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F. PAUL WILSON
April, 1979 -- January, 1981

to Al Zuckerman

PROLOGUE

Warsaw, Poland
Monday, 28 April 1941
0815 hours

A year and ahdf ago there had been another name on the door, a Polish name, and no doubt atitle
and the name of a department or bureau in the Polish government. But Poland no longer belonged to the
Poles, and the name had been cruddy obliterated with thick, heavy strokes of black pant. Erich
Kaempffer paused outside the door and tried to remember the name. Not that he cared. It was merdy an
exercisein memory. A mahogany plague now covered the spot, but smears of black showed around its

edges. It read:

SS-OberfU hrer W. HOSSBACH
RSHA—DIVISION OF RACE AND RESETTLEMENT



Warsaw Disgtrict

He paused to compose himsdf. What did Hossbach want of him? Why the early morning summons?
He was angry with himsdf for letting this get to him, but no one in the SS, no matter how secure his
position, even an officer rigng as rapidly as he, could be summoned to report "immediady” to a
superior's office without experiencing a spasm of apprehension.

Kaempffer took one last degp breath, masked his anxiety, and pushed through the door. The corpora
who acted as General Hossbach's secretary snapped to attention. The man was new and Kaempffer
could see that the soldier didnt recognize him. It was understandable—Kaempffer had been a
Auschwitz for the past year.

"Surmbannfihrer Kaempffer," was dl he said, dlowing the youngder to take it from there. The
corpora pivoted and strode through to the inner office. He returned immediatdly.

"Oberfuihrer Hossbach will see you now, Herr Mgor.”

Kaempffer breezed past the corporal and stepped into Hosshach's office to find him gtting on the
edge of his desk.

"Ah, Erich! Good morming!" Hossbach said with uncharacteristic jovidity. "Coffee?’

"No thank you, Willhdm." He had craved a cup until this very moment, but Hossbach's smile had
immediatdy put him on guard. Now there was a knot where an empty ssomach had been.

"Veay well, then. But take off your coat and get comfortable.”

The cdendar said April, but it was dill cold in Warsaw. Kaempffer wore his overlong SS greatcoat.
He removed it and his officer's cap dowly and hung them on the wal rack with great care, forcing
Hossbach to watch him and, perhaps, to dwel on ther physcd differences. Hossbach was portly,
bading, in his early fifties Kaempffer was a decade younger, with a tightly muscled frame and a ful head
of boyishly blond hair. And Erich Kaempffer was on hisway up.

"Congratulations, by the way, on your promotion and on your new assgnment. The Ploiesti pogition is
quite aplum.”

"Yes" Kaempffer maintained a neutra tone. "I just hope | can live up to Berlin's confidence in me”
"I'm sure you will."

Kaempffer knew that Hossbach's good wishes were as hollow as the promises of resettlement he
made to the Polish Jews. Hossbhach had wanted Ploiesti for himsdf—every SS officer wanted it. The
opportunities for advancement and for persond profit in being commandant of the mgor camp in
Romania were enormous. In the relentless pursuit of postion within the huge bureaucracy created by
Henrich Himmler, where one eye was adways fixed on the vulnerable back of the man ahead of you, and
the other eye ever watchful over your shoulder a the man behind you, there was no such thing as a
sincere wish for success.

In the uncomfortable slence that followed, Kaempffer scanned the walls and repressed a sneer as he
noted more lightly colored squares and rectangles where degrees and citations had been hung by the
previous occupant. Hossbach had not redecorated. Typicd of the man to try to give the impresson tha
he was much too busy with SS matters to bother with trifles such as having the walls painted. It was so



obvioudy an act. Kaempffer did not need to put on a show of his devotion to the SS. His every waking
hour was devoted to furthering his position in the organization.

He pretended to study the large mgp of Poland on the wal, its face studded with colored pins
representing concentrations of undesirables. It had been abusy year for Hossbach's RSHA office; it was
through here that Poland's Jewish population was being directed toward the "resettlement center” near
theral nexus of Auschwitz. Kaempffer imagined his own office-to-be in Ploiesti, with a mgp of Romania
on thewdl, studded with his own pins. Ploiedti... there could be no doubt that Hossbach's cheery manner
boded ill. Something had gone wrong somewhere and Hossbach was going to make full use of his last
few days as superior officer to rub Kaempffer's noseinit.

"Is there some way | might be of service to you?' Kaempffer findly asked.

