on with you sitting
strapped into your seat unable to do a dickens thing about it?"

Joey' s shoul ders drooped> "You've got a point."



"Yes, and the point |I'm making,"said Mchael firmy, ?is Stay with nme. |
know how this thing ticks. | can get you through this and safely out the
ot her side."”

Christine | eaned forward> "And how does this thing tick? Wiere does it
cone fron? What are you going to do with it in the future?”

"You' ve every right to ask questions and, believe ne, I'mgoing to
answer as fully and as honestly as | can."”

"Damm right you are
188 M chael sniled> "Richard, you' ve got yourself one hell of a wife there."
Richard didn't return the smle> "She's got a way of putting into words

how | feel, too. W all want answers. You said you' ve been in touch with

your research people. Wat have they had to say?"

"OK, OK, "Mchael held up his hand> "Let ne take this in some kind of
order. Right, what is the nature of the Beast? \Wat makes it tick? Wat

does it look like? The answer is, | don't know what it |ooks |ike
because it doesn't exist in a physical sense. It is conposed of energy.
You know, |ike sound or electricity. Wiere's it cone fron? Again | can

only guess. Maybe it's sonething that evol ved i ndependently on Earth.
Yes, it is newto us. An unknown life form But until a couple of

hundred years ago we didn't know of the existence of m cro-organisms
such as bacteria or protozoans or viruses." M chael |ooked at each of

themin turn> "Sonetinmes | |ay awake at night and | wonder if this thing
may have drifted in from somewhere, out of the depths of the universe, a
mllion years ago in search of a host body."

"Then it's a parasite.”

"No. Parasites offer nothing in return to their host; parasites |ike
hookwor m or tapeworm damage the host aninmal. | call it the Beast but it
is actually beneficial. W exist-or at least we existed-in this
symbiotic relationship. W each give sonething that the other wants."

"You said that in return for giving you power you gave it experience of
life."

"Yes, |'mnot one hundred percent sure but | think that's what it needs.
If you imagine this thing as a cloud of energy then, it has no eyes,
ears, sense of snell or touch. So it finds a host with these senses so it-?

"What ?" Christine frowned> "So it can enjoy a sunny afternoon and share
your sensations of eating ice creamand drinking | enonade?"

"Yes, basically. You could al so speculate it's some kind of probe sent
by an alien civilization to | earn about other worlds. Wat better way to
find out about other cultures than through the eyes of a native of that
cul ture? I magi ne what you could | earn about a dolphin if you could
somehow magi ¢ yourself into its brain, see through its eyes, share its

t houghts. And not just

189 specul ate what it would be like to be a dol phin but feel EXACTLY
what it's like to be a dol phin."

"So the beast might be a kind of research probe?"echoed Joey pouring



nore brandy> "So some ET up in Mo-nmoo | and might be | ooking at us right
now. "Joey raised his glass at M chael > "Cheers, bug-eyes."

Christine took a deep breath> "So, if you followthis "what-if |ine of
reasoning: what if alien life-forns are seeing the world through your
eyes? What if they are |earning about us? Wat if they do give you power
over people as sone kind of good-boy treat? But have you thought about

t hi s?"Her hands shook as she sipped the brandy> "If you have power over
peopl e, do these things have power over you?"

"No, "M chael shook his head enmphatically> "Wat good woul d they derive
from?

"Christine's got a point,"Richard said quickly> "It's a hell of a way to
conquer a world, isn't it? Forget death rays and fighting nachi nes. You
just find someone who you can turn into a puppet president and rule

t hrough him"

M chael still smiled. Only now Richard detected a harder edge to his
voice> "No. It's not like that. After all, I'"monly specul ating nyself.
Now, we all want answers. Sometines | find nyself answering my own
questions with "What if it is some kind of alien probe conposed of pure
energy? O what if it is some unknown life formthat evol ved al ongsi de
life on Earth? Or what if this thing is really the spirit force known by
the early Christians as the Holy Ghost?"

Ri chard stood up and went to the wi ndow. Qutside clouds boiled around
t he nount ai ntops, rain cane down in drenching sheets. The brandy hadn't
made hi mdrunk. He felt calmnow H s shattered nerves were healing.

"So,"Richard said softly> "There are records of this happeni ng before.
You nentioned Greek and Byzantine Enperors entering into a relationship
with this thing you call the Beast?"

"Sounds nmore like a pact with the devil,"slurred Joey, pouring hinself a
tunbl er of brandy.

M chael nodded> "Most historical records don't say so as plainly but
there are indications, if you read between the |ines, that such a
symbiotic relationship existed."

"Synmbiotic re ... rela-shun-ship ..."Joey drained the glass in one.
"Still sounds ... like a pact... with the dam devil..."

189 190 ?That's Christian prejudice,"Mchael said> "Maybe even Christian
j eal ousy. You see, when the Roman Enpire was on the verge of coll apse
around the fourth century ad it split into tw hal ves. Both hal ves
became Christian. The western half, headed by the Pope, becane what we
now term Roman Catholic. The eastern half, based in Constantinople, in
what is now Turkey, was the rival Othodox Christian Church. The early
Popes in the western church wanted this power-?

"But the eastern Church had got hold of it first,"finished Christine.

"CGot it in one, Christine. It was wi el ded by the Byzanti ne Enperors. Not
all of them sonetinmes the secret of howto acquire and control the
Beast was |ost for decades at a tinme. During these bad tines the
Byzantine Enpire dwi ndled. They lost much of it to the Mislins who

i nvaded fromthe South. Every so often an Enperor would regain contro

of the Beast; he would inspire his people; his battered arm es woul d



redi scover their vigor; inspired by their new charismatic Enperor they
woul d put down rebellions and reconquer the old Byzantine col oni es that
had been lost."

"But it was still a downhill slide?"

"True, Christine. Around the twelfth century ad the Byzantine enperors

| ost the Beast for good. In 1453, Mislimforces conquered Constantinople
itself. The last Enperor died fighting. But,"Mchael sniled, ?the

Sul tans di scovered the Beast and it started all over again.

Const anti nopl e was renaned | stanbul and it becane the center of another
great Enpire and another great faith."

M chael | eaned across to the food trolley and picked a grape froma
bunch on the table> "And now, | imagine, you'd like to hear what ny
research team have come up with?"

191
Codex Al exander

Ri chard, Christine and Joey | eaned forward to hear what M chael had to
say. They knew that what he had to tell them would be inportant. Lives
woul d depend on it.

M chael swall owed the grape> "You have a clear enough idea of what's
happeni ng now? When | took the Beast out of its natural environnment at
the eastern end of the Mediterranean it could no | onger remain inside
me. And once on the outside, it changed and becane destructive. M
research teamare trying to rectify that problem™

Joey sniffed> "Wiy don't you just sonehow get the thing back to Turkey,
stay there living all cozy together and have done with it?"

"Because, "M chael said, ?the benefits this creature can bring to
humanki nd are enornous. If we can utilize it fully we can create a new
worl d order. A united, peaceful world."

"So you want to start this new world order in Britain?"

"Only | learned to ny cost that the Beast won't travel nore than a
thousand miles fromlstanbul w thout detaching itself fromits host.
Exactly why it does that |I don't know. "

"But you believe you can solve the probl enf"

"I think so. And that's what ny team have been working on."

"Can it be done?"

M chael nodded> "We know it can. Al exander the Great was in partnership
with the Beast. He knew he couldn't take it nmuch farther than the
northern coastline of Egypt. But then sonething nmiracul ous happened.
After that he was successful in taking it all the way to India. And with
it, he conquered the known world."

"But how?"

M chael smled> "That's what we're trying to find out. You see, the
secret died with Al exander but we believe the method of how



192 d

to take The Beast out of its honme territory was witten down in a
docunent known as the Codex Al exander."

"And you've got hold of a copy?"
"Hol d your horses, Christine. No, not exactly."
"What do you nean, 'not exactly'? Either you have it you haven't."

"The Codex Al exander is basically an instruction manual on how to
control the Beast. It was given to Al exander by the Egyptians when he
liberated themfromthe Persians in 331 bc. Unfortunately it becane | ost
shortly after Al exander's death. Then last nonth, in Cairo, ny

ar chaeol ogi cal team di scovered the tonb of a certain Egyptian priest
buried in 200 bc."

"And this Codex was in the tonb?"

"Supposed to be, according to an ancient inventory found in the tonb
listing its contents."

"But they found no docunents?"

"On the contrary, we found plenty of documents. Over six hundred of the
t hi ngs. The probl em has been to find which one is the Codex Al exander
That isn't as easy as it m ght seem Sone of the documents are in poor
shape. Thousands of papyrus fragments have to be fitted together |ike
jigsaw pieces before we can even identify which document is which."

"Christ,"Richard breathed out heavily> "Wich is going to take tine."

"Correct,"said Mchael. He smled> "But we can take a short cut. My
peopl e have tracked down a collector in Yorkshire who owns a | ater
Byzanti ne manuscript which is a history of the Emperor Constantine. And
the good news is that it contains | engthy excerpts fromthe Codex

Al exander . "

"That' Il be enough?"
"I't should be. So, tonorrow norning we'll drive across to Yorkshire,
collect the docunment, and a few hours after that all this will be over."

The words worked a magic spell. Despite what had happened, Ri chard saw
Christine's and Joey's faces break into relieved sniles. They continued
talking to Mchael in an ani mated way. But there was sonething nore

rel axed about it. M chael rang room service for nore brandy and sandw ches.

Christine still asked M chael questions, mainly about his future plans
now. M chael answered, his hands noving with graceful slowness to
enphasi ze points.

192 193 ?Most people don't realize,"he said softly, ?that we have the
techni cal knowhow to turn the deserts green once nmore. Al we lack is
the will power. | amlucky enough, through that freakish accident, to be
able to give people all across the world that willpower to turn deserts
into lush pastures; to end starvation. | plan-?



to become Enperor of Planet Earth, were the words Richard used to
conplete Mchael's sentence nentally. For a split second the idea nade
hi m uneasy. Then it m ght have been the brandy, exhaustion or the way
M chael noved his hands in gestures that were al nost hypnotic that
all owed the notion of this gentle-eyed nan as world tyrant to slip away
fromhim Richard relaxed, feeling the aching tensions flow out of him
while a warm easy feeling flowed in.

Qutside it was dark. Lightning still flickered around the nountai ntops
but he could hear no thunder. And he could al nost believe there was
not hi ng out there that could hurt them He listened with half an ear as
Christine and M chael tal ked. He thought of Mark and wondered if it was
rai ni ng where he was canpi ng. The sound of rain on canvas woul d probably
keep the boy awake. He coul d i magi ne seeing Mark on Saturday and his son
grunbl i ng about never goi ng canpi ng agai n because the tents had fl ooded out.

Ri chard' s eyes opened. He was | ooking straight up at the ceiling. He
rolled his head to the left. Christine's soft outline stood out against
the plain white walls. For a nmonent he thought he was at honme. Then he
| ooked up and saw the dark wood beams running |ike pairs of rail tracks
across the ceiling.

For the life of himhe couldn't remenber going to bed. He guessed he
nmust have dozed off from one brandy too many.

Suddenly he sat up, his mind alert. There were no sounds but he found
hi nsel f convinced that at any nmonent the ceiling would conme crashing
down upon them

What were they doing asl eep? That thing, Mchael's Beast, could creep up
on them as they slept. Sweat pricked his forehead. Richard imgined it
swimmng |ike some great shark up through the valleys: snmoothly cutting
through the mist, its snout hungrily pushing forward, searching for the
five sweet norsels of flesh that |ay sleeping here beneath the beaned
ceilings.

Anxi ously now, he swung out of bed and ran across to the wi ndow The
cl oud had broken. The noon lit the nountains with

193
** 194 sSn M

a silver light. There were the trees, the distant farmhouses, the river
in the valley bottomlooking like a snail's silver trail

Ri chard was | ooking for the tell-tale disturbance of the grass or
listening for the sudden snap of a tree trunk. Any nonent he m ght see
his car detonate in the carpark, the bushes flatten, then down woul d
cone the Beast, |ike the hammer of God, down upon the hotel roof,
bursting their bodies as easily as you can splat an

egg. Sonet hi ng caught his eye just beyond his car. He | ooked hard,

trying to make out what it was in the noonlight. It noved nearer to the
car. Jesus ... It was Mchael. The man was standi ng guard outside. If that

t hi ng approached he could warn them Wthin seconds they would

be in the car and driving out of..



Ri chard cocked his head slightly to one side. If it had been
i nportant to stand guard outside, surely they could have taken it
inturns, to allow Mchael to get sone sleep. And, surely, he did

need to sleep, didn't he? And is he actually standing sentry for us?
Ri chard wonder ed

O is he guarding the car? In case we should decide to run away
and | eave himhere in the nmddle of the night?
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Tuesday Morni ng

Rosemary Snow woke in the back of the van. 7 a.m Already cars were
nmovi ng al ong the side street. She yawned, stretched. The pain cut from
her head to her left knee as smoothly as if she'd been run through a
bacon slicer. Her bruised body still ached fromthe leap into the coa
truck two weeks before. For Godsakes, she thought, you can't put
yoursel f through this. You need time to heal

She curled up under Robbie's coat and cl osed her eyes. |Images streaned
seam essly through her head. The hooked noses and staring eyes of the
totempole in Pontefract. A notorway. M chael at the wheel > "Sorry about
the early start,"he was saying> "W need to be in York by eleven.”

Through Any's eyes she saw cars and trucks, fields, cows, a canal with a
ship plowing steadily along it. She noticed the car was different now

H gher fromthe ground, and bigger. Rosemary heard M chael's voice

sayi ng, ?And don't worry about your car, Richard. It'll be safe in the
hotel garage. But | thought it safer if we switched it for-?

"Ch, go away, "nmuttered Rosemary. Her body ached. She only wanted to

sl eep. She couldn't keep running across the country in a stol en van,

with stolen cash in her pocket. She'd had enough. Wiy didn't she just

wal k away fromthe van, catch a train to London and start a new life there?

The i dea appeal ed. Yes, she could do that. Maybe she coul d sal vage
something fromthis weck of alife.

She shut out the flow of inmages that Amy saw and cl osed her eyes. She
needed sl eep

But a nagging thirst wouldn't allow it. She renenbered the bottle of
m neral water in the passenger seat. She'd have a drink, a couple of
hours' nmore sleep, then find the railway station. She
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Wth no one to tell her what to do.

She had to stand to reach into the front seat for the bottle. As she did
so she looked into the rearview mrror.

Christ, she'd forgotten about that.

The Frankenstein face stared back at her. Bile rose up through her



throat as she | ooked into eyes that were ringed bl ack, and saw the
crispy ridge of scabs that ran down one side of the face.

Who are you kidding, Frankenstein? she asked herself grimy. You' re not
running away fromthis one. Anger gripped her again, fuelling her tired
arnms and | egs, suppressing the ache in her bones. She wanted-no, not
want ed- she NEEDED revenge. She lusted after revenge. Beautiful

beautiful sweet cleansing revenge. The idea of it shone |like that star
that shone brilliantly over Bethlehemtwo thousand years ago.

Her need for revenge was the power that would drive her all the way to
M chael . Then she woul d open up his face.

She slipped into the driving seat and started the notor.
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Cruising for a Bruising

"Damm, "M chael said under his breath.

From t he passenger seat Richard | ooked across at hine "Wat's w ong?"
"Sign for roadworks up ahead."

"Can we nmake a detour?"

"We could, but it'll take longer. If we stick to the notorway we can be
in York for eleven."”

"But if we get stuck in a traffic janP"

"Well, as the saying goes, the brown stuff could really hit the fan."
"Great,"said Joey fromthe backseat> "Wy risk neeting the guy in
person? Can't he just stick this Roman book in an envel ope and send it

first class?"

"He won't do that,"M chael accelerated to overtake a lorry> "He knows
this thing is too valuable to ne."

Joey ran his fingers through his hair> "Wy don't you use your
heebeej eebee powers to make himdrive down to your place in Norfol k and
deliver it in person?"

"As | told you, Joey, when the Beast left ne at that airport hotel |
lost ny ability to ... inspire people.”

"You mean control people,"Christine said pointedly.
M chael shook his head> "I think of it as inspiring people.”

"But these people under your and this Beast thing's influence don't have
the choice to disagree with you, do they?"

"The Beast gives ne the ability to make peopl e enthusiastic about what |
believe in. If | try to inspire themto act conpletely against their
natures, they can refuse. They still have free will."

Joey pushed his bottomlip out> "So you're not sure that this bloke wth



t he Roman book will even turn up?"
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extrenmely keen to sell."

Joey asked bluntly, ?How rmuch?"

M chael snmiled> "Two mllion."

"Phew, "Joey whistled> "You' ve got sone noney to throw at this thing."
"I't mght sound arrogant but | just see nmoney as fuel to drive ny plans
from conception to execution. So, if it takes bucketfuls of the stuff to

get fromAto B, so be it."

"I"'d like to see your bank statements."Joey spoke as if he was joking
but Richard knew he neant it.

"What price would you put on a child' s life, Joey?"

Joey shrugged> "1 don't know. "

"The truth of the matter is,"Mchael said, ?that politicians and
hospital administrators do just that. Sonetimes for the want of a few

t housand pounds a child's life is lost."

Amy woke up in the backseat. Yawning, she scratched her chin and said,
"M chael , Rosemary Snow s follow ng us."

"Rosemary Snow?"M chael shot Richard a grin> "By heaven, that

i magi nati on works overtine."He smiled back at Amy> "Any, is she sitting
on the roof with the Boys?"

"No, stupid."”

"Any, " Christine said> "Don't call people stupid.”

Then, as if stating the obvious Any said, ?Rosemary's driving a big, big
van. She's follow ng us."

Ri chard noticed that beneath the smile sonething troubled Mchael> "Is
she far away?"He spoke in a way that adults use to humor imaginative
chil dren.

"Not too far away. It's a big van and... and it's got some airplanes in
t he back."

"Some airplanes?"Mchael's smle was al nost one of relief> "Bet there's
a swi mming pool in there, too."

"No. It'sreal. | sawit when | was asleep; only it-?

"Christ, "whispered Joey, appalled> "W're in for it now Just take a
| ook at that."

Ri chard | ooked forward through the wi ndscreen and his heart slipped a beat.

Rosemary Snow fl oored the accel erator. The VWengine clattered.
Bl ackpool was a good thirty niles behind her now



She' d seen enough through Amy's eyes to know that M chael's
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swung around a roundabout, al nost putting the van on two wheel s. Behind
her Robbie's nodel airplanes slid across the van's netal floor.

Ri chard' s hand tightened around the seatbelt and he cl enched his jaw
Because ahead the notorway was a solid mass of unnoving traffic.

"Christ,"breathed Joey> "The nmother of all traffic janms and we have to
be slap in the mddle of it."

"Mum what's w ong?"
"Not hi ng, honey, just a bit of a traffic jam that's all."
"Why's Uncle Joey so worried, then?"

"He doesn't want to be late,"supplied Richard lamely. But the last thing
he wanted was to put Amy through the same trauma she had been through
yest er day.

They joined the queue of traffic. Mchael eased the Range Rover behind a
car in the slow lane and pulled on the handbrake. Here, the notorway was
rai sed up above the surrounding fields with grassy banks running sharply
down. The next exit fromthe notorway was still several niles away.

"There's a sign up ahead, "Richard said, ?Damm. Three | anes are being
condensed into one. It mght take sonme time to get through.”

Joey | eaned forward until he'd squeezed hinself between the two front
seats> "M chael . Can you tell how far away that thing is?"

"I't won't be that far. W put a lot of nmles between us and the Beast
yesterday but we've been stationary at the hotel for nore than twelve
hours."

"Hell fire,"Richard breathed> "Wll, we're not goi ng anywhere fast here;
the traffic's choked to a standstill."

"If | see anything, |I"'mgetting out and hoofing it,"Joey announced.
M chael gl anced back> "If you want to | ook |like a doormat, be ny guest."

Ri chard | ooked out at the hundreds of cars and trucks choking the M2.
Not hi ng noved. The car in front, an ancient creamcolored Mrris M nor
puffed balls of oily snmoke fromits exhaust. Inside sat an old guy in a
corduroy cap, placidly smoking a pipe. Richard felt a burst of
irritation that was as savage as it was
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wi th God knows what bearing down on them and all the rest of the
smling, smug, don't-give-two-hoots popul ation of the whol e damm pl anet
were doing their own sweet thing. They just didn't know what he was
goi ng through. Hi s daughter sat in the back. Just four years old. And he
didn't even know if she'd still be alive by suppertine.

Ri chard began to sweat. He felt it dribble down his chest beneath his
shirt. He wound down the wi ndow. The air snelled of exhaust funmes. No
cars moved. They were just sat there waiting for-



Christine said, in a low voice, ?Mchael, we can't just sit here."

"Any suggestions?"He spoke calmy, too, but Richard noticed himbegin to
tap the steering wheel with his finger

"Can you sense it, M chael ?"

M chael nodded> "But | don't know how far away it is. It still mght
t ake another half an hour to get here."

Quickly Richard switched on the car's radio. He tuned it to the dead
zones between stations and upped the vol une.

Static sizzled through the speakers. Beneath the steady hiss cane a
regul ar burst of static that pulsed in a rhythnic squel ching beat.
Richard let out a breath> "Well... there she is."

They listened to the heartbeat of static coming through the car's speakers.
"Turn it down, "Christine whispered> "Please turn it down."

"I have turned it down. It's getting |ouder by the second."He turned to
M chael > "You heard it, M chael. Now what ?"

"It... it's so unpredictable. | just don't understand it anynore."

Joey clutched M chael's shoul der> "Understand this. That thing' Il be

here any second. Don't dress it up in silly names- the Beast does this,

t he Beast does that-you know as well as | do it's going to roll over

about two hundred cars, flatten every poor sod into the road, then us, too."
Ri chard had noticed that M chael had been | ooking forward in a detached

way at the old man snmoking his pipe in the creamcolored Morris M nor

M chael rubbed his face with both hands and took a deep breath.
"Everyone hold on tight. Christine. Put your arns around Any ... dear
Cod, here goes."

Shifting the Range Rover into four-wheel drive, Richard slowy
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Morris Mnor. There was a crunch. Richard had a clear view of the pipe
poppi ng out of the old man's nouth. The old man | ooked around angrily,
his lips screwing into a shout around the yell ow dentures.

The big Range Rover easily pushed the Mrris forward until it crunched
into a mlk tanker in front. Mchael flicked the car into reverse.

Ri chard saw the old man clinbing out of the car shouting in fury and
wavi ng hi s knobbly hands.

"Sorry about that, sir,"said Mchael under his breath, ?but | really
didn't have enough space to pull out."

Ri chard heard the static heartbeat of the Beast getting nearer and
nearer. He | ooked back, expecting to see the cars behind them begi nni ng
to i npl ode under its crushing weight.

Not yet. But, God knew, it nust be here any nonent.



The static heartbeat cracked at the speakers |ike a hamer.
THUD- THUD ... THUD- THUD
Ri chard gasped. Joey cried out. They were falling.

"Dam, "hi ssed Rosemary Snow. She'd reached the tail end of the sane
traffic jamon the notorway. Al she could do was sit it out. Unless she
could glue sweaty Robbie's bal sa wood wings onto the van's side and
glide above the traffic |ike sonething out of a Spiel berg novie.

She | ooked at the fuel gauge. It was running pretty |low. She'd have to
try and get sone petrol into the thing at the next service station

The traffic didn't seemto be noving anywhere fast. She switched on the
van's radio. Christ, hear that crappy reception. Al nost drowning out the
song were great fat bursts of static. For all the world they sounded
like a giant's heartbeat.

At first Richard thought M chael would drive along the hard shoul der and
exit the notorway at the first opportunity.

Instead he felt his stomach strain for his nouth as M chael drove off
t he notorway al t oget her

Hell... the slope down fromthe notorway was so steep he hung forward
agai nst the seatbelt. In fact, if it hadn't been for the belt he'd have
fallen slap into the w ndscreen

"Christ, what're you doing?"Joey panted> "You'll turn the friggin' car
over."
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control. And with the car alnpst standing on its nose there was a rea
danger if he did brake they would end up rolling forward nose first to
cartwheel down to the bottom

"Just pray there's not a deep ditch at the end of this slope,"M chael
grunted, hanging onto the steering wheel as it tried to wench itself
fromhis fingers

Wth an al mghty crash the car hit the level. Still Mchael didn't brake.

Ri chard held his breath. Because now M chael raced the motor, powering
the big car straight at a hedge. It bust through it in a spray of |eaves.

"They say, "shouted M chael > "These are off-road vehicles."He gave a grim
smle> "Let's put the sod to the test."

He put his foot down, driving hard through a field of waist-high corn
Ri chard hung onto the grab handles. For all the world it |ooked as if
they were speeding across a strawcol ored sea, sending out a rippling
wake behind them the corn stal ks swi shing noisily across the paintwork.

Behind Richard the three on the backseat were bounced around |ike peas
inatin. Incredibly, Amy had a huge grin on her face. Christine |ooked
stoic. Joey looked as if he was going to upchuck

M chael didn't hesitate. Driving the car hard, he crossed cornfield
after cornfield which, fortunately, had been raked pretty flat. Wen he



reached a fence he sinply crashed through it. In the distance a nan on a
tractor stopped it and stood up to watch them pass.

M chael shot Richard a grimsmile> "Next stop York."
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Bl ood on Road

M chael cut through the |ast fence and bounced the Range Rover onto a
country road. He drove purposefully, but kept the speed down so as not
to draw attention to the vehicle.

When Joey managed to speak, he grunted, ?Ni ce driving, but you' ve
guaranteed to get the police onto us."

"What for?"asked M chael

"For shunting that old guy on the notorway and doing a rally cross over
Farmer Whatsit's field, that's what for."

"You really think the police are going to be that interested?"M chael
carefully overtook a bus> "Believe nme, Joey, the old Plod are overworked
as it is. Wiat'll happen is that that old guy will file a conplaint:
maybe he took our number, maybe he didn't. In a few hours one

overwor ked, footsore bobby will be given the conplaint to work on. Qur
nunber will be fed into the constabulary conputer. Qut will cone an
address. \What then? WII| our bobby dash out to his car, slap on the blue
lights and go scream ng off |ooking for us? WIl he hellfire. He'l

anble up to the canteen for his egg and chips and nug of tea. Then he'l
waddl e back to his desk and stick our piece of paper with another fifty
pi eces of paper like it. Then gradually plod through them"

"You have to adnmit,"Richard said, ?playing dodgens on notorways i s one
way to get noticed."

M chael sm | ed> "School teachers and your parents have done a good j ob.
You' ve been brai nwashed into being nice | aw abiding citizens."

"There's nothing wong with that."

"There's nothing wong with being a sheep but I wouldn't chose to be
one. "M chael shook his head> "Forget it. An old guy got his bunper
dented, M. Farner's got a few bent stal ks of corn

204 i

and maybe five quid' s worth of damage to his fences. Hardly crine of the
century, is it?"

"CK, "Christine sounded businesslike> "Wat now?"

"Nurber one objective is reach York and get our hands on the document
that should solve all our problenms. Also, we need to keep noving

qui ckly. Beastie Boy ain't too far behind."

"What will have happened to those people on the notorway?"

"They're OK. It didn't have time to begin condensing itself enough to do
any damage before we started noving. Any?"



"Yes, M chael ?"

"Monkey ni cked your tongue?"

She chuckl ed> "No. "

"You haven't had much to say for yourself, sweetheart."

"You drove over so many bunps it bunped my breath out of ny body."

"Sorry about that, Any. W had to get away fromthat stinky traffic jam
Wul d you |ike some Rol os?"

"Ch, yes, please."

Ri chard gl anced back at Christine, expecting to see in her expression
her irritation at M chael taking control of their daughter again. But
Christine | ooked out of the wi ndow, her face expressionless. He guessed
this cascade of events, the destruction, the total rupture of their
everyday life had left her nunmb. He was feeling that way, too. Even when
he recal | ed what had happened to the two policenmen at the diner he
didn't feel the horror anynore. It had happened-that was all. Perhaps
nature had a way of anesthetizing the m nd when the body was pl unged
into a dangerous situation. He remenbered what his great-grandfather had
told himwhen he was a boy. Hi s great-grandfather had been a corporal in
the Arny in the First Wirld War. He'd stood in a trench that was

wai st-deep in rainwater for three days while the enemy had bonbarded him
and his conrades with artillery shells, night and day. The men were
cold, hungry, disorientated by the constant noise of exploding shells.
After a couple of days nmen would sinply fall asleep and sink down into
the water where they drowned. At first Richard s great-grandfather had
tried to haul his pals out of the water. But, after a while, a kind of
cold trance set in. At the end of three days he'd stood there and

wat ched with a strange detachment as his best friend sagged down into
the water just an arnmis length away. He remenbered wat ching the bubbles
popping to the surface. Then his friend' s cigarettes fl oated out of
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great-grandfather had just felt a distant kind of disappointnent that
the cigarettes had got wet. The realization that he'd watched his best
friend drown in the ditch inches fromhimonly hit hima nonth [ater
when he was on | eave.

Ri chard guessed that sane detachnent fromreality was happeni ng now.
Probably part of the instinct for self-preservation. No matter what
happened around you, no matter how bad, you kept going; you did what you
had to so that YQU survived

And Richard, in a blinding flash of insight, knew it was going to get
wor se-far worse-before it got better.

The first part of the journey, after rejoining the road, was uneventf ul
M chael |ooked as if he'd begun to relax as he skirted Manchester and
powered the car uphill to the high roads that would carry them across

t he nount ai nous Penni nes from Lancashire to Yorkshire. Sheep nibbl ed
grass at the side of the road.

"What do all the sheep have bl eed on then®?"Any asked.



"Bl eed? Onh, you mean bl ood?"M chael asked.

"They' ve blood on their wool."

"No. It's just a red marker dye. So the farmer knows which sheep are his."

n W]y?"

"Because they let them wander about where they want. They're not fenced
inlike cows."

Ri chard | eaned back agai nst the headrest listening to Amy talk to

M chael. After the night's thunderstormthe air felt fresher up here;
the sky was clearing and sl abs of sunlight slanted spectacularly down
into the valleys bel ow.

A tractor lunmbered uphill. A steady stream of oncoming traffic neant
they couldn't overtake. Richard noticed M chael begin the inpatient tap
of his finger on the steering wheel

"I's it close?"Ri chard asked.

"Closer than I'mconfortable with."Mchael tried to pull around the
tractor but a bus was coming in the opposite direction

"We're doing twenty,"said Richard, ?is that fast enough?"

"No. And we've not put enough space between us and the Beast since the
not orway. Cone on, farmer boy, out of the way."

Joey twi sted around to | ook anxiously behind them

Christine said, ?Can't you pass himon the inside? The grass verge | ooks
wi de enough. "
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An oncoming truck held back the streamof traffic behind it to give
M chael the space he needed. He accel erated past the tractor and the
Range Rover sped up the hillside road like a bullet.

Joey sighed with relief> "Thank God for that."

"Well, while you're thanking God, can you ask Hmto shift that |ot out
of our way?"

Ahead the road was bl ocked by, Richard guessed, forty to fifty sheep

"Damm. "M chael sounded the horn. The flock walked a little faster, but
t he Range Rover was barely craw ing.

"Look at all those sheep,"cried Any with delight> "Sheepi es! Sheepies!?

"Christine,"said Mchael tersely, ?make Any sit down. And you best cover
her eyes."

Ri chard | ooked at M chael. H's tone expressed far nore than the words.
Ri chard switched on the radio.

thud-thud ... THUD-THUD ... THUD- THUD... THUDTHUD . .



"Jesus, it's right on top of us!?

M chael drove at the sheep: their heads sounded as hard as concrete
bunpi ng agai nst the netal work.

The sheep bl eat ed.

One sheep junped to | and sprawling across the bonnet, its horns scraping
the paintwork. Richard had a glinpse of its terrified rolling eyes. The
pi nk tongue sl apped out to | eave a streak of sheep spit on the w ndscreen
Ay screaned

"Sorry,"M chael hissed> "It's themor us."

M chael forced a path through the sheep at naybe fifteen niles an hour

Ri chard saw the sheep weren't being badly hurt, nerely buffeted away
fromthe car. The main problemwas that the car and sheep were both
hemred in by the narrowness of the road which was bordered to their |eft
by a wall and to the right by a crash barrier that separated the road

froma fifty-foot drop

"It's OK "Christine reassured Any> "M chael's not hurting the sheep. But
we' ve got to get through.”

Ri chard saw anot her sheep leap; this time over the crash barrier. It
bounced away down the steep slope like a big ball of wool, |egs and head
swinging wildly as it cartwheel ed.

"Nearly through, nearly through ..."M chael whispered.
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Christine whispered, ?Ch, ny God. It's here."

Ri chard | ooked back through the rear wi ndow. A road sign crunpled flat
to the ground. The wall disappeared into a blur of stone shrapnel, as if
heavy machine gun fire traversed along it, rushing with blinding speed
toward the car.

"We're through. Hold on."

M chael powered the car on

Richard still |ooked back. The sheep were running after them They'd
sensed the thing' s approach

He watched as first one sheep expl oded, then a second, then a third,
then five, six ... dozens.

It was |ike watching balloons filled with red paint expl ode.

They were crushed with such uni magi nable force that bl ood sprayed into
the air twenty feet above the ground to create a crinson cloud.

"Lucky there were no other cars nearby, "said M chael as he accel erated
safely away.

"Yeah, "said Richard feeling that creep of icy detachnment> "Lucky."Behind



himthe [ ast sheep had erupted into a spray of blood and internal organs.
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Yor k

Wth forty mles of Tarmac between them and a carpet of sheep neat back
in the Pennines, Mchael pulled into the car park behind the Barbican

Theat er, York.

"It's almost el even."M chael pulled on the handbrake> "CQur man shoul d be
here any minute now. Anyone want to stretch their |egs?"

"I's this wise?"Christine asked.

"Yeah, "said Joey> "Maybe we should keep driving around until it's
el even, pay this book collector Johnnie his noney, then scarper."

M chael opened the car door> "Don't worry. \W've put some space between
us and Beastie. W're OK for a good half an hour or so."

"Yeah, sure ... it makes you think of the Titanic, doesn't it?"Joey
pushed back his heavy fringe> "Richard, | said it made you think of the
Ti tani c. Unsinkabl e and-?

"Yeah, yeah, Joey, | heard you,"Richard said wearily and clinbed out
into the sunlight.

York's a tourist magnet. The car park was filling quickly and the roads
were thick with cars and open-topped buses trundling around the

pl aces-of -i nterest routes.

Stretching, Richard | ooked around the car park for the nman with the book
that would get themout of this shit. There was no sign of anyone yet.
Just keep praying the guy turns up, Dicky Boy.

He wal ked around the car, feeling the life come back into his |legs after
sitting for so |ong.

"Don't wander too far, Richard,"M chael said> "Once we've nade the
transaction we're out of here."

"Ri ght."
Ri chard saw M chael |ean against the side of the car and pul
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a white envel ope fromhis pocket. He guessed it contained the
two-m | Iion-pound check

"Ri chard, "M chael nodded> "Here he cones."

Ri chard watched the nmotorbi ke pull into the car park, approach and stop
hal f a dozen feet from M chael who smled and nodded.

The rider, in black leathers, pulled off his helmet, revealing a nan of
around twenty-five with dyed blond hair. He stood astride the idling
machi ne and asked, ?Are you M. M chael ?"



"Just M chael. Where's Heat h?"

"He's waiting across by the Mnster."

"Have you got the book?"

"Not with me."

Mchael's snmile didn't falter> "I thought we had an agreenent.”
"It's been changed."

"By Heat h?"

"By ne. |I'mhis business partner."

"It's Heath's book. W agreed a price."

"He hadn't discussed it with me."The blond man stroked flat his hair
where it had been ruffled by the hel met> "The book was underval ued;

we're going to ask you for another mllion."

"Three million pounds for a book?"M chael raised his eyebrows> "Rat her
pricey, isn't it?"

"Fromwhat | can gather,"said the blond man, ?the book is worth
consi derably nore than that to you."

"Can | speak to Heat h?"
"No. "

M chael put his finger to his Iips as he thought about it> "You know you
have a gun to ny head?"

The man shrugged.

"Are you sure you speak for Heath?"

"Yes."

"You do have the book?"

"I'f you have the noney."

"It's a deal, then. Three nmillion. You'll still accept a check?"

The bl ond man's expression was hostile> "I wouldn't personally, but
Heath trusts you."

"We' ve done busi ness before."
The bl ond nmotorcyclist buckled on his hel net.
"Where are you goi ng?"M chael frowned> "Hey, | said where..."
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engi ne inpatiently.

"Damm, "hi ssed M chael > "Back in the car, Richard."



As they clinbed in Christine asked, ?Wat's w ong?"

"M chael's just been shafted, "Joey grunted> "I heard what he said. Three
mllion quid for a bl oody book."

"Not just any bl oody book,"said Mchael in a | ow voice> "Hang on tight.
We'll have to follow him™"

"Are we still OK for tinme?"

"Hopefully. As long as the traffic doesn't get too heavy. Richard, keep
an eye on the bike in case | lose sight of it."

Christine said, ?But where are we goi ng?"
'To neet Heath, | hope. He's the guy with the book."

"And you're going to pay an extra nmillion just |ike that?"asked Richard
in disbelief.

"Want to know a little secret, Richard? 1'd have paid twenty nillion for
it and not batted an eyelid."

"For a book?"

"Not just any old book. As | said earlier. Wat price do you put on a
child' s life? So what price do you put on the future of the human race?"

M chael had to drive hard to keep up with the notorbike as it drove

al ong York's streets between rows of nedieval tinber-framed shops.
Ahead, Richard could see York Mnster, the twelfth-century church that
dwar f ed many a nodern cat hedral

In a deserted side street, just behind the Mnster, lying in its nassive
shadow, sat a vintage Jaguar. The notorbi ke st opped.

"There's Heath, "M chael murmured> "Just hope he renenbered to bring the
book. "

Ri chard clinbed out of the car with Mchael. Absurdly, he began to fee
like Mchael's sidekick. Not that anything should go wong. M chael

wal ked forward and shook hands with a small w sp of a nan of about
forty-five in a charcoal suit and silver rimed gl asses.

"How are you keepi ng?"asked M chael warmy.

"Not bad, thank you, Mchael. Al though all this heat is rather fatiguing."
M chael, still smiling, dropped his voice> "Wy all this cloak and
dagger stuff with young nmen on notorbi kes? | thought we had a perfectly
si mpl e busi ness arrangenent."

Heat h shrugged> "No fool like an old fool, is there?"He sniled

211 in the direction of the notorcyclist> "For the first time innmy life
I went and fell in love. All Tommy's trying to do is look after ne."

"Tomrmy's doing a good job."Mchael pulled out his checkbook and began to
wite a fresh check, resting on the roof of the Jaguar> "Three mllion



And you have the book?"
"Justinian's The Divine Epitone. Yes. You'll-?
"The Divine Epitone! You told nmy teamyou had the Constantine bi ography."

"You are interested specifically in the part that contains a copy of the
Codex Al exander!?

"Yes."M chael's smile had vanished. He glared at the little wisp of a
man in a way that Richard woul d have descri bed as dangerous.

"Don't worry, Mchael. The Divine Epitone contains a verbatimcopy of
the Codex. You'll find an elegant rendition of-?

"Ri chard, "said M chael quickly> "Find out what's wong with Joey. I'lI
finish off here."

Ri chard gl anced across at Joey. Christine was wal king with her arm
around him Anmy was | eadi ng him by the hand.

"What's wrong?"asked Ri chard, running up.

"Joey's feeling faint. It nust be with sitting in that hot car. There,
Joey, sit down. Put your head between your |egs."

"Don't worry, Uncle Joey."Any said> "You'll be all right."

Joey sat down on a bench by the side entrance of the Mnster. It was
cool with plenty of shade.

M chael and Heath came up> "Is your friend all right?"Heath inquired,
peering at Joey who was | eani ng back against the Mnster wall, his belly
saggi ng out through his shirt.

"He'll be fine,"Richard said> "It's the heat."

Still wearing the notorcyclist's helnet, Tommy wal ked toward t hem

per haps wondering if there was sonme kind of double cross being set in

not i on.

"Don't worry, Tommy."Heath smled> "This gentlenman's just taken poorly,
that's all."

"You' ve got the check?"

"I'"ve got the check, Tommy.

"And |'ve got the book,"M chael said, holding up the brown paper parcel.
"How re you feeling, Joey?"

"Not too bad, now It's the heat."
"I't's happened before,"Christine said, rubbing the back of his

211 212 neck> "Ever since he was a young boy, if he got too hot he'd
just flake out."

Ay ski pped forward to hold M chael by the hand and asked if the parcel
in his other hand was a birthday present. Snmiling, Mchael pretended it



was an early birthday present to hinself.

Casual ly, M chael held out the car keys> "Christine. If you back the car
down here we'll get Joey into the backseat."

"Can't we wait a fewnore mnutes? | think-?

"Christine."Mchael tried to conmunicate nore with his eyes than with
what he said> "l really do think we need to be nmoving on quite quickly."

"Ch. "She understood and hurried to the car

"W need to be getting home, too, Heath,"said Tommy> "1'Il follow on the
bi ke. "

Heat h smil ed apol ogetically> "That's youth for you. Always in a hurry.
Cheeri o, everybody. Look after yourself, M chael."

"I wll."Mchael sml ed.

Ri chard remenbered precisely where everyone was at 11:22 that Tuesday
nmor ni ng. Joey on the bench. Any holding Mchael's hand. Richard standi ng
on the pavenent beside them Christine had reached the Range Rover and
was opening the door. Tomy stood ten paces away beside his bike,
waiting for Heath to reach the vintage Jag fifty paces away down the

si de street.

Ri chard renmenbered where people were at that noment so precisely because
t hat was when, wi thout warning, the Beast struck
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Car nage

ENTRANCE TO M NSTER
M Bl KE RANGE ROVER
HEATH S CAR

Ri chard coul d have drawn a diagramof it. Every detail, every damed
detail burned itself deep into his brain tissue.

There was the quiet side street. It finished in a dead end. On one side,
rising like a cliff face, was York Mnster, the nedieval church that had
towered over the city like the eighth Wnder O the Wrld for, as near
as dammit, a thousand years.

In the street were cars, a van, but no people other than hinself, Any,
Joey (still faint and sagging |like a bag of potatoes) and M chael

hol di ng t he dammed book parcel. There was Tommy, dressed in |eathers,
wearing the helnmet, and sitting astride his bike. Christine now sat in
the driver's seat of the Range Rover, getting ready to pull it forward
so they could tip Joey Barrass into the back. Heath, the wi sp of a man,
now three mllion richer, stood by his vintage Jag, smling back at them

Richard could see it all. He could see every bl oody thing.

The way the sun shone on the cars. The picturesque redbrick houses
lining the other side of the street. He heard distant traffic, he heard



the birds singing in nearby trees; he felt the heat of the sun

Then he felt the blast of wind. It came down froma clear blue sky like
a hurricane, alnobst knocking themflat with its fury.

Ri chard saw Heath | ook up at the sky as if he sensed the com ng

214 of the Lord God Jehovah in all Hi s righteous fury.

BANG

The Jag no | onger existed. Heath no | onger existed. He vanished like the
sheep had, back on that hillside road. Richard saw himsinply burst |ike
a balloon filled with crinmson paint. There was a lick of blood on the
paverment and nothing nore. The car shrieked into a layer of netal scrap
no thicker than a living room carpet.

M chael started shouting.

Then, after the downward bl ast of air, there was a sensation of air
rushi ng upward. The Beast actually created a vacuumas it reared up for
anot her blow. Richard felt the air being sucked fromhis lungs, pain
stabbed his ears. Any was screani ng, her hands over her ears.

Then stillness. Conmplete, total, absolute stillness.

Si |l ence

From the ruptured van, newspapers torn upward by the force of the
suction floated slowy down |ike giant snowflakes froma nythical snow
ki ngdom

"Run! ?M chael shouted> "It's going to hit again!?

"Christinel?

Ri chard began to run toward the Range Rover which |ay between himand
what was |eft of Heath> "Drive!l Drive!?

He heard the starter nmotor turn. The engine wasn't firing.

"She's flooded it,"Mchael yelled> "Richard. It's too latel?

Ri chard | ooked at his wife. For a second their eyes net and a stream of
nmeani ng passed between them He could do nothing to save her. She knew
it, too. In her eyes he saw her love for him her love for their children

And her final good-bye.

It cane again. Metal shrieked as a road sign quivered flat. Houses burst
into a spray of rubble. A dog barked hysterically, then..

then it gave a screeching yel p-and stopped.
"Ri chard! Cone on! Cone on!?
There was not hing but noise and fury. Dust fromthe houses obliterated

the sight of Christine sitting frozen with shock in the car; dust
bl asted into Richard' s eyes, blinding him



Any second now
Any second now it would all be over.

215 Al the hurting and the running and the misery and the guilt and the
pai n.

Ri chard dropped to his knees. His wife. Christine. Wy did-

"Richard! In here,"Mchael was shouting. He'd picked Amry up in his arns:
she clung fiercely to his neck. Richard could just see through his
stinging dust-filled eyes. Joey and Tommy | unbered through the side
entrance into the Mnster. M chael followed, carrying Any.

What now?

What on Earth do you fucking do? thought Richard desperately. Foll ow
M chael ? Ay woul d need her father now O try and find Christine,
buri ed somewhere in that boiling cloud of dust?

No. She's dead, Richard told hinmself. Help Any.

So, scrambling on his hands and knees through that choking, blinding
dust, Richard clawed his way in through the door into the M nster
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Terror

Inside the church the silence was as sudden as it was eerie. Richard,
panting, covered in red dust fromthe pulverized brick, could only stand
there, trying to stop panic from sending himcrashing over the edge into
madness.

Qutside a street lay in ruins.

I nside, here, stillness. The sun shone through the stained-glass w ndows
that were as big as house fronts. They depicted saints and angels. The
wal s of the Mnster soared upward; above himtinber beans held the roof
hi gh above his head. The space within the building was so vast you could
have actually flown a microlite plane through the thing.

He blinked, |ooked round. There were tourists everywhere. They were

| ooki ng at each other and up at the stained-glass wi ndows. They'd heard
somet hi ng happen, but what? Two nmen in black cassocks and dog collars
ran by himtoward the side entrance to see what was happeni ng.

A sound |i ke thunder rumbled across the buil ding.

"Come on, Richard."Mchael called as he hurried along the aisle,
carrying Any> "W can't wait here any |onger."

As if com ng out of a dream Ri chard saw Joey hal f - wal ki ng,

hal f-stunbling after Mchael, his face gray; he clutched his chest as if
his heart edged on bursting. Tormmy was there, too. Helmet off, he | ooked
around in bew |l dernment, his blond hair pink fromthe Iight coning

t hrough the Rose wi ndow.

"Heat h. What happened to Heat h?"he murmured, shocked.



"Stay here, and you're dead, "snapped M chael. He wasn't waiting for them
now but turned and ran for the main exit at the front of the buil ding.

" Dad! ?
217 Any's head bobbed up and down as M chael ran with her in his arns.

Dazed, Richard followed. Tomry grabbed hold of Richard s arm and
babbl ed, ?What's happeni ng? What happened to Heat h? Heath needs a
doctor. He needs an anbul ance. "

"Does he shit,"hissed Richard at |ast> "The poor bastard doesn't even
need a coffin; neither does my wife."

Frightened tourists pushed for the exit now There were shouts. Nanmes of
wi ves and fathers were called as people were separated fromtheir
famlies in the narrow ai sl es.

The Beast struck.
Ri chard | ooked back over his shoul der

Wth an al mi ghty crash the wall they'd just cone through bul ged inward.
As if that vast expanse of creamcol ored stone had just become as soft
as a curtain. It bulged ... bulged ... splitting cracks appeared. The
noi se began. A constant thundering like a mghty waterfall as bl ocks of
stone heavier than a man could actually lift poured down, smashing
wooden pews, statues, |ecterns, tables.

Ri chard noved backward, unable to take his eyes fromthe terrible sight.
Rubbl e cascaded onto the stone heads of statues, shattering them then
crashed down onto the human heads bel ow, bursting themlike raw eggs.

Screans pierced the thunderous runble; people ran. In panic some ran
into the destruction; falling tinbers broke grown men |ike toys.

Cr ash.

St ai ned- gl ass wi ndows punched inward, in clouds of streaning col ored
fragnments. Richard | ooked up. They seenmed to hang forever there, a
hundred feet above his head, tw nkling shards of glass in brilliant
reds, blues, greens, yellows; then he realized they were falling. He
threw hinmsel f, under the shelter of a lectern as ten thousand slivers of
gl ass pelted down.

A wave of screans filled the building as the shards of glass buried
t hensel ves deep into necks and heads and faces.

Move, MOVE, MOVE!

The Beast's comi ng your way.

Any second, You'll be flat as shit beneath a road roller. Accept it,
Christine's dead. Any needs you now. You've got to live for the sake of
your daughter.

"Any! ?he called. He couldn't see her now, or M chael, or

218 Joey. Jesus, don't let Mchael leave Any in this hell. She's four
years old, for Christsakes; she wouldn't stand a chance in this mad



st anpede of people.

He ran along the aisle, |ooking for Amry. He barely noticed that Tomy
still ran with him scream ng, ?Wo planted the bonb? Who pl anted the bonmb?"

Crimson and rose-pink bl ades of stained glass studded the back of his
| eat her jacket; a lick of fresh bl ood reddened his blond hair.

"Any! Any!?Ri chard shouted into the roari ng mayhem

Behi nd hima stone col utmm buckl ed and expl oded. Dust filled the church
blotting out the sun that streamed through the remining stained-glass
wi ndows.

Ri chard cl awed his way on. The dust turned day into night until he could
hardly see a foot in front of him Sonetinmes he tripped over people
lying on the floor. Sometinmes hands clutched at him injured people
begged for hel p.

The dust mist thinned. He could see that the tiny exits at either side
of the Mnster's huge | ocked main doors were clogged with people. For a
second he thought he saw Joey being pushed forward by the surge of
peopl e. Where was M chael? Did he still have Amy?

Christ, let her be safe, let her be safe, the desperate prayer whirled
t hrough his head over and over. Christ, let her be safe, please let her
get out of here.

Behind him tons of stone blocks fell onto the church organ; it bell owed
out a great fugue of notes as the air was crushed fromthe nmetal pipes.
For all the world it sounded like a great beast, gored to its very guts,
roaring its fury and its pain as the House of God cane tunbling down.

Down, down in a splash of stone, glass, and bl ood.

Bl ood spattered the walls. And it hung in the air in a fine spray as
dozens of nmen and wonen burst beneath the rocks, or beneath the
invisible fist of the Beast itself.

He realized it couldn't have reached himyet, otherw se he would have
been crushed, too. The carnage around hi m had been caused by the | etha
shrapnel of glass and shattered masonry.

He scranbl ed over upturned pews. A Japanese wonan |unged out of the dust
cloud, vomt covering the front of her dress. She begged in Japanese.
Shaki ng his head, dazed, ears bleeding fromthe sudden conpression of
air, he pushed on toward the exits.

Now Ri chard's insane world was by turns plunged into dark-

219 ness and filled with dazzling sunlight as the dust screened the
wi ndows before blasts of air cleared them again.

Dar kness. Light. The endl ess runbl e thundered on. The church organ stil
bel | owed a cacophony of di scordant notes.

Dar kness. He noved forward by touch alone. Then canme a flashing light.
He saw a severed hand. Still clutching a canera, the twitching fingers
clicked the shutter button, sending out a strobing flash.



Light. Thirty feet away he saw a statue of St. George slaying the dragon
crushed to a dust as fine as tal cum powder.

Richard cleared the |last of the pews and raced across the expanse of
stone slabs to those oh-so-tiny exits blocked by people struggling to
get out of the collapsing church. A fat priest swng his fists, trying
to punch his way out through a party of school children

"Ri chard! ?screaned Tommy as he was envel oped in dust. Richard was just
able to make out the leather jacket and blond hair as the man fell.
Ri chard turned to help.

Dar kness again. Richard thrust his hands out blindly. H's hand cl osed
over the blond hair. He pulled.

Agai n cane the sensation of the air being sucked fromhis lungs as the
Beast lifted itself upward ready for another strike.

The updraft of air sucked away the dust cloud. He coul d see again.
"Tommy, get to the-?

He stopped tal king. Tonmy's head hung by its hair fromhis hand. The
body had vani shed.

Fromthe torn throat hung long strands, like a fistful of spaghetti the
color of blood. For a split second Richard stared in ghastly fascination
at the man's face. The tongue noved backward and forward between the
bl ood-red lips. As if the severed head was actually trying to speak

Ri chard dropped it and ran.
Sunlight blasted into the church in front of him Sonmeone had rmanaged to

open the huge twin doors. People flowed out through themlike water
pouring through a break in a damwall.

Not know ng whether Amy was still inside the church, whether she was
alive or dead, Richard was carried outside into the sunlight.
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W eckage

He couldn't stop

That thing was right behind him He had to keep running on through the city.
He gl anced back as he ran across the paved area in front of the Mnster

Now t he nmassive doorway set in the face of the church between two towers

| ooked li ke an al m ghty nout h.

An al mighty nmouth that vomited people and dust and nasonry, as the Beast
nmoved through the interior of the building Iike a piston through its
cylinder, forcing everything before it.

O crushing everything beneath it.

"Ri chard!?

He | ooked round, dazed.



"Ri chard!?

He | ooked again. M chael stood at the side of the road, covered in dust.
He gripped the book parcel so tightly he | ooked |ike a drowni ng man
clinging to a stick.

"Ri chard, "M chael called> "Have you seen Any?"

"Any? You had her! You were carrying her!?

"W got separated in the crush."

Ri chard | ooked back. The huge church seenmed to be folding in on itself
as if it was nmade out of cardboard. A two-hundred-foot tower sank down

with a surreal majesty. Dust clouds burst high into the sky.

Ri chard knew he had no alternative. He had to go back. He had to find
Army. O die trying.

"Richard ... Richard ..."Joey lunbered out of a knot of people> "Don't
go back there."Spit gobbed fromhis nouth> "They're all dead ... don't
go back ... run ..."

"I"'mnot |eaving her,"yelled Ri chard.
"And neither aml,"M chael said> "The crowd in the road.
221 Look there,"he told Richard> "Joey ... Joey ..."

But Joey had al ready gone. Cutching his chest, he ran in the direction
of the bridge that spanned the River CQuse.

M chael shook his head, dust fell fromhis hair> "I"Il check in the square.”
" But - ?

"Make it snappy, Richard. It's coming. | reckon we've got all of twenty
seconds. "

As he ran toward the road he saw an inmpossible sight.

He sl owed down, his eyes straining forward in disbelief.

A gray car bunped onto the pavement and accel erated toward him
"Christine?"He began to run forward> "Christine!?

At first he thought he was hallucinating. But he could see his wife in
the car. Dust covered the wi ndows and pai ntwork. A fist-sized-dent in

t he bonnet showed where a brick had sl ammed down onto it

Christine used the wipers and screenwash to clear away the worst of the
dust. He saw her expression. Gim Determn ned.

The car screeched to a stop in front of him
He threw hinself into the passenger seat.

Christine's eyes |locked onto the road in front of her> "Were's Any?"



"I don't know. | was going to |ook-?

"Too | ate."Her voice was coldly matter-of-fact> "Joey?"

"He took off on foot. Mchael's... wait. Christine, wait!? Ri chard beat
t he dashboard with his fist> "Mchael's there on the other side of the

road. Thank Christ for that! He's found Any!?

Christine pulled over. Mchael pushed Any in the back, then scranmbled in
after her. Christine was accel erating away before he'd even cl osed the door

At that noment Richard felt a great surge of gratitude toward M chael

for saving Any's life. At that nmonent he woul d have given hi meverything
he owned.

"Quick,"Mchael panted, his armprotectively around Amy. Her eyes were
gl azed with shock; her hair was clotted with white dust> "You' ve got to
get us away. It's right behind us."

He | ooked back. Feet away a tree shivered, branches sheered fromthe
trunk, then the trunk itself slapped flat to the ground.

Christine floored the accelerator. The car rocketed forward, weaving
around cars and dazed tourists. She drove in the direction

222 of the bridge, concentrating on nothing but getting them clear
"Joey."Ri chard pointed> "There's Joey."

Joey tanked it toward the bridge, his stride slow and heavy, stil
clutching his chest with one hand as if his heart would snap

Christine slowed, ready to pull alongside him

M chael said in a low voice> "Don't, Christine. It's too close."
"No. "

"Keep driving."

"No."She'd made up her mnd> "I'm stopping for ny brother."M chael
si ghed and rubbed his face in frustration as much as exhaustion

Ri chard | ooked back to see Joey collapse in through the back door, his
head and torso falling across Mchael's I egs. M chael pushed hi m back
into a sitting position. Joey couldn't speak, panting for breath. Droo
slid fromhis nouth in strings. H s brown eyes | ooked up sightlessly at
the roof of the car.

Ri chard cl osed his eyes. But he knew he'd seen sights today that would
stay with himuntil the day he died.

He heard Christine accelerate away from York's shattered heart. He woul d
only open his eyes again when it was a long, |ong way behind them
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On the Road to York



Ten nmiles from York Rosemary Snow heard the news on the radio.
She pulled the van over to the side of the road. Her blood turned col d.

unconfirnmed reports say that nore than thirty people are dead, with
many nore injured by falling masonry."

"Ch, my Cod, "she whi spered. She knew what was behind this.

"York M nster has stood for nine hundred years in the city of York, a

magnet for tourists. It will be a long time before experts can tell us
what actually did happen. But the people of York will remenber forever
the day their nost fanous | andmark and pl ace of worship came crashing to
the ground. Now ... we can go over to Stephani e Robson, live at the

scene of the disaster."

In the background sirens, shouting. The voice of the reporter quavered.
"I"mstanding here in front of what should have been a magnificent
Cothic building. All that remains... all that remains is a nountain of
white stone, shattered gargoyles, fragnents of once-beautiful

st ai ned- gl ass wi ndows crunching |ike snow beneath ny feet. |lan Garside
was standing just here when it happened. lan, what did you see exactly?"

The man sounded both shocked and excited> "I'd been to buy a newspaper.
| was standing just where | amnow. Heard an al mi ghty bang, then..

t hunder. Just thundering on and on. | |ooked up and the whol e building
gave way in the mddle. Towers crashed down. | thought of all those poor
people; | saw?

Rosemary switched off the radio. Her mouth was dry and the side of her
head had begun to throb

She had to stop Mchael. If it was the last thing she did.

G osing her eyes, she breathed deeply. Images flashed chaotically across
her mind like a madman hitting the controls of a TV

224 renmote. First there were images of people running through a vast
buil ding. A church organ thrashing out discordant notes. Lunps of rock
falling fromabove. Any ... Yes, she was seeing through Any's eyes. She
was being carried. By her father. No... The man's anxi ous face swelled
into cl ose up. The down-turned eyes, the brushed hair.

M chael .

M chael carried Any through the collapsing building.

Qoviously the little girl was inportant to him Just as Rosemary had
been. Until she had failed him Then she had been left to the nercy of
t hat thing.

Then nore i mages | eapi ng out of the darkness. The totem pole again. Al
hooked noses, beaks, hooky ears and the eyes. The staring, staring eyes
that...

That for sone inexplicable reason terrified her nore than words could say.

Stay with it, Red Zed, stay with it. See what Any sees now. You can do
it. Any, where are you? \What do you see?



| mmges came. They were flattened and distorted. Rosemary guessed the
little girl was confused, frightened.

One second she could see the girl's hands knitted together in her |ap
They were white with dust. The car noved fast. Tree branches whi pped
over head. Soneone was talking. To Amy it was a rapid nunbling sound that
made no sense what soever

Wth cars droning by the VWvan at the roadside, Rosemary rested her

t hr obbi ng head agai nst the side wi ndow. Soon an i mage woul d come, she
told herself. A road sign or a place nane. She was so cl ose now. She

could feel it. She would find M chael

And she couldn't wait to see the ook on his face when she could say to
him ?Hallo. Remenber ne?"
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After the Storm

Amy sat on the clinbing frane in the garden. The sun had begun dropping
toward the hill that clinbed up at the back of the cottage, trees

whi spered gently in the evening breeze, a dove called. And Richard felt
i ke shit.

He guessed Any did, too. Although she'd never use that particul ar word.

"Tired,"was all she'd admt to when asked.

"Do you like the doll M chael bought you?"Ri chard asked, |eaning forward
agai nst the clinbing-frane bars.

Ay nodded, curly hair falling forward across her face.
"Aren't you going to give Dad a smle?"

She | ooked down at the doll and ran her fingers slowy through its |ong
bl ack hair.

"I bet you're hungry, Any. Wuld you |ike some soup?"
Ti ny shake of the head.

"I't was kind of Mchael to ask us to stay in his cottage, wasn't
it?"After what had happened in York today Richard found it hard to speak
at all. But he kept going. He wanted to reach Any and draw her out of
this icy silence she'd | ocked herself into.

"Uncle Joey's all right now He felt poorly earlier when ... when the
acci dent happened. It was noisy in that church, wasn't it? Al that
runni ng about, dust and ..." Wrds failed Richard as the i nages cane
back. The Japanese tourist with her face studded with shards of gl ass.
In his hands ... the head ... the way the tongue wriggled between the
lips ...

Ri chard turned away to | ook across the valley.
The peace here in Devon was so thick you could al nost reach out and bury

your face in it. He breathed deeply, hanging onto the normality of it
all. The little white painted farmhouses on the valley sides, the



fields, hedgerows, a flock of white birds noving
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* 226 with long lazy flaps of their wings. In the distance a farm dog
barked. Fromhere it was a nusical sound that seened to shinmer on the
evening air. Any other time Richard would have drunk it in. But clanking
through his nmind like a rusty anchor chain canme the jarring images. The
man Heat h pul ped where he stood. Houses shattered. Running through the
falling church. People crushed by masonry or turned into a paste the
color of strawberry jamby that thing Mchael called the Beast.

He rubbed his eyes with his fists. Mchael had brought this pile of shit
on them The bastard. Then again he's saved Any's |ife today.

" Daddy.

Anmy' s voice sounded like a silver bell. Richard | ooked up, surprised
she'd spoken at all.

"Daddy. Do you know what I'mgoing to call this doll?"
"What, hon?"

"Rosemary Snow. "

"Why Rosemary Snow?"

"Rosemary Snow s a nice nane."

He said gently, ?Amy, you keep tal king about Rosemary Snow. "
"Rosemary Snow s comi ng here."

" Now?"

Any nodded.

"Did Mchael tell you about Rosemary Snow?"

She shook her head.

How do you know about Rosemary Snow?"

"I just do, that's all. She's com ng here. And she's nad at M chael,
because she says Mchael is a bad man."

"But M chael bought you the doll."

"1 know. "

"That's a kind thing to do, then, isn't it?"

She nodded> "Mark gave ne one of his comics."

"Well, that was kind as well."

"Only because he'd thunped nme and didn't want nme to tell on him™

n O’]. "



Ay clinbed to the top of the clinbing frame where she sat conbing the
dol1's long black hair with her fingers and singing softly to herself,
"Rosemary Snow, Rosemary Snow ..."

After talking to Amy, Richard nade his way back to the cottage.
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The cottage | ooked out over the valley below At the front lay a
gravel ed courtyard where they'd parked the Range Rover. Beyond that a
dirt track ran up through woodland to join the main road.

Inside the cottage it had been nodernized to the point of luxury. A
bedroom had been fitted out as a study conplete with conmputer term nals,
a fax machine and half a dozen boxes containing di sks. Mchael told them
he had rented a network of properties like this across the country when
he realized he would have to keep noving ahead of the Beast. At first he
sinmply planned to nove fromone to the other, keeping clear of the Beast
until his research team had solved the problem Lately it hadn't been so
easy, due to the unpredictable nature of the creature.

Ri chard wal ked into the cottage to find Joey fortifying hinmself fromthe
whi skey decanter. Christine and M chael studied a |eather-bound book

Christine | ooked up fromthe book> "Richard. Have you seen this? The
pages are made out of pigskin."

"Does it tell us what we want to know?"Richard said in a flat voice.

M chael said, ?It'Il take time. But it does definitely contain extracts
fromthe Codex Al exander."

"You do realize that was going to cost you three mll."Joey's face was

red fromthe booze> "But after what happened in York today you got the

fucker at a knockdown price."

At first Richard thought Joey had got hinself steam ng drunk, but there
was a mixture of challenge as well as fear in his eyes. In a hal f-drunk
way Joey was trying to goad M chael into sone kind of justification for
what he was doi ng.

M chael let it pass> "Lucky it's witten in Geek and not Latin or
woul dn't have had a clue. |I'd better begin work on this right away."

"You said it would take tine,"Ri chard said shortly> "How | ong?"
"I can have the bones of it deciphered in a couple of hours."
"We've got that |ong, have we?"

"I think so."

"Are you sure? O are we going to find this shack of yours coni ng down
around our ears?"

228 ?I'msure, Richard. Look, trust nme on this one. |'ve lived with the
Beast for-?

"The Beast? The Beast! Wy not call it Fido, or Rover, or... or even
Cuddl es? The thing's a killer. Wen it comes down to it, you don't know



what it wants, or how to control it.
"Richard, 1-7?

"You're like a nonkey with a machine gun. Look at this little lever, |
wonder what happens if | touch it. Pow Ooops, just w ped out half ny
famly. | wonder if it'll do the same again. Pow ?

"Richard, | didn't intend it to kill those-?

"Didn't intend? Well, mate, you m ght not have been paying attention but
that's what fucking well happened.”

M chael's down-turned eyes were gentle> "What can | say? There's nothing
| can do to bring those peopl e back."

"This Beast thing. You said you could get rid of it for good. Send it
back. You' ve got all the noney you want, you don't need it, so... oh
shit to this. Gve ne a drink." Hands shaki ng, he took the decanter from
Joey and poured hinself a hefty sl ug.

"Richard,"Christine said in a | ow voi ce> "Wat happened today wasn't
M chael's fault. If anything, it was Heath and his boyfriend, stringing
us al ong, asking for nore noney."

Joey nodded> "Al'l this ... cloak-and-dagger shernmpzzle."

"I'f they hadn't del ayed us getting us the book, "Christine continued,
"and del ayed us getting away from York, everything would have been OK
The Beast wouldn't have had tinme to attack."

"Christine's right,"M chael said softly> "lInmagine the Beast's attached
to us by a long piece of elastic. Once we're noving fast enough it can't
stabilize itself in order to affect anything on our physical plane."

"We're not noving now. "Richard took a deep swall ow of whi sky and sang
out as if calling a dog, ?So here, Beastie, Beastie. Cone on, boy, we
know you' ve got a pressing appoi ntnent."

"I't's not funny, Richard,"said Christine, eyeing the amount of whiskey
he was dri nki ng.

"You're telling me."There was a hell of a lot Richard wanted to say. But
he found the words had hit a | og-jam somewhere in the back of his
throat. He refilled his glass fromthe decanter and wal ked out of the
house and back into the garden. Overhead a pair of swans flapped slowy
toward the setting sun. And he wi shed to God he could sprout w ngs and
followthemto a faraway pl ace.

229
Savi our
"Ch, Christ. No ... no ..."

Christine Young wept silently; a fat river of tears rolled down her cheeks.

She was al one, sitting on the hearth rug in the cottage, one el bow on
the coffee table, her forehead supported by her hand. She'd just sat
t hrough a news report about the destruction of York Mnster. The death



toll had risen to forty-eight. She'd watched that with a cold detachnent
as if it had happened a hundred years ago. Not that norning.

What had opened the enotional floodgates was a report tacked to the end
of the news about Darren Wakes, a boy of roughly Any's age. It showed
himplaying with a toy tractor. H's face was as yell ow as a banana skin.
Doctors had given himthree weeks to live. They said nothing could be
done for him

Christine watched, the inmage of the five-year-old' s face blurred through
the tears that stung her eyes. The reporter added that a surgeon at a
private hospital was confident he could save the boy's life with a liver
and lung transplant. But it would cost 60, 000.

There foll owed scenes of Darren's parents and nei ghbors desperately
maki ng door-to-door collections and trying to organize a sponsored
parachute junmp> "A brave effort,"the reporter said, ?but in their heart
of hearts they nust be thinking: is this too little, too late, to save
this five-year-old boy's |ife?"

"Here. Take this."

Christine | ooked up startled> "M chael ? | didn't realize you were there."
"Sorry if | startled you."Smiling kindly, he held out a clean tissue.

She felt as if she had to explain> "I was watching the news ...
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he's going to die."She sniffed> "Christ. It nmakes you so angry.
Sonetimes you think the only reason you're put on this Earth is to
suffer and die."

M chael nodded, his eyes gentle> "But we still keep bringing nore
children into the world."

"It's a joke, isn't it? A sad, pathetic joke. Do you know sonet hi ng?" She
| ooked up at M chael > "When ny father was dying in hospital -he had
cancer of the bowel-a priest walked up to himand asked himif he was
ready to neet God. My father said, yes, and when | get there |I'm going
to kick his backside all over heaven for all the suffering he's caused
down here on Earth."She gave a bitter |augh> "You see, he'd brought up
Joey and nyself single-handed. My nother had suffered from di abetes
since she was ten years old. After | was born she went blind, a couple
of years after that she died."

"But you're carrying on. You ve got two fine healthy children."

She nodded> "But the knocks come hard. Look what happened today.
Forty-eight people dead in mnutes."

"I know, Christine. That's sonething I'll have to live with for the rest
of my life. It was ny fault. | was too blinkered about getting ny hands
on that book. Instead of going to neet Heath | should have just kept on
driving to put some space between us and the thing."

"M chael ,"Christine's voice was | ow, husky> "This thing you call the
Beast. Can't you just let it go? Do you really think all these deaths
are worth trying to hold onto the thing?"



M chael placed his fingertips together and touched his Iips as he

t hought about what she had sai d> "Christine. What would you say to this?
Imagine that little boy you saw on the television. Now imagi ne that the
Beast could save his life. Wuld you still insist that | get rid of it?"
"Fromwhat |'ve seen the thing's a killer."

M chael picked the cordl ess phone fromthe wall, then crouched down in
front of Christine. He put the phone on the coffee table.

"But if you could save little Darren's life? Wuld you still want ne to
get rid of the Beast?"

"lI..."Wping her eyes, she shook her head> "No. No, | suppose not."
"Pick up the phone, Christine."

231 She | ooked at hi m puzzl ed.

"Pick up the phone. You're going to save that boy's life."

" How?"

"You're going to tel ephone the TV station and tell themyou will pay for
that |ife-saving operation.”

"I haven't got that kind of noney."

"I have. And | acquired that noney only because | forned the
relationship with the Beast."

He found the TV station's tel ephone nunber in the directory, then handed
her a printed card on which was printed the words: THE M FOUNDATI ON.
Beneat h that were tel ephone nunbers.

"Christine. Tel ephone the TV station. Tell themyou represent a
charitabl e foundation, and that they will pay for Darren's operation."

Her eyes shone, full of hope> "You're serious?"

He gave a faint smle> "Yes, |'mserious. Just give themthat tel ephone
nunber at the bottom of the card. The TV station will help the boy's
parents get in touch with the foundation. After all, there's a good news

story init for them"

As Christine began to dial, Mchael's snile broadened> "How does it feel
to save a life?"

Qutside, in the garden, Richard sat on a | ow stone wall that separated
formal flower beds fromthe sweep of the | awn where Any played with the
doll she had naned Rosemary Snow.

Ay sang, ?Rosemary Snow s coming to stay, Rosemary Snow s coming to
stay, Rosemary Snow s coming to stay ... Dad?"

Ri chard | ooked up> "Yes?"Hi s sore throat coarsened his voice.
"Dad. Rosemary wants to know where we are?"

Ri chard wi ped the back of his hand across his nouth. Al he could think



about now was the decanter of whiskey in the cottage. He needed a drink
shit, no, he needed lots of drinks, buckets of the stuff. Sonething
that woul d sl aughter this scal ding heap of pain and questions and guilt
that was rotting himfromthe inside out. And there were the fl ashbacks
searing through his nmind. The severed hand tw tching on the floor inside
the church. Spasming fingers still hitting the canera button? If they
devel oped the film.. what holiday snaps woul d they see? Richard Young's
face; his terrified eyes blazing fromall that boiling dust; rubble

232 crashing down. A river of blood running frombeneath the nountain of

fallen stone, like grape juice running froma wi ne press... where was
t he Beast now? Coning to eat you up, laddie ... coming to-

" Daddy. "

"Yes, hon?"

"Rosemary Snow wants to know where we are now. "

Ri chard's eyes focused on the doll with long black hair being waved in
hi s face.

"Daddy' s thinking,"he said hoarsely> "Go and play."

"But Rosemary Snow needs to know where we are so she can come and visit us."

"Any, | said go and play."

Christine snmiled, her eyes shining with a sudden el ation> "They said
they're going to get in touch with the famly straight away. And as far
as the reporter knew the hospital could do the operation by the end of
t he week."

"And Darren will grow up healthy and strong, and marry and have chil dren
of his own one day."M chael smled> "And he'll never know the nane of
his fairy godnot her who nade his fanmly's wi shes cone true."

Christine blushed> "I've done nothing. It's your noney."

"I"'mjust the middleman, Christine. If it wasn't for the Beast |

woul dn't have the noney. And if it wasn't for you seeing that story on
the news Darren woul dn't be having his |ife-saving operation.”

She shook her head, not sure whether to | augh or cry.

"Listen, Christine, I'mnot suggesting this somehow cancel s out what
happened in York today. But you ... Christine Young ... have saved a
life tonight."He rested his hand on hers and gently squeezed. It felt

warm and reassuring> "You saved a life, Christine. Feel good about that."

She smled through her tears> "Me and that thing of yours saved a life.
That's the reality of it, isn't it?"

He nodded, his eyes so gentle that she felt sonething nelt inside of her
Amy was persistent> "Dad. Tell me where this is, so | can tell Rosemary
Snow. She really wants to visit us, so she can tell us something really

i mportant."

233 ?Cone on, Any. It's your bedtine."



"But Dad. Rosemary wants to know where we-?
" Any! ?
Shut up about Rosenmary fucki ng Snow

That's what he wanted to yell savagely. Then grab that stupid doll and
ripits stupid head off |ike-

-1i ke what happened today. Wen he held that blond head in his hands red
strands of neat hung down; eyes rolled. The tongue and lips still
twitching as if the severed head wanted to tell him sonething...

What would it tell hinf

You' re next, Richard Young. You're next. To be crushed into the dirt and...

Jesus ... he took a deep breath; he was cracking up.

"Daddy. Do you feel all right?"

Ay stroked his back.

"Course | do, sweetheart."He swung his arm around her and hel d her
tight, his face pressed into her hair> "I'mfine." He breathed deeply to
settle the quiver in his voice, but he could do nothing to quell the

trenbling that ran through his body> "Now..."He cleared his throat.
"What did your doll want to know?"

"Where are we?"
"This is Mchael's house. debe Cottage. It's near a little village
call ed Banwick, whichis ... uhm let ne see ... about five nmles from

Dart noor in Devon."

"I love you, Dad."She hugged him the Rosemary Snow doll crushed between
t hem

"I love you too, hon."

Then Any skipped across the | awn singing, ?Rosemary Snow, we're in
Banwi ck, we're in Banwi ck; we're in Devon beside the slippery sea ...
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Chapter Forty-eight
The Road to Nowhere

"Come on, Red Zed, "murnmured Rosemary as she nursed the van along the
slow | ane of the notorway> "Are you on the road to nowhere or what?"

There had seemed no point in going to York. Although Any, her fanmly and
M chael had obviously been there, they'd be | ong gone by now. She knew
they were still alive because she'd seen disjointed nental inages of

not orway service stations: Mchael driving; the car wi ndows covered wth
dust. But there had been nothing definite she could identify.

The route Rosemary had taken was pot |uck. But she needed to keep



driving. She had a prenonition that time was running out. She had to
find the famly

Now she gl anced down repeatedly at the engine's tenperature gauge. The
needl e had been clinbing steadily as she drove mle after mle through
the hot afternoon sun.

When she gl anced down again the needle had crept into the red zone.
"Keep goi ng, please keep going ..."

Joey Barrass was confort-eating. He'd started on his second m crowaved
chi cken balti when Mchael strolled into the kitchen

Joey, spooning the spicy sauce into his nmouth, didn't | ook up

M chael yawned, then sniled> "Tine for a beer break. Any left in the
fridge?"

"Hel p yourself. You could get nme one as well."
M chael opened the door of the refrigerator and reached for a bottle.

"Not that one. It's gnat's piss. There's sonme cans of Tennant's on the
top shelf."

M chael passed himone of the cans. Joey tore open the ringpul
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to get his hands on the thing.

M chael hel ped hinmself to one of the bottles of beer and sat at the
ki tchen tabl e opposite Joey.

"Christ, that hits the spot."Joey held the iced can to his face> "Jesus,
it's hot."

"There's a swi mm ng pool on the terrace.”

"I"ll stick to this."He rolled the can against his forehead> "I don't
care what anyone says, |'mhaving a night on the piss tonight."

"After what you've been through, who can bl amre you?"

"Christ."Joey | ooked at him the nmuddy brown eyes clearing as he
realized sonmething> "W nearly died today, didn't we?"

"Don't dwell onit. W' re safe now "
"For how | ong?"

"I think we've put enough niles between us and Beastie Boy to give us a
good twenty-four hours."

"How far have you got with that old Roman book?"

"It's fairly slow going but I think I'lIl have | earned what | need to
know by around el even."

"Where are the others?”



"Christine's putting Any to bed. Richard's outside."

"You think this book will tell you what you need to know?"
"I think so."

"Thank God for that."Joey spooned in nore balti.

"What are you going to do when this is over?"

Joey pushed back his fringe> "I haven't been able to think that far
ahead. But | suppose it'll be back to the old routine."

M chael chatted casual ly, asking Joey what he did for a living. Joey
told himabout the property conpany he owned jointly with Christine and
his plans for Sunnyfields.

M chael smled> "It sounds as if you're going to have noney com ng out
of your ears in a year or two."

"I would be if it wasn't for Dicky Boy out there. You know, every plan
I've put forward for devel opi ng Sunnyfields he's bl ocked. 'Too
anbitious,' he'll say. O "You'll never get planning permssion for it." ?

"But it's a valuable plot of land. Wiy's Richard agai nst you devel oping it?"

"The bastard's got no inmgination. He keeps whining away that the |and's
cont am nat ed. "

236 ?ls it?"

"There's an old refuse tip on the site. But it can be reclained. Look
my idea is ... pass us that pencil." Joey tore open the card sl eeves

t hat contai ned the m crowave neal s and, taking the pencil, began
sketching out a plan of the site, talking faster and faster as his old
ent husi asm r et ur ned.

M chael listened attentively, nodding> "So Sunnyfields is, what? Two
hundred acres?"

"Two hundred and thirty."

M chael pointed at the edge of the plan> "Didn't we go under a bridge
when we were heading into town yesterday norning?"

"That's a railway."

"What |ies between that and Sunnyfiel ds?"
"About twenty acres of cornfields."

"You own thenf"

"No. "

"Buy them then."

"Uh?"Joey | ooked puzzl ed.

"Cet the farnmer to sell you the fields."



"That'd give us another twenty acres but-?

"No. The inportant thing is to be able to Iink into the railway. Wth
the new anti-pollution legislation there'll be an increase in rai

freight at the expense of road freight. You could run a spur line from
the main railway and anyone building a factory on Sunnyfields could
bring in raw materials by rail and ship out finished goods the same way."

"Bl oody expensive, though. W haven't that kind of capital."

"Trust ne, buy those twenty acres; they'll quadruple the val ue of
Sunnyfi el ds. "

Joey took the bait. M chael |eaned back, nodding as he listened, lightly
running his fingertips up and down the cold neck of the bottle. Joey

tal ked quickly, sketching out devel opment plans so energetically that
the point of the pencil snapped.

When it | ooked as if he was running out of steam M chael pulled a few
sheets of kitchen roll fromthe roller and began jotting down figures of
hi s own.

"Joey, look, I'mlooking to expand ny business interests in the UK |
need approximately a hundred acres to build an electrical conmponents
factory. If | buy approximately half of Sunnyfields that will give you

the capital to buy the twenty acres, put in the
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site on your half."

"Are you serious?"

"We're tal ki ng business here, Joey. Business is always serious."

"This is all a bit quick, though, isn't it?"Joey sniffed suspiciously.
"You've not carried out any surveys, or even checked if the title of the
land is-?

"Joey. | trust you. Al I'masking fromyou is that you trust ne."

"I'n what way?"

"Just give me some support over the next couple of days. Nothing
back- breaking. Basically, all | need to knowis that you are on ny side."

"And you'd buy Sunnyfiel ds?"
"Yes. Part of it. O all of it. You and your sister decide."

Joey' s muddy brown eyes gl azed as he nmade sone nental cal cul ations, then
he said, ?Don't worry about Christine, | can negotiate on her behal f."

"You trust ne, Joey?"
"l do."He took a swallow of beer> "But how about an upfront paynent,
just to show how serious your intentions are? You know, M chael, just a

nom nal sum"”

M chael smiled broadly> "Does one million pounds sound nom nal enough to



you?"

"Strai ght up?”

"Straight up. I'Il rmake the tel ephone call now and have my bank transfer
one mllion pounds into your account."

"Jesus, "Joey whi spered, his hands shaki ng> "Jesus, one mllion?"

M chael stood up> "I'Il just need details of your bank account."

Dazed, Joey handed him his cash card.

Rosemary had stopped at a service station to buy sandw ches and give the
engine tinme to cool. She was wal ki ng back to the van across the car park
when the images cane ripping through her mind with a brilliance that
made her gasp

She saw a cottage overlooking a valley. A doll with long black hair.

Then she was | ooking through Any Young's eyes. The little girl was being
tucked i nto bed by her nother.

238 Rosemary heard the voice. It was a little girl's voice but it was as
loud as thunder. At first it was so |loud she couldn't nmake out any

i ndi vi dual words. Rosemary | ooked at people wal king across the car park
wonderi ng why they couldn't hear the voice, too, comng fromthe sky
with an ear-splitting roar.

No one noticed. Then Rosemary realized the voice cane frominside her head.
As she reached the van she began to nmake out the words.

ROSEMARY SNOW ... ROSEMARY SNOW ... BANW CK, DEVON ... BANW CK, GLEBE
COTTAGE | N DEVON ... DEVON BY THE SLI PPERY SEA ... ORANGES AND LEMONS
SAY THE BELLS OF ST. CLEMENTS ..

The words becane a song as the little girl somewhere in Devon began to
sing herself to sleep

Rosemary scranbled into the driving seat and turned the ignition key. As
the VWs engine rattled into life the tenperature gauge i medi ately
clinbed into the red.

Tough shit, she thought, savagely stanping the pedal to the floor
You're going to take me to Devon if it's the last thing you do.
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N ght Tal k

Wth Any asleep upstairs, Christine, Joey and Richard sat in the | ounge
of the cottage in silence. The television showed a spy thriller. None of
them woul d be able to remenber its title or even a gist of the plot.
They wat ched the images nove across the screen, but a m xture of del ayed
shock and tiredness blunted their mnds. Joey nursed a bottle of

whi skey, automatically topping up his glass every few m nutes.

Ri chard could snell the mcrowave neals that Joey had binged on. H's
stomach roll ed but he couldn't deci de whether he was hungry or nauseous.



As a brass clock on the mantel pi ece chinmed el even M chael wal ked in. He
was purposeful, businesslike: the thousand-year-old book was cl asped
under one arm a wad of sheets covered in his handwiting was in the other

Instantly the three sat up, alert and hoping for good news.
"Have you fini shed?"asked Richard, feeling a sudden | ow buzz of optim sm

"Just this mnute. The rel evant section about the Beast was shorter than
| thought."

"And?" Chri stine pronpted

M chael sat down, putting the book on the coffee table and spreadi ng out
the sheets of paper. He said, ?The Divine Epitonme?is quite short and to
the point, I'Il give it that. The book was witten by a nonk in the

tenth century. Because he was a devout Christian he decided to identify
the entity I called the Beast as the Holy Spirit."He began to read> "'If
it is your desire that the Holy Spirit should dwell permanently in your
heart, so that it inbues you with power over nmen in their tents and

pal aces and over beasts of the forest, fields and the air, then parcel a
silver cross in pieces of burial shroud, then bind that to your forehead."'
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crucifix, right down to its dinmensions, weight and the purity of the
silver."

Christine |leaned forward> "WIIl it work?"

"WIl it, hell."Mchael dropped the sheets onto the table> "It's sheer
nmunbo-j unbo based on hal f-remenbered folk tales and soldiers' tall stories.™

"Great,"Joey said thickly> "Bloody great."

"So all that happened today was a waste of tinme?"Christine said> "Al
t hose peopl e dyi ng?"

"All I can say is | regret it as nmuch as you."He shook his head sadly.
"But nothing |I can say or do now w |l bring those peopl e back."
"Ashes to ashes, dust to dust..."Joey slopped nore whiskey into the glass.

"The Divine Epitone isn't conpletely usel ess,"M chael said> "Wat does
seemto be accurate is a reference to the Codex Al exander. You renmenber,
that's an account of Al exander the Great's invasion of India and how he
took the power out of the Purple Crescent, which is an area of the
Eastern end of the Mediterranean?"

Chri stine nodded> "Your research team have that now?"

"Yes. The Divine Epitone tells us that,"he began to read again

"' Al exander's spell that binds the Holy Spirit to the heart is contained
in the chapter that recounts his siege of the Indian Gty of Kush.' ?
"Well, nercy me,"chuckled Joey> "That sounds a big help."

M chael's smle was forgiving> "Believe ne, it is, Joey. |'ve just been

speaking to the head of ny team by phone. The Codex Al exander is
contained in one hundred and thirty-six separate docunents. My research



team woul d have needed to read themall to find what we need. Now t hey
can home in on the rel evant parchnment and begin work right away on the
transl ation."