"Not to me, per se, but to the High Command. Thereisalittle problem in Romania at the moment. An
inconvenience, redly."

lld.l?l

"Yes A smdl regular amy detachment stationed in the Alps north of Ploiesti has been auffering some
losses—apparently due to loca partisan activity—and the officer wishes to abandon his pogtion.”

"That's an amy maiter." Major Kaempffer didn't like this one bit. "It has nothing to do with the SS."

"But it does." Hosshach reached behind him and plucked a piece of paper off his desk top. "The High
Command passed this on to Obergruppenfiihrer Heydrich's office. | think it is rather fitting thet | pass it
on to you."

"Why fitiing?"

"The officer in question is Captain Klaus \Woermann, the one you brought to my attention a year or o
ago because of hisrefusd to join the Party.”

Kaempffer dlowed himsdf an ingant of guarded rdlief. "And since I'll be in Romania, this is to be
dumped inmy lap.”

"Precisdly. Your year's tutdage at Auschwitz should not only have taught you how to run an effident
camp, but how to ded with partisan locas as wdl. I'm sure youll solve the matter quickly.”

"May | see the paper?”’

"Certanly."

Kaempffer took the proffered dip of paper and read the two lines. Then he read them again.
"Was this decoded properly?’

"Yes. | thought the wording rather odd mysdf, so | had it double-checked. It's accurate.”
Kaempffer read the message again:

Request immediate relocation.

Something is murdering my men.



A disturbing message. He had known Woermann in the Great War and would dways remember him
as one of the stubbornest men dive. And now, in anew war, as an officer in the Reichswehr, Woermann
hed repeatedly refused to join the Party despite relentless pressure. Not a man to abandon a position,
drategic or otherwise, once he had assumed it. Something must be very wrong for hm to request
relocation.

But what bothered Kaempffer even more was the choice of words. Woermann was intdligent and
precise. He knew his message would pass through a number of hands dong the transcription and
decoding route and had been trying to get something across to the High Command without going into
detail.

But what? The word "murder” implied a purposeful human agent. Why then had he preceded it with
"something"? A thing—an animd, atoxin, a natura disaster—could kill but it could not murder.

“I'm sure | don't have to tdl you," Hossbach was saying, "that Snce Romania is an dly State rather
then an occupied territory, a certain amount of finesse will be required.”

"I'm quite wel aware of that."

A certain amount of finesse would be required in handling Woermann, too. Kaempffer had an old
score to settle with him.

Hossbach tried to amile, but the attempt looked more like aleer to Kaempffer. "All of usat RSHA, 4l
the way up to Generd Heydrich, will be most interested to see how you fare in this ... before you move
on to the mgjor task at Ploieti.”

The emphasis on the word "before” and the dight pause preceding it were not los on Kaempffer.
Hossbach was going to turn this little Sde trip to the Alps into a trid by fire. Kaempffer was due in
Ploiedi in one week; if he could not handle Woermann's problem with sufficient dispatch, then it might be
sad of hm that perhaps he was not the man to set up the resettlement camp a Ploiesti. There would be
no shortage of candidates to take his place.

Spurred by a sudden sense of urgency, he rose and put on his coat and cap. "l foresee no problems.
Il leave a once with two squads of elnsatzkommandos. If ar trangport can be arranged and proper rall
connections made, we can be there by this evening.”

"Excdlent!” Hossbach said, returning Kaempffer's salute.
"Two squads should be sufficient to take care of afew guerillas™ He turned and stepped to the door.
"More then sufficient, I'm sure.”

SS-Sturmbannfihrer Kaempffer did not hear his superior's pating remark. Other words filled his
mind: " Something is murdering my men."

Dinu Pass, Romania
28 April 1941



1322 hours

Captain Klaus Woermann stepped to the south window of his room in the keep's tower and spat a
sream of white into the open air.

Goat's milk—gah! For cheese, maybe, but not for drinking.

As he watched the liquid dissipate into a cloud of pae droplets plummeting the hundred feet or so to
the rocks below, Woermann wished for a brimming stein of good German beer. The only thing he
wanted more than the beer was to be gone from this antechamber to Hell.

But that was not to be. Not yet, anyway. He straightened his shoulders in a typicaly Prussan gesture.
He was tdler than average and had a large frame that had once supported more musce but was now
tending toward flab. His dark brown har was cropped close;, he had wide-set eyes, equdly brown; a
dightly crooked nose, broken in his youth; and a full mouth capable of a toothy grin when appropriate.
His gray tunic was open to the was, dlowing his smdl paunch to protrude. He patted it. Too much
sausage. When frudtrated or dissatisfied, he tended to nibble between meds, usudly at a sausage. The
more frusirated and dissatisfied, the more he nibbled. He was getting f&t.