"But how do you control the power?"Christine asked, her eyes sharply
alert now.

M chael smled> "It's quite easy, really. Once you have the knack."
"Or it was easy when you lived in Istanbul ?"

"That's right. Once | noved outside the Purple Crescent | |ost contro
of it and-?

"And it ran anok."

241 ?Precisely. But the Codex Al exander will tell us how to regain
control of it."

"Sounds |ike my bl oody dog,"Joey grunted> "It behaved itself, did what
you told it. Bloody good dog. Then one day it wouldn't do a bl oody thing
you told it to do. W couldn't work out what'd happened. Al we knew was
that one day we had an obedi ent dog, then the next day you couldn't do a
bl oody thing with it. D ya know what'd happened to it?"

M chael shook his head.

Joey topped up his glass> "It had gone bl oody deaf, that's what."He
| aughed thickly> "There we were telling it to sit down or get ny bl oody
slippers and the poor bloody mutt coul dn't hear a bl oody thing."

M chael nodded> "It makes a good anal ogy to what's happeni ng here. When
| arrived here in Britain it was as if the Beast could no | onger hear ne.

"But how did you control it before?"Christine asked> "I mean was it |ike
a spell, or what?"
"I call it Active Imagination."

"Active | magi nati on?"

"Well."Mchael put his fingertips together thoughtfully> "1 can't see

the Beast or hear it. So when | was first devel oping this partnership

with it when | was living in Istanbul, | practiced the knack of imagining."

"And you had to imagine you controlled it."

"Yes. | knew | had to keep it close to ne, so close it felt as if it
actually shared ny head with ne."

"So how did you keep it cl ose?"

"Well, | imagined it took the formof a dog that was well behaved as
long as | kept giving it orders. So | developed the instructions in a
phrase that | kept running through ny head: Walk with me, sit with ne,
stay with me. Walk with nme, sit with me, stay with ne."

"And you had to keep repeating that."

"Yes. Not al oud, of course.”



"How many times a day?"
"Well, that's the hard part. Al day and every day."

"You had to keep that up all the time!?Christine said, astonished> "It's
a wonder it didn't send you ned."

"At first | came close to it."He snmiled> "But you get used to it."
242 ?But what happened when you sl ept ?"asked Ri chard.

"I learned it would lie dormant for at |east an hour. So,"he shrugged,
"I learned to make do with one hour's sleep a night, with an hour's
siesta in the afternoon.”

"By rights sleep deprivation alone should have killed you."

"It's more comon than you i magine. If you read about the Byzantine
Enperors you'll see that those in synmbiotic relationship with the Beast
needed just one hour's sleep a night. Then they'd pace the city walls
until dawn."

Joey snorted> "Doesn't sound bl oody worth it to nme."

M chael stood up, his eyes alight> "But you can't understand what the
Beast does for you. The energy, the enthusiasmit gives you. Once you
have it inside you, you feel your whol e body comes alive; your
senses-hearing, touch, sight, taste, snell- become nore acute. You fee
full of fire and you know i n here,"he thunped his chest, ?you know in
here that nothing is inpossible anynore."

"So you think having to repeat that rhyne unpteen thousand tinmes a day
is asmll price to pay for what you receive in return?"Richard said.

"I do. It is tough at first. However, you get used to it." M chael

| ooked happi er now than any other time they had seen him wal king up and
down the room his hands noving in slow graceful gestures as he spoke
ent husi astically.

"Try an experinment,"he told thenr "Pick a nursery rhyne. Then repeat it
over and over in your head. Do that for a couple of hours nonstop as you
go about your everyday business. And you will see you do acclimatize
eventual ly."

"I... I'1l pass on that one, if... if you don't mnd, "Joey slurred

"Once this energy is running through you,"M chael said, ?you fee

wonder ful , enthusiastic, strong. And the mracul ous part of it all is
that you can transfer that feeling to others. \Wether it's a couple of
people in a roomlike this. O to a hundred people in a hall or a
hundred thousand soldiers on a battlefield."H s voice was | ow but fast.
To Richard it sounded alnost like a cat's purr. And there was sonething
hypnoti c about it.

"I magi ne, "M chael was saying, ?that you are Enperor of Byzantium Your
Enmpire is under siege froma dozen different arm es-the Russians, the
Bul gari ans, the Mislims. Because they know that you are Lord of
Constantinople, the greatest city in the



243 world that contains treasuries piled to the roof beans with gold
bul i on and di anonds by the sackful. Now, picture this: your armny has
just returned fromfighting the Saracens. They are exhausted, their

bodi es are dripping with sweat and bl ood. They've come honme to rest. But
your Enpire is being attacked again by another arny. Your nmen can't
fight anynore. But you have the Beast on your side. It fills you full of
energy; it gives you the power to inspire your people. So you clinmb on
your horse and you ride along the lines of exhausted nmen and you talk to
them you inspire them They |ook |ike deflated balloons but as you
speak you see that energy punping into them As if they are being
inflated, they lift themselves up; they feel strong, and happy, and
eager to fight again. They will die for you. And they will die shouting
your name in ecstasy."

"There are records of this happeni ng?"

"Dozens. "M chael 's eyes blazed with excitement> "In the el eventh century
t he Russi ans | aunched a seaborne invasion of Constantinople with a force
of a hundred thousand men. Constantinople's fighting ships were

el sewhere so the Enperor ordered that every old barge and nerchant

vessel that could float be armed with Greek Fire, their secret weapon
which was an early formof flame thrower. Unwittingly, the Russian fleet
sailed into range of the Greek Fire throwers and within a couple of
hours nmost of the eneny fleet was on fire. Wth the ships on fire the
Russian sailors and troops had to swmto the beaches where they were

sl aughtered by the Byzantine arnmy. Eyew tness accounts say that the sea
was reddened with the bl ood of the Russians as if a great river of blood
ran fromthe land into the water."

Christine's shrewmd eyes wat ched M chael closely> "But these old
Byzantine Enperors didn't hold onto power forever?"

"No, they didn't. Where | used to live the young men had a rather crue
trick. If they saw a beggar in the street they'd heat a coin over a
flame and drop it into the beggar's hand. The coin would burn the
beggar's hand. But the beggar wouldn't drop the hot coin because another
beggar would steal it. So they'd stand there clutching the hot coin
until their hand blistered."”

"So what you're saying is, that to hold onto the Beast, and so hold onto
power, is |like holding onto the red-hot coins? It hurts to hold on, but
if you drop it you lose it?"

"Broadly, yes. It's not like that at first, but age takes its toll. As
t he Enperors who had this synbiotic relationship found. They

244 had no problemwith it in their thirties and forties but by the tine
they were into their fifties it becane exhausting and painful to

mai ntain the relationship."

"And one day they'd sinmply wake up and find it had gone?"

"I imagine so. The effort of holding on was just too great for them O
course, once the power had gone there'd be any number of rivals to seize
the power for thenselves. Then it was customary to burn out the old
Enperor's eyes and retire himto a nonastery."

"And that won't happen to you?"

"I sincerely hope not."M chael smled> "After all, this is the twentieth



century."
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Tuesday N ght

At the same tinme that Mchael was talking to the three in the cottage
the old VWvan died noisily and steamly.

"Shit, "Rosemary hissed> "Shit, shit, shit."

She coasted the van onto the hard shoul der, the cloud of steamrolling

out fromunder the van showing a brilliant white in the headlights of
passi ng cars.

She must be so close now, she could al nost reach out and touch them Dam.
The night air felt cool when she stepped out of the van. Apart fromthe
not orway she coul d make out nothing but fields and woodl and. The engi ne
made sizzling sounds, steamstill gushed from beneath the van.

Christ! She kicked the van in frustration. What the hell could she do now?
Richard lay in bed beside Christine. 2 a.m The dark was total. A
tingling sensation ran fromhis head to his feet covering every inch of
skin. As he lay there, skin crawing, he heard the sound. A huge nuffled
crash.

He held his breath, hoping it was a door sonewhere banging in the breeze.
Crash.

It came again. Crash

The sound grew | ouder. As if a giant approached.

Sweat prickled across his skin. He dragged in a lungful of air so he
coul d shout a warning.

No sound cane out. The prickling rashed across his skin like a thousand
tiny electric shocks. He tried to cry out again. He couldn't. He tried
to move his arns. He couldn't.
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And the poundi ng beat of sonething i mense grew nearer. And nearer.

2 a.m Rosemary nursed the van into a Bristol suburb, the engi ne maki ng
a sound like two iron pans being cl apped toget her

Her hand burned from when she'd try to unscrew the radiator cap. But at
| east after pouring in a couple of liters of Perrier and three cans of
Lilt she had managed to start the van and get this far

Al ready the tenperature gauge was back in the red and steamthat now
snel | ed of pineapple had begun to roar out fromunder the van once nore.

She turned off into a industrial estate road |ined wth warehouses.
There she turned off the engine. She sat listening to the hiss of
escapi ng steam and wondered how she coul d reach Devon by nor ning.



Ri chard struggled to break free of the grip of this paralysis. H's skin
tingled, the pounding came with a slow regul ar beat as |oud as thunder

Chri st

He found hinself sitting bolt upright in bed, panting. In near panic he
| ooked round, seeing nothing but darkness. Christine |ay asleep by his side.

He wi ped the sweat fromhis eyes and breat hed deeply. Through the open
wi ndow came the faint hissing sound of |eaves noving in a gentle night
breeze.

There was no poundi ng sound.

He breathed a sigh of relief. It had been a dream a |ousy cruel dream
He wal ked across to the window to breathe in some of that cool night air.
Qutside, a light shone froma downstairs wi ndow, illunminating a chunk of
| awn. Paci ng backward and forward, was M chael. Dressed in black jeans
and a white shirt, he looked as if he was rehearsing sonething he

pl anned to say. His hands noved with those strangely graceful gestures.
"Doesn't that man ever sl eep?”

"Sorry, Christine. Did | wake you?"

She put her hands around his arm and squeezed> "Even when

247 1'm asl eep | know when you' ve got out of bed. Are you all right?
You' re shivering."

"I"'mfine. | just needed sone air."
"Are you afraid that thing mght creep up on us while we're asleep?”

"I think Mchael's doing a good job as a guard. Anyway, we put some
di stance between ourselves and it today."

Christine pressed closer to him her bare breast cool against his arm
"M chael said earlier it mght be another twenty-four hours before it
gets here. We should try and get as nuch rest as possible.”

"That's easier said than done."

"I know, |ove, but you need to rel ax."Her voice grew husky> "Cone back
to bed."

He hugged her. Wanting only to feel close to a human being. There was a
sense of security in that alone.

Christine kissed himon the lips. He sensed a hunger behind the kiss.
Still kissing, they reached the bed. She ran her hands across his back
Then he felt her hands behind his buttocks, hungrily pulling himinto

her as her legs cane up at either side of his waist.

She whi spered> "Do it now. | want to feel you inside nme. Don't worry,
you won't hurt me. You won't hurt me. You-ah!?



He felt a surge run through her body like a wave as he pressed down.
Beneath himhe saw her teeth and the whites of her eyes glint in the
gl oom Her hands were behind his back pulling himfirmy into her

Lust or passion or love, he couldn't give it a name, but sonething
power ful broke through an enotional |ogjam He kissed her face,
forehead, nose, lips, chin, throat, breasts; her nipples, button-hard.
He ni pped them

"Harder,"she panted> "Bite harder... oh, yes, that's it."
He buried hinself deep inside her

"Don't you stop,"she panted> "Don't you dare stop. Harder... harder
oh ..."

This was sex in the raw. It was animal sex. He ranmed every atom of self
into the act, forgetting his famly, Mchael, the dead policenen, the
Yor k hol ocaust; he forgot everything; he forgot hinself.

There was only this single reality. And that was to drive hinself

248 into this woman. To pound on and on, tasting sweat, feeling the
heat, and not thinking about the universe, or what manner of dark things
slid behind this surface gloss of reality.

In the back of the VWvan Rosenary opened her eyes. Sonethi ng had woken
her, but she wasn't sure what.

She opened her eyes, seeing a square of starry night sky through the

wi ndscreen. She lifted herself onto one el bow and the road atlas she had
been studying before she'd fallen asleep slipped off onto the floor of
the van.

She turned her head to one side as she heard a faint clicking sound.
Soneone was gently trying the driver's door. It was |ocked but she'd
left a six-inch opening in the passenger door w ndow for ventilation

Heart hammrering, she |ooked round, trying to think what to do for the
best. She could beat on the walls of the van and shout.

That mght frighten the thief away. But there was no one else within
earshot. What if the thief realized it was a girl alone in the back of
t he van?

I nstead of running away, he mght make up his mind to clinb in the back
with her.

A man- shaped sil houette appeared in front of the w ndscreen. He'd seen
the partly-open w ndow.

Rosemary hel d her breath. What now, Red Zed, what now?
She | ooked around at the clutter of bal sa wood and nodel airplane parts.
There was a box full of screwdrivers and batteries. Silently, she felt

t hrough the ness of tools.

As she did so, she glanced back over her shoulder to see a hand wearing
a bl ack | eather glove noving slowy inside the van, reaching for the



i nner door handl e.

He'd be inside the van in five seconds flat.

Her fingers found spanners, batteries, bundles of wire and a knife!

I nstinct kicked in.

Wthout even thinking it through, she grabbed the knife and | unged
forward, using her body wei ght rather than nuscular strength to ramthe
knife into the back of the thief's hand.

The back of the seat hit her in the stomach. The bl ow wi nded her. Even
so, she clearly heard the | oud crunching sound as the bl ade went clean
t hrough gl ove, skin and neat.

There was a how of pain.

249 Then she saw the man's face at the passenger w ndow. He was
screamng. A mixture of rage and pain. She saw his wi de, blazing eyes

| ooki ng at her.

Dam. Hi s hand was still on the door handle; he was trying to get in, no
doubt to beat her senseless for the pain she'd caused.

Still breathless fromthe thunp of the seat hitting her in the stonach,
she scranbled into the front. Then, with her back braced agai nst the
driver's door, she used both feet to stanp at his arm

He screanmed again.

But why won't he take his armout the wi ndow? she thought
frantically-take out your fucking arm

She switched fromstanmping at his armto his face. Only the w ndow was
in the way. At the second stanp, it shattered. Then she repeatedly
stanped at the nan's face.

He screaned and shouted. Hs brutal eyes blazed into hers. Still he
woul dn't nove.

Then she knew why.
Jesus, oh sweet Jesus.

She had driven the knife in so hard that it had gone all the way through
and pinned his hand to the door like pinning a butterfly to a board.

Taki ng a deep breath, she planted both feet against his chest, pushed.
Pushed harder. Yelled through gritted teeth.

Then sonet hi ng gave.

Wth a screamthat sounded |like a pig being castrated the man fl ew back
to sit on the pavenent.

Rosemary kneel ed up on the seat, ready to punch if he should come back

She needn't have worried. The man, holding his injured hand to his
chest, was making a snotty bl ubbering sound. As soon as he was on his



feet he ran fromthe van down the road and into the night.

Then Rosemary noticed that the knife still jutted fromthe inner door
panel . A nmess of blood pool ed on the passenger seat.

So the knife hadn't dislodged, she thought with sonething nearer to
exhil aration than disgust. The bl ade had sinply sliced through the palm
following the lines of the bones in the hand, then exited the hand

bet ween the knuckl es.

To Rosemary, it felt as if she had passed the final test.

Tornor r ow norni ng, when she stood face to face with M chael, she could do
what she had to do with the knife. And she'd feel no renorse ... whatsoever.
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St ranger

"Come on, Boys! Follow Rosemary Snow! ?Any was her old self. She stood on
the steps of the clinbing frame, shouting orders to the invisible Boys.

It was 9 a.m The norning sun cane in shafts through cloud that |ooked
hung |i ke |unps of cotton wool against the sky.

Christine and M chael stood on the |awn watching Any play. They sipped
frommugs of coffee and tal ked. Ri chard and Joey were inside the house
eat i ng breakf ast.

Christine asked, ?What happens now?"

"My team are working on the Codex Al exander at Norfolk Hall. As soon as
they tell us the translation is complete |I can reestablish the synbiotic
partnership. You'll be free of the infection and can return hone."

"Just |ike that?"

"Just like that."Mchael sniled> "OF course, | feel as though |I should
conpensate you for what you've been through."

"Believe ne, it'll be nore than adequate conpensation just to get this
ni ght mare behind us."

M chael sipped his coffee> "l have a farmin the Cotswol ds. Wy don't
you have a week or two there? Anmy would love it. There are chickens,
cows, sheep, even a couple of ponies.”

"Richard has to be back at work next Mnday so-?

"Don't say no, Christine."Mchael's snile broadened> "I'm naking an

of fer you can't refuse. And you will need tine to get over this. You're
devel opi ng sone rings under those eyes."

Lightly he ran a finger down the side of her cheek

Christine snmiled, then shook her head, suddenly confused> "I don't know
I'l'l have to talk to Richard about it."

"Christine. Keep | ooking at me and noddi ng. "
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251 ?Because soneone is in the trees on the other side of the fence."
"Who is it?"

"Can't tell. They're hiding behind a tree trunk."He | ooked across at Any
and cal |l ed casual ly> "Any. Were's your doll?"

"My Rosemary Snow dol | ?"

"Yes."

"I left her on the swing. Can you bring her to ne, please?"

"Ri ght -oh, "M chael called. Then, in a |low voice, he said to Christine,
"Take the doll to Any and talk to her as if nothing out of the ordinary
i s happening."

"How do you know it's not just sonmeone out for a wal k?"

"Believe nme, it isn't. They're watching us."

"What now?"

"Just keep talking to Any. I'mgoing to stroll back to the house."
"\Why 2"

"Because that's where | keep ny gun."
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New Arri val

"Too |l ate,"Mchael said> "W've got a visitor."

Christine turned round. She saw a man of around six and a half feet
tall, heavily built, with hunched shoul ders and long white hair tied
back into a ponytail .

M chael's reaction to the visitor was surprising.

"l saac, "he shouted, delighted> "What the hell are you doi ng here?"
The big white-haired man smled broadly and gave M chael a bear hug.
"I"ve just been checking the other properties and thought 1'd drop by to

see if you need any help."

"Why are you sneaking about in the woods?"M chael asked, |aughi ng> "You
scared nme half to death.”

"I didn't recognize the car and thought 1'd check out who was here
bef ore showi ng nyself."The big man's smil e dropped> "Are you expecting
any nore visitors?"

"None, apart fromthe big boy hinself."

"Ch."lsaac nodded> "I saw what happened in York, and put two and two
t oget her. "



M chael | ooked grinms "A tragic waste. \Wat you could do for ne, Isaac,
is get alist of the casualties. W might be able to offer sone
financial help to the next of kin and the injured.”

"I"ll get onto it right away."

"I"'msorry, Christine,"Mchael said> "I've not introduced you. |Isaac
Herne. He's been with ne for... what, nine years?"

"El even. "l saac's blue eyes twinkled brightly as a child s> "Pleased to
meet you, Ms. Young."

M chael's snmile returned> "The young |l ady on the clinbing frame is Any
Young. "M chael wi nked at Any> "And the doll with the beautiful black
hair is Rosemary Snow. Isn't that right, Amy?"

253 ?Sure is."
"Rosemary Snow, "l saac repeated> "Pretty nanme."

Christine noticed that |Isaac and M chael exchanged gl ances as if one of
t hem had said somet hing significant.

"And don't forget the Boys,"called Any, swi nging on the clinbing frane
i ke a nonkey.

"Who coul d forget the Boys?'M chael sniled at |saac> "The Boys are here
and there about the garden. Any sees them but we don't."

| saac sniled and nodded> "Sounds as if your daughter has a vivid
i magi nation."

"Ch, she has,"said Christine, wondering if lsaac's arrival signified
t hat somet hi ng positive was happening at |ast.

| saac said, ?I don't want to sound al arm st but you've been here fifteen
hours, M chael. Shouldn't you be moving on?"

M chael paused for a nmonment, head slightly to one side> "1 don't fee
anything yet. | think our Beastie Boy is still a long way off."

"I had sone nore vehicles parked up in the barn in case you needed them'

"Good thinking. W could do with ditching the Range Rover. The police
may be wanting to elinmnate it fromtheir enquiries, as they say, after
what happened in York."

"Right."M chael clapped his hands together and checked his watch
"Provi ding Beastie Boy doesn't get too close, we'll stick around here
for another couple of hours, then we'll head off. Cone on, Isaac, |'lI
i ntroduce you to the rest of the famly."
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| saac
Thi ngs had changed since the big nman, |saac, had wal ked through the

cottage door just sixty minutes ago. Richard Young sat at the kitchen
table at the calmheart of a whirlwi nd of activity.



The optimismin the air was so thick you could near as danmt slice it
with a knife. Mchael hurried backward and forward, fax paper trailing
from his hands, taking tel ephone calls, making tel ephone calls. Elation
electrified him those down-turned eyes sparked with excitement. Richard
saw that the man was in gear now, he was like a warrior with the taste
of victory running thick across his tongue.

As Richard sat there he watched | saac take out a harnonica and begin to
play a rousing sea shanty. Any |aughed and began to dance to the
squeezy-soundi ng nusic, her trainers thunping the kitchen fl oor

"Ri chard. Pass the box, |ove. No, the big cardboard box under the
tabl e."Christine had caught the bug, too. Her brown eyes flashed with
excitement> "M chael , which books need packi ng?"

M chael tal ked as he held the cordl ess phone to his ear> "All those on
the bottomshelf in the study ... yeah, still there, Harry? Is that the
rel evant section of the Codex? Yeah, the section entitled 'Hol ding The
Beast's Heart.' Does that relate to Al exander's nmeeting with the oracle
in Egypt? It does? Excellent. Al the pieces are falling into place ..

Ay, "l saac spoke in a jolly Father Christmas sort of voice> "Do you
know the words to 'What Shall We Do Wth The Drunken Sailor? ?

"Course | do."

"Any, be nice to Isaac."Christine sniled broadly as she hurried by with
t he cardboard box.

Christ, thought Richard uneasily, it's as if they' ve all been

255 drugged. Was he the only one not buzzing with the same anticipation?
Even Joey was rushing backward and forward with boxes full of computer

di scs. Twice that norning Ri chard had noticed Joey sidling across to

M chael when he was out of earshot of the others. Then, rubbing his

i ndex finger up the side of his nose like a two-bit conspirator, he'd
started talking to Mchael as if he wanted reassurance about sonething.

M chael would nod and wi nk and Joey woul d nove of f, | ooking relieved.

Ri chard poured hinmself another coffee. Here he was, faced with his

fam |y dancing to Mchael's tune-in the case of Any, dancing literally.
They were busily rushing fromroomto room then out to the black Ford
Granada parked outside. He saw all this, but what cane to nind was an

i ceberg. Because nine-tenths of the iceberg is hidden under water. And
Ri chard couldn't help but think that there was a | ot going on that he
couldn't see.

Joey said sonething to M chael as he passed and Ri chard saw M chael
nmout h, ?Friday."

Was Friday significant? Surely M chael would have told themall if it
was. To Richard, it seenmed as if Mchael was saying ?l'Il call you
Friday. " But why the whopping great secret?

Amy still jigged up and down to the notes squeezing fromthe chrone
harmoni ca. lsaac's Santa C aus eyes were a bright baby blue, his silver
ponytail swung.



Just then Christine cane back with the box full of books. Richard saw
M chael caught her eye and some understandi ng seened to pass between them

Ri chard stood up, kicked aside a shoe box that was on the floor by his
feet and hel ped hinmself to yet another nugful of coffee.

"Hey, "Any protested> "You' ve kicked Rosemary Snow s van."

| saac' s harnoni ca playing stopped. To Richard the sudden sil ence seened
prickly. Static electricity fizzed across his finger when he touched the
steel handle of the coffee jug.

"Still want to dance, Any?"l|saac asked, his baby blues brighter than ever.

"Sure do. |I'mjust putting Rosemary Snow straight in her van first.
Look, Dad, you've knocked her sideways, you bad man."

"Sorry, sweetheart."

"Right,"she said> "lI'mgoing to do some nore dancing, but first Rosemary
Snow s van needs a drink of water."
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fat oak beans. To Richard it felt as if the ceiling was sl owy being
screwed down closer and closer to his head.

He took his coffee outside, sat on the garden wall and stared grinmy out
across the valley.

"Shit, double shit, triple shit... come on ... useless bastard!?
She shouted again but the van's engi ne died on her.

Rosemary Snow stopped the van at the side of the woodl and road, junped
out to see steamboiling fromthe radiator and swore again.

I'"'mso damm cl ose, she thought. | can alnost snell them She breathed
deeply. OK, Red Zed. Don't lose it. Keep in control. Leave the notor to
cool, then top it up fromthe bottles. For CGodsakes, it can't be nmuch
farther. You crossed over the county boundary ten m nutes ago. She went
to check the road atlas. Banwi ck, near Dartnoor. It didn't |ook far, but
it could only be reached by these narrow twi sting | anes.

You 'Il get there, Red Zed, she told herself. You "Il get there on your
feet, or on your hands and knees if you have to.

She threw open the back of the van, wincing as the still healing ribs
and | acerations protested at too nmuch activity, too soon. Jesus, Red
Zed. You're not Superwoman. Just forty-eight hours ago you were stil
lying in that hospital bed.

As she pulled out the water bottle she realized that in the | ast
forty-eight hours she'd aged fast.

The Rosemary Snow who once noped around her bedroom curtains closed,
preoccupied with being bullied at school or witing drippy letters to
pop stars that she'd never send was dead and buried. Those tormentors at
school seemed like little children now. She knew they held no fear for
her anynore. |If she ever went back to school she'd say in an ice-cold
way that woul d be so dangerous it glittered: ?You. Qutside. | think I



owe you sonet hi ng. " Then she'd bounce heads off the school wall.

She gripped the radiator cap and twisted it off. The rage at M chael and
t he pain caused by her Frankenstein face gave her the energy and

determ nation to finish the job she'd set out to do. And she realized
with grimdelight that there wasn't a human being on the surface of this
shitty planet who could stop her now

When the steam had stopped gushing fromthe radi ator she
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be on her way. She had an appoi ntnment with destiny.

The harmoni ca nusic still belted fromthe cottage when M chael hurried out.
"Richard. | need your help."

It was the first tine Richard had seen the man actually sweat.

"You do?"Richard said coolly.

"I'f you'll follow ne. Please."

Ri chard shrugged and fol | owed.

"I'f you agree, I'd like you to drive the second car."

"The Range Rover?"

"No. The police might be |ooking for that now There's another car in
the barn just beyond these trees."

Ri chard foll owed M chael as he hurried up a woodl and pat h.

"Why two cars, M chael ?"

"W're so close to getting the Beast back into its ..."snmling, he
tapped the top of his head ?... harness that | don't want to risk
cocking it up by a car breaking down on us."

"So | followon in a convoy?"

"Yes."

"No. | think we should all stick together."

M chael stopped and turned> "I'Il ask Isaac to ride with you."
"Wait a minute."Richard caught Mchael's arm "I thought you said we
were all, as you put it, infected."

"You are. But not for much | onger, hopefully."

"But that still means if we get separated it nmight track me down first.'
"Really, Richard. Trust me. It's still a long way off. If we |eave

wi thin the next half-hour or so we can have a steady drive across to
Nor f ol k. "

"And that's when that bastard you call the Beast will be back on its



| eash again, all obedient and maki ng everything in the garden rosy."

"Look, Richard, | don't blame you for feeling bitter. W' ve been through
some shit together in the | ast couple of days."

"Peopl e have died, Mchael."

"I know. But we are now so close to stopping it happening ever again."He
hel d his hands apart with an inch between them fingers trenbling> "This
cl ose, Richard. Then we can start putting right in this world all that
is wong. Starvation, warfare-?
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I 258 Richard sighed> "What do you want nme to do?"

"Come on, |'ll show you."Mchael led Richard to where a barn stood in a
clearing in the trees. He unl ocked a heavy padl ock and swng open the
door. Inside, he could see the Range Rover, still dented and dusty from

York. Beside that, a black Ford G anada that |ooked a twin of the one
parked down by the cottage. The barn itself had been used as a workshop
wi th shel ves containing tools, paint tins, engine parts, even an

anci ent -1 ooking radi o with chunky bakelite knobs.

"I"ll just check she's running OK."M chael clinbed into the car, started
it, revved it for a couple of nmonents, then switched it off.
"Perfect,"he announced> "I'I| take Any, Joey and Christine. You foll ow
cl ose behind with Isaac. Trust ne, there'll be no problens."

"What if | need to contact you?"He hadn't intended to sound facetious,
but that was the way it cane out> "Do we work out a series of codes for
the car horn, or wind dowmn the wi ndow and yel | ?"

"Neither."Again the forgiving smle> "Look."He pulled a rucksack from
t he backseat> "Mobil e tel ephone fully charged. 1'll have one of these,
too. The nunbers are preset. Also in the bag is a map showi ng the

[ ocation in Norfol k."

"But 1'll be follow ng you."
"I'f the inpossible happens and we get split up you'll know how to find
M ddl eton Hall."

"Doesn't |saac know the way?"

"Yep, but you never know. "

"You' ve taken a |l ot of precautions for sonething you say is unlikely."
M chael snmiled> "You' ve heard of sod's |aw?"

Ri chard nodded> "If you drop a slice of buttered bread, it's inevitable
the sod will fall on the carpet buttered side down."

"You've got it, Dicky Boy, as our roly-poly friend Joey would say."

"OK."Richard found a smle playing on his Iips. Mchael's charm was
starting to work on him too. Maybe he'd begun to get paranoid about

M chael and Christine exchangi ng gl ances. For Christsakes it's not as if
they had time-or the opportunity- to becone |overs or anything.



"And in this side pouch."M chael held up the rucksack> "There's a
t housand pounds in cash.”

259 ?Just in case?"

M chael nodded> "Just in case."Then with a slap on Richard' s back he
said lightheartedly, ?Come on. We'll grab a sandw ch before we | eave.
Ch, by the way. Here are the car keys. Put them sonewhere safe.”

"Don't worry, | will."

M chael |ed the way back down to the cottage, chatting enthusiastically.
"Christine was saying that you script pronotional videos. It's a useful
skill; the ability to hel p peopl e understand new i deas that m ght
otherwi se be difficult to take in."

"You nmean |i ke the Beast?"

"Exactly."M chael had picked up a stick and thoughtfully decapitated a
dandel i on cl ock> "Just for the sake of argunent, inagine you were given
a conm ssi on-nmoney no object-to wite a script for a public information
filmthat could explain what the Beast was and how it woul d benefit
humanki nd. How woul d you go about it?"

Still talking, they headed down to the cottage bel ow
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Crunch Tine

For the next thirty mnutes they nmade their preparations to | eave. Once
M chael took hinself off for a walk into the woods to be alone with his
t houghts. Five mnutes |ater he was back, saying brightly, ?0K people,
let's roll."

It happened as quickly as that. One second Ri chard was watchi ng Any wave
to himthrough the back w ndow, the Rosemary Snow doll in the other

hand. Christine waving, too. Then, the tires crunched across the pebble
yard to the driveway through the trees-and they were gone.

M chael would wait for themat the village service station. It was |ess
than a mle away. Wiy, then, did Richard feel such a bleak and cold
sense of loss, as if he'd just said good-bye to his daughter and wife
forever?

"All |ocked up,"lsaac said, pocketing the keys> "Conme on, let's get the
car and neet up with M chael ."

Ri chard foll owed | saac across the garden to a side gate which led to the
woodl and path up to the barn. The tinme was 10:58 a.m

The sound of M chael's car faded into the distance. The sudden qui et
that followed increased Richard's unease. He shivered. The strokes of
icy fingertips ran down his spine.

VWhi ch is absurd, he told hinmself. They were in the mddle of a bl oody
heat wave. Bees bunbl ed through the I ong grass, while sunlight slammed
down through the trees in eye-dazzling sl abs.



| saac was making small talk, his silver ponytail swinging fromside to
side. Cccasionally he'd gl ance back, the baby-blue eyes friendly.

Ri chard barely heard what the big man said; he put his head down and

pushed on up the hill to where the barn stood, its twin doors w de open
261 ?Richard, if you'll drive the car out, 1'Il lock the barn door
behi nd you."

Ri chard gave a grimnod and hurried into the barn, its interior suddenly
gl oony after the brilliance outside.

The instant he touched the car door handle a fat spark of static cracked
across his knuckl es.

| saac stood with the padl ock in his hands, saying am ably, ?M chael's
taken a real shine to Amy, you know. She's a beautiful little girl."

Richard didn't care. He thought: It's not as if when all this is over
we'll be inviting Mchael to tea on Boxing Day or to Any's birthday
parties at McDonalds. 1'lIl be cock-a-hoop never to set eyes on the nman
agai n.

He swung hinself into the seat.

Then jamred in the ignition key and twisted it.

Not hi ng

Not a dicky bird.

Not a click or grunt or squeak

Ri chard | ooked at the key in disbelief. Has he given me the right
ignition key?

O course he had. It slipped in easily. It turned easily.

The only thing that didn't happen easily was the notor starting.
"Shit."

He turned the key again. The starter notor didn't turn. There wasn't
even the tell-tale click of electricity running through the cables.
Dead, dead, bl oody dead.

Shi t !

He tried the radio. Dead al so.

And t he dashboard cl ock.

SH T!

| saac sang out, ?You're not going to take all day about starting the
car, are you, Richard?"

Ri chard got out of the car and slammed the door with a crash as |oud as
a shotgun bl ast.



"What's wrong?"lsaac hurried into the barn> "Wiy aren't you starting the
car?"

"Because ... ah!?As Richard tried to open the bonnet static electricity
cracked across his hand again. It felt like a snmack froma ruler

Jesus Christ. Dread... a feeling of cold, cold dread shunted through him
wi th enough force to knock the breath out of him

262 ?Richard. What's wong. What're you doi ng?"
"Don't you feel it, |saac?"
“No, what-?

"Listen!?Richard ran to the old radio with the bakelite knobs, sw tched
it on. Beethoven's Fifth boomed out, sounding |ike death hinself
knocki ng on your front door

"Just listen to this, Isaac. Listen to what your boss M chael has done
to us!?He twi sted the saucer-sized tuning dial, taking the radio off
station.

Instantly static punped fromthe speaker. The sound filled the barn. The
regul ar beat of static. It sounded |ike the heart-beat of a giant.

Ri chard's voice rose above the static, ?You know what this is?"
| saac nodded, the baby-blue eyes w de with shock

"And you know what that means, |saac? That bastard has just signed our
death warrant!?

I gnoring the static shocks, Richard tore open the bonnet of the Ford.
Inside the cables to the plugs had been cut.

"Damm, the bastard!?Richard ran to the Range Rover. The keys were stil
in the ignition> "lsaac. Get in."

| saac stared as if he'd slipped into a trance.
Ri chard turned the key.
"Jesus, | don't believe it. The bastard. THE BASTARD! ?

Agai n he opened the bonnet to find the cables cut. M chael had done a
t horough job when he'd gone for his supposed woodl and wal k. He want ed
themto be there when the Beast finally came striding invisibly across
t he Devon | andscape.

W're its sacrificial neat, thought Richard with such a huge surge of
bitterness that he wanted to scream at the sky and curse God and M chael
and the Satanic fates that had brought them together> "That bastard

M chael has deliberately abandoned us here."

Sparks flew fromhis fingers every time he touched nmetal, the snell of
static stained the air, his clothes crackl ed when he nmoved and all the
time he could hear the old radio that had sedately played nmusic old and
new for the last thirty years beating out that terrible, terrible sound.
Louder and | ouder came the beat; that fat burst of static as his



Destroyer approached.

Ri chard screaned at |saac, ?Run!?

| saac shook his head and sat on the bonnet of the Ford. His

261 head hung forward, the baby-blue eyes | ooked down at the ground.
"Come on, man,"Richard yelled> "Run!?

| saac gave a little shake of his head. The baby-bl ue eyes never | ooked up
"You can't just wait here. You've got to-Christ!?

Sonmewher e outside cane a trenendous crash. It sounded like a tree
falling-no, a tree being slamed to the ground.

| saac took out the silver harnmonica and began to play G eensleeves. He
played it soft and slow slow as a funeral march

The man had surrendered hinself to his fate.
All the time the radio crunched out the beat of static as the thing got
cl oser. Now the sound was so great the speaker distorted it into a

constant pul sing roar of white noise.

Looki ng down at the ground, |saac played the harnonica. He'd made up his
m nd there was nowhere to run

But Ri chard ran.

He canme out of the barn as if his clothes were on fire, arns
wi ndm | 1ing, dragging in choking lungfuls of air.

He didn't know where he was running. Instinct alone guided him He ran

down hill through the trees, |eaped over tree roots, fallen trunks,
branches-
-thinking: Please don't let ne fall, please don't let me fall, please don't-

Back in the barn, |saac played the harnonica, the notes flying through

t he branches above as gracefully as swallows, the music and the sunlight
running together. In a way, Richard felt he ran in a dream Misic.
Sunlight. Trees. Long Grass. Dandelions beneath his feet, and-

BANG

Wth a roar like thunder the barn was hanmered fl at.

And the nusic stopped. Richard snapped out of the trance and ran harder

Branches whi pped his face. A branble caught his cheek and drew a line in
bl ood.

Crash. He slamred down onto his chest, rolled-rolled again and was back
on his feet. Panting, gurgling, trying to draw air into his lungs so he

could outrun the thing that foll owed him

H s Destroyer.



Behi nd came a series of creaks followed by crashes. It was in the forest
now. Crushing a twenty-yard strip of tinber as it

265 followed him d ancing back, he saw trees shiver, withe as if in
agony then explode in a spray of pulp and | eaves.

Crack.
He'd run full into a tree trunk. He bounced back, head ringing with pain.
But still he pounded on through the forest, |eaping over branches,

cutting through clunps of stinging nettles. He felt nothing.

Only the searing need, the burning need to run, and to run faster and
faster, until his feet hissed across the | eaves and grass as if he flew.

The next tinme he | ooked back he saw the sky had turned green

A mllion leaves torn frombranches and lifted by the updraft of the
thing hung in a great cloud between ground and sky, turning even the
sunlight that fell on himgreen

H s chest burned. His heart felt as if it would erupt through his nouth.

Behi nd, the crashi ng sounded deafening. By now the tops of falling trees
whacked to the ground at either side of him

It was nearly on top of him
The ground grew steeper

He ran down it faster. Perhaps gravity would give himthe speed he
needed to outrun this thing.

Just another few yards. If he outran it, it would dissipate into thin
air; he'd seen it happen before. He'd be safe. It couldn't harm him
then. It couldn't-

H s foot hooked a tree root. H s body whipped forward and down. The
ground slammed into him Wnded, he rolled over and over.

That's when he knew he'd run his last step

Over head branches sheared as his Destroyer crashed down toward him
Balling his arns and legs tight to his body, he screwed shut his eyes
and with a yell that mated the anticipated agony with rage he waited for
the hammer to fall.
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"Although they rarely realize it, the ultimte anmbition of every man,
worman and child is to control the uncontrollable.”

-John Ducas. Constantinople. Easter Day, ad 1057
9/rt 267 |

Chapter Fifty-five



G ound Zero

At the T-junction a sign pointing left read BANW CK. The conbi ne
harvester turned right.

Rosemary hi ssed, ?Thank heaven for small nercies."She gunned the van's
danger ously overheated engi ne and pounded it through the village of

t hat ched cottages. She drove so quickly she overshot the turn-off
downhi I I which was marked with a sign painted on wood that read G ebe
Cot t age.

Again she was followi ng a narrow road w th hi gh-banked si des and nowhere
to turn round. After another nerve-stripping mle she came upon a cart
track. She swung the van off the road, then reversed savagely back
bunpi ng into the opposite bank of the road and | eaving a scattering of
br oken anber indicator lens in the grass.

A bus braked hard, sounded its horn; the driver held out his hands, his
nmout h movi ng as he described Rosemary's driving abilities to her
Scowl i ng, she crunched the gear hone and | unbered back the way she'd cone.

It hit Richard square in the back. A blistering shaft of |ight pierced
hi s brain.

Then there was not hi ng nore.

He joined the dust of dead worlds that float silently in the void
bet ween gal axi es. Where there is absolute cold, absolute silence;
absol ute | oneliness.

Hs |lips began to burn. Was that the kiss of eternity itself?

He grunted. Moved his head. Hi s head began to pound.

Hs lips stung as if they rested on hot netal. He grunted again, opened
his eyes.

He | ay facedown. The stinging grew worse.
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sti ngi ng.

H s face had been crushed down agai nst a stinging nettle.
But what was it that had crushed hin?
He dragged hinsel f from beneath whatever | ay across his back

For a nonent he sat panting, staring at the thing in a daze, allow ng
the image to take shape in his brain.

He kicked it experinentally with his foot, as if to reassure hinself it
was real

A branch, he thought. A bloody branch: as tall as he was and as thick as
his arm It had been sheared froma tree overhead and had fallen on him
knocking himto the ground. The | eaves that remmi ned on the thing had
been ground to a wet pulp. Still in a daze he rolled one between finger
and thunb. It left a green stain on his skin.



Why wasn't he dead?

By rights he should be as flat as a hedgehog that had wandered out into
the path of a truck

He stood up, feeling his body-ribs, arns, |egs, head. Nothing broken

hi s back ached where it had been sl apped by the branch. If anything, the
nettle sting on his lips was worse. He touched themw th his fingertips.
They'd swollen. And they burned like bloody hell fire. But he felt a
damm sight better than he shoul d have done.

H s brain took some | oosening up. Wthout understandi ng, he | ooked up at
the trees. Here, the tops had been sheared off. As he retraced his steps

uphill, he saw that the destruction becane nore savage. Twenty paces
farther up the hill the trees had been broken in two, with the top

hal ves |ying, bleeding sap, on the ground. Wile the bottom halves wth
a few branches still attached stood untouched. As he wal ked back toward
the barn, he saw the trees had been severed closer and closer to the
ground until, fifty paces fromthe barn, there was nothing but knee-high

stunps surrounded by sl oppy nounds of wood pul p. Another twenty paces
and there was nothing but wood pul p. The trees had been snapped off at
ground | evel

O the barn itself nothing recogni zable renmai ned. Just a half acre
orange dust smnear that had once been a thousand or so roof tiles and
i mestone clippings that had been walls. Beneath that woul d be
tinfoil-thin sheets of netal that had once been two cars
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eyes.

Ri chard shook his head. It was too nuch to take in. If anything, the
i dea that buzzed around his head was sonehow to get to the service
station in the village in the hope Mchael hadn't gone yet.

He paused, surprised by the understanding that lit up his brain. M chael
had planned this. He'd cut the cables when he'd gone out for his
supposed stroll around the garden. He'd deliberately abandoned themto
t he Beast.

Why ?

Ri chard touched his nettle-stung Iips. He only knew that M chael had
gone now, and taken Richard's famly with him He knew, also, that the
Beast had gone with him Sonehow he'd taken it.

Ri chard pressed his finger against his |lips. The burning sting hel ped
clear the fog fromhis brain. He felt as if he was waking froma trance
that had lasted for the last three days. M chael had been Iying to them
He understood that now. How nuch had been lies he didn't know But he
did know the lies had been for a purpose. And as Ri chard headed up
through the trees toward the village at the top of the hill he guessed
t hat purpose had been to get Christine from hi msonehow.

But was it Christine? He renenbered the secretive glances they'd
exchanged. But al so he renenbered M chael's interest in Amy. Wen York
M nster had cone down around their ears it had been Amy, only Amry, whom
M chael had been interested in saving.

Wth questions circling in his brain like the rooks above circling the



treetops, Richard plodded up the hill

He hal f-noticed a yell ow VWvan come bounci ng down the track fifty yards
away to his left. But the only idea taking shape in his head now was:

Find M chael. Find him quick

Because Richard knew as surely as the sun would shine in the norning
that something terrible was going to happen. And it woul d happen soon
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Near M ss

"Hall o, Mchael. Do you renenber me? Rosemary Snow? My face has changed
alittle since the last tine you saw ne ... you bastard!?

In goes the knife. Stick it right through one of those gentle, cow brown
eyes that are as soft as a saint's.

Drive it hard. Pierce the retina; puncture the orbit. Don't stop there.

Keep pushi ng, pushing. Push the tip of the bl ade al ong the channel
occupi ed by the optic nerve; it'll be soft, pul py-no resistance there.

Wth luck you can push the blade deep into his skull. So deep it pierces

the frontal [obe of his brain. He will die at your feet.
"M chael dead."
M chael dead... she loved the way the sound of the words jingled

together like a song lyric.

"M chael's dead, M chael's dead, "she sang as she drove the van down the
| ane t hrough the wood> "M chael's dead, Mchael's dead. And I'Il bury
your bones, hall el ujah!?

She gi ggl ed. The sound, harsh and | oud, drowned even the overheated notor

Now, terror and excitenent filled her with an energy that bordered on
the electric.

Above the treetops she could see the red roof of the cottage. She'd seen
enough through Amy's eyes to know that this was the place.

This was where her destiny once nore intersected with Mchael's. She
pl anned nothing fancy. Wth the knife hidden behind her back she'd knock
on the door. Wen he opened it, she'd say, ?Renenber ne?"

Then st ab.
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bunpi ng over tractor ruts. The cottage swung into view around the next
bend. She switched off the notor and allowed the van to freewheel onto
t he pebbl ed yard.

But even as she clinbed out of the van, the knife gripped tight in her
fist, a gut feeling told her she was too |late. There were no cars in the
yard; the cottage wi ndows were all shut. The place | ooked dead.



And after five minutes of pounding on doors and wi ndows with her fist
she realized they had gone. She | ooked through a wi ndow. The kitchen

| ooked tidy so they'd not left in a hurry. On the kitchen table was an
enpty shoe box on which soneone had drawn wheel s and doors to make it

| ook i ke a car.

"Damm! ?She ki cked the door

Suddenl y overwhel med, she sat down on the doorstep. Her whol e body
shook. And al though she wasn't actually crying, tears streamed down her
face. When she wi ped them away the scabs came off, sticking to her
finger tips in black crunbs.

So cl ose, she thought. So damm, fucking close. |I must have mi ssed t hem
by mi nutes.

Dam.

She picked up the knife and | ooked at the steel blade. The sunlight it
refl ected dazzl ed her. She cl osed her eyes.

For sone reason the fl ashes continued in her head.
"Any, "she whi spered> "Any, where are you now?"

Richard's | eg ached. He guessed he nust have pulled a calf nmuscle in the
mad run downhi l |

Nevert hel ess, he pressed on through the wood, |inping over knots of
roots and pushi ng asi de branches. The wal k seened to take forever. H's
m nd spun. The only idea he could cling to was to make for the garage in
the village. Perhaps M chael mght be waiting for himthere.

But he knew he was del udi ng hinself. M chael would be | ong gone, and
he'd have taken Amy, Christine and Joey with him

That's plan A, he thought grimy. But what the hell is plan B?

Rosemary stood where the barn had been. The sun reflected from scraps of
nmetal . The snell of evaporating petrol hung heavily in the hot sumer air.

She knew instantly that the thing had been here, too. Running
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t hrough the trees. Fromwhat she could see the trees hadn't nerely been
toppl ed. They'd been pul ped.

Alittle way off to her left, a swarm of bluebottles buzzed around a
stretch of rubble. She'd noved closer to it, waving the flies away. Her
mout h turned wet. An unpl easant taste seeped across her tongue.

Soneone has died here, she told herself. She knew it wasn't Any because
as she sat on the cottage doorstep a sudden rush of inages had cone
flooding into her head. Not nuch had been clear. But she'd seen enough

t hrough Any's eyes to tell her that Mchael was driving the famly al ong
a twisting country road. There'd been the fat man. Repeatedly, he ran
his thick sausage fingers through his hair. Any's nother, |ooking out of
t he wi ndow, expression serious. But-

Rosemary caught her breath. She stepped back fromthe patch of rubble



where the flies crawled so thickly they created a swarm ng mat.

She'd not seen the little girl's father, Richard. She |ooked down at the
rubbl e.

Maybe he was beneath that. Reduced to fly neat.

Unable to bring herself to | ook nore closely, she ran back to the van
and drove away.
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Adrift

At the same tinme that Rosemary Snow ran back fromthe remains of the
barn to the van, Richard reached the village. His lips still tingled
fromthe nettle sting.

Mar ket day. Whole families carried bags full of carrots, eggs, bananas,
nmel ons.

The normality of it all made Richard feel even nore |ike the outsider
For one insane nonent he coul d have believed he'd becone invisible.
Couldn't they see terror on his face? Hadn't they heard the thundering
roar of the barn being flattened or a hundred trees being pul ped?

He paused to look at his reflection in the post office wi ndow Wat he
saw surprised him After all he'd been through, the panic, the terror
brushed by the lips of death itself he saw, reflected, a perfectly

nor mal -1 ooki ng man of thirty-something. Expression calm C ean shaven.
He didn't look in any way dishevel ed. There was a grass stain on his
el bow and down one side of his jeans, but as they were black anyway it
hardly showed.

Suddenly he was seized by the burning need to junp onto the steps of the
war menorial and shout-DON T YOU PECPLE KNOW WHAT' S HAPPENED TO ME? | ' VE
SEEN MEN AND WOMEN DI E! | ALMOST DI ED MYSELF! MY FAM LY HAVE BEEN

ABDUCTED! WHY CAN' T YOU GUESS WHAT' S HAPPENED TO ME BY THE LOOK I N MY EYES?

Peopl e bustled by. Al |ooked so happy and rel axed, every smile on their
faces a vicious stab in Richard's heart. Wy couldn't they share his
pai n? Way couldn't they suffer |ike he suffered?

He wanted to grab people by the arnms and tell. He wanted to shout it out
in the streets.

But he knew he couldn't. Parents, schoolteachers, society as
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shout the truth fromthe top of the war nenorial than he could strip off
his clothes and wal k down through the market naked.

Cone on, Richard, he told hinself grimy. Pull yourself together. Any
and Christine need you now. Find them

He wal ked qui ckly along the street, | ooking for a car rental office. How
he'd pay for the car God al one knew. He'd got about three pounds in

| oose change in his pocket, no wallet-only this ... this certainty that
boiled like nmolten nmetal through his veins that he needed to find Any
and Christine and take them away from M chael as quickly as possible



Agai n the sense of dread and danger rolled through himin great dark waves.

Above the thatched roofs a balloon hung in the sky like a Wrld War Two
blinmp. Tethered by a line; printed in black along its flank the word
THANNATOS

Possibly it advertised a garage, thought Richard. Anyway, it was a
start. As for paying for a hire car, he'd have to cross that bridge when
he cane to it.

He followed a streamthat ran through the village. Two bl ack swans
floated m dstream

THANNATOS turned out to be a warehouse-sized store selling antiques. The
village's only garage was next door. It had two rusty punps, one diesel
one petrol. Its core activity seemed to be the sale of aninal feed.

"Damm, "hi ssed Richard. Time was running out. Already ideas of stealing a
car were running through his head.

Desperate times call for desperate neasures, he told hinmself, flexing a
fist as he wal ked al ong the pavenent. There was no time to worry about
consequences. All that was inportant was that he reached this place in
Norfol k. Before M chael did whatever he planned to do to Any or to

Chri stine.

A hot wind blew down the street. It tunbled a sheet of newspaper agai nst
his leg. There was a photograph of York Mnister. A headline: DEATH TOLL
RI SES TO 63.

Ri chard's bl ood turned cold and he began to wal k faster

Rosemary Snow took her life in her hands every tinme she opened the
radi ator cap. The netal cap came off with a bang. If it wasn't for the
fact she'd wapped the coat around it she'd be sprayed with boiling
water. More boiling water squirted out froma crack
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"Heap of shit."She cursed as hot water spat across her bare arm As soon
as she could get near she topped up the radiator fromthe water bottle.
An omi nous runbling followed by a knocking came fromthe radiator as
cold water streamed across hot netal. Mre steamblew fromthe cap |ike
froma whistling kettle.

Then, at last, she was back on the road again, hot air blasting through
t he smashed passenger w ndow.

"Christ, Robbie,"she shouted, ?I've done you a favor ripping off this
pile of junk."She turned into the village's main street> "At |east you
can cl aimon your bloody insurance.”

She eased the van along the busy street, overtaking a couple of
stationary buses, then stopping at the pedestrian crossing as nothers
haul ed ki ds across by the hand. Two bl ack swans glided al ong a stream
Overhead a balloon winkled and tugged at the cable.

"Come on, Any,"she whi spered> "Show ne where you are. Show me pictures,
Amy. Show me road signs. Show ne nanes. Ask M chael where you're going.
Ask your munmmy. Ask- Christ... | don't believe it."



Sitting on a bench, at the side of the main road, was the nan she
recogni zed as Any's father

She felt a sudden surge of relief. At least he hadn't died in the barn
wreck. And maybe if he was here so were the others. Perhaps even

M chael. She felt across the passenger seat. There was the knife.
Excitenment buzzed through her as she pulled the van to the side of the
street about fifty yards fromwhere the man sat, then clinbed out of the
van.

She decided to cross the road and, meking no bones about it, tell the
man about the danger he and his famly faced. Particularly his daughter

Cone on, come on! Traffic streaned by preventing her crossing the road
to him

Then cane t he unexpect ed.

A bus pulled up. The man got on it, paid the fare and the bus pulled
away before she could even shout.

Dam ... openmout hed she stood and watched it go. Ri chard Young sat and
even stared over her head as it passed. She waved and shouted but he was
so preoccupi ed he never even noticed.
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Vi sions and N ght mares

Snap!

As Richard Young sat on the bus trying to hamrer out what the hell he
did now, the sound cracked through his head.

He rubbed the back of his neck and rolled his head from side to side.
Snap!

The sound cane again. Al nost the same kind of sound you get in your ears
when you' re going uphill or downhill in a car. The air pressure in the
i nner ear causes a pop as it equalizes with the outer air pressure.

Snap!

Simlar but not the same. Anyway, the bus was traveling on a | evel
stretch of road. He yawned, but his ears didn't pop

Snap!

The sound cane frominside his head. Sonetimes when people are under
prol onged stress they develop a buzzing in the ears. Perhaps this was a
simlar manifestation. Christ knew he'd been through enough to send him
giggling all the way to the nearest psychiatric ward.

He | ooked out at the trees and Devonshire cottages. They seemed di stant
and unreal . The ot her passengers mght as well have been inmages on a TV
screen. One wonman showed anot her worman a sweater she'd bought at the
market. A child kneeled up on the seat in front of himswooping a toy



hel i copter. Across the aisle sat an old nan with a bl ack dog under his
seat. The dog panted in the heat, its |long pink tongue dripping spots of
saliva onto the bus floor

Ri chard thought: Christ. What do | do now? \Were do | go now? \Were is
Amy? \Where is that bastard M chael taking then?

The bus driver sounded the horn as a VWvan overtook the
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bus, narrowly m ssing an oncom ng notorcyclist.

Snap!

He cl osed his eyes. He couldn't chase after themon the damm bus. He'd
have to get hold of a car. Wth luck there'd be a car rental office in
the next town. But then again, he had no noney to pay for the thing. If

he had no noney, he'd have no car

But what was M chael going to do to his famly? He had to find them
They needed him But he would need a car..

The conundrum circled around his head. A question with no answer; a dam
riddle with no fucking solution

Snap!

That sound again. Like sone frigging nunbskull inside his head trying to
turn a key in a | ock.

Snap!

He cl enched his fists; eyes tight shut.

Snap!

There was a pressure growi ng inside his skull. Maybe his bl ood pressure
was so high one artery after another was giving way under the strain
like over inflated tires.

Snap!

Maybe he'd scream and stagger down the bus, blood running like tears
fromhis eyes; blood flowing like snot fromhis nose; blood bubbling
fromhis ears.

Snap! Snap! SNAP!

The sound of the bus seemed distant. Sonething was happening to him He
didn't know what. Maybe ...

Snap!
The passenger behind himwas | eaning forward so close to the back of his

neck he could al nost feel their breath on his bare skin. He could sense
eyes boring into the back of his head. Christ..



He | ooked back, ready to start punching.
No one there.
In fact there were no nore passengers sitting behind him

Jesus, what's happening to me? Here | am standing on the rock of
sanity, but there's a crack appeared beneath my feet, and it's getting
wi der and wi der and ..

The bus stopped to drop off the old nman and his dog.

Ri chard shut his eyes again, trying to hang onto his crunbling
rationality. Again there was a sensation that soneone sat behind him
al nost touching the back of his head.
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Hs face felt stiff and nunmb. But he was sure that was no |onger the
effect of the nettle sting.

It was as if sonmeone had got their finger inside his brain and had begun
to stir. He felt so dam weird.

Snap!

| mmges bubbl ed up inside his head. They were so bright and solid he

t hought for one confused nonent that he'd only dreamed he was riding the
bus. That he really was sitting between Joey and Christine in the
backseat of a car. Joey nunched on a bread roll filled with bacon
Mayonnai se slicked his bottomlip white. He | ooked up at his wife to his
right. Wiy did she seem so big? She gazed out of the window, twirling a
I ength of her hair between her fingers as if lost in some problem

Alittle butterfly with wings as blue as the sky fluttered inside the
car against the side window, then flew forward toward the w ndscreen
Richard tracked it with his eyes as if it was the nost fascinating thing
in the world. A hand came up and sl apped it against the glass, grinding
t he beautiful blue wings to crunbs.

Sadness surged up within himwith a power that was as inexplicable as it
was huge. A lunp like an egg squeezed into his throat.

The hand bel onged to M chael. He was driving. H s brown eyes | ooked

di fferent now Concentration nade them | ook fierce. He | ooked |like a nman
who' d deci ded on sonme course of action; and he'd followit to its bitter
end.

He | ooked down at his hands. He saw the Rosemary Snow doll, |ong black
hair rugged by the breeze.

Snap!

He opened his eyes. A nuscle beneath his left eyebrow tw tched.

The bus stopped. The boy with the helicopter followed his mother off the
bus. A girl clinbed on the bus. Paid the driver, and sat on the vacant

seat in front of him She had short ginger hair.

Snap!



He cl osed his eyes. An object felt as if it slipped through his skull
It felt al nost the same as when you slide your finger inside your nouth
to dislodge a piece of apple from beside your gum

Snap!
What was this thing he felt inside his skull?
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A torrent of images erupted. Al bright and vivid. But disjointed,
maki ng no sense.

One second he was renenbering what he saw in York Mnster. The walls
com ng down. A roof tinmber shattering a statue. But he saw it froma

di fferent perspective. He felt the blind terror. But it seemed different
somehow. He saw things that he hadn't seen the first tine around. A
toppling statue of a saint pinned a fat woman to the floor. She withed
beneath it, clawing at the broad stone back in a parody of |ovemnaking.

Then he saw a figure racing toward him along the aisle out of that
boiling m st of dust and debris.

To his astonishment he saw it was hinself. As if he was watching a video
of what had happened to himon that day.

O that he was watching through soneone el se's eyes.

Snap!

Most made no sense. Nighttine. He was in his garden at hone. Two
brutish-1ooking nen were standi ng by the house. One struck the other

with a hammer across the back of the head ..

running through a field of yellow flowers. A noonlit night. It
follows. The Beast cutting through the yellow crop |like a speedboat

a hospital room A mrror. In the nmirror a face surrounded by a mat
of long black hair. The face is shockingly wounded ..

Snap!

He opened his eyes as the bus pulled into the station. This tine his
head felt clear. He didn't know if he'd actually slept on the bus, but
at least the rest had hel ped.

Even so, his |l egs were shaky as he clinbed off the bus.

He left the station |ooking for a cafe. First he'd drink a couple of
bl ack coffees, then he'd start |ooking for a car

Richard sat at the table in the cafe. Traffic runbled by outside. The
radi o on the counter played ?Unchai ned Mel ody. " The pl ace snell ed of
freshly brewed coffee. The few custoners had occupi ed the wi ndow seats.

Preoccupi ed, he let his gaze rest on a fly wal ki ng around and around on
the red tablecloth. The coffee nug steaned in his hand.

"Mnd if | join you?"



Al most startled, he | ooked up. A girl in her late teens with |ong
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around at the enpty tables and under st ood.

He grunted, ?1'mnot interested.”
The audacity of the whore. In a quiet cafe?, in the mddle of the day.

As if she hadn't heard what he said, she sat opposite. He began to
stand, intending to nove to another table.

She grabbed his forearmwith a surprising strength that bordered on the
ferocious. Then, in a |l ow voice, she said, ?My nane is Rosemary Snow."
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Snow

When he didn't reply straight away, she repeated, ?I'm Rosemary Snow."
He stared at her so hard that she broke eye contact self-consciously and
pul | ed her hair across her cheek to hide the crust of scabs that ran
down the left side of her face.

At last, he replied sinply, ?I know"

Her eyes wi dened, surprised> "M chael told you about ne?"

"No. My daughter. My four-year-old daughter."Richard fought to keep the
crack of insanity closed beneath his feet. He breathed deeply and took a

swal | ow of coff ee.

"So, | did get through to Amy."In sonething like triunmph, she sl apped
her hand down on the table, causing the cafe's diners to turn and | ook

Ri chard said, ?Any tal ked about you a lot; she even naned a doll after you."
"Listen. This may be hard to take in, but for the last few days | have

been able to see through your daughter's eyes. It started about a

fortni ght ago when-?

Wearily, Richard held up a hand> "You don't have to explain. | know what
happened, or at least | can guess what happened. You' ve spent sone tine
with M chael ?"

She nodded.

"Then that thing that's following himnearly killed you?"

Agai n a nod.

"Then ..."Feeling al nost drunk, he put his finger to his head> "There
were changes in here. You start seeing things. You think at first
they're dreans, or ... or sone kind of hallucination?"

"Yes. But they're real. Sonetimes it's not clear. But |'ve seen you
riding in a car with Mchael, and then there's a heavily built man, |ank
hair-?



282 ?That's Joey Barrass, ny brother-in-law"

"And a woman-your wife?"

"Christine. Yes."

"And the little girl, Amy?"

"Any."He nodded, feeling a weight against his neck
"Where are they now?"

Shruggi ng, he stood up, wal ked out of the cafe and headed across a car
park. Rosemary Snow followed, |inping slightly.

"Wait. Richard. Were are you goi ng?"

"Where am | going? | don't know, Rosemary Snow. "

"Wait, just a nonent."

"I can't wait any longer. I'"'mgoing to find a car."

"Wher e?"

He shrugged> "Steal one."

"Believe me, M. Young, it's harder than you think."

"Any suggestions?"He winced at the bitterness in his voice.
"I've got a van. Use that."

He stopped his furious march through the car park and | ooked back into
her eyes. There was a gentl eness and conpassion in there, as well as

pain. He sighed and let his shoulders drop> "I"'msorry,"he said with a
faint smle> "Christ, |I'mbehaving like a right bastard ... | didn't
mean to ..."He shrugged, words failing him "Sorry. It's been a hell of
a norning."

She sniled, raising her brown eyes to neet his> "It's been a hell of a
week. "

"I"ll see if | can start again. I'mRichard Young."He held out his hand

"Rosemary Snow. "She shook his hand> "Wen | saw you get off the bus |
parked in a side street by the cafe.”

"You' ve been follow ng nme?"
"For a long, long way."
He | ooked down at the girl who was so slightly built he could have

believed a summer's breeze would float her away> "I think we've got sone
stories to swap, don't you?"

This time her smle was warn» "I think so, too.
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Square One

Ri chard wanted to drive straight to the address M chael had originally
given him But it seenmed obvious now, in view of Mchael |leaving himto
be pul ped by the Beast, that the address would be fal se. Rosemary
suggested that they find the nearest library, check the tel ephone
directories, then do some phoning.

It would be faster than driving all the way to Norfolk only to find
M ddl eton Hall didn't exist.

As they drove they tal ked quickly. Rosemary told Ri chard what had
happened to her; that at first M chael had seenmed genuinely interested
in her, as if she could be of use to him Then, when the thing had cone
tearing through the farmhouse to pursue her across the field, he'd
realized she was of no use to himafter all- and sinply abandoned her

To Richard the pieces of information fell into place. Mchael's interest
in Amy tal king about Rosemary Snow. At first M chael nust have assuned
Rosemary was dead. But then, when Any started tal ki ng about her, he nust
have realized that she was still alive. And worse, for him Rosemary was
tracki ng hi m down.

Ri chard guessed Rosemary's ai m had been to warn them about M chael
Because now he clearly planned to use Anmy in the sane way he'd tried to
use Rosemary. Just how and why-wasn't clear. But it nust have sonething
to do with his recapturing this entity he called the Beast.

As the realization of this sank in, Richard felt his agitation return
and he chewed a knuckl e, wi shing the damm van could grow wi ngs and fly
themto wherever M chael had taken his famly.

Rosemary pulled into the library car park, but it was another twenty
m nutes before they left the van. They sat face to face, talking
i ntensely. Rosemary's eyes flashed in a way that suggested
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to her.

At last they went into the library. Richard guessed the quickest way to
find out if there was such a place as Mddleton Hall was to phone the
library nearest to Mddleton and ask if anyone had heard of it.

The idea was so sinple it was brutal. And Richard was already afraid to
hear what the answer woul d be.

At the same tine, fifty mles away, Mchael pulled into a garage,
telling Christine he would buy sone sweets and a drink for Any.

Once out of sight he pulled the nmobile tel ephone fromhis pocket and dial ed.

"Hell 0o? Spiro? It's Mchael. Listen. I'"'mon ny way back to you now. Have
the team got everything ready? Good. Because | want to get this over and
done with by tonight."

The voice at the other end of the tel ephone began, respectfully, to
protest sone point. Mchael cut in>"I"'mnot interested in that. It'l
work this time. I knowit will. Now ... |I've been staying with the
Youngs at d ebe Cottage at Banwi ck. | want you to get sone peopl e across



there as quickly as possible. They'll find the area around the barn in
a bit of a nmess. Tell themto nmake the place tidy. Got that? Al so,

have you had any news about the girl Rosemary Snow? Well, keep | ooking.

When you find her, send her to the farm Right, Spiro, get to it."

He pocketed the tel ephone, bought the sweets and drink, then returned to
where he'd parked the car in the shade of the tree.

Joey was pacing up and down beside it.

"About tinme, Mchael. W can't sit around here waiting for that thing to
cone back."

M chael smled warmy> "Don't worry, Joey. It's still a long way off.
You' ve got nothing to worry about at all."

By midday they'd made a single tel ephone call that had sent Richard to
t he curbside where he sat slunmped with his head in his hands.

A librarian at Mddleton and District Library had told themthat
M ddl eton Hall had been denolished ten years ago; the site was now a
public park

Rosemary sat down beside him Hesitantly, she put a reassuring hand on
his arm> "Don't worry. We'll find them™
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"I was able to find you."

"Do you see anythi ng now?"

She shut her eyes> "No. Nothing. But-?
"Try harder."

"I amtrying, Richard."

He rubbed his face> "Sorry. But all | want to do is get Any and
Christine away fromthat man. Before he..."He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Come on, "Rosemary said, ?let's go back to the van."

Ri chard | ooked at the passing cars, in a crazy way expecting to see
M chael's car with Amy, Christine and Joey in the back

He stopped suddenly. A sudden idea that was as surprising as it was
frightening had hit him

"What's wrong?"Rosemary asked.

"M chael. When I find himl'mgoing to kill him Honest to God, it's not
a figure of speech, I"'mactually going to kill him™

"No, you're not."She said in a matter-of-fact voice> "l am"™
He watched her clinmb into the driving seat of the van

"Wher e now?"she asked.



"Back to the cottage. There m ght be sone clues on howto find M chael."

As she pulled out of the car park, Richard found hinself watching her in
wonder. She wasn't |ike any teenage girl he'd net before. Her dark eyes
| ocked onto the road ahead like a hunter's. And there was that
matter-of-fact way she said she would kill M chael. And sonehow he had
no doubt in his nmnd that was what she intended to do-or die trying.
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A ebe Cottage Once Mre

The cottage on the side of the valley was as Richard had left it. He
caught sight of where the barn had been and where Isaac still |ay,
crushed beneath the debris.

As they drove down the track to the cottage he thought the sight would
have filled himw th horror. But now he only wanted to smash his way
into the cottage and pull the place apart until he'd found what he want ed.
"Well, they haven't come back, anyway,"Richard said.

"Did you expect themto?"

"No."He gave a grimsnile> "I"mjust starting to hope for a mracle."
"Do you have a key?"

"No, but it shouldn't be hard to force a lock."

She drove fast, the van crashing across potholes so violently that

Ri chard expected it to crack an axle or at |east pop a shock absorber or
t wo.

"Careful you don't weck your van,"he told her

"I don't care."She shot hima grin> "It's stolen anyway."

First, they wal ked around the cottage | ooking for the best way in.
Despite the carnage weaked by the thing just a hundred or so yards
away, the cottage |ooked like a holiday hone waiting for the owners to
arrive. The swi nming pool at the side was neatly covered by a flexible
bl ue plastic sheet to prevent dirt and | eaves from being blown into the

wat er .

"That wi ndow up there, above the conservatory."He pointed> "If | clinb
onto the conservatory roof | could lift you up to it."

He hal f-expected her to suggest another way but she immediately ran to
the trellising attached to the wall and used it like a | adder to reach
t he conservatory roof.
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roof > "Don't stanp your feet or anything like that. It should be
t oughened gl ass but | wouldn't like to stake my life on it."

Sone of the wooden sl ats snapped beneath Richard's nore substanti al
wei ght but at last, panting, he hauled hinself onto the glass roof, wth
the conservatory's wicker furniture ten feet bel ow.



"I see what you nean,"he said as the glass nmade tiny cracking sounds.
When he stood he nade sure his feet were firmly planted on the stee
frame that held the gl ass.

G ngerly, he edged his way to the wall. The wi ndow was in two sections.
The | ower section was within easy reach but firmy |ocked. The upper
smal | er wi ndow was open

"Il make a stirrup with ny hands,"he told her, his back resting
agai nst the cottage wall> "Step into it; can you reach the w ndow?"

She stepped into his hands and he hoi sted her toward he w ndow, amazed
at how |ight she was.

"Easy peasy, "he heard her say as she slipped head first through the
narrow w ndow.

In seconds, she'd opened the | arger wi ndow. He haul ed hinmsel f through to
find himself in the bedroomthat he and Christine had shared the night
before; the duvet still pulled back reveal ed the depression that their
bodi es had made. Christ, he just wanted to hold his wife and his
daughter close and not |et go. Ever.

"Are you OK?"asked Rosenmary gently> "You | ook exhausted."

He forced a smle> "1'"Il be OK Maybe we can grab a coffee and a bite to
eat while we're here. Come on, let's start | ooking."

Rosemary whistled with surprise at the sight of Mchael's high-tech office.

"Fromwhat he told us,"Richard said, switching on the conmputer, ?this
office is a clone of half a dozen or nore scattered around the country
from Devon to Scotland. He'd go fromone to the other, with that thing
he called the Beast followi ng him Wen he'd put sone space between

hi nsel f and the thing, he'd come to one of these houses, work on the

i nformation his research teamwere feeding him then, when it got close,
nove onto the next house."

Money was no problemthen; this set-up nmust have cost thousands."
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"I guess he was on his way to one of these houses when his car broke
down and he ended up at ny house.™

Rosemary pulled a file fromthe shelf and turned the pages> "Ah, the
car,"she said in a voice that to Richard sounded remarkably bitter> "You
saw it, then?"

"No, he reached ny house on foot."

"It was all like this."She dropped the file down beside a pair of fax
machi nes> "No expense spared. A new BMN It still had the plastic covers
on the seats."

"A BMAP" Real i zation started to burn> "It wasn't by any chance white?"

"It was, actually."



"Hell fire."Richard slanmed his pal m down onto the desk, maki ng Rosemary
junp> "The bastard."

"What's wrong?"

"I saw that white BMW But it was, let's see, three days before | first
cl apped eyes on M chael. My daughter Any found the car in the ditch
opposi te our house. Dam, dam... it's all adding up now. It was M chael
who opened the gate on Friday night. And... and Mark found a patch of

bl ood on the garden path. M chael had a cut on his nose just here. Hell
yes!?

He | ooked up at Rosemary. She | ooked confused, al nbst frightened by the
way he was wal ki ng up down the room punching a fist into his open palm
tal king to hinself.

"I't's K, I'mnot mad. Far fromit, |I'mjust beginning to understand."

"You mean that M chael arrived at your house three days before you
actual ly saw hi n?"

"Yes. And that he was hiding nearby sonmehow. And wat chi ng us. Watching
Ay particularly. He's got something planned for her."

Rosemary | ooked up at him eyes glistening> "And |'mafraid | think I
know what that something is."
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Pl ans for Any

Rosemary said, ?I think he plans to use Amy to control that entity
that's been following him He thought I could do it. | couldn't and it
alnost killed me."

"But Anmy? Why Any? For Godsakes, she's only four years old."

She shrugged> "I think he knows tine's running out. Mchael's getting
desperate.”

Ri chard | ooked around at the files and books on the shel ves> "Then we
better start |ooking. Perhaps one of these will give us sone idea where
he's taken her."

"You take that shelf, 1'll take this one, "she said

Ri chard pulled a plastic-backed file marked DI RECTORY fromthe shel f.
Li sted were nanes of individuals and organi zations with tel ephone
nunbers; no addresses. He checked under ?M? on the off-chance there
woul d be a Mddleton Hall. Nothing. Mddleton Hall had been a fal se
address sinply to keep Richard out of the picture.

"Listen to this,"she said, then read froma file> "This is an extract
fromsomet hing called The Al cheny of Spirits, Denmons And O her Such
Beasts Wthout Flesh. 'So far, it can be said that only Al exander the
Great was successful in carrying the Byzanti ne Beast beyond the Purple
Crescent. Even so, he could not contain it forever and perished young.
Constantine the First understood this restriction. Accordingly he
transferred the seat and center of the Roman Empire from Ronme to
Byzantium so that he mght benefit fromthe Beast's vitality.' ?Rosenary



| ooked up> "It's underlined in red so | inmagine it nust be inportant.
Have you any idea what it neans?"

Ri chard nodded grimy> "I think I have. It neans M chael has made an
al m ghty cock-up. He should never have taken the Beast
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Rosemary handed himthe file. Quickly, he flicked over the pages. Mre
areas of text had been underlined. He read them al nost at random but the
gi st was clear enough> "The Otoman Turks conquered Constantinople in
1453. Presumably they al so | earned how to enter into that relationship
with the Beast. Here it says that in 1596 a certain Sultan Isma'i
attenpted to take the Beast with himwhen he marched north in a bid to
conquer the whole of Europe, and | quote: 'At the gates of Vienna Sultan
Isma'il cried out in agony. H's generals watched himdie, pressed to
death by a grievous weight no human eye could see.' The planned Otonman
Turk invasion of Europe collapsed and they retreated to Turkey."

"So, "Rosemary thoughtfully ran her finger down the |line of scabs on her
face> "What M chael is trying to do is inpossible.”

"That's what nost of these people think. But he knows that Al exander the
Great was successful in taking the Beast all the way to India before he
| ost control of it."

"Then he died very shortly afterward.”

"But M chael's confident he can find a solution to the probl em
Apparently there's an ancient document known as the Codex Al exander
whi ch contains instructions howto do exactly that."

"And he's got hold of a copy?"

"In the last few days. H s research team have been deci phering the
thing. Presumably now M chael is taking nmy famly to wherever the
research team are based.”

Rosemary pulled file after file fromthe shelf. Richard watched her

eyes hard with concentration. If the file was of no use she sinply threw
it on the floor> "Ah, here's something about the Codex Al exander. It

must have been witten before the discovery because it's talking about
extracts fromit that have turned up in other ancient books."

"Let me see.”

Rosemary handed himthe file> "1'Il make us sonething to eat and drink
Is there still food in the kitchen?"

"There is, but I'mnot hungry."
Agai n he underestimted her> "You're going to eat something, Richard. If
you're going to be of any help to your fanmly you' ve got to eat, drink

and rest when you need to."

He was al nost as surprised as her when he felt the grin on his face.
"OK, boss."

291 For ten mnutes he read the sheets of fax paper bound in the file,
his eyes skipping fromone red underlined section to the next. His



heart beat faster as he began to understand what M chael intended. At
this stage he wasn't sure if it would involve Christine or Any, or both
of them but he saw that M chael planned to-

That's when the scream cane fromthe kitchen
291 292
More Vi sions

After hearing Rosemary scream Richard reached the kitchen in four
seconds flat.

Hs first thought: Someone's arrived at the cottage. The police?
M chael ' s peopl e?

He found Rosemary staring out of the wi ndow, eyes bulging, the knife in
her hand held so tightly it quivered.

"What is it? What's wong?"

"Ch."She took a deep quivering breath> "l can see... | can see what
she's seeing."

" Ay 2"

He saw Rosenmary didn't respond to what he said but continued to stare
out of the w ndow entranced. Every so often her head noved-a little
shake, then a nod, as if she was replying to sone unheard voice.

" grass, stretching right up there. Lots, lots of it... Trees ... but
they are trees in cages. Metal cages around trees. Big house..."Her face
grew even nore pale; her eyes | ooked enornous> "Road going up. Narrow
road. Qutside big house people waiting. And flying. Now flying."Rosemary
shook her head puzzl ed> "Amy? Ay, how are you flying? Wat ani mal s?
don't know what the aninmals are. Running animals. Running ani mals and
flying. Down below there are fields, houses. Toy houses. Little cars.
Now t he house. Big house. Big windows. Big chi nmeys. People waiting
out si de. Joey, who are those people? Are they waiting for us. Joey | ooks
scared. Joey doesn't like what... Hmph ..."

"Rosemary. Are you all right?"
She blinked, then turned so she could | ean back agai nst the worktop. The
knife still tightly clenched in her hand shook, the bl ade dangerously

cl ose to the underside of her chin.

293 ?HmM®? Richard ... | thought you were in the study. |'mcutting
cheese for "

"Take it easy. Here, sit down. It's OK 1'Il hold the chair. And you
best give ne that knife."Gently he took the knife fromher and sat her
down at the kitchen table. He crouched beside her

"Rosemary. You were | ooking through Any's eyes. Wat did you see?"

Her eyes still gl eaned strangely; she |ooked as if she was waking froma
dr eam

"Yes... yes, | was. But it wasn't |like before. It came so strongly, but



all junbled up. Like she was excited or-?
"Fri ght ened?"

"I don't know."She shook her head quickly, still dazed> "I saw ... no,
Ay saw sonet hing noving fast toward her. An animal of sone sort.”

Ri chard was appal | ed> "Jesus, it wasn't that thing, was it?"

"No. It can't have been. It was running toward them Then al ongside
them But it was all nuddled up. First | saw they were driving along a
narrow road through a grass field that was dotted with trees.”

"You said trees in cages? Wat does that mean?"

She shrugged, her confusion painful to see> "lI"mnot sure. Trees in
cages? | said that? | don't renmenber."Her eyes were troubl ed> "Anyway,
t hat doesn't make sense. Who'd put a tree in a cage?"

"Never mind that now What el se did you see?"Richard asked gently> "Any
pl ace nanes, signposts?"

"No. "
"You tal ked about flying. Is it an airport?"

"No. The grass field sloped quite steeply ... and the word ani mal s keeps
com ng back to ne. Any saw some aninmals. They excited her. As if they
were something new to her. But..."She shook her head, forehead
wrinkling> "l kept seeing inmages of the ground as if far bel ow. But when
she gets excited she mixes what she's actually seeing with what she's
renmenbering. Has she ever flown before?"

"No, never."
She sighed> "Well, | think she has now. | got the inpression it was a
small aircraft. | could clearly see fields and houses far bel ow. And

could feel how thrilled she was."
"Dam. |If M chael drove to an airport fromhere then took a

294 pl ane they could be anywhere now. The continent, Ireland."He began
to pace the kitchen> "Anything el se?"

"The house came through clearly. A huge place, like a mansion built out
of red brick with tall chimeys at each end."

"It | ooked new?"
"No. A couple of hundred years at |east."
"And there were people standing outside as if there to wel conme them"

"Yes. Including sone in white coats, you know, the sort doctors wear."

Ri chard | ooked at the clock. Five past one. Again the certainty bit into
him Time's running out. He had to find them soon

Rosemary stood up and went back to naking the sandw ches> "I don't
renmenmber anything else. Only ..."She | ooked back at Ri chard> "The



expression on Joey's face. He | ooked scared. Very scared."

Richard returned to the study. He swept files fromthe shelves onto the
floor, more in pointless rage than in an attenpt to find anything. He
couldn't access the conmputer because he didn't know the code. The
tenptation to put his fist through its stupid screen was enornous.

And why hadn't he been able to see through Amy's eyes? He'd had those
clairvoyant flashes on the bus. Wiy had the ability deserted hi m now? Wy-

Christ, Richard. This is getting you nowhere. Either go the whol e hog,
tear off your clothes and run scream ng down the hillside-or sit down
and start reading.

He returned to the Codex Al exander file. Mchael had taken the | atest
pages with him but there were still the earlier notes.

One researcher noted that although Al exander the Great was honbsexual he
al ways kept wonen close to himin his entourage. The researcher
suggested that the wonmen were inportant in the control of the Beast.

Over the page, a photocopy of what |ooked |ike a fragnent of G eek text
on papyrus. Beneath that a handwitten translation: ?... honored and
gratified as he is by these gifts of gold and ivory, and pleased though
he is with thy bronze |likeness, ny King requests the provision of girls.
These shoul d not be slaves, but girls of high breeding, with
intelligence and with charm M King requests that the girls be sent to
hi m upon your good Majesty reading these words ..."The same researcher
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new y conquered kingdonms. It's clear fromthe letter that he needed
worren fromthe aristocratic classes. He needed them desperately, yet one
supposes not for any sexual purpose, considering his own preferences."

Ri chard flicked through the pages, reading fragments here and there.
These only reinforced his own fears. M chael wants Any and Christine for
a purpose.

Toward the end of the file, another letter witten by a Baghdad pri est
after meeting Al exander the Geat: ?The conqueror of the world, this
great and gl orious man, wal ks everywhere hol ding the hands of two
teenage girls like an idiot boy not allowed fromhis father's house

al one. They say the girls hold the reins of an invisible lion that |eaps
upon nen and tears out their hearts if they di sobey what their King
instructs. If this is the case, it is a wearying task for the girls. Not
yet sixteen, they have the eyes and |ips of ancient grandnothers.
Cossips tell me that once Al exander orders a girl to hold his lion's
reins they grow old in nonths and di e broken by grievous sores and tunors."”
Richard's mouth was dry. So that was it. Al exander the G eat succeeded
in taking the Beast out of its natural habitat. But he didn't take the
Beast into hinself as other enmperors and ki ngs had done. He had used the
girls. They had entered into that synbiotic relationship that M chael
had tol d them about, on Al exander the Geat's behal f. They controlled

t he power, but Al exander controlled them Cearly the strain had been so
great that they had withered and died within a few nmonths. Hence,

Al exander's denands for a fresh supply of girls.

M chael had Christine and Any. All the pieces of the jigsaw were flying
toget her at a breathtaking rate.



Ri chard stood up and kicked the wastepaper basket savagely, sending
bal | s of discarded paper across the room

Where the hell are they! he thought desperately. This room nmust contain
a clue. It has to. He started wenching drawers fromthe desk, enptying
the contents into a pile. Pencils, pens, notebooks, banknotes bound

t oget her by a rubber band, keys. Junk, junk, junk!

Rosemary cane to the door and watched himsilently as he tore the place
apart.

At | ast she said, ?M chael nust have been tel ephoni ng soneone from here.
Hi s research team"

296 ?Yes, but there's a file full of nunbers there. Which one?"
"You coul d pick up the phone and press the redial button."

"\What ? And say, 'Excuse me, has M chael brought ny ki dnapped famly
t here, by any chance?" ?

"l don't know, Richard."

He si ghed> "What have | got to | ose?"He picked up the phone and pressed
the I ast-nunber redial. He waited as the numbers clicked through the
ear pi ece.

He reached the speaking clock. Either Mchael had genuinely wanted to
know the time, or, nore likely, he'd sinply been covering his tracks.

"What are you doi ng?"he asked, watching her opening the screwed-up balls
of paper that had come fromthe basket.

"You said M chael had al so been sending faxes. These ni ght be the
originals he put through the machine this norning."

Ri chard quickly joined her, smoothing out the sheets of paper

"My God,"breathed Richard> "So M chael's enpire was comng apart at the
seans. "

"What do you nean?"

"Look, these faxes are froma G Leonard, head of M chael's accountancy
and financial team Leonard says, 'Request urgent instruction regarding
restructuring of loans ... please be advised that nortgagees have
repossessed hotel chain ... two banks have called in loans ... overdraft
facilities refused ...' Receivers called in at a car franchi se and what
| ooks like half a dozen whol esalers.”

"So his conpani es are coll apsi ng?"

"The whole lot's going down the tubes."Richard flicked through nore
faxes that M chael had obviously filed in the bin, probably unread.
"He's a desperate man, no doubting that. In Turkey, when he was cozily
cohabiting with that thing, he had power. He nade a | ot of noney and
used it to build up business here in Britain. Wien he cane here he | ost
control of the Beast. So he substituted the power it gave himwth the
next best thing."



"Money. "

"CGot it in one. He's like a general throwing his troops into suicidal

m ssions to give himjust a few nore hours. He's bl eeding his conpanies
white. Money's no object, providing it gets himwhat he wants. Back into
bed with the Beast."

"Of course, if he does that he won't need the noney. He'll be powerful
again."

297 ?So it's a race against time for Mchael, too,"he said with a savage

burst of satisfaction> "1 hope this is hurting the sod as nmuch as it's
hurting ne."He paused, thoughtful for a nmoment> "There was another file
here on the desk. \Were did | put it... ah, here it is."

Rosemary, sitting on the floor searching through the contents of the
basket, | ooked up> "What is it?"

"It's titled Property Register. Bull's-eye! It lists what | imagine are
M chael's properties. Yes, there's the hotel in Wales ... And, yep, this
cottage. There's another, one, two, three, four..." He counted quickly,

feeling his pul se quicken, sure he was onto sonet hing.