Woermann's gaze came to rest on the tiny Romanian village across the gorge, basking in the afternoon
aunlight, peaceful, a world away. Rulling himsdf from the window, he turned and waked across the
room, a room lined with stone blocks, many of them inlaid with peculiar brass-and-nickel crosses.
Forty-nine crosses in this room to be exact. He knew. He had counted them numerous times in the last
three or four days. He walked past an easd holding a nearly finished painting, past a cluttered makeshift
desk to the opposite window, the one that looked down on the keep's smdl courtyard.

Below, the off-duty men of his command stood in smdl groups, some taking in low tones, most sullen
and dlent, dl avoiding the lengthening shadows. Another night was coming. Another of ther number
would die,

One man sat done in a corner, whittling feverishly. Woermann squinted down at the piece of wood
taking shape in the carver's hands—a crude cross. Asif there weren't enough crosses around!

The men were afraid. And so was he. Quite a turnaround in less than a week. He remembered
marching them through the gates of the keep as proud soldiers of the Wehrmacht, an amy that had
conquered Poland, Denmark, Norway, Holland, and Bdgium; and then, after sweeping the remnants of
the British Army into the sea a Dunkirk, had gone on to finish off France in thirty-nine days. And just this
month, Yugodavia had been overrun in twelve days, Greece in a mere twenty-one as of yesterday.
Nothing could stand againgt them. Born victors.

But that had been last week. Amazing what 9x horrible deaths could do to the conquerors of the
world. It worried him. During the past week the world had congtricted until nothing existed for him and
for his men beyond this undersized castle, this tomb of stone. They had run up againg something that
defied dl ther efforts to stop it, that killed and faded away, only to return to kill again. The heart was
going out of them.

They ... Woermann redlized that he had not included himsdf among them for some time. The fight had
gone out of hisown heart back in Poland, near the town of Posnan ... after the SS had moved in and he
hed seen firghand the fate of those "undesrables’ Ieft in the wake of the victorious Wehrmacht. He had
protested. As a result, he had seen no further combat since then. Just as well. He had logt dl pride that
day in thinking of himsdf as one of the conquerors of the world.



He left the window and returned to the desk. He stood at its edge, oblivious to the framed
photographs of hiswife and his two sons, and stared down at the decoded message there.

SS-Surmbannfihrer Kaempffer arriving today with detachment einsatzkommandos. Maintain
present position.

Why an SS mgor? This was a regular aamy position. The SS had nothing to do with him, with the
keep, or with Romania as far as he knew. But then there were so many things he falled to understand
about thiswar. And Kaempffer, of dl people! A rotten soldier, but no doubt an exemplary SS man. Why
here? And why with einsatzkommandos? They were extermination squads. Death's Head Troopers.
Concentration camp muscle. Specidigts in killing unarmed avilians. It was ther work he had witnessed
outside Posnan. Why were they coming here?

Unarmed dvilians ... the words lingered ... and as they did, a amile crept dowly into the corners of his
mouth, leaving his eyes untouched.

Let the SS come. Woermann was now convinced there was an unarmed dvilian of sorts at the root of
dl the deaths in the keep. But not the helpless cringing sort the SS was used to. Let them come. Let them
taste the fear they s0 dearly loved to spread. Let them learn to believe in the unbdievable.

Woermann believed. A week ago he would have laughed at the thought. But now, the nearer the sun
to the horizon, the more firmly he believed... and feared. All within a week. There had been unanswvered
questions when they had firg arrived at the keep, but no fear. A week. Was that dI? It seemed ages ago
that he had firg laid eyes on the keep...

ONE

In Summation: The refining complex a Ploiedti has rdatively good naturd protection to the north. The
Dinu Pass through the Transylvanian Alps offers the only overland threst, and that a minor one. As
detailed dsawherein the report, the sparse populaion and spring weather conditions in the pass make it
theoretically possible for a Szable armored force to make its way undetected from the southwest Russan
steppes, over the southern Carpathian foothills, and through the Dinu Pass to emerge from the mountains
a scant twenty miles northwest of Ploiedti with only flat plains between it and the ail fidds.

Because of the crucid nature of the petrol supplied by Ploiedti, it is recommended that until Operation
Barbarossa is fully under way, a smdl watch force be set up within the Dinu Pass. As mentioned in the
body of the report, there is an old fortification midway aong the pass which should serve adequately as a
sentry base.