"Anot her fifteen properties-and, thank heaven, they've all got the ful
addresses. "

"And t el ephone nunbers? W could match themwi th the fax numbers.”

"No such luck. A couple have been crossed out with Rs beside them
probably repossessed. Yep, there's a fax at the back fromold M.
Leonard who's beginning to sound frantic. The fraud squad have been
aski ng hi mwhy sone of the properties have been renortgaged severa
times over."

"I'f the property houses a research team and his other staff you'd
imgine it would be pretty big."

"You mean like the redbrick mansi on you saw t hrough Any's eyes?"
She nodded.

He gl anced down the list> "Mdst seened to be rural properties. The Lock
Keeper's House, Lancashire. Stable Cottage, Kent-lI suppose we can
di scount those. Hunsway Manor, Cunbria."

"That sounds nmore promising. It's far enough away fromhere to nake a
pl ane flight worthwhile."

Ri chard shook his head> "And there's Darlington House in Yorkshire. That
could apply to a grand nmansion or a house in a suburban street."

"What are those pieces of paper sticking out of the back of the file?"

Ri chard | eaf ed through thenm> "Running costs on the properties and

val ues. Not for all of them though. There's nothing for the Cunbrian
house or the Yorkshire one. Wait, |ook at this. Mintenance funds nust
have been virtually nonexistent. Again poor Id M. Leonard had to get
M chael to authorize expenditure on

298 every little thing that went wong. Here's a request for



aut horization to install burglar alarmhere at d ebe Cottage. Scraw ed
across it, one word: REFUSED. Requests for resurfacing of access to
Hunsway Manor, Cunbria. That one's agreed, providing the cost of the
work is halved. And an authorization to repair a deer fence at
Darlington House. If only these had got the-?

"Wait a minute."Rosenmary junped to her feet and pulled the sheet from
Ri chard' s hand> "Deer fence. Authorization to repair a deer fence! ?Her
face blazed with excitenment> "Don't you see? Trees in cages. Any saw
them as they drove up to the big redbrick house. The cages are to
protect trees agai nst deer danaging the bark. And Any saw the big

ani mal s that she'd not seen before.”

"But we don't know they were deer."Richard didn't really doubt what
Rosemary was driving at. He just didn't want to let his hopes rise too far

Rosemary' s eyes shone> "Bet you that crappy old van out there and al
its contents that's just what they are. Big deer with bloody big antlers.™

"Come on."Richard ripped out the sheet with the address> "It's near
Wakefield in Yorkshire so we've got a good five hours' drive in front of
us."

"I'n that van? Make it seven-if we're lucky."

Ri chard headed for the door, then | ooked back as Rosemary scrabbl ed
t hrough the ball ed-up paper on the floor> "What're you | ooking for?"

Rosemary held up the roll of banknotes he'd thrown to one side> "This
m ght conme in handy. There must be a good couple of hundred in-?

Ri chard hel d up his hand.
"What is it?"she whispered.
"The fax machi ne. There's one coning through.”

The machi ne had begun its buzzing as it printed the transm ssion. Fax
paper scrolled fromthe slot.

Richard tilted his head to one side, reading the fax as it emerged.

"To: Al teans. From HQ Urgent. All designated personnel to return to
HQ i medi atel y. "He had to pause as nore paper unscrolled> "Transfer is
confirmed for 21:00. 19th of June."

"The 19th? That's today."

A cold weight settled in his stomach as he read in a flat voice.
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ii. m299 ?' Subject A has been grooned for transfer. Mchael is

confident of success. Congratul ations, everybody. Your rewards wll be
justly deserved.' ? Richard | ooked up> "Jesus ... you know what that neans?"

Rosemary nodded.

He rubbed his forehead> "Damm, damm. M chael plans to transfer that
thing to Amy, like he tried to transfer it to you."



"Twent y-one hundred hours. That's nine o' clock this evening."

"Great,"Richard said bitterly> "That gives us |less than eight hours to
get all the way up to Wakefield, find Any and then sonehow get her out
of his hands."

He stared at the sheet of fax paper in his hands like it was a death
warrant .

"Ri chard. "Her voice was gentle but insistent> "If we're going we better
make a start now. "

"You don't have to go with me, you know. | don't think Mchael will
wel come us with open arns."

"Don't try and stop ne, Richard. |I'mgoing to show hi mwhat he's done to
nme. " She pulled her hair aside to show himthe scabbed wound t hat

domi nated the left side of her face> "And this mess is going to be the

| ast thing he sees.”

He nodded> "Let's get noving."

But they didn't get far. As Richard headed for the door that |ed out
onto the courtyard he | ooked out through the window A car pulled slowy
up beside the van and st opped.

He pull ed Rosemary back away from the door> "Not that way. W' ve got
visitors."
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Bet ween a Rock and a Hard Pl ace

Ri chard saw the red Sierra pull up al ongside the VWvan in the pebbl ed
yard. The slowness of its approach had set the alarns shrieking in his head.

"Bet you any noney these have been sent by M chael, "he said.

Two nmen in their thirties clinbed with an unnerving sl owness out of the
car, heads turning as they scanned the cottage expertly. They were
dressed casually in shorts and T-shirts, but they wore themlike a

uni form and the inpression Richard had was that they | ooked |ike
bodyguards, probably part of Mchael's security team

One nman took a punp-action shotgun fromthe boot of the car, the other

opened the van door and reached under the dash-board. The van rocked on
its suspension> "l think we won't be using the van again. He's ripping

out the wiring."

Rosemary hi ssed, ?Is there another way out of the cottage?"

"There's a side door that takes you out by the sw nming pool. Best get
out into the woods as quickly as possible.”

They cut through the kitchen into the |ounge, then into a dining room
Sweat pricked through Richard's skin. Rosemary put into words what he
was t hi nki ng.

"If they catch us they' Il kill us, won't they?"



He nodded, grimfaced, then slid open the patio door and stepped
out si de. The swi mm ng pool area was encl osed by a seven-foot stone wall.
There was access fromthe pebbled yard by a wought iron gate. An
identical gate at the opposite end of the pool area led into the back
garden. Richard planned to | eave by that gate, then sinmply clinb over
the Iow fence and slip away into the densely wooded hill side.

They noved lightly toward the gate at the rear. Before opening it, he
craned his head over.

Dam.
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|- 301 One of the men had already skirted the cottage into the back
garden, perhaps guessing they'd | eave the back way.

"Christ, these nen are professionals,"he whi spered> "Back the other way.
Wth luck the other guy's gone into the cottage."

H's luck failed him The second man with the shotgun was wal ki ng
pur poseful ly across the pebble yard toward them

Ri chard hissed> "He's coming this way."

"He's seen us?"

"No. But he's going to be coming through this gate in the next ten seconds."
"Hi de."

"Where, for Godsakes?"Richard desperately | ooked around the pool area.

Al there was were the pool beneath its plastic cover, ornanental stone
benches and a pool surround paved with stone sl abs.

The crunch of feet on pebbles grew | ouder as the nan approached the gate.
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Skin of Tooth

Rosemary whi spered, ?CGet in."

"The pool ?"

"Yes. Not here ... far end. Get under the matting."

Wthout a word, Richard pulled up the mat fromwhere it lay on the
surface of the water and slipped beneath it. After the heat of the
sumer's day the water felt brutally cold. He held his breath to stop
hi nsel f grunting at the shock of the cold water rising up over his |egs
and soaki ng through his jeans. Rosemary slipped into the water behind him
The mat fitted the pool perfectly. However, at one end, running the

wi dt h of the pool, was sonmething like a towel roller that held the pool
mat, and one end of the mat was attached to it. Wen the pool was

required all you needed to do was crank a handl e and wi nd the mat back
onto the cylinder.



Ri chard realized that Rosemary had noticed that at this end of the poo
the mat left something |ike a narrow tunnel between the end of the
pool's tiled wall and the steep slope of the mat as it canme down to rest
on the water.

Ri chard, tall enough to stand in the deep end of the pool, held Rosenary
so she didn't need to tread water. Above their heads, the heavy plastic
mat allowed a dimblue light through to illuminate their faces and the
rippling water around them

Ri chard held his breath again as a shadow fell on the nmat above as the
two nen wal ked by the pool

He felt Rosemary tense in his arnms as she saw t he shadow.

H s face al nost touched hers. Her w de eyes conmuni cated with eye
novenents al one

The nmen began to talk in a way that was cheerful and rel axed.

"The little scrubber can't have gone far. Any sign of her in the cottager

303 ?She's been there. Look's as if she's been hel ping herself to the
boss's snap. Breadcrunbs all over the fucking place."

"Filthy little scrubber. Reckon she deserves a good sl apping."”

"Then she can get her lips around ny twel ve gauge."

They | aughed. Brutal; raw sounding.

"If she's a good bit of kit I'lIl toss you for her."

Agai n | aught er.

"M chael doesn't want you to use guns."

"We' |l nmake it look like a pervert took a shine to her. Screw her, bite
a chunk or two out of her tits, then stick the boot in until she gets
her w ngs."

Ri chard saw Rosenmary's eyes go wi de with shock. He thought she would cry
out so he slipped his hand behind her head and pulled her face into the
side of his neck. Her slender body trenbled in his arnms, shaking
droplets of water fromher hair to drip into the water wi th what seened
such a tremendously | oud sound that he thought they'd hear

"Pass us a tab, Geordie Boy."

A mat ch scraped.

"Christ, it's hot. Wien we've done we'll find a bleedin" pub and get
bl eedin' nortal. If she ... hey, did you hear that?"
"What ?"

"Hell's bells. It's the phone in the car."

Sound of hurrying feet across the stone sl abs.



"Ceordi e Boy."
"What ?"

"CGet the washing line fromthe house. Wien we find her we'll string her
up froma tree. Make it look |like a suicide."

Again he felt a convul sive shock crack through her arms and back; her
eyes screwed shut against the bare skin of his neck

"Don't worry,"he whispered as softly as he could> "I'lIl not let them
touch you."

Richard realized the two nmen were only | ooking for Rosemary. Cbviously
they still believed he was |ying nmangled with Isaac in the ruins of the
barn. That might give hima tiny advantage if they were di scovered. But
what he could do to hurt them God al one knew. The way they spoke
suggested they were ex-mlitary, probably Marines or SAS. They could
probably kill himwith a jab of a finger

He waited until the voices receded. One had gone back to the car to take
the call. The one call ed Geordi e Boy was probably

304 hunting in the kitchen for the washing line. Then the two woul d make
a thorough search of the place. And that's when they'd find the pair of
t hem

"Come on, Rosie,"he said gently> "W're going to have to get away from
here.”

In the dimblue light she | ooked up at him For the first time he saw
she was badly frightened.

He pulled her to the edge of the pool, eased up the matting and | ooked out.

No one about. Yet. Any second Geordi e Boy might come swaggering through
t he gateway, knotting a noose into the end of the washing line. Richard
pul | ed hinmself fromthe pool

Rosemary, he saw, had frozen up with fear. She clearly didn't want to
| eave the pool. Richard guessed she was thinking it best to stay hidden
under the pool cover.

"No, Rosie,"he whispered> "We can't stay here. Those guys will take this
pl ace apart until they find you."

She held up her arns like a child to be lifted fromthe water

The water dripped fromthemin a way that sounded appallingly |oud,
dri ps smacking onto the stone slabs. But there was no way of avoiding it.

Feet squelching in his trainers Richard guided her to the gate that |ed
into the back garden.

What they had to do was keep noving. The two nmen were pretty nonchal ant
about finding Rosemary: they'd disabled the van; perhaps they guessed
she'd sinmply gone into hiding under a bed upstairs. A teenage girl would
be easy neat. They were probably nore used to slogging it out with
terrorists in some Arabian desert.



After leaving the pool area, Richard, holding Rosemary's hand, stuck
close to the wall as far as the garden fence. There he sinply lifted her
over the fence before clinbing over hinself.

Wt hout speaking he pointed into the wood. She nodded and foll owed as he
jogged silently under the canopy of trees.

After a hundred yards, he said in a panted whi sper, ?You OK?"

She shook back the tangle of wet hair> "Only if | never see those two
agai n. Wi ch way now?"

He pointed a dripping finger> "Downhill. We can nove faster."

They ran, their bodi es sonetimes catchi ng agai nst tree trunks, |eaving
danp patches on the bark

He ganbl ed that there hadn't been nore men who had perhaps

305 been dropped off at the top of the track to search the wood. But
fromthe flippant way the men spoke they didn't treat the girl as a
serious threat. She was just another of Mchael's | oose ends to be tied
up when they at |ast caught up with her

The cl ose encounter with Mchael's henchmen back there had taken his

mnd off Any and Christine. But the realization came thundering back. He
now had sonething |like seven hours to get back to Wakefield. Then

somehow, he had to stop M chael from doing whatever he had pl anned for Any.

Ri chard had never prayed for a miracle before in his life. But as they
pounded t hrough the wood, that was when he started.
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Darl i ngt on House

Anmy' s voice echoed fromthe brick walls that enclosed the formal garden
at the back of Darlington House. Shielding his eyes with his hand,

M chael | ooked to where Christine and Joey stood beside the ornanental
pond. They talked intently, as if trying to resolve something that
troubled them Repeatedly, they'd shoot anxious gl ances back at hi m and
at Any who sat beside himon the bench

M chael was pl eased with Amy: she had becone so happy and rel axed with
him In fact, he'd go further and say she'd becone downri ght

af fectionate, sonetines scranbling up onto his knee to pull his ears;
then he'd tickle her, which would send her into bouts of breathless

gi ggl i ng.

Now she played with the Rosemary Snow doll, talking to herself in that
conpl etely sel f-absorbed way that young children slipped into.

"Rosemary Snow... Rosemary Snow. \Where do you go? Were do you go? Wt
as a kipper; bathroomslipper. Watch out, Boys, here she cones. Stand
back, Boys. Bunp, bunp."

On the face of it, it was a stream of nonsense but M chael |istened
careful ly, nodding as sonme phrase hit a chord.

As he listened he felt a buzz of excitenment. Everything was ready.



Everyt hi ng was going perfectly. He knew t he Beast was com ng. Mving
silently toward themlike a shark sw nmm ng through the depths of the
ocean. It was going to work tonight. He could feel it; by God, he could
feel it!

Smiling broadly, he said, ?Wat's Rosemary doi ng now, sugar?"

"Been swi nmi ng. " Any | aughed> "Been swiming with her jeans and pants and
t hi ngs on."

"Swinmming in her clothes? Bet she got all wet, didn't she?"
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i- 307 ?All soaked and yucky."Amy answered his gentle questions but she
seened nmore interested in nmoving the doll's legs so it wal ked al ong the
bench.

"I's Rosemary going to change into dry cl othes, Any?"

"Don't think so. Running-wheeee ... fast as a horse."

"Where to?"

"Don't know. "

"Ooh "

"Dad does though.™"

"Your Dad?"He frowned> "Any, can you see hin®"

"Boys! Boys! Qut of Rosemary's way, she'll knock you down, pow ?

"Any, can you see your Dad now?"

"OfF course, silly. He's with Rosemary Snow. "

"Has he been sw nmi ng?"

"Yup. And now he's running through the field with her."She didn't |ook
at Mchael, just lifted the doll for himto see, then returned to noving
its legs so it wal ked al ong the bench

"\Wher eabout s are they?"

"Ch ... there."Wthout |ooking up, she pointed behind her. She was nore
interested in the doll.

"The cottage where we stayed | ast night?"
Ay nodded, then made the doll junp up onto the bench's back rest.

Rosemary Snow j unped down fromthe fence> "Do you think we can sit down
for a while?"She panted and rubbed her side.

"Just another ten minutes."Ri chard took a deep breath; sweat stung his
eyes> "But we can walk now | just want to put a bit nore space between
us and those apes."



"We can't walk all the way to Yorkshire."

He | ooked grinme "Don't remind ne. Have you still got the nobney fromthe
cottage?"

She pull ed the dripping bundl e of notes from her pocket.
Richard said, ?Wth luck, there'll be enough to get a hire car."
"I'f we can find sonmewhere to rent us one. We're in the mddl e of nowhere."

Ri chard | ooked around at the fields and hedgerows. A stream neandered
away into the distance. There wasn't even a road. The clock in his head
renewed its savage tick. Batting out the seconds that renmai ned between
now and ni ne o' cl ock.

308 Gitting his teeth, he said, ?Cone on, if we head downstream we
m ght reach a town before too long."

Wth Rosemary following Richard set up a hard pace; and he found hinsel f
praying for that mracle again.

In the garden of Darlington House, Amy seened nore interested in the
doll so, ruffling her hair, Mchael said, ?I'Il just go and get you a
cold drink, punpkin. Ch, and best play in the shade across there, we
don't want all this hot sunshine making you poorly."He noticed Christine
and Joey shooting hi m suspicious | ooks. He pretended not to notice. He'd
make sure they woul dn't pose any threat to his plan

On the way to the house's kitchens he stopped off at the head of
security. Mtch Wnter, a heavy, diligent man with his bull head shaved

to the skull, was speaking on the tel ephone, a cigarette between finger
and thunb of the other hand. On the walls of the office were franed maps
of islands. All were small islands; all had, or had had at one tine,

tiny cloistered communities- Sark, Lundy, Pitcairn, Steep Holm
Interests reflect personality. Sonmetimes they reflect truths about
yoursel f that even you're not aware of. Ex-Marine, ex-assassin,
ex-mercenary, Mtch Wnter yearned to becone an ex-menber of this
rat-race life. He hankered for a stone cottage tucked cozily into the
fold of a hill that overlooked the sea: solitary cliff-top wal ks and an
easygoi ng i sl and popul ati on; he'd be on first name ternms with everyone;
eveni ngs he' d spend sipping Guinness in an ancient inn with a dog
beneath the table and his hands clean, at last, of other nen's bl ood.

When he saw M chael he hung up and stood respectfully.

M chael snapped out the words> "The girl's father's still alive."
"Ri chard Young?"The voice was a surprisingly quiet grow .

"And he's with Snow "

"Do you know where?"

"Back in G ebe Cottage in Devon. | want you to get those two idiots you
sent down there to go over the area again."

"And when they find then? Make it | ook |ike an accident?"

"No, "M chael snapped> "Just tell themto kill the pair of themstrangle,



kni fe, gun, sodonize themto death for all | care. | just want Snow and
Young rubbed out. Now ?

"But they can't pose a threat. They're only-?

309 ?They'll be on their way here. It doesn't take a genius to realize
Young' Il work out what's planned for tonight."

"Il get right onto it."

M chael headed off to the kitchen, eyes blazing. He was |ike a guided
mssile locked onto its target. He knew what he wanted; he knew he could
get it. God help any poor fool who got in his way.

Richard told Rosemary to grab five mnutes' rest and try to dry her

cl ot hes as best she could before they set off again. He reckoned they'd
put three mles between thensel ves and the cottage so, for the tine

bei ng, they should be beyond the reach of those hairy-knuckl ed thugs.

By the streamgrew a wild rose bush heavy with white bl ossonms. He
wat ched Rosemary take out the roll of banknotes and push them one by one
onto the thorns |ike she was hangi ng out washing to dry.

"How much?"he asked, trying to unlace his trainers.

"Two hundred."

"That'll be enough to hire a car... dam." The | aces had tangled into a
wet knot. He used one foot to push the shoe off. Then he peeled off his
socks and shirt. Hi s body ached. Probably nore fromtension than
exhaustion. He noticed a cluster of bruises down his chest and
renenber ed bei ng bounced down the hillside that norning |ike a tennis ball

He wat ched Rosemary peel off her wet jeans: they'd stuck to her |egs
like a second skin. As she pulled they dragged down her briefs, flashing
at hima patch of jet-black pubic hair.

He had to make a deliberate effort to | ook away. She made no effort to
hi de herself, as if the events of the |last couple of weeks had knocked
all the nodesty out of her

Christ, all we need is for a party of ranblers to cone along fromthe
Hol | and- on- Sea Young- At -Heart club, or sonething, and they'll think
t hey' ve stunbl ed on the maki ngs of an open-air orgy.

He draped his shirt, socks and jeans over a branch, then wal ked by the
rose bush with its strange nmoney-fruit and went down to the streamto
wash the snell of pool chlorine fromhis face.

A voice ran through his head: You' ve got to reach Wakefield by this
eveni ng. You' ve got to stop Mchael. You've got to get Amy and Christine
and, yes, even Joey pain-in-the-ass Barrass away fromthere. 310 if

How? How? How?

Even after walking this far there was still no sign of a town. Wat now,
D cky Boy? There m ght be an isol ated house. You find sone old dear

living al one, take her car

Wul d he break the | aw, maybe even end up hurting sone innocent menber



of the public to reach Wakefield in tinme?

He squatted there, gazing trancelike into the rippling water, the stream
pl ayi ng through his fingers; a dragon-fly hovered, electric-blue in the
sunshine; a helicopter chopped the sumer air high above.

He knew the answer. Yes. This was survival. Deep down he knew he was
obeying Nature's rule to the letter. Nature didn't want himto save a
four-year-old girl with a passion for tomand Jerry cartoons and white
chocol ate and Casper glowin-the-dark stickers. Alittle girl who could
be so downri ght bossy sonetimes, or who could | aunch unprovoked attacks
on her ol der brother, trying to bite his nose so hard it brought tears
to his eyes. Nature didn't want him Richard Young, her father, to
rescue a little girl called Any Young. Nature wanted-no, Dicky Boy,

Nat ure bl oody well demanded he preserved his and his ancestors' genes
that she carried in her body. He was damm wel |l slavishly and blindly
obeying a billion years of evolution. Poets and mponstruck teenagers
call it |ove.

' m obeying the programthat must be obeyed. Like that dragon-fly hovers
there beating its wings, |like that sparrow there on the branch exhausts
itself in this heat finding insects to stuff into the greedy beaks of
its clanoring chicks. That's not parental |ove. That's genetic
programm ng. Like a dog or a rat or a human will die for their

of fspring, so that offspring can breed nore and nore of the species.
W're not parents, we're dam' postmen. Children are the envel opes that
contain the genes, and humans are sl avishly working to make sure the
mail arrives safely at its destination. Just to satisfy that untiring,

t hat unconpromising, that pitiless tyrant called Mdther Nature-so it can
fill the world from seabed to nountaintop with that thing called Life.
What's so bl oody good about it? What does life bring but conflict, pain,
di sappoi ntnents, then, ultimately, death?

"Richard. Are you OK?"
He | ooked up at her. His eyes stung; all he could see was a bl ur
"Must be the pool chlorine.”

311 As he wiped his stream ng eyes he felt her guide himby the armto

t he banki ng. There he sat on the grass, his head down. She put her arns
around himand held himtight. For a second he sat |ike a chunk of ice,
enotionally bl ocked until, at last, the feeling broke. Then he held her
tightly, too, burying his face into her sun-warm hair and sobbed |ike a
wounded chi |l d.

Her cl oseness was a healing drug. He felt the humanity spread back into
his arms, |egs, through his whole body like a warnming tide.

Was life worth |iving?
Yes, it bloody well was.

And the lives of his famly were precious too. He would wi n them back,
and if he lived to be ninety and sat in his arnchair at Christmas
surrounded by happy children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren he
woul d renenber today. When he felt that great life force, running with
an energy greater than a mllion nuclear generators, greater and nore
enduring than the stars thensel ves, when he felt it crackling with a
br eat ht aki ng power through the willows, through the grass, the rose



bush, the bird, the dragonfly-and through hinself; and through this
battered and scarred girl that he pulled tight to him feeling her
heart beat against his arm her gentle sobbing breath against his neck.
He lifted his head up so he could | ook into her shining eyes> "W're
going to get through this, Rosemary. And we're going to be a teamthat
even M chael can't break."

A snile reached her |ips> "M chael doesn't know he's bitten off nore
than he can chew. W'Ill show him won't we?"

"We'll show him kidda."

And before he could stop hinself he kissed her gently on her lips.

The softness of her |ips was indescribable. Richard trenbled, feeling
something of that life force surge in a wave fromher lips into his,

t hen back agai n.

For a nonent they stayed in that sane enbrace, faces a hand's breadth
apart, looking into each other's eyes-and readi ng sonething there that

unroll ed a great nystery.

Ri chard sensed it was tine to break the enbrace. Rosemary sniled al npst
shyly now. She felt it, too.

Al t hough they no | onger touched physically something had bonded t hem
deeply. At that nmonent Richard felt closer to this sixteen-year-old girl
than he had to anyone before in his life.

311 312 As he noved back to find his clothes he noticed a change to her
| eft cheek.

Qui ckly, he | ooked again. For a monent he wasn't sure what had caught
his eye. Only that it |ooked different.

Then he knew what was happeni ng. 313

Resurrection

"Rosemary. Here!l Let ne see your facel?

Startled, she | ooked up at him

"What is it? What's wong?"

He heard panic drive through her voice.

"Cone here."He lifted her hair so he could exam ne her cheek
"Richard..."

"Just a monent."He w ped her face gently with his handkerchief> "I don't
believe it; it's comng off."

"What is?"

"The scabs and the stitches. It'll have been that soaking they got in
the swi mmng pool. They're just w ping off."



"The stitches?"
"They' re probably nmade of sone kind of polymer. They're dissolving."

He was aware of her eyes, intense and earnest-|ooking, searching his
face as if half-afraid he was playing some cruel joke.

But he could hardly believe his own eyes as that disfiguring ridge of
bl ack scab cane away as easily as if it were nerely dried nud.

After he'd finished she ran down to the water's edge and crouched down
to | ook at her reflection in the water.

For a full mnute she stared at it in disbelief. Then she came back up
to him tears filling her eyes.

"It's gone,"she said in a voice that was full of wonder.
"The scab woul d have flaked off naturally anyway."

"No. Not the scab."She stroked her cheek, eyes bright> "1 had a
birthmark. A big red thing, it was; shaped like a letter Z."

"I't's gone now. "

She was crying. Richard wasn't sure whether it was relief or sense of
| oss over sonething she'd carried since she was born
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"I don't believe it,"she was sayi ng and shaki ng her head> "After al
these years. It's gone ... it's just gone."

Richard realized that the birthmark wasn't as trivial as he supposed.
Her whol e body shook with relief. For her this had been a miracle. And
he'd seen it happen

She asked himagain to | ook at her face. Was there any scarring? Wuld
it ook normal once the pinkness had gone?

"It's perfect. No nore scabs; it's not pitted; there's no scar. Al
there is, is a smoth beautiful cheek."

"But my face was in such a mess. | was a Frankenstein."

"Nature's done a good job healing the wound. Probably with a bit of help
fromthe hospital's plastic surgeon.”

He sensed her spirits Iift with a surge; her eyes brightened.

Lightly she ran to get dressed. A banknote dislodged itself from one of
the rose thorns and floated down to the ground. Cheerfully she picked it
up. She had no pants beneath the T-shirt and Richard found hinsel f being
nooned.

She realized, pulled the T-shirt back down, then shot hima grin that
bordered on the cheeky.

Ri chard sm | ed back. He kept the smile on his face as he pulled on his
sun-dri ed socks. The smle felt artificial. Because the truth came



t hunderi ng back.

The tine was 2:15. Wakefield was a solid five hours' drive away:
providing they got hold of a car; providing there were no traffic jans;
providing there were no unforeseen hol d-ups; and providing Mchael's
apes didn't catch themfirst.

"The nmoney's dry, "Rosemary call ed

He gave a nod. Then set off wal king across the field. Rosemary Snow had
to run to keep up with him

He was wondering what Amy and Christine were doing right at that noment.
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Leavi ng M chael

At the same tinme as Richard wal ked through the Devon field Christine was
tal king to Joey.

"Well, | have to tell you | don't like it. Wiere on earth are Richard
and | saac? They shoul d be here by now. "

"M chael said they'd make a slight detour to pick up sone reports froma
researcher.”

"But why not fax then? And why did Mchael say all along we were going
to Norfol k, then suddenly say the venue had been changed to this place
in Yorkshire instead? I'mtelling you, Joey, sonething doesn't fee

ri ght about what Mchael's telling us."

"Not hi ng's wong. Wat have you seen to change your m nd about M chael ?"

"A feeling. That's all. A feeling deep down that M chael's hiding
somet hi ng. "

They wal ked away from the pond toward where Any played in the shade of
the tree.

"I agree, it's no barrel of |aughs."Joey pushed his |ank hair back from
his forehead> "But it's no different fromwhat we've al ready been
t hrough this week."

"I know ... well, | don't know Look, Joey, it just feels different. The
way M chael's acting."

"It doesn't seemany different to ne."

"That's because you don't spend enough time with your children."She
| ooked up at his nmuddy brown eyes; there was that hurt, defeated | ook

she knew only too well. She sighed> "Joey, he's got the same look in his
eye that Mark has when he thinks he's pulled one over on you. You know?
He'll be in his bedroom supposed to be doing his homework and all the

time he's watching a westling video with the sound turned down."
"What do you think Mchael's up to?"

316 ?1 don't know, Joey."



"I"1l ask himwhen he thinks he'll get this Beast thing under contro
again."

"No. Don't do that. But |'ve been thinking we should do sonething."

H s voice softened> "Li ke what, Sis?"

She | ooked at the house, then back at her brother> "W shoul d be

t hi nki ng of taking Any away from here. Wthout Mchael's agreenent. In
fact, w thout him know ng."

"But how will we get the Beast off our backs? It's-?

"Shh. M chael's com ng this way now. "

He didn't know the name of the town.

He didn't know the nane of the old man.

But Ri chard Young coul d have kissed the gritty pavenent, then kissed the
old man's winkl ed forehead.

"There's one nearby?"Richard repeated, not believing his ears.

The old man scratched the winkl ed forehead> "Bradhall's rent cars,
yonder on Church Street."

Ri chard flashed Rosemary a | ook of triunph.

"They close early on Thursdays. Bill Bradhall takes his fanmly to
Torquay on Thursdays; he's got a sister who-?

"Thank you,"Richard said feeling near-overwhelmng gratitude to the old
man in his baggy gray cardi gan

Ri chard and Rosemary crossed the street lined with shops and headed in
the direction the old man had indicated. The man still talked as they
wal ked away.

"Turn left at Samuel's book shop. Like |I said, best be quick. He closes
early today."

"Think we're in luck?"Rosemary asked breathlessly as Richard broke into
a run.

"By God, we better be."

Ri chard thought: The time's comng up to 2:30. If we do get a hire car
and providing the roads are clear we've still got a five hour drive in
front of us. Hell, and it's peak tourist season down here. What if al
the hire cars are gone?

Cone on, conme on. Bradhall's, the old man said. Bradhall's. \Were the
hell are they?

The nental clock ticked away the seconds in his head like a tinme bonb.
Little nore than six hours left until Mchael called in the Beast and
made the transfer to Any.
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pur 317 If it failed. He renenbered the crushed policenen, the sheep
expl oding like crinmson paint bonbs ... York Mnster. Amy, poor Any .

"Dam. Were the hell is the place?"

"This's Church Street."

"But where the hell is Bradhall's?"

"I can't see a garage. This's all residential."
" Dam. "

The old man night be senile, thought Richard, clenching his jaw Maybe
Bradhall went to the big rental place in the sky in

1963, or sone-

Wait. He'd seen a sign fixed to a wooden driveway gate.
"Bradhal | 's!?It cane out in a whoop> "Cone on."
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Maki ng Pl ans for Richard

The wal |l cl ock, between the framed maps of the islands of St. Mary's and
Barra, said 3:14.

M chael sat on the edge of the desk, his down-turned eyes on Mtch. The
eyes were coolly confident.

"When did you find out about the hire car?"
"Ten m nutes ago."

"Then they've got Snow and Young."

"Not quite."

"As good as. That's what matters."

Mtch pulled on his cigarette, then pointed at an open road atlas> "As
you can imagine, in that part of Devon car hire conpanies are few and
far between. My men got lucky the second time they tried. Bradhall Hire,
just there; place called Ashton Tracey. The owner was on his way out for
the afternoon.”

"But he was cooperative?"

"Very cooperative."Ten years ago Mtch Wnter woul d have grinned,
enjoying the idea of making nmen spill their secrets. Ten years on he
found the business tedi ous and grubby. He did what he was told to do
conpetently, but he talked |like he was reading times froma train

ti metabl e> "Silver Volvo Sal oon, nodel 240, three years old, there's the
regi strati on nunmber, green sunstrip running across the top of the

wi ndscreen bearing the words BRADHALL HI RE."

M chael said, ?If those two guys are pros, and Young's only got about



ten mnutes start, we'll soon have them"

"I wouldn't be so optimstic."

"These nen are pros?"

"They are."

"Then they'll catch up with Young and Snow?"

"They are pros. That's precisely why they won't go tearing

319 across the countryside |ike sonething out of a Hollywod cops
caper."He spoke slowy, respectfully> "See all those roads between

Dart moor and Exeter? In that maze you could | ose the Devil hinself."

"But even an idiot would know Young will be heading for where the M
starts at Exeter; that's the fastest route North."

"Sure. And Young'll be driving that car |like a bat out of hell."

"Your men could catch up?"

"They'll not risk being stopped for speedi ng when they' ve got a couple
of pump action shotguns in the back and ... no, Mchael, don't even
think it, please. They're not going to risk jail for pulling a gun on a
cop. They know they'd go down for life."

"It's vital Young doesn't get anywhere near here."

"The way he'll be driving nmight save you a job. He might run the car up
atree."”

"I can't risk that."
"M chael . Look. Can | suggest sonethi ng?"

M chael's down-turned eyes were growing icier by the second. At |ast he
shrugged, which Mtch guessed nmeant was an K

"Look, we know he's nmking a beeline right here. To Darlington House."

"CGCo on."

"So, |'msuggesting let themcone to us. Deal with them when they get here.”
"Mtch, 1've not told you what |'m doing here, or what | have pl anned

for tonight."

"Damed right, and I don't want to know "

"Good. But what | need is a nice peaceful environment. Things are goi ng
to happen tonight-it's OK Mtch, they won't concern you or your
teambut it's vital that little kid out there is in a nice relaxed frame
of mnd when it does."

"And seeing her daddy get the bullet wouldn't help, right?"

"R ght. "



Mtch pulled on the cigarette, blew out the snoke thoughtfully, nodded.
"Ckay. There are only a couple of roads up here from Wakefi el d. They
both go through the urban road system"”

"G
"So there are plenty of traffic lights. They'Il have to stop at | east
one of them 1'll send ny teamout on notorcycles and we'll solve this

pr obl em Mafi a- styl e.

"I can rely on that?" 320 Mtch nodded> "But you can't rely on somne
gossip not reaching the ears of the local village copper; so you m ght
have some expl ai ning."

"As long as they keep their noses out until after nine o'clock.”

"Nine o' clock nmust be pretty special if you can silence the entire
British police force.™

M chael ' s boyish grin returned> "After nine o' clock they could show
everything that's happened today on TV and there won't be a thing anyone
can-or will want to-do about it." ?You had sonething like this going in
Turkey, didn't you? |'ve never known the kind of |loyalty you enjoyed
across there."

M chael acknow edged the conplinment with a nod.

"I"ve got sone good contacts overseas,"Mtch said> "They'd pay a | ot of
money to find out how you managed to win that kind of loyalty."

M chael tapped the side of his nose with his finger> "They coul dn't
afford it."

Wth that, Mchael left the room clicking his fingers to a tune that
ran through his head.

Mtch Wnter cast his mind back six nonths to when he had first net

M chael, in his villa in Turkey. Imediately he'd been transfixed by the
man's charisma. M chael had outlined his plans for an extensive business
operation in the UK for which he needed Mtch to head a security team

Mtch Wnter had asked no questions. He found hinmsel f agreeing
ent husi astically to whatever M chael said. He noticed, too, that
M chael's staff at the villa | ooked on himas some kind of god.

It was only when Mtch canme back to Yorkshire to set up the team and
start recruiting personnel fromhis old nmercenary contacts that he began
to wonder what M chael's secret was. People in his presence had wanted
to prostrate thenselves at his feet. People would have set thenselves on
fire if he' d asked.

Per haps he slipped a mickey in their drinks, or was it sonething nore
sophi sti cat ed? Per haps conceal ed apparatus, sonething |ike an aerosol
sprayed an atom zed solution containing a narcotic into the air.

But were the effects now wearing off?
Mtch Wnter's enthusiasmfor his work quickly cooled. M chael seened

overly secretive. The research teamupstairs, an arrogant |ot, were just
as bad.



321 In Turkey M chael |ooked Iike a god; here he was | ooking tacky, even
neuroti c.

M chael would sonetinmes ask himto have a M. X or a Mss Y killed.
Mtch didn't object on noral grounds-all part of the nine-to-five for
hi m but sone of the killings seened peculiarly pointless.

For instance, the chanmber maid M chael'd brought back with himfromthe
airport hotel. Sophie ... that was her nane.

At first there'd been a |ot of excitenment. The high and m ghty upstairs
becanme even nore secretive

They didn't ill-treat Sophie, as far as he could gather fromthe tidbits
he picked up fromthe kitchen staff. Al the research teamdid was talk
to her and feed her good neal s.

By that time, Mchael was away on his nystery tour of Geat Britain.
However, one day Mtch had a tel ephone call from hine "That wonan |
brought in | ast week, "he'd said> "Sophie. | want her taking to the farm"

H s code for an execution. Mtch did as he was told with extrene
conpetence, then fed her corpse to the pigs.

And now M chael had sonething special planned for the little girl
tonight. Mtch | eaned back, tapping a fresh cigarette against his |ips.
He studied a franed map of the Scottish island of Coll and he pictured
hi nsel f wal ki ng al ong the shore fromFeall Bay to Cal gary Point.

But Mtch couldn't help but wonder what M chael had pl anned for tonight
that was so special. Normally it wouldn't have troubled him But he'd

got curious. Not curious for the sake of it. Curiosity was an integra
part of his survival nechanism He acknowl edged he wasn't indestructible.

Not |ike Mtch's father

Now t hat man had seened indestructible. A nmilitary ?adviser? to foreign
governments, his father had wal ked away froman air force transport

pl ane shot down over |srael when everyone el se had gone up in flamnes.
He' d stepped on mines and only lost the sole of his boot. He'd
cheerfully run at a T34 tank head-on, then cheekily pop a grenade down
the turret. His men had joked that his father's aftershave not only
repel | ed nosquitoes and the |adies but bullets, too. Then, on holiday in
Jamai ca, he'd carelessly stood on a bar of soap in the bathtub

Mtch's father rolled off the crematorium conveyor into the

322 flanes just forty-eight hours later. Mtch Wnter had been twelve
years ol d.

No, Mtch Wnter didn't doubt his own nortality. Al he yearned for was
enough cash in the bank so he could retire to that island cottage in the
cleft of the hill, snuggling away fromthe Atlantic Wsterlies, and
enjoy a @Quinness or two in the cozy bar with the dog at his feet.

He it the cigarette. Sighed. Then picked up the tel ephone and told his
teamto make the necessary arrangements to kill the father of the little
child playing outside in the sunshine.
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And Yet Faster

3:30. Mtch Wnter had just finalized plans to have Richard Young
killed. It would take place a mere four or five niles from Darlington House.

Meanwhi |l e Richard cursed a car pulling a speedboat on a trailer. It
struggled up the hill, trailer yawing fromside to side, the bright pink
boat jiggling insecurely on the back

Dam, all we need is for the thing to cone crashing off onto the car

The voice in the back of Richard' s head came back. ... up, hurry up
hurry up, hurry up ... something nasty's going to happen to Any... too
slow, Dicky Boy, too slow, hurry up, hurry ..

The car pulling the trailer turned off into a lay-by. Richard nearly
whooped with joy, pressed the accelerator and the car surged forward.

Only to nearly tail-end a tractor that pulled out onto the road in front
of him

hurry up, hurry, hurry up ... only six and a half hours to go unti
nine o' clock, hurry up, hurry up ..

Ahead he saw signs for the start of the notorway at Exeter. God, it
couldn't come soon enough

He passed the tractor, swerving away from an oncom ng bus.

"Take it easy,"Rosenary said gently at his side> "We'I|l get there. Don't
t ake unnecessary risks."

He knew she was right. He eased off the speed. The needl e dropped to
sixty. Lips dry as paper, he licked themw th an equally dry tongue.

After a noment his right foot increased the pressure on the pedal. The
speed crept up again to try and silence that needling voice sitting in
the back of his skull
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up, hurry up, hurry ...

He'd got a dark angel sitting on his shoul der today. Round every corner
there seened to be nore del ays. A broken-down bus; a traffic light at
red; a lunbering truck full of quarried rock; children on bikes; drivers
that made tortoises | ook sporty; roadworks and tenporary traffic lights
that had a hankering for red, not green

And every so often Rosemary woul d say gently, ?Take it easy. W can't
rush. Once you reach the nmotorway you can make up time then."

He tried to take his mnd off the hold-ups (and the fact that Mchael's
hired goons m ght be pursuing themw th their shotguns on their |aps) by
tal king to Rosenary

"Do you know what Amy's doi ng now?"



"No. |'ve not seen anything since the cottage. Have you?"
"Nothing. It only happened to me once."

"It's as if you get some kind of psychic charge if you get too close to
the Beast. Eventually it begins to fade."She glanced at himw th those
dark eyes> "I wish | could see what was happening for you, Richard, but
I can't anynore."

Rosemary sat | ooking out of the open passenger w ndow, the rush of air
bl owi ng her hair behind her in rippling waves.

The road took them under overhanging trees, the sudden shade a relief.
He wi shed he'd bought a pair of sunglasses; the intensity of the sun
woul d make driving all the way to Wakefield an unconfortable slog. As

t hey approached Exeter the traffic grew heavier, clogging the roads. He
willed it to go faster. ... hurry up, hurry up ... grated the head
voice. ... time's running out... Don't we know it, he thought bitterly
as yet another light turned red, bringing the line of traffic in front
of himto a dead stop

As they pulled away, Rosemary said, ?Stop at the next filling station
you see."

"No need, we've a full tank."
"The car's OK, it's you |I'mthinking about."
"I"'mfine."

"You're not. Richard, you can't drive five hours straight in this heat,
especially after what you went through this norning."

"Believe me, Rosemary. |'mfine."

"Richard. You're going to stop, have a drink, have five
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r 325 minutes' rest. W'll buy sandw ches and canned drinks for the car."
"No. I'mnot stopping until | reach Darlington House. Any needs ne-?

"Anmy needs you in one piece; not dehydrated; not so tired you can't
thi nk straight."

"Rosemary- ?

"Ri chard, "she persisted gently, ?it'll take five minutes."
"I can't spare five mnutes."

"It's either lose five mnutes or |ose Any."

He shook his head.

“I'"1l pull out the ignition key."

"You won't do that."Then he licked his dry |ips and sighed> "But you are
right."He snmiled wearily> "Again. OK five mnutes."



She smled gratefully> "Not a noment nore. Trust me, Richard, you'l
feel better for a coffee.”

At the next filling station Richard pulled over. Rosemary bought drinks,
prepacked sandwi ches and a pair of sunglasses. Richard put them on
gratefully as they pulled out of the filling station. Wthin two mles

they joined the notorway and headed north.
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Joey Sings the Blues

Qutside in the garden with the sun bl azing down Christine glanced at her
wat ch. 3:45. Ten mnutes ago she'd nade up her mind to march into the
house, find M chael and demand to speak to Richard on the nobile phone.
She found terrible images beginning to flash through her head. Richard's
car picks up a nail in the tire. As they're cranking the car up onto the
jack that thing cones tearing down on them They'|ll run. But the Beast
is too fast; it cones rolling down on themlike ..

Wth an effort of will she killed the inage in her head.

And no, although you want to find Mchael and nake himcall Richard on
the nobile, just so you can hear his voice, you're not going to do that.
You're going to smle and nod when M chael cones along, hair neatly
brushed, down-turned eyes all gentle and caring and saying that he's
spoken to Richard not five mnutes ago and that they should be here
within the hour.

Because within the next twenty mnutes you and Any are |leaving this
pl ace for good.

Casual ly (because her guts told her |oud and cl ear that soneone watched
her every novenment from one of those wi ndows in the house), she strolled
al ong the garden path to where Joey sat on the grass in the shade of a tree.

M chael had given Any a bike. Before he'd let her ride it he'd carefully
fastened the helmet onto her head, smiling and joking as he tightened

t he buckle. Then he'd carefully checked the stabilizers> "Don't go too
fast, sweetheart,"he'd called as she pedal ed furiously away. Christ,
he'd sounded |i ke an over-anxi ous nother> "And stay on the paths. The
grass is too bunpy. Don't want to bang that noggin, do we?"

It all added to Christine's unease. The way he | ooked at Amy. The sane
ki nd of | ook an antique collector m ght have on seeing

327 a priceless Roman vase bal anced on the edge of a rickety shelf.

Ay cane pedaling along the path. Braked hard so the bike skidded to a
stop> "Mum Can | take the stabilizers off?"

"No. "
"But | can ride a two-wheeler."

She sm | ed> "No, honey. M chael wants you to keep the stabilizers unti
you get used to the bike."

Ay seemed to accept it without the usual grunbles. M chael had



certainly won her over.

"Watch ne, Mum | can go fast as a rocket."

She pedal ed away al ong the maze of garden paths, circling around a cl unp
of lavender then pedaling back. The Rosemary Snow doll bounced in the
shoppi ng basket fixed to the handl ebars.

Christine continued her deliberately casual stroll, occasionally
stopping to admre a rose, even going to the extent of lightly stroking
the velvet petals. In the back of her m nd she could inmagine the spy in
t he upper wi ndow witing on his clipboard> "Time: 3:47. Ms. Christine
Young pauses to | ook at one rose. Pink."

She smled to herself. Let the creep make his notes because cone 4:15
he' Il have nothing but blank sheets after that.

Eventual |y she strolled to where Joey sat beneath the tree. He was
drinking froma bottle of beer. Two enpties lay on their sides in the grass.

"Fancy a beer, Sis?"

"Just give me a sip fromyour bottle."

"Have you heard when Richard' Il be arriving?"

"Yes. Mchael said about five-ish."

Joey nodded> "It'Il be a weight off your m nd when he gets here."
"Except | don't believe Mchael for one mnute."

"Why don't you ask Mchael to call Richard or |saac on the nobile?"

"I'"ve thought about that, but what | have decided is that |I'm | eaving
with Any."

Joey sighed> "I hoped you' d have changed your m nd about that. Look
Chrissie, it's a bad idea."

"Joey."She gave a grimsnile> "I think you' ve known ne | ong enough to
realize you' re not going to have a chance in hell of talking ne out of
it. W are going."

"Waen?"

328 ?Now. "

"Jesus, Chrissie. You know what M chael said. If we get split up, that
nmonster's going to pick us off one by one."

"Why?" She didn't give himchance to answer> "Because M chael says so?"
"You renenber York. Those poor bastards; crushed to fuck they

wer e- ?Joey's eyes glistened. He took a savage gul p of beer> "Chrissie,
love. | don't want that happening to us."

"To you, you nean."

"OK, "his voice cane | ow and hoarse> "OK. I'ma tub of lard. |I've got



shit for brains. |I know what you and Richard think. I know it fromthe

| ook on your faces the moment | wal k into your garden. Every tinme. Every
time | wal ked through that bloody gate | saw it on your faces, 'Jesus
wept,' you were saying to yourselves. 'Here cones Joey, sweaty arnpits,
shit for brains and personality to match.' ?

"Joey-?

But he pressed on and she could see the sheer naked hurt in his eyes.
" "Let's see how quick we can get rid of the stupid twat,"you were
t hi nking. But believe ne, Chrissie. | thought a | ot about you. | |ove
your kids. | wanted to love mne, but when | see themthey just |ook
like pint-size copies of me. And | can see in them what people see in
me. And it disgusts ne."

"Joey, "she said gently> "Look, don't start talking about all this now
we have to-?

"Why not now? There might not be a later. | might never get a chance to
tell you what I've felt for year after fucking year. But always bottling
it up.”

"You'll get a chance, Joey."

A fat tear bulged fromhis eye> "WII |?"he croaked hoarsely> "So |"'I
get a chance to sit down with you and tell you that |'ve dreaned about
getting Sunnyfields devel oped, not for the noney but just to prove to
you that I'mnot the famly clown, that I'mnot the big pork belly with
shite for brains? That's all | wanted. To prove to you and Richard that
I could do sonething worthwhile for once, nmake the Biscuit Billy dream
cone true so that you'd say 'Ch, we were wong about Joey; he is an
achi ever.' ?

She guessed he'd been broodi ng about this for hours and now t he words
canme tunbling out in that hoarse enotional voice. He | ooked straight
ahead, brown eyes glistening, the beer bottle
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out. It was the kind of speech a drunk m ght nake, but she knew he

woul dn't be drunk after only three small beers. The wounds were deep
she realized. Stabs of guilt brought tears to her eyes. She renenbered
the tines they'd avoided Joey or invented sone excuse not to neet him
soci al ly.

As he tal ked she sat beside himin the shade of the tree. Any cycled
around t he pathways of the ornanental garden, and all Christine could
hear was the bitter rnusic of Joey's outpourings.

Eventually she wanted to tell himto shut up, that they needed to tal k
about getting away from Darlington House but she couldn't bear the | ook
of deep, deep hurt in his eyes if she'd tried to stop himtalking.

But the realization paced restlessly inside her head. It was saying,
"Hurry, Christine. Take Any away. It's dangerous here. Get up and wal k
away, get up and wal k away. Now, now, now. .."
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Speed



The car sat on the hard shoul der of the notorway, bonnet up. A breakdown
truck reversed along the hard shoul der to hook up to it, orange lights
f 1 ashi ng.

Ri chard cruised by at seventy. Christ, he thought. If that should happen
to us. We'd never make it to Darlington House before nine o' clock

Qui ckly he scanned the gauges, heart beating a little faster. Al seened
fine. Tenperature normal. Fuel tank still three-quarters full. But you
didn't know what screw was working | oose somewhere in the guts of the
engine, or if there was a nail on the road ahead.

He pushed the sungl asses up the bridge of his nose and licked his |ips.
"Thirsty?"Rosemary reached for the carrier bag between her feet.

He shook his head as he overtook a m | k tanker> "Nervous, "he said,
"very, very nervous. You OK?"

She gave a faint snile and nodded. She ran her fingertips over where the
crust of scabs had been. He guessed she still couldn't believe that her

face was in one piece and unscarred after all. Wat did make hi m uneasy

was that after all she'd been through he was driving her to the heart of
Mchael's lair

Poor kid had suffered enough. He couldn't risk her getting hurt. After
all, Mchael wasn't going to just sit back and | et himtake Amry away.
He'd fight tooth and nail for her.

Ri chard thought of nmking a stop at the next service station, then, when
Rosemary got out of the car to stretch her legs, just driving away and
| eaving her there. She'd be dammed annoyed; but she'd be safe.

H s eyes flicked up at a sign. NEXT SERVI CES TEN M LES.
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best .

In the garden at Darlington House Any still rode the bike, shouting for
the Boys to follow her. Joey's bitter outpourings had at |last run dry.
He sat on the grass with the beer bottle in his hand. He | ooked tired,
def | at ed, nunb.

Christine squeezed his armreassuringly. Gently she said, ?Joey. | want
you to listen to me now. In about two minutes |I'mgoing to ask Any to
ride the bike down to the |ake at the bottomof the hill. Once I'm
behi nd the boathouse I'lIl be out of sight of the house."

Joey | ooked up at her with the hurt-puppy-dog eyes.
"Joey, if you want to come with me 1'll neet you there at

4:15. It's best we don't go down to the |ake together. It night make
t hem suspi ci ous. "

She saw him | ook up at the house and she guessed he felt the unseen pair
of eyes boring into him too.

"What about Ri chard?"he asked.



"I... | don't know. There's no way | can get a nessage to him Al | can
hope for is that when he arrives here and finds I'mgone they'Il let him
| eave. "

"You really think we're prisoners here?"
"I don't want to stay here and find out."

"But this Beast; what if it follows us? We'll be on foot and that
thing'll come tearing down on us |like an express train."

"Well, 1"mgoing to ganble that Mchael's been lying. OK it did seemto
hunt us, too. But then M chael's al ways been with us. Perhaps it wants
only him™"

"But if heisn't lying, it'I1-?

"Joey, please don't try and talk me out of this. |I'mgoing across to Any
now. She can ride her bi ke down to the boathouse with nme. If you want to
risk comng with ne neet me there. Renenber, a quarter past four."

"What then?"

"Fromwhat | can see there's only a deer fence between the boat house and
that clump of trees. We'll cut through there, then across the fields

until we find a road."

He nodded heavily, his eyes |looking as if they were covered with sone
slick film

She stood up. Sonething touched her as she | ooked down at
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how you felt."

He | ooked up and gave a small shrug> "In this age of perfect
conmuni cations we're still failing to comruni cate wi th one anot her
aren't we?"

"Look, when this is over we'll sit down together, have a real heart to
heart."
"Thanks, Sis,"he said gratefully> "lI"msorry. | didn't want to-?He shut

his mouth quickly, as if afraid of saying too nuch.

"It's four o' clock. Gve ne a couple of mnutes' head start. Take the
path by the tennis courts down to the |ake."

He nodded again. She was going to wal k away but somnething nmade her Kkiss
t he back of his neck inpulsively then rub the top of his head with the
pal m of her hand. She'd do that when she had been Any's age and he was
seven. She could even renmenber herself calling in that sane voice Any
used, ?Joey here. Kiss and rub of head."Then he'd give that broad
delighted snmile as she planted the smacking kiss on the back of his neck
and rubbed the top of his head before she clinbed the stairs to bed,

| eaving himto watch one of his favorite TV prograns, Star Trek or The
Man From Uncl e.

As she went to find Any, despite the heat, she shivered fromhead to toe



and her eyes suddenly filled with tears.

The speed crept up. Richard nade a conscious effort to ease off on the
accel erator. But again that voice nagged in the back of his mnd

up, hurry up, hurry up..
What does M chael plan to do to Any?

hurry up, hurry up. Not nuch time left. Still nearly two hundred
mles of this Tarmac between you and your family. So much could go
wrong. Nail on road; dirt in carburetor; hurry up, hurry up ..

The speedo reached ninety. He sat in the fast |ane of the notorway now,
overtaking lines of trucks and cars pulling caravans. Bridges whooshed
by. Rosemary sat by his side, long hair flying in long rippling strands
fromthe wi nd gushing through the open w ndow.

Leave her at the next service station, he told hinself.

The service station approached. He needed to indicate, then pull off
into the slip road.

333 But he kept on driving.

... notime to stop ... drive, drive, drive ... the mnutes are flying
by. Faster, faster

But that wasn't all of it. That fragile sixteen-year-old girl sitting
besi de hi m made himfeel stronger. Perhaps that psychic ability hadn't
deserted her entirely and she sat there willing himto stay strong and
f ocused.

And right now he needed every shred of concentration and strength he
could get his hands on

He had to get Any away from M chael. His mnd went back to what he'd
read in the cottage. About Al exander the Great. How he controlled the
Beast through a succession of teenage girls. Yes, they had the ability.
But being in that symbiotic relationship with the Beast corroded them
fromthe inside out. They aged quickly. They died young.

Wul d that happen to his little Any? The poor kid couldn't w n.
If she failed to control the Beast she would be crushed by it.

I f she succeeded she might live a few nore years controlling that
bastard creature according to Mchael's instructions. But he imgi ned
her aging fast: the Beast's corrosive presence would dull her hair,
teeth would drop out, abscesses would turn her guns into a cluster of
yel low blisters; her internal organs would begin to fail one by one; her
arms woul d becone tw sted, |ocked tight by nmuscle spasnms. She'd end up
lying in a mess of her own drool and diarrhea, tunors buddi ng al ong her
spi ne. When she was too weak to control the Beast, what then?

Tied up in a sack weighted with housebricks, then dropped kicking and
whi npering into some stinking pond. Drowned |ike an unwanted puppy.
Choking in the ...

"Richard..."



He | ooked down at the speedo. The needl e qui vered agai nst a hundred and
ten. Hi s hands gripped the steering wheel so tightly the veins bul ged up
bl ue through the skin.

"Take it easy,"she said gently, her voice nearly lost in the rush of
air>"We'll make it."

He managed a nod; his neck nuscles achingly tight. He took his foot off
the accelerator and allowed the car to slowto eighty. The roar of the
tires on the road becane a soft rumble and what had been a gray bl ur
flying under the nose of the car became road again.
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"*?T|; 334 ?Thanks,"he said> "I think I'd have nanaged to kill nyself
before nowif it wasn't for you."

"You don't think I'mtoo nmuch of a backseat driver, then?"
"No."He managed to smile> "Not at all."

He only wi shed she could make the voice in his head go away. The one
t hat endl essly repeated:

hurry up, you're going too slow. Tinme's running out. Hurry up, hurry
up ...

Behi nd t he boat house Christine waited with Amy on the | akesi de path.
They were shielded fromthe house. Al that stood between them and the
cover of the trees was the iron deer fence. It would be easy enough to
clinmb.

"Can | take the bike with ne?"Any asked.

Christine shook her head> "lI'm sorry, sweetheart. It's not ours to keep."

"Where's Dad and that man with the white hair and the rnusic thingy?"She
m nmed pl ayi ng the harnoni ca.

"We' || see Dad soon."She hoped she wasn't telling her daughter a lie.
"We're just waiting for Uncle Joey then we're going for a walk."

"WIl M chael cone?"
"No, hon, he's busy."

"Do you think he'll let me stroke one of his reindeer?"She pointed to
where the small herd ni bbled at bushes.

"Perhaps. Cone and stand by nme, Any."
"Why are we hiding behind this shed for?"

"W're not, we're waiting for Uncle Joey. Wenever he decides to get
hi nrsel f down here."

She | ooked at her watch. 4:20. She had said she'd wait unti

4:15 before | eaving. But she knew she couldn't just |eave her brother



here wi thout giving himjust a few nore m nutes. Although three years

younger, she'd stuck up for himat school when he'd been bullied; and

she'd sat with her armaround himon the settee when, as a child, he'd
cried for his nother.

The mi nute hand reached twenty-five past> "Conme on, Joey, "she urged.
"Time to go."

She was | ooking at her watch again, trying to persuade herself to give
hi m anot her two ni nutes, when she heard soneone approach through the
bushes. At last, she thought, with a surge of

335 relief. It'd only take seconds to clinmb the fence and be away
t hr ough t he woods.

"Come on, Any. Leave the bike. It's ..."Then she found the words
woul dn't cone out of her nouth anynore.

"What's the matter?"M chael sniled> "Devil nicked your tongue?"
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G owi ng Darker

Christine stared in pure shock

She'd just not anticipated this.

For a monment the world seened to rush in at her. The insects in the

| akesi de flowers buzzed | ouder, the honking of swans hurt her ears and
the sun becane a furnace resting just above her eyes.

She bl i nked.

Ay spoke first> "Have you cone to watch nme ride ny bi ke, M chael ?"

He smiled, the down-turned eyes as gentle as a saint's> "OF course
have, sweetie. Shall we ride it back up to the house?"

Christine forced a smle but she felt puzzled. Wy should M chael just
happen to stroll all the way down here to the | ake?

"Beautiful day, isn't it?"Mchael said conversationally> "You know,
Christine, by tonight all our problens will be over. W' ve got
everything in hand to rein the Beast back in."

"Good ... I'mglad."

"So, why were you thinking of running away?"

"I wasn't, -7

"Joey told nme everything, Christine."

"Joey?"

"Yes, because he's a caring brother. He didn't want to see you hurt."



Fury snapped through her> "Joey told you? The idiot..."

"Joey, "M chael called back at the bushes> "Conme out, cone out, wherever
you are, "he sang> "Your sister would like a word with you."

At first there was no novenent, then Joey pushed his way sheepishly
t hrough the bushes, his brown eyes as guilty as hell. He | ooked down at
t he ground.

"Joey, what in damation are you playing at?"
337 ?Chrissie, | thought-?
"You thought? You never did think, that's your damm trouble."

"What are you shouting at Uncle Joey for?"Amy sounded worried> "Wat's
he done w ong?"

Christine advanced on her brother, her voice dropped to a whisper, but
she wanted to swing her fist against the bridge of his big nose as hard
as she could> "Why on earth did you tell Mchael ? For crying out |oud,
what were you thinki ng?"

"I"'msorry, Chrissie,"he said in that small beaten voice> "l really am
| didn't want you to risk getting hurt. O Any."

M chael nodded, face serious> "He's right, Christine. If you and Any
took of f by yourselves, how far would you get? The Beast would track you
down and ..."He brought the open pal mof one hand down into the other

"How the hell can we believe you, Mchael ? W don't know if this thing
is pursuing us-or is it just hunting you?"

"Remenber Monday? What happened to the two policenen at the roadside
diner? You're infected now If we split up, it will track you all down,
one by one."

Christine shot a look at Any. Her eyes were big, not really
under st andi ng the words, but she was frightened by the tone of the voices.

"Any, there's nothing to worry about, darling,"Mchael said softly> "Wy
don't you ride-?

"Any, " Christine broke in, angry that M chael was always trying to be the
one to tell her daughter what to do> "Amy, just ride up to that big tree
and back."

Ay pedal ed away, the Rosemary Snow doll bouncing in the basket on the
handl ebars.

"Now what ?" Chri sti ne sounded col d.

"I... | really think it best if... if we ..."

"Shut it, Joey, |I'masking Mchael."

"Everything is in hand for tonight, Christine. All we need do is wait

until nine. The Beast will conme here. This time | know what to do to
bring it back under control."



"How wi || you do that? What's the process?"
"It's really quite complex, so | don't think it's necessary to-?
"You can tell me anyway."

"You're the boss, Christine. The details are contained in the Codex
Al exander. | told you about the docunent yesterday. It

338 gives instructions which are remarkably similar to the techni ques
used by psychiatrists in nodern hypnosis."

As M chael explained the process. Christine nodded, her eyes on Any
riding the bike along the track, scattering the small herd of deer, the
bl ack hair of the Rosemary Snow doll flying out in the breeze.

M chael expl ained the details, his hands maki ng those graceful novenents
as he spoke.

She didn't believe himfor a nmonent. She'd seen the sanme body | anguage,
the sane | ook in her son's eyes when Mark told her some cock-and- bul
story about how some teacher or other had kept himlate when she knew
all along that he and his friends had been getting up to some m schi ef
in town.

Al so, she felt the urge to contact Richard to find out if he was al
ri ght becone a burning need. She wouldn't rest until she heard his voice.

"Al'l right,"she said, breaking into Mchael's explanation> "I"'Ill stay
here on one condition."

“"Name it."
"I want to speak to Richard, in person, on the nobile."

He smiled> "No problem Christine. Come back up to the house. You can
call himfromthere."

Richard switched on the car radio at six o'clock for a tinme check. The
clock in the car said six; his watch, glass still msted fromthe
wetting in the pool, said six; but an insidious paranoia sneaked in.
Were the cl ocks wong? Had he kept track of the time? Wuld they nake it
to Darlington House before nine?

And the voice in his head sang:

hurry up, hurry up, drive faster. In three hours your daughter m ght
be dead... hurry up, hurry up ..

He managed to keep the speed down to eighty. The high-rise bl ocks of

Bi rmi ngham indistinct and ghostly in the heat haze, had swept by on his
left along time ago. O so it seened. But now whatever god was naster

of time and space played cruel tricks, stretching out the notorway ahead.

He found hinself half-believing that the sane cruel god had run them
onto an endl ess | oop of nmotorway. They'd get no farther. M chael would
do whatever he needed to do to Amy. Failure or success for M chael would
in either case result in Any's death. The only question was, would it be
qui ck or sl ow?



338 339 Christine groaned, then rolled onto her back on the bed. M chael
| ooked through the wi ndow. Uncle Joey, that plunmp and stupid nman wth
his lank fringe falling over his eyes, was playing a game with someone
nore nearly his intellectual equal. M chael watched as Any cycled al ong
t he garden path between rows of pink roses, with Joey |oping heavily
after her holding the Rosemary Snow doll above his head as if it was
flying Iike Superman.

M chael |ooked at his watch. Six-thirty. Soon Rosemary Snow woul d be
truly flying. Up to heaven, into the arns of her Cod.

He shook his head. Rosemary Snow had been one peculiar kid. For a noment
back there, a couple of weeks ago, as he'd driven her across country in
the BMN he really had believed she had the ability to control the
Beast. In turn, he would have been able to control her by becom ng her

| over. He imagi ned her lying naked in his bed, her hair spread in a
great wash across the pillow, the feel of that slight body in his arns.
Per haps she woul d have trenbled as he held her nmore tightly. Perhaps
crying out the first time they made | ove.

Then he woul d have held her, kissing her forehead Iightly as she fel
asleep in his arms and he woul d have felt glorious. He would have felt
the exultation of knowing that in his arms he held power.

Absol ute power to rule absolutely.

He licked his lips, his heart beating faster. It was strange to fee
this excitenent again. After losing that relationship with the Beast on
his arrival in Britain he'd experienced a peculiar enotional flatness.
Not hi ng now made him feel outraged, or happy, or niserable, or guilty.
Just kind of robotically calm

Once he was reunited with it through little Amy, now cycling around the
pat hs bel ow, perhaps he'd feel enotionally whol e again.

He turned back to look at the girl's nmother |ying unconscious on the
bed. The fight she had had with his research team had been extrenely
undi gni fi ed. M chael had wat ched unenotionally until one of his team had
been able to push the syringe into her forearm

He noved closer to the bed. Christine's face, relaxed by the drug,

| ooked far younger. Other nmen would find that face attractive with its
dark eyebrows and pl easantly shaped nose. The lips were full and pink
t he skin snoot h.

340 He stroked her forehead.

Dr. Halliwell had removed her clothes, just in case she did wake up and
do somet hing so desperately bizarre as to try and hang herself with her
brassi ere. What ever happened, Christine would wake up to find the world
startlingly different. Because her daughter would be shockingly different.

She nuttered as if struggling to escape fromthe folds of unconsci ousness.
M chael saw goose bunps cover her bare breast as if she dreamed of
somet hing chilling. The nipples contracted and darkened to a deep

rust - br own.

Absently M chael reached out and touched one, nmarveling how hard the
ni ppl e had becone. She really was quite pretty. There was nothi ng coarse



about her face. If sonme of his security team happened to wander in
here-the ex-mercenaries and Foreign Legion rejects-he had no doubt what
they would do to this sleeping beauty.

M chael heard Any's voice in the distance, calling her uncle.

He | ooked back at Christine. Then he sat down on the bed beside her and

pl aced one hand at one side of her head on the pillow, the other hand on
the other side. Now on all fours above her, he lowered his face toward hers.

Rosemary | ooked up suddenly> "Richard. Don't mss it."

"I see it."H s spirits lifted> "M North. Another twenty minutes and
we'll see the signs for Wakefield. "

"How | ong t hen?"

"Perhaps another fifty m nutes. Depends how fast we can push this little
beauty. "

"Don't push too hard, Richard."

He gl anced into her dark, caring eyes> "Don't worry,"he said, ?I'm going
to reach Darlington House in one piece. | can't prom se Mchael wll be
| eaving in the same way, though."

She gave a grimsmle> "Save sone for me, won't you?"

As Richard joined the notorway that headed north M chael was bending
over Christine, closely exam ning her sleeping face. Then, turning her
head gently to one side, he lowered his face to hers and opened his nouth.

Then slowy, deliberately, he closed his jaws around her ear

341 He increased the pressure until he heard a faint cracking as his
teeth bit into the fleshy part of her ear

Beneath hi m she nuttered sonething; but she was too deeply unconsci ous
to stir beyond that sighing nutter and slight winkling of her forehead.

He rel eased his grip on her ear, satisfied nothing would wake her now.
Not even if her daughter should screamin terror out there in the garden

He | ooked down at Christine. A red crescent marked her ear where he'd
bitten deep. He searched inside hinself, |ooking for some enotion
elicited by biting the unconsci ous woman who | ay naked beneath him
Not hi ng. Just the same uniformflatness of spirit.

Maybe when the Beast wenched free of himin that hotel bedroomit had
taken part of himwth it.

He took a deep breath, feeling a faint tingling across his scal p. Never
mnd. It was returning. He could feel it rushing |like a great dark
shadow across the countryside. It sensed where he was now. It was honi ng
in. Like a shark scenting the blood of an injured swi mer.

Comi ng. Darker.

Now.



Wth static electricity crackling his clothes, he turned and left his
sl eepi ng beauty. There was work to be done. If the Beast cane early he
nmust be ready.

342
Assassi ns
|

The inexplicable certainty that a perfect stranger intends to harm you
m ght not necessarily be paranoia.

The understanding ran through Richard' s head the instant he saw the
not or bi ke pull out of the service station. It foll owed them never
approachi ng cl oser than a hundred yards, always keeping a couple of cars
bet ween Vol vo and bi ke, but Richard knew as sure as the sun bl azed above
Wakefield that they were being foll owed.

He didn't know if it was sone vestigial survival instinct that had been
activated by his close brush with the Beast, or whether it had sprung to
life over the last few days, triggered by all the mayhem and shit he'd
gone through. But there was no doubt, only certainty.

That big Honda with the blue petrol tank foll owed wolfishly. Careful not
to turn his head, he let his eyes flick back and forth to the rearview
mrror. Two nmen on the bike. Passenger sitting up straight on the
pillion, white helnet with goggles. Man driving the machi ne, bl ack
helmet with mirrored visor that conceal ed his face.

Richard licked his dry lips; Rosemary automatically passed himthe can
He drank, the cola warmand flat now.

Darli ngton House was perhaps half a dozen niles away. He knew Wakefield
relatively well, and he knew where the village of Spa Croft was. He
guessed Darlington House would be pretty close to that.

He left the road that ringed the city and headed out along a main road
that sliced through the suburbs in the direction of Spa Croft.

In the rearview mirror he saw t he bi ke. Hangi ng back behind three cars
now. Biding its tine.

343 Wth one hand he slipped off the sunglasses and wi ped his wet forehead.
Del i berately he kept his voice cal mas he spoke.

"Rosemary. Do you see where that insect's hit the wi ndscreen? There,
directly in front of you."

Puzzl ed, she | ooked at the streak of pink on the glass: a bee's wing
gunmed to the dried bl ood.

"Yes ... what about it?"

"I want you to look at it. Keep |ooking. Don't take your eyes off it for
a second."

"What on earth for?"



She sounded even nore puzzled, but she did as she was told.

"Trust ne, Rosenary."He glanced in the rearview, the nen on the bike
still thought they'd not been noticed, and hung back in a deliberately
nonchal ant way.

"Keep your eyes on that mark on the glass in front of you, "he said
softly> "Because |I'"'mgoing to tell you sonething and | don't want you to
| ook at ne nor | ook back. OK?"

"OK,

"W're now being foll owed by two nmen on a notorbi ke. "

"M chael 's sent then®"

"I imagi ne so."

"You think they'Il try and stop us?"

He shook his head slowy> "They'll kill us at the next traffic lights.”

He heard her gasp; sensed she desperately wanted to turn round. But she
kept her eyes front.

"I"ve heard of it before."He was surprised at how cal mhis voice was.

"They' Il wait until the next traffic lights, when we're forced to stop
at ared light. They'll ride alongside. The pillion rider will fire in
t hrough the window into nmy shoulder. When | look up at him a reflex
action, he'll put the second bullet through ny face."

"Ch CGod."

"It's a classic hit man's ganbit. Wth ne out of the way they'll do the

same to you, then ride away through the traffic before anyone el se can
react."

"Jesus, the next traffic |ights?"
He nodded.

Ahead the road was | ong and straight, running downhill. A typica
suburban road. Sone cars parked at the curb; people wal ki ng

344 dogs on the pavenents; houses |ining the road.
He | ooked back. The bi ke kept its distance.
It nust be five years since he'd travel ed along this road.

Sweet Jesus, where were the next set of traffic |lights? He couldn't
remenber.

She never took her eyes off the bl ood streak> "Wat are you going to do?"
"l haven't a clue."

H's mouth dried |like paper. His stomach felt as if a fistful of noths
wanted out; fluttering nmadly.



"You could turn off into one of those side streets."”

"But which ones | ead anywhere? They're housing estate roads. Probably
| eadi ng to dead ends anyway. We'd be a sitting target."

"W could stop the car "

"And run for it?"

"It mght be worth a try."

"We couldn't outrun a bike on foot. And there's no chance of outrunning
themin the car. That bike'll go a hell of a lick if they open it up.
And with this traffic ..."He shrugged.

"What if you were to try ... oh no. Ch ny God, here it cones."

Ri chard turned the bend. There, slap in front, a set of traffic lights.
They were at green.

He couldn't accel erate because of the sedate speed of the line of cars
in front. He could only maintain the same pace and pray the lights
didn't turn to red.

If it turns red, junp the light.

Bad i dea.

M ght not be able to do that if there are cars in front.

If | managed anyway it'd alert the nen on the bike we'd spotted them
They' d drive al ongside, then at the right opportunity start slanm ng
slugs through the side w ndows.

And they won't be sporting pop guns. Maghums? 9mm aut omati cs? No doubt
| oaded with hol |l ow nosed sl ugs that pancake inside the body turning
brains or internal organs to strawberry pulp.

The |ight stayed green.

He approached it at an agonizingly sl ow pace.

I f you approach a green |light you know as sure as hell it'll turn red.
It always does.

Any second now . ..

345 Any second now ... red would light up. He'd have to stop. The end.
He'd be no use to Any dead.

He sensed Rosenmary tense beside him unblinking eyes on the green light.
Then, before he knew what had happened, they were safely through.
Both |l et out a huge breath of air.

Hope rising, Richard glanced into the rearview mrror. Now, it must turn
red and stop the bike.

Cone on, cone on ...



Shit.
No.

The bi ke accel erated through the lights just as they changed, stopping
the flow of traffic behind.

"What now, Rosenary?"he murnmured> "For Godsakes, what now?"
The sungl asses began to slip down his sweating nose.

It could only be another mile or so before the next set of traffic
lights. Maybe | ess.

That one had to be red. Sod's |law. He wi ped the sweat from his eyes.
"Do we stand and fight ?"he asked her. He never expected an answer. He
was thinking al oud, hoping by sone mracle an idea would cone sizzling

t hrough hi s head.

He answered hinsel f, ?Wat with? OQur fingernails and road atlas?"The
bitter laugh he intended cane out as a grunt.

"We can't outrun them W can't fight them Can we hide?"
He shot her a | ook. She | ooked back, eyes gli stening.

Poor kid. He should have left her at that notorway station after all. He
was driving her to her death.

Any second now there'd be that next set of traffic lights. The bike
drives al ongside. He could al nbst hear the crash of the gun; see the

si de wi ndow shatter; feel the trenendous knock as the bullet smashed his
shoul der.

Then the bite of a lead slug hitting his face at eight hundred mles an
hour .

This is howit ends for R chard Young ..

Thirty-three years old. Wfe. Two children. Pronp video script witer
Christ, what have you done with your life, Richard ..

W1l people even remenber your nane in twenty years ..

346 \What made himnost bitter was failing even to reach Any. He imagi ned
her playing with the doll, singing sone made-up song, then | ooking up at
him that smile of delight when she saw her Dad was there to play.

H s eyes stung.

He found hinself imagining all the difficult periods of his Iife. Schoo
exam nations. The endl ess revising. The exans seem ng nont hs away. Then
suddenly you're sitting in that great bleak hall, desks running in lines
at either side. A big clock ticking away the m nutes beside the notice

board. The teacher handi ng out exam papers. In front of you is a pen
pencil, ruler and fresh packet of Polo mints. Here it is: crunch tine.



Instantly, another nenory flashed into his head. That grim Novenber day
of his granddad Jack's funeral. Richard had been thirteen years old. A
wi nd had swept rain down onto the nmourners as they left their cars and
wal ked across to the chapel entrance to follow the coffin inside.

Ri chard had hung back. So far he'd been able to avoid actually seeing
the coffin. He'd seen the hearse, though, |eading the cortege. A
nmonstrous bl ack thing that scared him so badly.

Don't let me see the coffin, don't want to see where they put G anddad Jack
he's in there? What does he | ook |ike? What do dead people | ook Iike?
He' d fought back the questions.
Don't think about it. Don't imagine what it's like in that cold box ..
don't

Then they' d stopped at the chapel. Richard had prayed that the day of
the funeral would never come. He'd willed tine to sl ow

But the day had cone.

He'd | oved his granddad Jack. The stories the old man would tell him as
they wal ked to the park to fly the nodel plane.

Then came the time Richard had to actually look at the coffin. He'd
clinmbed out of the car at the chapel, his nother and father walking
slightly ahead of him

He | ooked in any direction but the one where the coffin lay on its
chrone trolley. He'd | ooked at a tractor plowing a field half a nile
away, he'd | ooked at cars on the road, he'd stopped to tie his shoel aces.

They' d approached the chapel doors. He knew he'd vonmit. And

347 he knew that when he saw the coffin he'd pass out. He could barely
br eat he.

The idea of seeing the wooden box that contained his dead grandfather
was so terrifying he knew there'd be no |life beyond that nonent. Inside
a part of himwould die.

"Dad, "he'd said suddenly> "|'ve forgotten ny coat. G ve me the car keys.
"Il go back and get it."

H s Dad had | ooked at him irritated for a noment. Then he nust have
seen the ook on his son's face. He'd given a little smle> "Cone on
Ri chard, "he'd said gently, putting his armaround hinm "Don't worry,
it'll soon be over."

He'd seen the coffin then. A cold-water sensation ran through his
stomach. It was unpl easant to see that wooden box, and to know that
Granddad Jack was inside the polished woodwork. But it wasn't as bad as
he' d t hought.

The car went over a poorly surfaced hole in the road. The jolt brought
hi m back. Ahead, a stream of cars. A road sign for tenporary traffic
lights. Behind, two men on a notorcycle, whose single goal was to take



his life and that of the teenage girl at his side.

And he'd been down Menory Lane, down fucking Menory Lane, recalling shit
from his fucking past..

No. That wasn't it. H s hands tightened on the steering wheel, heartbeat
qui ckeni ng.

The coffin.

H s fingers tingled.

The coffin!

He'd been terrified of it. But he had confronted that fear and got

t hrough the experience. In fact, it had awakened sone hi dden aspect of
hinself. He'd felt nore grown-up after neeting that fear head-on and
beating it.

Just a week after the funeral he and Steve Gossman had gone into town by
t henmsel ves and sneaked into the cinema to see a Dracul a double bill
They' d never done that before. But now he felt as if he was mature
enough to take on new chal |l enges.

Now cane t he biggest challenge of his life.

A road sign said: TEMPORARY TRAFFI C LI GHTS. 500 YARDS.

He nust make the deci sion now

If it was the right one, he and Rosemary would Iive.

The wrong one, they'd be dead within the next forty-five seconds.

348

The Hi t

Ri chard knew what he had to do

If he was to have any chance at all he had to kill the hit nen on the
not or bi ke.

That wasn't going to be an easy thing to do. They were professionals.
They must know every trick in the book

He eased off slightly on the accel erator, dropping the speed down to
forty. It couldn't be nore than four hundred yards to the traffic lights
at the roadworks.

The road ahead curved to the left. The lights probably woul dn't be much
beyond that bend.

He gl anced back. The bike still sat back a hundred yards behind, two
cars and a bus between himand the bi ke. When they rounded the bend
ahead for a few seconds, the men on the bi ke woul d | ose sight of them
anyway.

"Rosemary."He licked his dry lips> "When | say 'down' take off your seat
belt and crouch down on the floor."



Her voice, although small, was trusting> "OK "

He swal l owed. Christ, this isn't going to work. He wi shed he were
anywhere but here.

The road curved gradually to the left; he glanced quickly fromrearview
mrror to road. Wen the notorbi ke di sappeared behind the curve of the
road behind him he said:

" Down. "

He followed a line of traffic. Ahead he could see the road works. Hi s
arnms tensed. Rosemary shrugged off the seat belt and crouched on the
floor in the well beneath the dashboard where the passenger's |egs rested.

A baker's delivery van approached head- on.

He braked savagely and U-turned the car in the road, tires screeching. A
driver sounded his horn.

349 ?Christ!?Rosemary cried, |ooking up at himfromthe car floor

Now he was followi ng the baker's van back the way they had conme. Stil
the bi ke hadn't rounded the corner. He accelerated until he was just an
arms length fromthe back end of the baker's van. Wth luck it would
hi de them just |ong enough for what he'd do next.

What woul d he do next?

The sudden tenptation came sinply to hang onto the tail of the van, hope
t he assassins wouldn't notice them and keep on riding.

But he knew that was inpossible. They couldn't m ss seeing them And
when they came speeding after themand the pillion passenger drew the
handgun, he wouldn't m ss when he fired.

The van anbled along at thirty-five. Around the corner canme the bus
behi nd whi ch the notorbi ke crui sed. R chard saw the man riding the bike
| ook up.

He'd noticed straight away that Richard's Volvo was no | onger in front
of him Richard eased the car nearer to the curb, trying to put the van
bet ween hi m and the bike.

He only needed the rider not to notice himfor another three seconds.

He gripped the steering wheel. His teeth clenched. H's concentration
nailed to the road ahead.

Keep focused, he thought. Don't let it slip. Here he comes; Jesus, here
he cones ..

The rider eased the bi ke out past the bus, perhaps guessing their prey
had tried to nake a run for it. The bi ke accel erated savagely. Richard
saw its front wheel lift clear of the Tarnmac.

Do it, the voice yelled in his head-DO I T!

NOW



As the bike overtook the bus, engine scream ng, Richard yanked the
steering wheel hard, stanped the accel erator. The car surged forward,
overtaki ng the baker's van

The bi ke, overtaking the bus, came head-on. But Richard was overt aking,
too, filling the gap between bus and van. There was nowhere to go but

f or war d.

Ri chard watched with feelings of horror and a fatal curiosity as the
bi ke seened to glide in slow notion toward them

There was not hing the biker could do. He saw, too, that he was speeding
head-on toward the car. No way back, no way left, no way right.

350 Richard saw the man's head jerk up in surprise.

Yes, you know who | am now, Richard thought with a wild surge of
sati sfaction. You know who | am YQOU KNOW WHO . ..

The i npact was trenendous.

The sound of the crash blasted through the car, through his head and
into eternity.

This image burned into his brain: the front wheel of the bike hitting
the front bunper of the Volvo, the force whipping the back end of the
bike up into the air so it went sonersaulting clear of the car roof to

land in the road behind. The pillion rider went with it in a |azy
somersault. The man hit the road at seventy niles an hour, bouncing |ike
a rubber ball in a straggling nmess of breaking arnms and legs to rol

under the wheels of a passing car

Next an expl osion

The wi ndscreen flashed white as if drenched with mlKk.
Then the laminated glass ripped inward in a single piece.
Dimy he realized Rosenmary was screani ng

He shut it out; the wind blasted into his face; horns sounded; he
focused on keeping the car on the road.

He yanked the car into another skidding U-turn. Then hamered that great
chunk of steel and rubber and hamrering pistons back the way they'd
cone. He weaved around the mangl ed Honda; around the baker's van; around
the torn weck of a thing that had once been the pillion rider

Where the rider of the bike had gone, God al one knew. Probably thrown
fifty yards into sonmeone's front garden
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Preparati ons
M chael said: ?W haven't nuch tine."

The tension in his voice sent a rash of shivers down Joey's spine. As he
foll owed M chael out of the walled garden and onto the path that |ed



around t he house, he | ooked across the neadows as if fully expecting to
see sone huge shadow beast come striding across the horizon

Joey al nost needed to jog to keep up with M chael > "M chael ..
M chael ... you sure this is going to be OK?"

"Everything's going to be fine, Joey."

Joey sensed the man's confidence. Christ, he hoped it was well placed.
"Where's Christine and Any?"he asked.

"In the car, out front."

"Maybe | should join them"

"Not yet, Joey. I'll need your help in a mnute."

Christ, he should be in the car, just in case all this went pear-shaped.
What coul d he do? Sweat dribbled down Joey's chest beneath his shirt.

"\Wher eabouts are they, exactly?"Joey w ped the sweat fromhis eyes> "If
this goes wong again, | need-?

"Ch, Joey, ye of little faith."M chael shot Joey a caring snile
"They're in the red Ford by the stables. Now, don't worry, we've plenty
of time."

Joey felt uneasy. He wasn't sure why. Did he believe what M chael told
hi n? Were Christine and Any sitting patiently in the car ready to run
again? Wuld that thing run anok and start rolling across that huge
house like a road roller?

He wi ped his dry lips. Christ, a drink. Brandy, vodka, anything, but he
needed one now.

They were now at the back of the house. Half a dozen nenbers
352 of the research teamwere there, rushing backward and forward
carrying files and wal kie-tal kies. They all had their jobs to do and as

far as Joey could tell they were doing themefficiently.

M chael headed for the raised terrace, stopping twice en route to give
orders.

Joey | ooked uneasily across at the horizon where the setting sun now
dropped in a crinmson splash of flane.

"Mchael..."Shit: Joey felt fear eating into hinp "M chael. Which
direction will it cone fron®"

M chael pointed> "See those two clunps of trees on the hill? Over there,
about half a nile away?"

Joey nodded, nouth dry.

"I't"ll come through that gap in the trees-straight through |Iike an
express train."

Joey's eyes swiveled in the direction Mchael pointed. The setting sun



seened to be sinking into the hundred-yard gap between the two clunps of
woodl and. Hell, it all seemed too close for confort.

"Then, "M chael continued, ?it'll roll down the grass fields to the |ake
at the bottom down there; then up this side, up through the field where
t hose deer are grazing, through the fence, up this lawn. Then right up
to the terrace."

"Hell..."Joey breathed out> "And that's ... where you and it cone
t oget her agai n?"

"In that synbiotic relationship. Yes. And all that happens in just a
shade under forty mnutes.”

"But it's not even eight yet. You said nine."

"So it's going to be early, Joey. Sooner we get it over and done with
the better, eh?"

Joey nodded qui ckly.

"Come up to the terrace. W're just finalizing the arrangenent ... Tina,
you' ve got the spare power packs for the laptop, just in case?"

M chael noved off |ike a conmanding officer giving orders to his troops
just before the battle.