DEFENSE ANALYSIS FOR PLOIESTI, ROMANIA Submitted to Reichswehr High Command 1
April 1941

Dinu Pass, Romania
Tueday, 22 April
1208 hours

No such thing as a long day here, no matter what the time of year, thought Woermann as he looked
up the sheer mountain wals, an easy thousand feet high on ether Sde of the pass. The sun had to dimb a
30-degree arc before it could peek over the eastern wal and could travel only 90 degrees across the sky
before it was again out of Sght.

The sdes of the Dinu Pass were impossbly steep, as close to verticd as mountain wal could be
without overbaancing and crashing down; a bleak expanse of stark, jagged dabs with narrow ledges and
precipitous drops, relieved occasonaly by conicd callections of crumbling shae. Brown and gray, day
and granite, these were the colors, interspersed with snatches of green. Stunted trees, bare now in the
early soring, their trunks gnarled and twisted by the wind, hung precarioudy by tenacious roots that had
somehow found weak spots in the rock. They dung like exhausted mountaineers, too tired to move up or
down.

Close behind his command car Woermann could hear the rumble of the two lorries carrying his men,
and behind them the reassuring rattle of the supply truck with their food and weapons. All four vehicles
were crawling in line dong the west wal of the pass where for ages a naturd shdf of rock had been used
asaroad. The Dinu was narrow as mountain passes go, averaging only haf a mile across the floor dong
mog of its serpentine course through the Transylvanian Alps—the least explored area of Europe.
Woermann looked longingly at the floor of the pass, fifty feet below to his right; it was smooth and green
and pathed dong its center. It would have been a smoother, shorter trip down there, but his orders
warned that their destination was inaccessible to wheded vehides from the floor of the pass. They had to
keep to theridge road.

Road? Woermann snorted. This was no road. He would have classed it as a tral or, more
appropriately, aledge. A road it was not. The Romanians hereabouts apparently did not believe in the
internd combustion engine and had made no provisions for the passage of vehides uangit.

The sun disappeared suddenly; there was a rumble, a flash of lightning, and then it was raining again.
Woermann cursed. Another storm. The westher here was maddening. Squals repeatedly swooped
down between the wals of the pass, spearing lightning in dl directions, threatening to bring the mountains
down with ther thunder, dumping rain in torrents as if trying to lose balast so they could rise over the
peaks and escape. And then they would be gone as aoruptly as they had arrived. Like this one.

Why would anyone want to live here? he wondered. Crops grew poorly, yidding enough for
subsstence and little more. Goats and sheep seemed to do wel enough, thriving on the tough grasses
below and the clear water off the peaks. But why choose a place like this to live?

Woermann had hisfirg look at the keep as the column passed through asmdl flock of goats clustered
a a paticulaly sharp turn in the path. He immediatdly sensed something strange about it, but it was a
benign strangeness. Cadlldike in design, it was not cdassfied a castle because of its smdl sze. So it was



cdled a keep. It had no name, and that was peculiar. It was supposedly centuries old, yet it looked as if
the last stone had been dipped into place only yesterday. In fact, his initid reaction was that they had
made awrong turn some where. This could not possibly be the deserted 500-year-old fortification they
were to occupy.

Halting the column, he checked the mgp and confirmed that this indeed was to be his new command
post. He looked at the structure again, sudying it.

Ages ago ahugefla dab of rock had thrust itsdlf out from the western wall of the pass. Around it ran
a deep gorge through which flowed an icy stream that appeared to spring from within the mountain. The
keep sat on that dab. Its wdls were deek, perhaps forty feet high, made of granite block, mdting
seamlesdy into the granite of the mountaingde at its reer—the work of man somehow a one with the
work of nature. But the most driking feeture of the smal fortress was the solitary tower that formed its
leeding edge: flat-topped, jutting out toward the center of the pass, a least 150 feet from its notched
parapet to the rocky gorge below. That was the keep. A holdover from a different age. A welcome sight
inthat it assured dry living quarters during their watch over the pass.

But strange the way it looked so new.

Woermann nodded to the man next to imin the car and began folding the map. His name was Oster,
asergeant; the only sergeant in Woermann's command. He doubled as a driver. Oster signded with his
left hand and the car moved forward with the other three vehidles falowing. The road—or trall,
rathe—widened as they swung farther around the bend, and came to rest in a tiny village nestled againgt
the mountaingde south of the keep, just across the gorge fromiit.