Joey stepped onto the terrace, his eyes big with astonishnent at its
transformation

In the softening Iight of the setting sun he | ooked around the terrace.
As big as a pair of tennis courts, it adjoined the back of the house
where a set of |large French wi ndows opened onto it.

The terrace itself was paved with stone slabs and ran at wai st

353 hei ght above the I awn that surrounded it on three sides. Along the
perimeter of the terrace ran a |l ow stone wall, topped here and there
with stone urns that contained red and yellow flowers. The wall fronting
the terrace opened to a flight of stone steps that |ed down to the | awn
itself.

Joey saw that M chael's staff had cleared the terrace of the usual patio
furniture. Now it was bare, apart froma | ong wooden table mat had been
brought fromthe dining room That stood in the center of the terrace.
Bi g enough to seat thirty people, it had a solitary straight-backed
chair so whoever was seated at the table would | ook down across the
lawns to the | ake and the hillside beyond with its two clunps of trees.

Joey found it hard to take his eyes fromthe trees now. Neverthel ess, he
forced hinself to | ook back at the terrace, trying not to imagi ne what
woul d soon be darkly approaching.

The table itself was bare apart froma laptop conmputer. Even from here
he coul d see the blue illum nated screen and colums of white text.

Bet ween the table and the steps that led down to the | awmn stood a
careful ly positioned arncthair, angled slightly toward the clunps of
trees on the hill. Anyone sitting in it would be able to | ook toward
that hill and still talk to whoever sat at the table w thout awkwardly



twi sting round.

There were too many questions oozing around Joey's head. He was scared,
sure; but there was nore than that. He began to suspect that M chael was
keeping himin the dark

"Who's going to sit there?"He nodded at the chair as M chael wal ked by,

carrying an open docunent file> "I thought you were going to be here
al one when-?

"Just a nmonent, Joey. |'mjust having a last run-through with the team"
M chael, dressed in a white shirt and bl ack trousers, sat at the table,
keyi ng commands into the laptop, his eyes glued to the screen. A dozen
men and wonen split into two groups to stand at each side of him
leaning toward himto see the screen. For all the world it |ooked |ike
the painting of Christ and the Last Supper, with the Disciples at the
long table, leaning toward HHmto fasten onto every word He spoke.

Joey | ooked anxiously toward the horizon. Sunset would be early because
of the hills. Streaks of high cloud as red as bl ood

354 | ooked like claw marks torn across the sky. Behind him the w ndows
of the house turned that sane deep red.

Joey shivered. The minutes were ticking away.

Christ, | should be in the car with Chrissie and Any. Maybe if | go to
the car | won't be missed. | can sit in the driving seat. Maybe with the
engi ne idling.

Maybe . ..

The idea hit hard, taking himby surprise.

Jesus, yes. Maybe | can just drive out of here, taking Chrissie and Any
with me.

That's what his sister wanted. He wi ped the sweat fromhis nose. Unease
now mxing with guilt. He felt convinced he'd done the right thing,
telling Mchael about Christine's plan to escape. If she'd been running
across those fields with Any, hand in hand, and that thing had cone
rolling across the fields, they'd be dead.

That's right, he thought trying to convince hinself he'd done the right
thing. You've saved the life of your sister and your niece by telling
M chael .

M chael's voice startled him

"Joey. "

"What's wong? Is it here?"

"No, we've plenty of tinme."

"You want ne to go to the car?"

"Soon, Joey. First |'ve got sonmething inportant to show you
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Of Road

"Hell... if I"'mnot careful this is going to end in disaster>

Ri chard passed an old white mlestone at the side of the road. SPA CROFT
3 M LES

"Richard. It'll be OK "Rosemary's voice was gentle and reassuring

"W can't be certain that those guys were alone. There could be another
pair of themon a bike around the next corner."

"We' || handle it,"she said firny.

"WIl we?"He was still shaking fromhead to toe> "I think we were just
lucky that time."

"Hold on, Richard. We're nearly there."

He | ooked out through the open w ndscreen, scanning the road ahead.
Not hi ng but the odd oncomi ng car. But who knew who the occupants were.
That red van approachi ng now. Mybe its driver cradl ed a sawn- of f
shotgun on his lap, waiting until he was cl ose enough to..

The van passed by.

Ri chard | ooked back quickly through the rearview mrror.

He's going to U-turn, thought Richard, heart drummng. He's going to
cone after us.

The van kept on going.
He gl anced at Rosenmary.

Wt hout speaking, her eyes met his; her long hair rippled in the air
bl asting in through where the wi ndscreen had been

A not or bi ke roared by.

Ri chard al nmost cried out But it carried on speeding away into the distance.
Ri chard made a decision> "This's cl ose enough."

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"See these woods? They go for miles. And if | renenber

356 rightly they're criss-crossed with trackways."He peeled off to the
right, driving hard along a dirt |ane that took them deep into the wood.

"You know this area, then?"

"I used to come up here years ago. Just pray ny instinct for direction
hol ds out."

The tracks were baked concrete-hard by the summer sun. Wat they weren't
were flat and the car jolted violently over the ruts.



"Hold on,"he said> "This isn't going to be a confortable ride."

The car bunped al ong; occasionally the underside would scrape the track
when dropping down into a particularly deep rut.

"Thank God for Volvo,"Richard said grimy, ?they build cars to last."

Htting the bi ke head-on hadn't done as nuch damage to the car as he
woul d have i magi ned. The bonnet curved in slightly where the hit nan had
slamed into it; the wi ndscreen was gone, of course. The real damage
seened to be to the car's steering. The car had taken a heck of a whack
in the front end; probably the tracking had been knocked out; now even
on the smoother sections of track the car pulled to the left and Richard
had to keep compensating so they didn't end up wappi ng thensel ves
around a tree trunk.

How far to Darlington House? Maybe another two nil es?

But maybe cutting through the woods was a mnistake. The trees closed in
so much he couldn't see any | andmarks. Just hundreds of damm trees. For
all he knew he might be driving away from Darlington House. After al
he'd never set eyes on the place before.

Damm.

A gray-haired wonan wal ki ng her dog was slap in the mddle of the track.

Not sl owi ng he slung the car to the right of her, crashing through the
bushes at the edge of the track.

He gl anced at Rosemary. She | ooked cal m eyes on the woodl and track
ahead. She trusted him and he could alnost feel her willing himto find
a way through the wood.

"Joey. This way. |'ve got something for you."

Joey followed M chael across the terrace, then down to the path where
t he notor bi ke st ood.

357 Joey licked his dry lips and nodded at the bike> "For the quick
getaway if anything goes wong."

M chael smiled> "Believe ne, Joey, it won't go wong. W' ve cracked the
Codex Al exander.""

"Wy t he bi ke, then?"
"W're going for a ride. Don't worry, Joey, you won't fall off."
"But where-?

"Hop on, Joey. I'mgoing to show you sonething... don't bother about the
hel mets, we're not going far."

Joey, shaking his head, puzzled, clinbed onto the pillion behind
M chael. M chael revved the bike Iightly and ki cked off.

Shoul dn't M chael be back on the terrace maki ng preparati ons? Wiat was
so inmportant that he had to showit to Joey now? Joey repeatedly | ooked



across the lake to where the two clunps of woodl ands bul ged fromthe
hillside. The setting sun actually seemed to rest in the cleft between them

Christ, he wanted out of this. He didn't know if his heart could take
anynore. And why the hell was M chael taking himdown here?

"First stop,"Mchael said alnost lightly as he pulled up by the boathouse.
Joey | ooked up at himas he clinbed off the bike. The man actually

seened to be getting a kick out of this. Yeah, there was tension there,
too, but Joey sensed the man's excitenent.

"Don't hang about, Joey. W haven't rmuch tine."

Joey followed M chael into the boathouse. It |ooked as if it wasn't used
much anynore. A couple of wi ndows were broken; bird droppi ngs spattered

the brick floors in a white crust.

Joey wat ched M chael unlock a netal cabinet and pull out a shoebox-sized
package wrapped in white plastic.

"Joey. This is for you."

For a chilling second Joey thought it was a gun
"What is it?"

"Don't be so nervous, Joey."

"I think we should go back to the house."

"Remenber at the cottage? | told you | wanted to invest in your property
devel oprent . "

Joey was stunned> "You want to do that now? Can't it wait until-?
"Events are going to nove very quickly after tonight, Joey. |

358 want to give you the cash now. I'mvery grateful for the way you' ve
hel ped me over the | ast few days."

Joey rubbed his forehead, confused> "Hell of a strange place to keep
your cash."

"Call me paranoid, but |I can't always trust it to the banks. 1've had to
squirrel away cash here and there in case | couldn't get access to the
house. "

"But we need to draw up witten contracts, and you-?

M chael | ooked straight at him the down-turned eyes unblinking> "
trust you, Joey. Do you trust ne?"

"Of course | do. But there nust be ten thousand-?
"Fifteen thousand. Cone on, Joey. I'll get you the rest. A hundred
t housand should be sufficient for my deposit. | have your bank account

details so | can transfer the balance in a few days."

"Sufficient... a hundred thousand? Yeah, fine ... great, | mean-?



"Come on, then, Joey. W can't waste anynore tine."

M chael wal ked qui ckly back to the still-idling bike.

"\Where now?"Joey asked, fear turning to excitement. Cash up front for
t he Sunnyfi el ds devel opnent! He couldn't wait to see Christine's and

Ri chard' s gob-smacked faces.

He clinbed back onto the pillion behind Mchael. This tine Mchael |eft
the | ake path and cut across the field, scattering the herd of deer

Joey realized they were heading away fromthe house. And when he
realized the direction they were headed in the feelings of panic cane
back hard.

"M chael , "he shouted above the roar of the bike> "You're taking us up to
the trees. That thing' |l come through there any mnute."

"We're not going that far. Only as far as the drive."

n W]y?ll

"You'll see ... and don't worry. W've got plenty of tine."

Joey clutched the parcel of cash to his stomach. This thing was tearing
himin tw. He wanted to get back to the house and wait in the car with
Christine and Any. But he al so wanted that noney.

"Nearly there,"M chael shouted.

Joey | ooked ahead, his eyes watering fromthe slipstream Were the hel
was the cash? All he could see was the grass slope rising before him
the driveway, deer fence, then those two
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He chewed his |ip. Maybe even a hundred thousand wasn't worth all this.

M chael pulled the bike up just before the driveway passed through the
gap in the deer fence.

"Where is it?"Joey | ooked around as if expecting to find the bundle of
cash lying in the grass.

"Ri ght under your very nose, Joey."

" Huh?"

"Cattle grid. Wiere the drive cones through the fence."

Joey watched M chael walk the ten paces or so fromthe bike to the
cattle grid set into the driveway. M chael crouched down and tugged at
the steel bars. He pulled again. Shook his head> "It's sticking, Joey.

Can you give ne a hand?"

Joey carefully rested the parcel of nobney on the bike's seat, then noved
to where M chael crouched on the grid.

Joey' s sense of uneasiness increased. Hell of a weird place to keep al



that cash. Basically all it was was a wide trench that ran across the
road, covered by a steel grid. Vehicles and people could pass over
easily enough but the bars were too widely spaced for hoofed animls so
it kept cattle and deer where they were supposed to be as effectively as
a gate.

"Are you sure the noney's down there?"Joey asked.

"Put it there nyself three weeks ago."M chael pointed down at the grid.
"I had a section cut so it lifts like a trap door. It's sticking,

t hough. You'll have to give ne a hand."

Joey peered down through the bars. Al he could see was shadow.

M chael crouched down again. Joey heard a netallic scrape and a clunk as
i f he was maybe rel easing the trapdoor's | ocking mechani sm but he
couldn't see properly because M chael had his back to him

"Joey, just get a hold of the bars there and pull."

Joey crouched down beside M chael. Again the uneasiness wouldn't |eave
him He glanced back at the redbrick house. It seenmed a | ong way away.

And the two clunps of trees | ooked far too close for confort. Probably
| ess than two hundred yards separated himfromthem

"Hold tight, Joey ... That's it. Perfect."
"Hey, what the hell are you doing? Stop it. Mchael... Mchael! Stop it!?
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Nearly There

"For Christ's sake, Mchael... What are you playing at?"

M chael rose and wal ked back to the bike.

"M chael . Take themoff nme ... please.™

M chael slowy shook his head.

Joey stared down in horror and disbelief at what M chael had done. The
handcuff around his wist gleamed pink in the setting sun. He tugged
hard. He managed to lift his hand no nore than five inches before the
chain pulled tight, rattling the other cuff where it had been cl anped

around one of the cattle grid s solid steel bars.

Why's he done this to ne? thought Joey, panicking. Wiy's he handcuffed
me to the cattle grid?

That thing's coming ..
it's com ng soon..

Ti me?

What's the friggin time?

He tried to | ook at his watch. H s hands shook so much he couldn't pul



back his shirt sleeve with his handcuffed hand.
"Want to know the tine, Joey? | make it... let's see. 8:15."
"M chael ... Take off the cuffs now ... please, Mchael."

M chael stood with his hands on his hips, gazing thoughtfully up at the
gap that ran between the clunps of trees.

As if only just registering what Joey had said he replied, ?Wy should
do that, Joey?"

"Because | hel ped you."
M chael shrugged> "It's a cruel world, Joey."
"Let me go ... please I'll do anything you want."

He nodded> "You would as well, Joey. But..."He sighed, pretending to
sound regretful > "But you're nore use to nme here."

"But what on earth for? Wat good am| up here?"
361 M chael wal ked up to the cattle grid, checked the handcuffs were
hol di ng, then, straightening, rubbed Joey's head as if he was rubbing

t he head of a dog.

Chai ned so he couldn't straighten beyond a crouching position, Joey
twisted to face Mchael. The man's face was expressionl ess.

Joey was sobbing now> "M chael ... Wiy are you keeping me up here? |'ve
done nothing wong ... I... | told you about Christine. | told you al
about what... Mchael, unlock it. Please, unlock it "

Every so often M chael would give the tiniest hint of a snmle. Then

Joey' s hopes would soar. He's testing ne, he'd think frantically ..

just testing ne. Any second now he'll unlock the cuff, snile and say

"Just joking, Joey."Then they'd be back on the bi ke and headi ng back to the-

"M chael ... Were are you going? No..."

M chael had clinbed back astride the bike. He revved it. Bl ue exhaust
swirled around his |egs.

Then, letting the machine idle softly, he | ooked back at Joey with his
down-turned gentle eyes.

"M chael . "Joey's voice dropped into a | ow plea> "Wy are you | eaving ne
up here?"

M chael smiled> "Bait."
Joey's heart gave a thunp and seened to stop. He froze there, crouched
on the grid, not even blinking as he stared at M chael rocking the bike

off its stand.

M chael | ooked back at him smiled again and said, ?Wat's wong, Joey?
Devil nicked your tongue?"

Then he accel erated downhill, back toward the house.



Joey shook his head. Wiy couldn't he breathe? Way coul dn't he speak?
Then it came blasting through in a long full-bl ooded scream
"You can't |eave nme here! You can't! Bastard... BASTARD ?

M chael's white shirt stood out against the grass. A single speeding
white spot that flew down the hillside, by the |ake, then back up across
the lawns to the house.

Joey sobbed like a bullied child> "You can't |leave ne here ... "Il
tell, 111 tell ... 1"Il tell!?

"When is this forest going to end?"Richard crashed the gears as he
followed the track uphill> "Do you know where the house is?"Rosemary asked.
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"No. But | know roughly where the village is. It can't be that far
away. "He shot Rosemary a | ook> "You think you'll recognize the house
when you see it?"

"Positive. Very big. Three stories. Red brick with tall chi mey stacks."

He checked the time. 'Twenty past eight. Christ, we're cutting this
fine. W& should be there by now Amy's..."He shook his head. He didn't
know how he'd do it, he only knew, sonehow, he'd take his famly away
from M chael .

If only he could find a way through this endl ess wood.

M chael arrived back at the terrace as Mtch Wnter brought Anmy out of
t he house. She carried the Rosemary Snow doll in one armas if it was a
baby.

Mtch was smling and talking to her. He | ooked nmore like a favorite old
uncle than a battle-scarred mercenary. Any appeared happy enough in his
conpany and M chael watched her expl aining sonething to Mtch that

i nvol ved a I ot of gesturing with her free arm

"How we doin', sweetheart?"M chael said, holding out his arns. She ran
happily toward himand held out her arms to be picked up, dropping the
Rosemary Snow dol |

"Qops,"Mtch Wnter said, bending down to pick up the doll> "Nearly | ost
little Rosemary Snow there.”

"What's Rosenary been doi ng now, sweetheart?"M chael gently brushed her
hair from her face.

She shrugged> "Don't know, don't care."Then she grinned, her eyes
twi nkling> "M chael. | want to whisper you sonething."

"\Whi sper away, Any."

He carried her toward the arncthair. She whi spered, excited and
breathless, into his ear> "Mtch has told ne you' ve got a surprise for ne.

Smi ling, he whispered back into her ear, ?Sure have."



"What surprise is it?"
"Wl dn't be a surprise if | told you, "he whispered.

Agai n her hot breath ran into his ear> "Is it a surprise for later... or
for now?"

" Now, "
He felt a trenmor of excitement run through her> "Were is it?"
"You'll just have to wait a minute."

"Just one mi nute?"
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"What's the big chair outside for?"

"So you can sit and wait for the surprise, Amy."

He sat her down in the chair> "Just stay there a second. | want to tel
Uncle Mtch sonething.”

"Uncl e Mtch."She giggled, her hands over her nouth.

"How | ong now?"M tch asked.

“Until what?"

M tch glanced around the terrace at the unusual arrangenment of the
arnchair and |l ong dining roomtable with the | aptop conmputer placed in
the center> "Until you do whatever you' ve pl anned?"

"I thought you didn't know anythi ng about tonight."

"I don't and |I'm happy for it to stay that way. All | want to know is
when you want ne to make nyself scarce.”

"You can go now. "

He nodded> "COh, by the way. You ought to know that..."He glanced at Any
and dropped his voice> "Young and Snow. They've just gone and spread
Murten and Kraner all over the Tarmac."

"I thought you said those guys knew how to handl e t hensel ves."

"Even they can't handl e being hit head-on by a Volvo."

"Ri chard Young? He did that?"

"The word we're picking up fromeyew tnesses is that Young turned the
car around and ramed it into them head-on."

M chael rubbed his jaw> "You prom sed ne they wouldn't be a problem Mtch."
"And they won't. |I've men posted all around the perineter of the

grounds. They'll pick themoff if they get too close ... and don't
worry, Any won't see a thing from here.™



M chael nodded> "I can rely on themnot to screw up?"

"You can."

"OK. See you later, Mtch."

Mtch started to wal k away, then sonething occurred to hinr "M chael, "he
said in a | ow voi ce> "Wat you' ve got planned for tonight. It doesn't

i nvolve hurting the little girl does it?"

M chael smled, but his eyes were hard> "Go check your nmen, Mtch."
Mtch Wnter, stone-faced, wal ked away.
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Static

M chael crouched beside Any, smling and chatting. The sun had all but
set; already the sky was turning darker.

A tiny earpiece linked to the radio in his pocket relayed streans of
information fromhis teamin the house. He knew t hey woul d be wat ching
the two clunps of woodl and fromthe upper wi ndows. No doubt they could
see Joey Barrass tugging at his handcuff chain on the far hill. M chael
could even draw a nental diagram of Joey's position between the house
and those clunps of trees through which the Beast woul d pass.
Tree C unps

Cattle

Lake

364 365 Terrace

House

And from here, no one could hear Joey's screans.

Ay pointed at the tiny black radio mke clipped to Mchael's shirt pocket.
"What's that?"

"Ch, just a little badge."

"Funny-1| ooki ng badge."

"Wuld you like me to take it off, Anmy?"

"No, it's OK. "Any gave a sudden grin and knitted her fingers together
"What's the surprise, Mchael?"

"Ch, but as | said a mnute ago, if I tell you it won't be a surprise.”

"Tell me... please."Her eyes shone brightly in the last rays of the sun



"Well,"M chael whispered, [eaning closer toward Any> "It's a... oh, |
don't know if | dare tell you."

"CGo on, please.”

"I't's a... puppy."”

"A puppy?'Her face blazed with happi ness> "A real puppy?"
"Yes."

"One to keep forever and ever?"

M chael sniled broadly> "For ever and ever. Anmen."

"Ch, I've got to ask my Mumif it's OKto keep him"She wiggled toward
the end of the arnthair, ready to rush inside the house.

M chael gently laid his hand on her arm 'Tell your Mumlater. She's
having a sl eep at the nonent."

Amy's face fell> "But she might not let me keep the puppy."

"Ch, she will, Amy. |I've already asked her. She says tonorrow we can buy
t he puppy a basket, and food ..."

"And sone toys. Puppies |ike rubber bones and things."
"Of course we can."

"And a bl anket to sleep on."

"And a collar, and we-oh ... Any ..." Static cracked
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A 366 through his earpiece> "Ary, | think | can hear that puppy. He's
on his way."

She twi sted around in the arnthair so she could | ook down onto the | awn.
"Where, Mchael? | can't see him"

"Now, Any. This puppy is very special. In fact, he's a magi c puppy."
Any''s eyes went |arge.

M chael smled> "So, we have to play a special gane to make himstay. Do
you under st and?"

She nodded, grinning excitedly.
"Now, Any, listen to ne and do exactly what | tell you."

Joey tugged at the handcuff. He screamed as he tried to snap the chain
that held himto the cattle grid by his left wist.

The chain links weren't even bendi ng.

He paused, chest heaving. Sweat ran down his face.



Sonething rattled through the branches of a tree.
He shouted in fear, |ooked up the hillside toward the trees.

A pigeon flew froma chestnut tree. Another followed, w ngs clacking
agai nst the twigs.

Jesus. ..
He breat hed deeply.

Cet away- Joey- get away- Joey- get away-Joey ... The head-voice rattled ...
get anay- Joey- get away- Joey ..

He wi ped the sweat fromhis muddy brown eyes with his free hand. The sky
was grow ng darker.

Shit, Joey ... Get away from here..
get away- get away- get anay ..

He braced his feet against the cattle grid bars and heaved, trying to
shap the chain.

bad thing comi ng, Joey... bad thing comng ..

Static electricity crackled through his hair. The fillings in his teeth
tingl ed.

He tugged until the skin broke on his wist. Blood fl owed. He shook his
head, |ike a bear caught in a trap. And he screaned and screaned ..

Then sonmething terrible happened.

On any other hot summer's evening it would have been wel cone.
Not toni ght.

A breath of air noved down the hillside

366 367 It ruffled his hair and chilled the sweat on his face. Joey
stared, eyes bul ging. THE BEAST WAS BACK

Deeply unconscious on the bed, Christine felt it too. She mpaned. In the
drugged dream she had dreaned she'd been | ooking for somnething

i mportant. She'd searched her hone from garage to attic.

Now sonething in the dream found her

Sonet hi ng dar k

A great col dness swept over her. She npaned and struggled to wake.

As Richard drove the car along the woodl and track he heard Rosemary nopan.

"Ch, did you feel that?"she whispered, her eyes w de w th shock

Ri chard nodded. It had been |ike sone great dark star passing in front
of the sun. He shivered. lIce points pricked his spine.



The engi ne began to nmiss. The digital clock bl anked.

He switched on the radio, then stabbed at the presets until he hit free
space between radi o stations.

Static squelched fromthe speakers. It canme in great slow fat beats.
Li ke the sound of some dark and nonstrous heart.

A wave of pure horror ran through him

"Ch, CGod. It's here."He shot Rosemary a | ook> "W're too late.™
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It's Here

Bursts of static erupted into Mchael's ear through the earpiece. The
voi ces of his teamdistorted. Above the terrace the sky had turned deep
blue; a thin silver crescent of the noon showed.

H's mouth turned dry but still he maintained the gentle snile

"I think the puppy's here, Any."

Too excited to sit still in the arnchair, she knelt up to bounce on the
cushi on.

"Now renenber what | said, Any. You nust do everything | say or that
magi ¢ puppy just won't cone."

"Where is he? Wiere is he?"

"Now, stay in the arnthair, Amy. And do everything | say."

M chael stood up and nmoved quickly back to the table on the terrace.

In a |l ow voice he spoke, knowi ng the m ke would relay what he said to
his tean» "1'm back at the table now Laptop functioning OK despite

heavy static. And Amy's as good as gold."He | ooked up toward the

skyline. The two clunps of woodl and | ooked |ike dark mounds now i n the dusk.

"Stand by, everyone. Here it cones, |adies and gentl enen. The Beast is
back. "

He | ooked at Any and said, nore loudly, ?Any. He's going to be here any
m nute now. "

"Where is he?"

"See over the | ake? There're two big clunps of trees on that hill side.
He's coming fromthere."

"Al'l that way away?"
"That's right. He's going to have a long run to get here, isn't he?"
"He'll be puffed out."

"He will."
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A 369 ?Can you see him M chael ?"

"Not yet. But | know he's there. Right, Amy. He'll conme down the
hillside, across the |ake ..."

"He can sw n®?"

"Ch, he can do anything. Then he'll come running right up across the
| awns, and up here onto the terrace where you're sitting."

"WIl he jump up at nme?"

"He'll want to junp up onto your knee and sit there, Amy. He's been
waiting a long, long tinme to meet you."

She | ooked out across the lawns in the direction of the wood.

"Make himconme now, Mchael. | can't wait."

"Ch, don't worry, Amy. He's on his way."

"Shall I do it now, M chael?"

"Yes, Any. O ose your eyes. And whatever you do, don't open them Got that?"

"Yes."

"Eyes tight shut?"

"Yes, M chael ."

"Keep them shut tight until | tell you to open them Then you'll see the

puppy. Now, Any, listen carefully. | want you to imagine the puppy's

runni ng through the trees. He's all black and furry. Wth floppy ears
shiny brown eyes."M chael scrolled up the text, reading fromthe

screen now> "Keep imagi ning hi mrunning through those trees. He's a

| onely puppy, and he knows you'll love himand you'll | ook after him

That's why he's running so fast. He'll want to play when he gets here,

but be careful. He can be a naughty puppy sonetines. He m ght even want

to junmp up at your head. So, you keep telling himto sit on your knee
and to sit very, very still. Got that, Amy?"

He saw her nod, her hair glinting in the sunset.

"Now picture that puppy running. He's getting closer... and closer
and cl oser "

The transfer had begun

8:30 p.m Joey stopped tuggi ng when he heard the groan

It sounded human.

But it sounded inpossibly I oud.

The groan cane again. So deep and so loud that it runbled through the

ground to rattle the cattle grating beneath his feet. It sounded |ike
the dying song of a lost and | ong-forgotten god.



370 He couldn't breathe. Sheer terror cracked through himlike blasts of
electricity.

He | ooked up, neck nuscles tw tching, eyes watering.

The grassy slope and the two clunps of trees still appeared the sane,
except that the trees thensel ves | ooked al nost black in the dusk now
that the sun had gone, | eaving a deep red aftergl ow above the horizon

The groan cane again; the cattle grid vibrated. Eyes still fixed on the
gap in the clunps of trees, Joey yanked harder at his bonds. He tried to
slip the steel cuff off over his hand but his wists were too plunp; the
cuff bit deeper into skin.

"Go away! Leave me ... |eave ne alonel?

The Beast was coming. He knewit. He could feel it. He could even taste
it. Static filled the air; his tongue felt as if a hundred pins pricked it.

leave ... leave ne alone ..."Hi s voice was raw with terror>

| eave ...

Rooks fl ew suddenly out of the woods in panic; black flapping wi ngs beat
the air above his head.

Rabbits and foxes ran by. Behind himthe deer herd stanpeded toward the
far end of the field. There they jostled against one another in terror
held fromrunning farther by the deer fence.

"No ... Mchael! Let ne go ... please ... PLEASE!?

It came.

A shape rose above the two clunps of trees. At first Joey stared in
fasci nated horror, believing that he actually saw t he Beast.

It was a dark snoky figure, undul ating, shape-shifting, noving forward,
i nexorably, tirelessly forward. Unstoppable.

Li ke the hammer of Cod.
The dark shape rose and fell above the trees.

Then Joey realized that what he was watching were mllions of |eaves
torn fromthe branches by a savage updraft of air.

They only | ooked black in the dusk. Around the edges flashed a red halo
where the final glinmer of sunlight reflected fromthe | eaves.

God, no... this isn't happening to me. I"'mdreamng... |'mnot here.
It's not happening. | won't die, I won't die... oh, God! Chrissie!
Chrissie! I"'msorry... I'M SORRY

Shadowl i ke it rolled through the gap in the trees. Trees at the edge of
the cleft fell beneath it, shattered fromtip to root.

Solid tinmber cracked w th expl osive force.

371 It gathered pace



Joey, chained into a crouching position, watched it roll toward him
still sucking a plume of |eaves after it in the vacuumit created.

Grass flattened in a twenty-yard-w de swat he
Joey couldn't take his bulging eyes fromthat flattening grass. It ran

toward himlike an invisible wheel, crushing everything inits path. A
|l one tree standing on the hillside exploded into a spray of white splinters.

"No, Christ, please, no ..."

Joey gave one | ast massive tug.

A chain link snapped with a crack. That adrenaline-fueled pull had been
tremendous, its force threw himonto his back across the cattle grid's
steel bars.

Christ, |1've done it! For Godsakes get on your feet ... run ...

run ...

He tried to stand.

He coul d not npve.

He | ooked up. His eyes bulged. He could not breathe. H s heart hanmered
agai nst his chest wall.

There was nothing up there. At |east nothing he could see.
But he felt it... ... pressing ... ... pressing down.
An incredible weight on his chest, arms, face, |egs.

He lay there, flat on his back across the cattle grid, held tight there
by the Beast.

He tried to screamout his agony and frustration and his terror
But the pressure wouldn't |et him whisper.

The wei ght increased. The steel bars of the cattle grid dug into his
back. Ri bs crackled; skin split.

Li ke the hanmer of God, it canme down.
And Joey felt no nore pain. 372
Dar ker

As M chael kept up the steady flow of instructions to Amy, his voice | ow
and rel axi ng, he saw t he approach of the Beast.

Distantly he heard the runble of trees crashing earthward. A snoky pal
of torn | eaves gushed up into the darkening sky.

Even fromhere, sitting at the table on the terrace, he heard the
di stant creak of the cattle grid collapsing.



Poor Joey ...
He shook his head.

An excited voi ce crackled above the static now raging in the earpiece.
Hi s team had seen it, too.

He kept speaking. Low, rel axing.

"The puppy's on his way, Any. Keep those eyes closed. |nmagine him

runni ng down the hill; his tail's wagging; he's |looking forward to
seei ng you. Renenber, he can be naughty. But he'll do what you tell him
So if he junps up, tell himto sit still on your knee ..."

Across the lake a willow tree bent |ike an archer's bow, then snapped at
the root.

The boat house flattened with a di stant crunp.

"Nearly here, Amy."

He saw her shiver with excitenent.

Now t he | ake churned and boil ed; the water, once al nbst black in the
approaching night, turned white as nmilk, fizzing and cream ng |ike beer
from a shaken can.

Mormentarily the waters parted; even Mchael felt a burst of astonishment

as the lake split into two halves. Then it was through the | ake and the
two hal ves rushed inward to slap into one another again in a burst of spray.

" al nost here."

Static crackled in his earpiece. The | aptop screen snowst or nmed.
373 Not that it nattered now

He knew the text by heart.

In any event, it was too close nowto stop

As he spoke to Any, who knelt there on the arnthair twenty paces away,
he shot a gl ance at the notorbi ke parked al ongside the terrace.

And for the first time doubt sneaked into his head.

Maybe it woul dn't work tonight after all.

Maybe it would roll onto the terrace crushing the girl.

If it did, could he make it to the bike and ride away before it crushed him

Still talking in that |ow voice, he watched the grass flatten as it
rolled up the hill. Halfway up, it hit a post-and-wire fence.

The wires snapped |ike overtightened guitar strings, breaking one after
another to create an unearthly nusic that shinmmered back fromthe house
and the hills.

"Don't worry about the noise, Any. Nothing to do with us. Just keep



i magi ni ng that puppy, that black, furry puppy ..
M chael 's voice dried. The ground shook beneath his feet.

He shot a look at the bike. And he realized it was too far away to reach
in tine.

Because the Beast had, at l|ast, arrived.
374

Dar kness Cones

The tine: 8:45.

Ri chard nearly plowed head-on into the white Transit van as it careened
around the bend toward them its tires tearing up clouds of track dirt.

He swerved to the right, slamming into the saplings that |ined the
wood| and track. Leaves torn from branches fluttered into their faces

t hrough the open front of the car. The trunk of a tree appeared through
t he bushes; the car clipped it, shaving off bark. Then he bounced down
to the track again.

"You all right?"

Rosemary nodded, her face grim

"The van ..."He nodded back over his shoulder> "He's after us."

He knew the van driver would turn around as fast as he could to follow
them He guessed, also, there would be nore of M chael's nen nearby. The
crumb of good news was that Darlington House couldn't be far away now.
"See that ?"she call ed above the noise> "The cl ock's gone crazy."
"Engine's acting up, too. Electrical interference.”

"Has this thing-the Beast-had that effect before?"

"No. Perhaps it's getting bigger ... nore powerful..."

"So we can assune it's here?"

He nodded. And he knew that they were too |late.

Al'l he could hope was that somehow Christine and Joey had found a car
and driven Anmy away in tine.

That bastard, Mchael... | hope he's been crushed to shit.

"At last. It looks as if we're coming out of it."The trees began to thin.
374
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"There! ?Rosemary stabbed her finger forward> "See the house."

"That's Darlington House?"



"That's the one, all right. | remenber those tall chinmmeys."

It was still a good five mnutes' drive away. He only hoped the notor
woul d hold out. The revs woul d suddenly fade before kicking back in
again, surging the car forward

He glanced in the rearview mirror. The van nust surely appear any nonent
NOW.

On the dashboard the digital clock flickered, nunmbers scranbling insanely.
"Look out!?

Rosemary' s voi ce punched his ear. Standing in the track ahead was a nan
with arifle at his shoul der.

He aimed it. Biding his tinme for a clear shot.

To Richard's left the trees broke, |eaving an expanse of rough pasture
runni ng down toward a | ake.

And in those trees to his left, walking their way, a man with a
submachi ne gun.

Machi ne gun or rifle? You choose, thought Richard desperately.
"Rosemary! ?he yel | ed> "Down on the floor."

Christ. He gambled the nmachine gun fired handgun anmunition. Probably
fairly I ow nuzzle velocity holl ownosed slugs. Stop a man dead in his

tracks.

But, Richard staked his life on it, the machi ne gun amo woul dn't have
the clout to penetrate the thick steel skin of the Volvo's door

Wth Rosemary crouching down on the floor, Richard aimed the bucking car
in the direction of the ake and lay on his side on the passenger seat.

If his luck held out Machine gun Man would still be too far away to fire
down into the cabin of the car. The man'd have to aimat the car's flank
as it tore by.

Ri chard, pressing down into the passenger seat, saw nothing but
dar keni ng sky. He steered with one hand, the other shielding his face.

The wait was agoni zing. The engi ne roared, the car bucked and

accel erated downhill. There weren't many trees now he prayed the car
woul dn't find one of the few that dotted the grass between here and the
| ake; Christ knew, he didn't want-

376 Then came the sharp snappi ng sound of bullets slanming into the side
of the car.

Si de wi ndows shattered; hot netal bored holes through the air above his
head.

Then it was over.

He whooped.



They were past the machi ne gunner. Behind himthe van was only just

chuggi ng out of the wood. Ahead was cl ear grassland down to the |ake,

after that a driveway woul d take themup to the house.

Then somet hing solid knocked the back of the car. At first he thought

t he back wheel s had gone over a branch, but suddenly it felt as if a

wei ght dragged the car down at the back.

"What's wong?"Rosermary called pulling herself back onto the passenger seat.

"l don't know, it could be-Dam."

He saw what had happened: a man strolled alnost |eisurely from behind
the cover of a tree trunk, a shotgun in his hand.

"He must have bl asted the back tire."

The man ai med again, not even hurrying.

"Down. "Bot h he and Rosenary ducked. But the man wasn't ainming at them
Expertly, he hit the front tire, tearing rubber to shit. Now the car

sl ewed si deways.

The speedo needl e dropped back to twenty.

Ri chard thrashed the engine.

"Conme on, cone on!?

But with two tires gone the car noved crabw se, throw ng off what

remai ned of the two tires, leaving two steel hubs to buzz like circular
saws at the turf, throwing up dirt, shredding grass. No traction now.
The car slowing to a stop. And there was not a damm thing Ri chard could

do about it.

He | ooked up to see arned men wal king slowy toward them from every
direction.

Wth a final bunp, the car slid sideways to stop against a tree. 377
Chapter Eighty-three

Dar k

"I't's not what your years of experience fighting all those dirty wars in
the M ddl e East and Africa have prepared you for, Mtch, but 1'd like
you to baby-sit Any for ne."

Mtch Wnter stood on the terrace, a radi o handset in his hands, and
tilted his head to one side which clearly neant: Wuld you mni nd
repeating that?

M chael nodded toward Amy who sat staring at her knees as if they were
the nobst fascinating thing in the world> "I know she |ikes you, Mtch
and | need to spend a few mnutes with ny people upstairs.”

"You' re the boss."

"l amnow. Yes."He sm| ed.



Mtch hid his puzzlement and watched the little girl. He found to his
surprise that he was relieved she'd not been hurt but she seened

di fferent sonehow. Perhaps it was the expression on her face. Happy,
but... just different. Mtch shivered.

"By the way,"Mchael said in a | ow voi ce> "The Youngs have a son, called
Mark. He's on a canping holiday with a friend. 1'Il give you the details
later but | want hi mdead."

Again Mtch said in a flat voice, ?You're the boss."

"And what's happening to Rosemary Snow and Young?"

"My nen have them surrounded on the hillside across the | ake. They'll be
out of the picture any mnute now "

" Good. "
"You want themfed to the pigs?"

"Frankly, | don't care. You can |l eave themto rot in the grass for al
it matters."”

Mtch, even nore puzzled, watched M chael wal k back to the house. He
| ooked li ke a man who' d just been made king of the world.

378 ?Rosemary ... out of the car ... keep your head down. Stay by the door."
"What are we going to do?"

"Run for it."

Ri chard switched the headlights on full beam so they slashed through the
gloominto the faces of the nen approaching the front of the car. Maybe

they' d be dazzl ed enough for their aimto be spoiled.

But as soon as he crouched besi de Rosenary between the car door and the
mai n body of the vehicle he realized there was nowhere to run

Al'l around themwas a closing ring of nen armed with rifles, shotguns,
machi ne- guns.

Rosemary's eyes net his> "Hell... we're sitting ducks, aren't we?"
He nodded.

The nmen inched their way forward. They're professionals, all right,
t hought Richard; they're noving like they're out for a stroll in the park

He Iifted his head just above the wi ndow frame to see how cl ose the nen
at the far side of the car were.

Damm cl ose.

He coul d even see they wore headsets with microphones so they could
whi sper instructions to each other by radio.

As he watched, one of the men paused and lifted his hand to the mc
fixed to the headphones: obviously relaying instructions.



In the next second Richard knew only too well what those instructions were.
A clattering of sharp cracks came fromall directions. Bullets whined
around them slamming into the car, shaking pieces of safety glass down
onto them

Ri chard put his arm around Rosemary and pulled her nore tightly into the
corner where the car door hinged to the body of the car

More gunfire. Christ... he even saw the bullets glow red hot against the
dar keni ng sky as they whi pped by.

In a tiny voice Rosemary repeated over and over: ?Jesus, get us out of
this ... get us out of this ..."

379

Any Says. ..

"What's wrong, Any?"

Mtch crouched beside her. She still knelt on the arnchair. It was
nearly dark now and she was only illum nated by the lights shining

t hrough the wi ndows of the house.

"Any, what's the matter?"he repeated. Her face had becone serious; her
eyes glistened but for sonme reason she could not take her eyes from her
knees.

"Puppy's frightened?"she said, troubled.

"The puppy?"Mtch frowned> "What puppy?"

"Puppy on ny knee. He's frightened by all that noise.”

Mtch coul d hear the gunshots echoing down the hillside. My God, he

t hought, lightly rubbing the wal ki e-tal kie against his chin, if this
little girl only knew. That was the sound of her daddy dyi ng.

Instead, he forced a snile and started to tal k about the imagi nary puppy
she pretended she coul d see on her knee.

"He's frightened, "she insisted, ?I can feel himshivering. Mtch, tel
themto stop meking the noise."

He was going to say, Don't worry, Any, it's only fireworks.

But even as he opened his nmouth to say the words a sudden wei ght pressed
hard agai nst his chest; he could hardly breathe; a throbbing ache ran up
t hrough his neck into his head.

Don't worry, Any, it's only fireworks

The words woul dn't reach his lips. The pain in his chest becane a spike,
driving through his ribs. H's eyes watered.

"Mtch Wnter ... this is Mtch Wnter. You are to cease firing
i mediately. | repeat. Cease firing i mediately."

Heart lurching, he |ooked at the radio in his hand as if it had sprouted



rose bl ossons.
Hell's bells, what am | saying? he thought, bew | dered.

379 380 A voice crackled over the speaker. It sounded puzzled> "Confirm
order, please."

He intended to say: lgnore |ast order. Finish the job.

Instead, to his astoni shnent, he found hinself saying, ?Order confirned.
Do not, | repeat, do not fire another shot. Now, confirmthe order!?

"Order confirmed, sir. VWat action should we take now?"

Mtch licked his dry lips. H's heart thudded. Dizzy, his nmnd spun in a
way he'd never experienced before.

"Who are you tal king to?"Any asked, sniling back down at her knees again.

He was going to say, No one inmportant. Instead: ?The nmen who were making
the noise.”

"Naughty men. They were frightening the puppy."

He | ooked down at her bare knees. It seenmed absurd but he knew he woul d
have to ask the question> "Those nmen who were maki ng the noise. \Wat
shall | tell themto do now?"

She | ooked up, annoyed> "Puppy's still shivering. Tell themto go hone."
Mtch spoke into the radio> "You nust... nust do as | say."

"Fire away, sir."

"You nmust go hore."

"Home?" The voi ce sounded even nore puzzl ed.

"Hone. Yes. Go hone."

On the hillside, Richard waited for the first bullets to shred his
stomach and chest. He and Rosemary curled in a ball together, sheltering
fromthe glass spraying fromthe car

Then ... it stopped.

It came as suddenly as that.

One second bull ets screaned around their heads, then there were no nore
bul | ets.

The echoes of gunshots crackled into the distance.
And then there was only silence.

This is it, he thought. They're going to rush us.
But no one cane.

Cautiously, he | ooked over the bullet-chewed door



"What' s happeni ng?" Rosenary whi spered.
"I think you should take a | ook at this."

Ri chard saw the nen were slowy backing away fromthe car. Sonme shook
their heads as if they'd heard sonething they didn't

381 believe. Then, one by one, they began running back to the house.
"Why are they |eaving?"

Ri chard shook his head> "I just don't know. They could have killed us
easily."”