As they fallowed the trall into the center of the village, Woermann decided to reclassfy that as well.
This was no village in the German sense; this was a collection of stucco-walled, shake-roofed huts, dl
sngle-gory afars except for the one at the northernmost end. This stood to the right, had a second floor
and adgn out front. He didn't read Romanian but had afeding it was aninn of sorts. Woermann couldn't
imegine the need for an inn—who would ever come here?

A few hundred” feet or so beyond the village, the trail ended a the edge of the gorge. From there a
timbered causeway supported by stone columns spanned the 200 feet or so across the rocky gorge,
providing the keep's sole link to the world. The only other possible means of entry were to scale its sheer
gtone walls from below, or to dide and rope-hop down a thousand feet of equaly sheer mountainsde
from above.

Woermann's practiced military eye immediady assessed the strategic vaues of the keep. An excdlent
watchpost. This entire stretch of the Dinu Pass would be in plain view from the tower; and from the
keep's wallsfifty good men could hold off an entire battdion of Russans. Not that Russans would ever
be coming through the Dinu Pass, but who was he to question High Command?

There was another eye within Woermann, and it was assessng the keep in its own way. An artist's
eye, a landscape lover's... to use water colors, or to trust ol pigment to catch that hint of brooding
watchfulness? The only way to find out would be to try them both. He would have plenty of free time
during the coming months.

"Wadl, Sergeant,” he said to Oster as they hdted at the edge of the causeway, "what do you think of
your new home?"

"Not much, ar."

"Get used to it. Youll probably be spending the rest of the war here”



"Yes, ar.”

Noating an uncharacterigtic diffnessin Oster's replies, Woermann glanced at his sergeant, a dim, dark
men only dightly more than hdf Woermann's age.

"Not much war |eft anyway, Sergeant. Word came as we set out that Y ugodavia has surrendered.”
"Sr, you should have told us! It would have lifted our spiritd”

"Do they need lifting so badly?

"Wed dl prefer to bein Greece at the moment, sr.”

"Nothing but thick liquor, tough mesat, and strange dancing there. You wouldnt like it."

"For the fighting, sr.”

"Oh, that."

Woermann had noticed the facetious turn of his mind moving closer and closer to the surface during
the past year. It was not an envigble trait in any German officer and could be dangerous to one who had
never become a Nazi. But it was his only defense againgt his mounting frudtration at the course of the war
and of his career. Sergeant Oster had not been with him long enough to redize this. HEd learn in time,

though.
"By the time you got there, Sergeant, the fighting would be over. | expect surrender within the week.”
"Stll, we dl fed we could be doing more for the Filhrer there than in these mountains™

"You shouldn't forget that it is your Fihrer's will that we be stationed here" He noted with satisfaction
that the "your" dipped right by Oster.

"But why, Sr? What purpose do we serve?'

Woermann began his recitation: "High Command considers the Dinu Pass a direct link from the
steppes of Russa to dl those ail fidds we passed a Ploiesti. Should relations between Russa and the
Rech ever deteriorate, the Russans might decide to launch a sneak attack at Ploiesti. And without that
petrol, the Wehrmacht's mohbility would be serioudy impaired.”

Ogter listened patiently despite the fact that he had heard the explanaion a dozen times before and
hed himsdf given a verson of the same story to the men in the detachment. Yet Woermann knew he
remained unconvinced. Not that he blamed him. Any reasonably intdligent soldier would have questions.
Oster had been in the army long enough to know that it was highly irregular to place a seasoned veteran
officer a the head of four infantry squads with no second officer, and then to assgn the entire detachment
to an isolated pass in the mountains of an dly state. It was a job for a green lieutenant.

"But the Russans have plenty of their own ail, Sr, and we have a treaty with them.”
"Of course! How stupid of meto forget! A treaty. No one breaks treaties anymore.”
"You don't think Stain would dare betray the Fhrer, do you?'

Woermann bit back the reply that leaped to mind:



Not if your Fuhrer can betray him first. Oster wouldn't understand. Like most members of the
postwar generation, he had come to equate the best interests of the German people with the will of Adolf
Hitler. He had been inspired, inflamed by the man. Woermann had found himsdf far too old for such
infatuation. He had celebrated his forty-firg birthday last month. He had watched Hitler move from beer
hdls to the Chancdlory, to godhood. He had never liked him.

True, Hitler had united the country and had started it on the road to victory and self-respect again,
something for which no loyd German could fault him. But Woermann had never trusted Hitler, an
Audrian who surrounded himsdf with dl those Bavarians—dl southerners. No Prussian could trust a
bunch of southerners like that. Something ugly about them. What Woermann had witnessed at Posnan
hed shown him just how ugly.