"Perhaps it's because the Beast has arrived. Look. Down there, by the
| akesi de. "

Even though it was nearly dark he could see the crushed remains of a
buil ding by the | ake and a snapped tree. No doubt about it. It had been
here. He wiped his mouth. O, worse, naybe it was still here.

"Come on,"he said> "It's time we called on Mchael ."

381 382

Puppy

Christine rolled over on the bed. Even though unconscious, a sense of
dread roll ed through her. She noaned and tried to sit up. Her body felt
it had turned to concrete. Wy couldn't she wake up?

She forced her eyes open. A bare room Wndows wi thout curtains. It
began to turn around her

Was she drunk?

No, she renenbered ..
Any.

Sonet hi ng about Amy ...
But where was Any?

Agai n dread peal ed through her like the clanging of a huge and terrible
bel I .

Dread and danger. She sensed it hovering nearby. She had to find Any.
Arms and | egs |ike foamrubber, she struggled to rise fromthe bed.
M tch had been running across the dark lawns for ten mnutes now. He

carried Any piggyback style on his back. Al the time she giggled and
told himto foll ow the puppy. She'd shout instructions to it:

"Puppy sit. Puppy junp. Puppy run up the steps. Puppy run down the steps."

He choked the air into his lungs; his chest felt as if a great weight
crushed it.



"Run faster, Mtch, run faster."It was agony but he had to obey.

He ran through the bl ocks of light thrown on the grass fromthe w ndows
of the house. Sonetimes he thought he coul d even

383 see Any's inmginary puppy. A dark bundl e of shadows that noved fast
across the grass, sonehow always avoiding the light fromthe w ndows.

At first he tried to frane the words to ask Amy to let himrest. But
somet hing had taken over. He only knew he had to keep running, with Any
riding on his back. Maybe forever

H s | ungs crackl ed.

"Puppy junp over the flowers."The giggling sounded mani ¢ now.

At last he heard Mchael's voice> "Any, cone back up to the terrace,
sweet heart."

"Mtch up the steps.™

Still carrying her on his back he |unmbered up the stone steps to the
terrace. Sweat poured down his face.

"Mtch is looking a bit tired, Ary. Can he go inside for a sit down?"

"OK. "She bounced back into the arnthair> "Puppy! Puppy! Cone on. Knees
on ny knees. That's a good boy."

Suddenly the control was over. Mtch turned his back on Any and he
wal ked back into the house.

He was scar ed.

No, he wasn't.

He was terrified.

"What do you think of your new puppy?"M chael asked> "Do you |ike hinP"

"I love him"she said firmy> "He's beautiful... aren't you beautiful
aren't you beautiful ?"she sang.

M chael watched, smiling. It had worked. Now he stood shoul der to

shoul der with the enperors of ancient tinmes. Not just the Byzantine
Enperors. They hadn't the guts to seize control of the Beast and take it
anywhere in the world. No, he ranked al ongsi de Al exander the G eat.
Conquer or of the world.

He smled> "Thirsty, honey?"
Any nodded.
"Come on, let's have a walk to the kitchen and get you a nice cold drink."

"Can | bring the puppy?"

"Ch, yes. You take himeverywhere now. In fact, don't let himout of
your sight."



"Can he sleep on ny bed?"

384 *

"Of course.”

"I can't wait for Mumand Dad and Mark to see him"

M chael |led Any by the hand through the French wi ndows, through the
dining roomand into a hallway that was big enough to confortably park a
truck inside. Awde flight of stairs guarded by a stone bal ustrade
swept up to the next |anding; the stone bal ustrade continued running the
full width of it in a grand classical style. At the end of the hallway,

where a doorway |led into the kitchen, was a hi gh-backed wi ng chair.

"Ch, |ook,"Any sang> "Mtch is asleep in the chair."She put her fingers
to her lips and shushed, then tiptoed through into the kitchen

M chael noticed Mtch's eyes. Hal f-open, they stared at the floor
wi t hout seeing. One hand rested on his chest; the fingers were turning bl ue.

"Poor Mtch,"he said softly> "All you ever wanted fromlife was to
retire to an island.”

But even now, M chael nused, smling, poor Mtch was sailing out to sone
dark island, across a very much darker sea.

Christine had covered half the distance between the bed and the door
The walls were distorted. Dizziness cane in great sluggish waves. One
second she'd be on her hands and knees. The next she'd open her eyes to
find herself facedown on the carpet.

Danger and dread.

The words peal ed t hrough her head.

Danger and dread ...

She knew she must reach Any. Sonething terrible was going to happen. And
time was running out.

Mtch Wnter's men found M chael in the kitchen
Both he and Any were drinking mlk; there was a saucer of mlk on the floor.
They didn't beat about the bush

"\What happened to Mtch?"asked one, the shotgun raised diagonally across
hi s chest.

M chael smiled at Any> "He's gone to sleep.”
"He's fucking dead and you fucking knowit."

"Wat ch your | anguage. The little girl's not deaf, you know.'

"Fucki ng shut it.

The man ai med the shotgun at M chael's chest.



385 ?He's scaring the puppy, isn't he, Any?"
She nodded, her eyes around with fear.
M chael smled> "Silly, noisy nen, aren't they?"He gl anced round,

counting them Twelve. Al the surviving menbers of security were here.
For what good they were.

"Any, let's play a gane."

She | ooked at the arned nen, unsure what to do.

"Don't worry. Those are nice nen, really. They'll join in."

They | ooked at one anot her, obviously wondering what M chael intended.

"Any, turn and | ook at the men. Now, Any ... repeat after ne: Any says
put down your guns."

They lifted their guns. M chael heard the bolt of a submachi ne gun being
pul I ed back

Ay sounded frightened> "Any says ... Any says put down your guns."

The guns rattled to the floor. Mchael felt a solid burst of

sati sfaction as the nen's eyes w dened, their faces flushed red. And he
saw fear in those w dening eyes.

"Repeat after nme, Amy. Amy says put your hands on your heads."

Ay gi ggl ed, enjoying herself> "Ary says put your hands on your heads!?

The sound of pal ms sl appi ng agai nst scalps filled the kitchen as the nen
obeyed. Eyes wi de now, Adamis apples jerking in their throats.

"Now. "M chael grinned> "Any, 1'll whisper in your ear what to say next."

The nmen didn't nove their hands fromtheir heads, or move an inch-only
their eyes flashed al arm

M chael whispered into Any's ear.

She gi ggl ed. Then she took a deep breath and said in a voice that was
| oud and clear:

"Any says ... go hang yourselves."
385 386
Strange Fruit

Ten mnutes later, Richard entered Darlington Hall by the main entrance.
Rosemary foll owed, noving silently, expecting any noment to meet the gunmen.

Al t hough lights shone fromthe upper part of the house, those in the
| ower part of the house were unlit, |eaving the entrance hall a gl oony
shadow pool

Ri chard gl anced back at Rosemary. She was a sil houette now apart from



her eyes that gl eamed white out of the near-darkness.

They noved deeper into the house. Above, a crystal chandelier tw nkled
faintly in the little light that did filter through the tall w ndows.

Every so often, Richard would pause, listening. But no sound canme from
t he house. Perhaps it had been abandoned. The way the gunnen had run
suggested that they' d been warned the police were on their way.

Wth luck the gunnen m ght have ran for it.

O perhaps they mght be waiting beyond the next door.

They were.

On her hands and knees Christine reached the bedroom door. She pulled
herself into a sitting position. Her head swung | oosely forward,
smacking into the door frane.

She felt nothing.

The drug numbed her from head to toe.

She tried to call Joey's name but only a dry whisper left her |ips.

Dread. Danger.

The words still rang inside her head, driving her to turn the door
handl e. Any needed her. She knew it.

Slow y, she dragged herself into the corridor
387

The nmen filled the hallway. Richard clenched his fists, ready to aima
punch at the man nearest to him

The man turned to | ook at him

No, not look at him He kept turning. In a weirdly snmooth way that
suggested he was rotating on a turntable.

He felt Rosemary grab his arm She, too, had seen the dozen or so nen
standing there in the gloom But some were inpossibly tall, their heads
reaching halfway to the ceiling.

Si |l ence. Absol ute silence.

Ri chard shivered. Wiy didn't they react; why this strange turning around
on the spot like some weird waltz?

Rosemary' s voi ce was a whi sper> "Look at them .. ook at what they' ve done."
H s eyes adjusted at last to the heavy gloom The men hung by ropes from
a series of small stone pillars that formed a safety balustrade that ran

up the stairs then across the upper |anding.

For sone reason all these nmen had tied ropes around the stone pillars,
then slipped a noose over their heads and junped.



Most had di sl ocated the spinal vertebrae, their necks obscenely
stretched. Blood trickled fromnostrils.

The ropes were so long that nany of the nmen's feet al nmbst, but not
quite, touched the floor

And there they turned silently on their ropes. Hanging |i ke man-shaped
fruit froma tree

Rosemary touched his el bow> "Look."She nodded back toward a hi gh-backed
arnchair. Richard recoiled, thinking that a man sat staring at them

That man didn't nove either

"I think he's dead, "she whi spered> "Look at the eyes."

I ce-cold shivers trenmored through his body> "Christ, what happened here?"
"Mass suici de?"

H's mouth dried> "Conme on, | want to see if Amy and Christine are stil
here.”

On the floor lay a revolver. Richard picked it up. Then he pushed open
t he door beside the seated corpse.

The sudden brilliance of the kitchen lights dazzled him

The first thing that happened was that sonething hit himhard across the
forearm the pain shot like a bullet up his el bow and

388 into his neck. The gun, knocked fromhis hand, rattled onto the
tiled floor.

He was aware of two nmen at his side, but it was the man standing in
front of himthat caught his attention

Rosemary gasped

"What's the matter?"M chael sniled, down-turned eyes gentle as ever.
"Devil nicked your tongues?"

389
Showdown

"Don't worry, Richard,"Mchael said, sitting on the kitchen table, |egs
casual ly swinging> "Christine and Ay are safe.”

"Joey?"
M chael shook his head> "Sorry."
"You didn't have to hurt him you sick little bastard.™

"I don't hurt people for the fun of it, Richard. And | don't do anything
wi t hout a good reason."

"So, there was a reason for |eaving |Isaac and nme up at the barn when you
knew all al ong that thing was com ng?"



"I still can't believe you got away fromthe Beast, Richard."

"Well, it hel ps you nove qui ckly when you know some poor guy has j ust
been nashed flat and you're next. You deserve to be-?

"]l deserve what? The sane?"

M chael 's eyes twi nkled. Wy, the bastard's actually happy, R chard
t hought, a bitter taste flooding his nouth.

"My, nmy, Richard. | didn't think you were so naive. A general doesn't go
into battle believing he won't |lose at least a few of his nmen."

"You're a mean bastard."

"And what do you think, oh-so-sweet Rosemary Snow? Not saying anythi ng?
My, the Devil has nicked your tongue, hasn't he?"

Ri chard stood there, hardly believing what he heard as M chael began to
| ecture themon how the world woul d be a better place now

Qut of the corner of his eye he now saw three men. One, wearing a white
doctor's coat, carried a pistol. One carried a shotgun; the other a
submachi ne gun. |If anything, these seened nore dangerous than the

prof essi onal gunnen. They sweated

390 nervously. Richard didn't think it would take nuch to startle one of
theminto pulling the trigger

" renmenber | told you | would have the power to inspire all men to
become heroes. To work for a commobn goal with total dedication, total
enthusiasm | can inspire themto eradicate famne. | can inspire them
to work and work until we've turned the deserts green again. This is a
new world order. Peace will be-?

The snarl sounded as if it came froman animal. Then Rosenary | eaped at
M chael |ike a hell-cat, knocking himbackward across the table, fingers
ripping at his eyes.

Soneone fired the shotgun

They fired it deliberately high: the buckshot rattled against the copper
pans hung above the worktops. A glass jar full of pasta exploded on a shelf.

Richard felt a gun barrel stab into his back. Reluctantly, he raised his
hands.

The man in the white coat lunged after Rosemary, tw sted her |ong bl ack
hair around his fists and pulled her back as she swore and ki cked.

M chael sat up, blinking. A trickle of blood ran fromthe corner of his
lips. Wien he opened his nmouth Richard saw his teeth stained red with
nore bl ood.

"Nice one."Richard snmled at Rosemary> "I wish |I'd got the guts to do
the sane."”

Shock turned M chael's face so white it |ooked as if it'd been dusted
with flour.



"My God, you've cone out of your shell since | picked you off that
roadsi de, Rosemary Snow. "He spat bl ood.

"Where's Christine?"Richard demanded
"Upstairs. She's fine."

" Ay 2"

"Playing in the dining room"

"She's all right?"

"Top of the world. You should see her."

Rosemary snarl ed, ?We know what you' ve done. W' ve seen enough of that
Codex Al exander to know how you' ve got the Beast back under control again.”

"You're using Any to control it."Richard' s voice dropped> "You' ve got to
get rid of this thing, whatever it is."

"Why on earth should | do that after all the trouble |I've gone to to
rein it back in again?"

391 ?Because it'll kill Amy, then it'Il kill you."

"No, Richard. You'll find we've learned a |lot since old Al exander of
Macedoni a' s day. "

Rosemary spoke in a fast |ow voi ce> "You know not hing. That Beast you're
so fond of corrodes people fromthe inside out."

He shook his head> "You're the ignorant ones. The Byzanti ne Enperors
lived to ripe old ages."

"Yeah, and you shoul d've seen them They were shriveled and tw sted up
by the Beast, " Rosemary said> "Crippled; driven mad by the pain of
enduring it possessing their bodies."

"Possessi ng? You make it sound |like some lowlife denon, Rosemary Snow. "

"Constantine the First was the first Byzantine Enperor. The Beast drove
hi m so paranoid he had his wife and el dest son executed."

"In any case, Rosenmary,"he smiled, ?it doesn't possess ny body, it
possesses M. Young's daughter."

Ri chard wanted to punch that snug face. The smile. Those eyes that were
so gentle; that said they cared for people in trouble. Like shit they did.

M chael sat on the table, his fingers knitted together. Again he nanaged
to give the inpression that he was the one who' d been hurt. As if
proffered ki ndness had been dashed back in his face.

"The thing is, | admire you both. You've gone through hell and high
water to reach here. But you understand the dilemma | face now. | can't
all ow you to influence Ary."He smled> "You see, to all intents and

pur poses, |'m her daddy now. "



Richard felt the cold creeping over him Soon sonething was going to
erupt inside> "You think so?"

M chael nodded> "She controls the power. | control Any."

Deep down inside, although Richard didn't know why, a tiny spark of hope
flickered> "So, you control Amy. Good for you, Mchael. You know
somet hi ng? She's only four years old but I've never been able to say
that."He smled> "She's got a will of her own."

He saw the smile on Mchael's face falter briefly. Then it canme back and
Ri chard realized that M chael had chosen to ignore hinm "Neverthel ess,

Ri chard. Rosemary. If you were in ny position, what would you do with
two peopl e who jeopardi zed your plans?"

Richard felt the shotgun barrel dig harder into his back

391 392

Power

Richard did the first thing that cane into his head. He knew the nman
pushi ng the rmuzzl e of the shotgun between his shoul der bl ades was goi ng

to pull the trigger on Mchael's nod.

He spun round, aimng to knock the shotgun barrel up with his |left hand
whi | e punching the guy with his right.

He succeeded in pushing the barrel up at the ceiling, but his punch went
wi de. Although a scientist, the guy was fit. Richard didn't even see the
gun barrel coming down until it was too |ate.

The twin barrels came down like a club; with a shockingly Ioud crack
they snmacked into the side of his face. R chard went down hard. Hi s head
rang |ike a bell and the room pitched around him G oggily, he pulled

hi nsel f up onto one el bow.

He saw that the white-coated man, hol ding Rosemary brutally by the hair,
had forced her head over the sink. In his free hand he held a revol ver
whi ch he pointed at the back of her head. The white-coated man | ooked
away fromher, his face screwed tight with tension. He didn't want to
see the mess he woul d make when he finally pulled the trigger

Ri chard shook his head, still dizzy; his face throbbed. Then he heard a
rapi d murmnuring.

It's Rosemary, he thought, poor kid's praying. She knows this is it.

Then he heard the words: ?... into the kitchen; Any, cone into the
ki tchen. Your daddy's hurt. Any, cone into the kitchen. Amy ..."

Then he heard M chael's voi ce> "Shut her up."

White-coat replied, ?There still mght be sone residual telepathic |ink
you can't stop her thinking."

M chael replied in a |l ow voice, ?Ch yes, you can."

Whi te-coat tensed, holding Rosemary's head at armis | ength



393 over the sink. Hi s gun hand trenbled as his fingers tightened.
"Now?" he asked.
M chael nodded> "Now, Dr. Lane."

Ri chard waited for the crack! of the bullet |eaving the barrel to smack
into the sixteen-year-old' s skull.

A wave of black engulfed hinm he blinked; shook his head, groggy. | must
have bl acked out, he thought, | didn't hear the shot.

But here cones the bl ood. Rosemary Snow is dead ...
He couldn't bear to | ook across the floor to where the body nust Ilie.

Instead, his eyes fixed on the trickle of deep red, as thick as syrup
rolling across the white tiles toward him

Poor kid. | should ve left her at that service station. Now |I've brought
her here to die. Her brains blown out into a kitchen sink

The bl ood reached a drain set in the tiled floor and roll ed over the
chrone rim then began to drip, drip, drip ... ... into the waste pipe.

And now here conmes mine, Richard thought, a bitter taste in his nouth.
Shot gun bl ast to back. Then ny bl ood runs with Rosemary's down into that
plug hole, mxing, mngling, then flowing to the river ... then sone

di stant sea ...

Already his mind had detached itself fromthe center of his brain. The
ki tchen seemed unreal, as if he already floated away fromthe life he'd
hel d down here on Earth for these last thirty-three years.

The thick bl ood, red-black, alnost purple, continued its drip, drip,
drip into the drain.

Bang.

He blinked. It wasn't a gunshot. It was the sensation of him suddenly
bei ng snapped back into the real world.

Way hadn't they fired? Wiy was it so quiet?

H s eyes followed the trail of bl ood.

Fromthe drain, across the white tiles. But not toward the sink where
Rosemary had been hel d. The blood trail led into the gap between a line
of refrigerators and | ong food preparation tables.

H s eyes focused on a pair of white trainers. They glistened red with

bl ood. Mdre drops of bl ood splashed into a small bl ood puddl e beside the
shoes.

He allowed his gaze to track up the yellow trousers; up the sweatshirt.

394 ?Any?"he whi spered, his mind clearing> "Any."

Then he saw the carton in her hand hangi ng | oosely by her side.
Bl ackcurrant juice still trickled fromthe straw hole; it pattered onto



the floor, swelling the trickle that fed the floor grate.

She | ooked straight through him her eyes glassy. She did this when she
was sleepy; as if that tired four-year-old mnd couldn't quite synch
itself with the real world. But there was sonething nmore. The eyes,

al t hough gl assy and fixed, had changed. As if she'd seen sonethi ng

st upendous.

Sonet hi ng shocki ng.

"Any, are you all right?"

When she didn't respond he glanced to his left. The guy in the white
coat still held Rosemary over the sink. But she'd nanaged to lift her
head to | ook at Anmy. M chael hinmself noved very slowy as if not w shing
to startle the four-year-old.

"Any, darling,"Mchael said in a |l ow voice. 'Take Puppy back into the
dining room 1'll bring you some supper. There's a video we-?

"Any-?Ri chard began but felt the stab of the shotgun nmuzzle in his back
Ay | ooked at the guns, her eyes still glassy, trancelike.

"Don't frighten Puppy."

"W won't, darling,"Mchael soothed> "We're just... playing."

"Puppy doesn't like guns."

"Go back into the dining room Any."

Ri chard sensed a sudden unease anong the three menbers of the research
team Their eyes flicked anxiously fromAny to Mchael, then back again.

Ay, gl assy-eyed, still stared at the bare kitchen wall as if her eyes
were focused on somet hing beyond it.

"Don't |ike guns,"she said in a faint voice> "People with guns shoul d
..."She cocked her head to one side as if listening to an inner voice.
"People with guns should run away."

Ri chard heard the men behind hi m gasp

He | ooked up, alnost recoiling fromthe | ook of shock and the fear, the
absolute fear in their faces.

"People with guns should run away."

They gasped again; a deep, throaty sound which Richard inmagi ned 395 a
human woul d make if a heavy boul der had been | owered onto their stonach.

M chael began to speak> "No, Any. That's naughty. Don't tell the nen to-?
"Run, run, run away."Any's voice was barely a whisper

Ri chard flinched at the sudden comoti on behi nd him



"No, Any!?M chael shouted> "Stop it!?
Richard clinbed to his feet, expecting to be clubbed by the shotgun again.
But the three nen had got something else on their mnds.
They' d got somewhere inportant to go.
They didn't know where ..
but wherever it was, they were going to hurry there and they

woul dn't pause until they reached their destination. Al three nodded,
as if eagerly obeying orders; their eyes bl azed.

“"No, Amy ..."
Her eyes were glassy. She still stared at the wall

Ri chard watched \White-coat drop Rosemary. Then he followed his two
col | eagues, through the door, through the hallway decorated with the
hangi ng nen-bang-through the main entrance doors and away through the night.

Ri chard' s head snapped back to | ook at his daughter. He realized the
significance of her power now ... the Beast's power that she w el ded.
The absol ute power over nmen. The power to conmand themto die for you.

And for themto go willingly to their death, joyously crying out your
name with their final breath.

| mredi ately he knew why the gunmen had hanged t hensel ves.

And he knew that Wiite-coat and his two col |l eagues woul d gl adl y-woul d
passionatel y-run until an artery ruptured under the pressure.

M chael noved quickly. He picked up the dropped shotgun, then the
submachi ne gun, slipping its strap over his shoul der. Then he pointed
the shotgun's twin barrels at Richard and said, ?The buck stops here,
Young. |I'mfinishing the job."

Rosemary pulled herself to her feet by the sink> "Any ... Any. Stop
M chael hurting your daddy ..."

Still staring, still glassy-eyed, Any said, ?Stop it, Mchael. Stop it."
He | ooked at her sharply> "Go into the dining room Amy. Go there, now. "
Ay murmured, ?Men with guns should run away."

395

MM 396 Richard | ooked at M chael expectantly.

"Don't raise your hopes, Richard."Mchael smled> "It won't happen to
me. Remenber, |'ve lived years with the Beast in Turkey. |'mimmune."

"M chael ! ?Any' s face turned red; her eyes snapped wi de> "Don't hurt ny
Daddy, don't hurt ny Daddy, don't-?

"Any! ?M chael shouted> "Anmy, out of here. Now ?

A sound started in Amy's throat. Like a notor starting. A |ow grow



rising, louder, l|ouder, norphing into a screany her body shook as if
bolts of electricity cracked through it.

"Any ..."Rosemary ran to her as the four-year-old shut her eyes and
dropped backward, hitting the tiles with a soft thunping sound.

Richard's stomach lurched> "lIs she OK? Rosenary ..

Rosemary picked her up and held the little girl like a baby, head on her
shoul der.
"She's breathing ... she's OK "Rosemary's voice trenored.

M chael pointed the shotgun at Richard> "Rosemary. Take Any into the
dining room Do as-?

He stopped speaking as the brass pans jingled together. A white towel,
hangi ng froma wall hook, noved as if blown by a light draft.

M chael shook his head as if dism ssing the draft as uninportant, then
| ooked back at Richard. All pretense of the cal mconfidence had gone.
The smile vanished. H s down-turned eyes were hard. Not taking those
eyes off Richard, he said again, ?Rosemary. Take Any into the dining
room Through that door, first on your right."

The pans jingled again; the white towel fluttered.

Frowni ng, M chael gl anced at where the draft had seemed to come from
And then the draft cane again. Only this tine it wasn't a draft. It was
a hurricane. The pans clanged together |ike bell clappers; the towel

ri pped fromthe hook and fl apped above Richard's head. Rosemary's hair

bl ew out behind her in rippling waves.

Ri chard scranmbled to his feet. He saw M chael gesture to himwith the
shotgun to keep back

"What's wong, Mchael? Did you expect this?"

He didn't reply; the tension turned his face ugly now, as if it reveal ed
what had always | ain under that snmiling mask.

397 ?1t's Any, "Rosemary shouted above the blast of air, ?she's dream ng..

"I't'"ll soon stop."Panic cracked through M chael's voi ce> "Wke her."
"I can't. | think it's sonme kind of fit."
"Come here,"M chael yelled> "1'll wake her."

The wi nd howl ed around and around the kitchen |ike a tornado, ripping
sheets of paper froma notice board. Cutlery flew |like shrapnel. The
pans crashed against the refrigerator doors.

The kitchen door opened. Briefly, Richard saw nore of M chael's people
beyond it, carrying guns. A man in glasses started through the door

Then the door closed with a thunderous slam

-opened a split second later. The nan was rocki ng back on his heels, his



gl asses smashed into his face. Another tried to cone through the
doorway, a revolver held high in his hand. The door slamred shut,
trapping his arm between the door and the frame. Then, in inpossibly
qui ck succession, it slamed open-shut, open-shut, open-shut, snashing
the man's forearm Richard heard di stant how s of pain. Then the door
crashed shut.

And stayed shut.

Ri chard sensed that trenmendous strength in the room The door forced
shut, as if a bull el ephant pushed against it.

This was the power of the Beast he'd seen earlier; the sane power that
had killed the policenen, wecked cars; brought down York's
t housand- year-ol d cat hedr al

It was in here with them

But this tine it was controlled by his four-year-old daughter's dreani ng
m nd.

He found hinself renenbering the dreans she'd told himabout. The scary
dreans, faces at wi ndows, gurgling nonsters in the toilet, the Boys

pul ling her, crying, out of bed ..

The Beast was interacting with those dreams now.

He sensed that power pushing at the walls, at the floor, at him a

| eapi ng el ectric power, sending flashes of blue |light cracking and
sizzling along the metal work surfaces to spark from cooker to

di shwasher to sink and back again.

"You must make her stop."M chael sounded as if he was pl eading. The
fluorescent lights flickered, went out.

But there was no darkness now.

The kitchen wall that Any had stared at with those gl assy

398 entranced eyes glowed nmilky white. It filled the kitchen with its
cold glow. He saw M chael | ooking about the kitchen, frightened now.
Rosemary stood and stared at the glowing wall, her hair still flapping

about her, Any still held tight in her arns.

M chael pointed the shotgun at Rosemary. And for the first time Richard
realized he might fire at Any if he thought his own |ife was threatened.

Taki ng a deep breath, Richard thought grimy> "Here goes."Then he | unged
forward at M chael

399 J
Chapt er Ei ghty-nine
Wher e Shadows St al k Dar ker

M chael 's concentrati on was so fixed on Any in Rosemary's arns that he
didn't see Richard spring at him Until it was too |late.

Ri chard saw those down-turned eyes snap fromAny to himas he closed the



gap across the kitchen floor. Before M chael could react, he swing his
fist as hard as he could into the mddle of Mchael's face.

Christ, Richard never expected it to feel that good. There was sonet hing
both savage and sweetly satisfying at feeling his fist hit the bastard.

Wth a grunt Mchael fell back onto the floor. Blood bubbled fromhis nose.

Then the winds hit with expl osive force. Torrents of cabbages, potatoes,
appl es streaned over M chael as he lay flat out on his back on the tiled
fl oor.

Ri chard heard a yell as the force of the gale threatened to hurl
Rosemary agai nst the wall that now gl owed weirdly; flickers of rainbow
colors raced across it.

Ri chard dragged hi nsel f back through the mael strom caught Rosemary in
his arms and pulled her and Any back, away fromthe shimering wall.

Rosemary tried to shout something but the wind tore the words from her
nout h.

Now he sensed there was nore than the wind tearing through the kitchen
That force he'd sensed earlier seemed to run through the very fabric of
the walls, floor, worktops, cookers and refrigerators. He was beginning
to see ...

No. He closed his eyes. He knew he wasn't really seeing this; it was
some kind of illusion transmitted by Amy's sl eeping mnd

When he next opened his eyes, he tried to ignore what he thought he saw.

400 As cupboard doors swung open so fiercely that hinges tore, woodwork
splintered, he sawthe ... no, he told hinself, I'mnot seeing them
They' re not real

But he found hinself recalling pictures of totem poles. And now in that
kitchen in Darlington House, it seened he saw t hose sane totem pol e
faces with hooked beaks and overl arge eyes. And those totem pol e faces
stared at himfromevery cupboard, every refrigerator as the doors tore
open one after another. He shook his head-an illusion, he told hinself,
desperately ... nothing but a dam ill usion

But the faces wouldn't go away.
The kitchen wall glowed nmore brightly. He couldn't see the wall tiles
now, only the mlky light and flash of rai nbow col ors shimrering outward

fromits center.

And then he sensed that something noved just beyond the wall. Something
shadowy and huge and very, very dangerous.

He sensed it wanted to cone into the kitchen
It wanted to join them
Richard felt a huge jolt of fear

He sensed ... no, he didn't... he knew, he knew. like it was absol ute
fact; like he knew he had two arns, two |egs; he knew that the



shadowt hi ng beyond the wall wanted to cone through to their world.
It paced: backward, forward, backward, forward ..

And all the tinme Richard knew it stared in at them its eyes (and there
wer e oh-so-nmany eyes) fixed on the little people in that kitchen; it
found them fasci nati ng.

And Richard felt its want; its hunger; its need to join themthere.

When the gunshot cane it sounded strangely faint, as if the shotgun had
been fired outside in the nmddle of a field.

Ri chard | ooked round, dazed by the ceasel ess rush of totem face i mages
and bl asts of the hurricane.

M chael lay on his back on the floor: trying to aimthe shotgun
one- handed, while holding onto the table leg with the other, as if
afraid of being carried away by the force of the gale.

Ri chard pul |l ed Rosenmary behi nd one of the huge stainless steel cookers
as Mchael fired the second shot. Alight fitting shattered.

He | ooked over the top of the cooker. M chael aimed the shotgun again.
But it was only a doubl e-barrel ed shotgun. He'd had two shots. Richard
gl anced back to where Rosemary crouched

401 with the unconscious Ay, trying to protect her fromthe debris
bei ng whirl ed by the wi nds.

Ri chard | ooked back at M chael who was trying to fire the gun, but was
either too dazed fromRichard's full-blooded punch or the effects of the
whi rlwi nd to understand why not hi ng happened when he pulled the trigger.

Ri chard noved on all fours toward M chael. He couldn't stand. Potatoes
and cabbages cracked against his arnms and | egs, driven before the bl ast
of air.

He | ooked at M chael who was now | ooking at the floor for nore amo.
Then Richard saw he'd seen the submachi ne gun that had fallen to the
floor. Mchael, too, clinmbed on all fours and struggled across the floor
toward it.

Richard tried to nmove faster: sonetinmes the wind caught himand tugged
hi m backward across the slippery tiles.

He shot a | ook over his shoulder. The wall gl owed. The rai nbow col ors
nmoved nore quickly.

And so did the shadow behind it. It paced faster
Backwar df or war d- backwar d- f orward . ..

As if growing nore excited at the thought of breaking through
backwar d- f or war d- backward ..
Richard felt pure dread run through him Was this the Beast itself?

O perhaps, all along, the thing they thought was the Beast was only
some part of the creature, reaching in fromsone alien dinension



Per haps the part they'd encountered had been the equivalent of a boy's
finger as he experinentally probes beneath the surface of a pond,
carel essly prodding his finger at tadpoles and water snails.

The main part of it was the huge and dreadful shadow that paced beyond
the wall. Wanting ... needing ... lusting to cone inside.

Faster now, he scranbled after Mchael who clawed his way toward the
machi ne gun

The cupboard doors crashed open; bags of sugar cascaded onto the floor
bursting; the hurricane caught the sugar, whipping it up to turn the air
white. The crystals driven by the force of conpressed air stung

Ri chard' s face; he inhaled, tasting sweetness.

Gitting his teeth, he forced hinmself to stand and |l eap forward as
M chael 's hand stretched out toward the machi ne gun. Richard | anded on
t he back of the other man's | egs. Hooking his hand

401 402 inside Mchael's shirt collar, Richard tried to pull him back
fromthe gun.

The wi nd bl asted; sugar swirled in the air; potatoes and cabbages rolled
by in a lunatic race.

Ri chard pulled as hard as he could, trying to drag M chael back. Now
Richard found it hard to breathe. He was weakening, and he realized this
mad tug-of-war would only end when Ri chard had managed to haul M chael
away fromthe gun. O when M chael's outstretched hand reached the gun
And, all the time, Richard sensed the shadow nmoving faster and faster
behind the wall, ready for the second the barrier between this world and
its own cane tunbling down.

403

Beast wor | d

Rosemary Snow opened her eyes to see the life-and-death struggle taking
pl ace at the far side of the kitchen: Mchael trying to stretch out his
arm and reach the gun, Richard trying to pull him back. The gale

shri eked, whipping the m st of sugar hanging in the air into swirling
whirl pool s |ike dwarf tornadoes.

"What's all that noise for?"

She | ooked down at Any in her arms. Any's eyes opened sl eepily.

"Don't worry, Any. You're safe."

"But it's frightening my puppy."”

Rosemary gl anced around at the vegetables skittering across the floor
"What puppy, Amy?"

"Puppy M chael gave ne. Here."She held out her cupped hands> "Puppy's in
there. He's frightened."

Rosemary nodded, understanding> "He's a |ovely puppy, Amy. Can | hold hinP"



"OK,
Rosemary took a deep breath. She realized that M chael had sonmehow made
Ay see the Beast as sonething nonthreatening, as a puppy, so that she
woul dn't be frightened.

"Any, you have to give the puppy to ne."

Ay | ooked puzzled for a nmonent> "But he's frightened. Maybe | should
keep hol ding him"

"I know he's yours, Any,"said Rosemary gently> "But it's tiring hol ding
himall the time, isn't it?"

Ay nodded sl eepily.
"Gve me the puppy ...just for a noment. There. 1've got him"

Instantly Rosemary felt a crushing weight in the base of her skull;
pai ns shot down her neck. She gasped.

404 As gently as she could, she sat Amy down on the floor. Then she
pul l ed herself to her feet.

God, this is killing ne ... | can't do it
The pain in her head and neck was nore than she could endure.

The wei ght was settling on her chest; she couldn't breathe. She couldn't
carry this thing anynore. She'd have to let it go.

But if she did that she knew it would crush them all
Through the mist of swirling sugar she could see M chael reaching
forward for the gun. He'd caused all this. He'd caused all those deaths,

he was to bl ame ..

Sheer hatred for the man erupted inside her, filling her fromheart to
fingertips with an incandescent rage.

Suddenly she coul d breathe again; the weight on her chest |ightened.

In an instant, that fire of hate for the man forced her mnd into focus:
a hard brilliant focus she'd never experienced before.

"M CHAEL! ?

Her voi ce shocked her; it thundered through her |ips, deep, alnopst
mascul i ne.

M chael heard it and turned back, his eyes wide with shock

The wind died in that noment. The vegetabl es stopped their mad rolling.
In the kitchen all was still and quiet. Behind the wall that gl owed
white as mlk the shadow noved faster; backwardforward ..

"M CHAEL. "

And then, fromthe | ook on Mchael's face, she realized he now
under st ood what had happened to her



"Rosemary. | knew you could do it."H s voice sounded small> "1 knew ...
you' re beautiful... beautiful. Rosemary, cone back with me. W can nmake
the worl d-?

As a glassy cal mcrept over Rosemary her |ips and neck began to tingle.
She | ooked M chael full in the face. And whether she spoke the words or
just thought them she didn't know

| KNOW YQU, M CHAEL. YOU WERE A LONER AT SCHOOL. YOU TRI ED TO | MPRESS
THE CHI LDREN BY | NVENTI NG WAYS TO BE CRUEL TO ANI MALS. REMEMBER THE

KI TTEN AND THE FI REWORKS, M CHAEL? REMEMBER THE DUCKLI NGS AND THE

LI GHTER FUEL? HOW YOU LAUGHED. BUT EVEN THE TOUGHEST KI DS VEERE Sl CKENED.
SO YOU CHANGED.

405 NOW YOU VWERE KIND TO ANI MALS. AS LONG AS THEY SEEMED GRATEFUL. |F
THEY STOPPED BEI NG GRATEFUL, YQOU STOPPED BEI NG NI CE.

"Stop it, Rosemary."M chael begged.

THEN YOU FOUND THAT POWER | N TURKEY. BOYOH BOY, YOU DI SCOVERED YOU COULD
MAKE PECPLE LI KE YOU. YOU D GOT PONER, YOU D GOT ALL THAT SEXY POAER
YOU COULD HURT PECPLE AS MJCH AS YOU LI KED UNTIL THEY CRI ED TEARS OF
BLOOD BUT THEY' D STILL BEG FOR MORE BECAUSE YOU TOLD THEM TO. AND THEN
YOU DREAMED ABOUT MAKI NG THE WORLD A HAPPY PLACE.

ON ONE CONDI TI ON

WE D ALL HAVE TO BE GRATEFUL ALL OF THE TI ME.

YOU WANT THAT POWER SO MUCH, DON' T YOU, M CHAEL?

SO |'M GO NG TO LET YOU HAVE SOVE OF I T. A NICE BI G PI ECE THAT WLL KEEP
YOU GO NG FOREVER

"No. Rosemary. You can't do this to me! Rosemary ...

I T"S WHAT YOU WANTED, ISN T I T? YOU AND THAT THI NG YOU FOUND? TO BE
REUNI TED.

"No! ?

GET READY, M CHAEL. HERE COMES THE POVER. HERE | T COMES.

NOW

M CHAEL. LISTEN TO ME. YOU FEEL THE POWER RUN | NTO YOUR BODY, |NTO YOUR

LEGS. NOW YOU HAVE THE POMER TO RUN FOREVER ON LEGS THAT W LL NEVER

TI RE, NEVER WEAKEN. YOQU LL NEVER STUMBLE. LEGS LIKE A MACH NE. LEGS THAT
W LL NEVER D E

NOW ON THE WORD GO YOU W LL RUN

"No, Rosemary! Don't! You don't know what you're doing to ne. | can't-?

YOU WLL RUN FOREVER M CHAEL. THROUGH THERE.

She pointed at the gl owi ng wall where the shadow paced.



ITS TIME, MCHAEL. READY. STEADY. O

Ri chard watched M chael's face. The eyes were huge and terrified. The
man's face ran with sweat, nuscles in his throat and face convul sed.

406 ?Nooooo ..."
The word becane a how .

Then M chael |ooked at his legs as if they'd burst into flanes; a
m xt ure of shock and agony.

He nmoved in one convul sive lurch to his feet.
And then he ran

Ri chard watched himrun straight for the wall of white light. He hit it
at a run. And he di sappear ed.

Ri chard didn't know how | ong they sat there. There was no strength |eft
in his arms and | egs. He couldn't nove.

The Iight had gone fromthe wall. Now, it was just a kitchen wall again,
like the rest, with blank white tiles.

At one point he heard Rosemary talking to Any in a | ow gentl e voice.
"Where's the puppy, Any?"

"lI've taken himback. | wanted to hold him"

"Any, do you know sormet hi ng?"

"\What ?"

"M chael took that puppy away fromits home. He shouldn't have done that
because it made the puppy sad and lonely."

"Where does he live, then?"

"A long way away."

"Can't | keep hinP"

"I't wouldn't be nice for the puppy, would it?"

"Suppose not. How can we take him honme?"

Rosemary said gently> "He's a magi c puppy. Just tell himto go hone."
"And he will?"

"Yes, Any. He will."

"OK, puppy. Home you go."

Ri chard, exhausted, opened his eyes. There was a sudden swrl of

di spl aced air. Then nothing. Apart from that is, a sense of enptiness,

as if some great presence had departed. Everything in the kitchen was
still... quiet. Then he noticed that, falling fromthe ceiling, were



specks of white. They drifted slowy down onto his hands and face.

He heard Any's delighted voice calling hinr "Daddy. Look! It's snow ng!
It's snow ng."

Ay, arnms straight out, turned around and around, catching those

i mpossi bl e snowfl akes on her tongue. Despite Richard' s 407 exhaustion, a
war m bubbl e of happiness rose up inside of him Snmling wearily, he
heard Any singing over and over, ?It's snowing, it's snowing, it's
snowi ng ..."And Richard knew it was all over

407 408

Sunri se

Fri day

Rosemary Snow st epped down fromthe train in her hometown.

The town seened different now. The buildings didn't ook so ugly, or so
intimdating. In fact, the town didn't |ook that bad after all. She
slipped the strap of the bag over her shoul der and wal ked confidently
al ong the platform She |ooked forward to goi ng hone. There was not hi ng
to fear there. She sniled to herself. She was the strong one now.
Rosemary Snow | eft the station, joined the shoppers thronging in the
streets, and allowed herself to be carried away into the heart of a town
she'd be content to call hone.

Sat ur day

Mark Young ran up the drive, the rucksack swi nging on his back. He
unl ocked the door and pushed it open with his foot.

"Anyone hone?"he called, his voice echoing fromthe hall walls. He
dropped the rucksack and pushed open the kitchen door

"Hall-10! I'm back! Anyone hone?"

He shoved open the living roomdoor. It was enpty.

He went back to the kitchen, opened the back door and crossed the sunlit
lawn to the patio. Then, as he'd seen his father do in the past, he
stood on the brick walls of the barbecue and used it as a | ook-out.
Beyond the hedge lay Sunnyfields. There, in the sunlight, he saw his
not her and father and Any; a bl anket spread out on the grass. They were
eati ng sandw ches and dri nki ng orange j uice.

409 Happy to be home, Mark pushed his hands into his pockets, then
whistling in a carefree kind of way, he headed for the gate, ready to
tell themall about the adventures he'd had on his week away from hone.
409 410

Chapter Ninety-two

For ever Darker

M chael . You run beneath a bl ack sky that has never known a single star



You run across a plain; gray dust beneath your feet.
You can never stop.

Because cl ose behi nd sonet hi ng pursues you; you can't see it, but you
sense its dark and poundi ng presence.

M chael, you run by clunps of willow trees. They shiver as you pass; the
| eaves hiss coldly.

As you run you are clear-headed, you are aware of your surroundi ngs. As
you are aware of your breath jolting in-out, in-out through your arid |ips.

Your legs hurt; the pain bites deep.

You must run.

You can never stop.

Feel it, Mchael. It is close behind you ... darkly pounding.
You thirst. But how can you ever stop to drink?

Never stop, M chael. Never stop.

So you run on across the talcumdry plain that stretches into forever.
The nonotony of dust and willows excruciating.

M chael, you grow hungry, brutally hungry. You screamin pain.
Now your mouth is dry; your belly swollen.

Thirst and hunger. Twin suns burning in your screan ng sky.

But still you run.
And run.
And your eyes still see this world of dust and willows. And you feel the

agony gnaw your | egs.
And you know that, even though you began this endl ess race

410 411 through the arid dreanscape a man, what runs through it nowis a
man no | onger.

YOU KNOW That the arid air blows through your ribs; that the skin has
peel ed fromyour skull; that your heart is dry as a stone; that two
plunp eyes stare whitely out fromthe sockets.

And, M chael, you know. That you will run on ... and on ...

FOREVER DARKER

THE END