"Tdl the men to get out and sretch,” he said, ignoring Oster's lagt question. It had been rhetoricd,
anyway. "Inspect the causeway to see if it will support the vehicles while | go over and take a look
ingde"

As he waked the length of the causeway, Woermann thought its timbers looked sturdy enough. He
glanced over the edge at the rocks and gurgling water below. A long way down—sixty feet a least. Bet
to have the lorries and the supply truck empty but for thelr drivers, and to bring them across one a a
time

The heavy wooden gates in the keep's entrance arch were wide open, as were the shutters on most of
the windows in the wdls and in the tower. The keep seemed to be aring out. Woermann srolled through
the gates and into the cobblestone courtyard. It was cool and quiet. He noticed that there was a rear
section to the keep, apparently carved into the mountain, that he hadn't seen from the causeway.

He turned around dowly. The tower loomed over him; gray wadls surrounded him on every sde. He
fdt asif he were ganding within the arms of a huge dumbering beast, one he dared not awaken.

Then he saw the crosses. The inner walls of the courtyard were studded with hundreds of them ...
thousands of them. All the same 9ze and shape, dl the same unusud design: The upright was a good ten
inches high, squared at the top and lipped &t the base; the crosspiece measured about eight inches and
had a dight upward angle a each end. But the odd part was the height on the uprights & which the
crosspiece was set—any higher and the cross would have become an upper-case "T."

Woermann found them vagudy disturbing ... something wrong about them. He stepped over to the
nearest cross and ran his hand over its smooth surface. The upright was brass and the crosspiece nickd,
dl illfully inlad into the surface of the stone block.

He looked around again. Something ése bothered him. Something was missng. Then it hit
him—birds. There were no pigeons on the wals. Castles in Germany had flocks of pigeons about them,
nesting in every nook and cranny. There wasn't a Sngle bird to be seen anywhere on the wals, the
windows, or the tower.

He heard a sound behind him and whirled, unsngpping the flap on his holster and resting his pam on
the butt of his Luger. The Romanian government might be an dly of the Reich, but Woermann was well
aware that there were groups within its borders that were not. The Nationad Peasant Party, for instance,
was fandicdly anti-German; it was out of power now but dill active. There might be violent splinter
groups herein the Alps, hiding, waiting for a chance to kill afew Germans.

The sound was repeated, louder now. Footsteps, relaxed, with no attempt at sedth. They came from
a doorway in the rear section of the keep, and as Woermann watched, a thirtyish man in a shegpskin
cojoc stepped through the opening. He didnt see Woermann. There was a mortar-filled palette in his



hand, and he squatted with his back to Woermann and began to patch some crumbling stucco around the
doorframe.

"What are you doing here?' Woermann barked. His orders had implied that the keep was deserted.

Startled, the mason leaped up and spun around, the anger in his face dying abruptly as he recognized
the unifom and redized that he had been addressed in German. He gibbered something
unintdligible—something in Romanian, no doubt, Woermann redlized with annoyance that hed have to
ather find an interpreter or learn some of the language if he was going to spend any time here.

"Speak German! What are you doing here?'

The man shook his head in a mixture of fear and indecison. He held up an index finger, a Sgnd to
wait, then shouted something that sounded like "Papal"

There was a clatter above as an older man with a woally caciula on his head pushed open the
shutters of one of the tower windows and looked down. Woermann's grip tightened on the butt of his
Luger as the two Romanians carried on a brief exchange. Then the older one called down in German:

"l be right down, gr."

Woermann nodded and relaxed. He went again to one of the crosses and examined it. Brass and
nickd ... dmost looked like gold and slver.

"There are sxteen thousand eght hundred and saven such crosses imbedded in the wals of this keep,”
sad a voice behind him. The accent was thick, the words practiced.

Woermann turned. "Y ou've counted them?' He judged the man to be in his mid-fifties. There was a
grong family resemblance between him and the younger mason he had startled. Both were dressed in
identica peasant shirts and breeches except for the older man'swoally hat. "Or is that just something you
tdl your tour customers?'

"l am Alexandra," he said Hiffly, bowing dightly a the waist. "My sons and | work here. And we take
no one on tours.”

"That will changein a moment. But right now: | was led to believe the keep was unoccupied.”
"It iswhen we go home a night. We livein the village"

"Wheré's the owner?'

Alexandra shrugged. "'l have no idea."

"Who is he?"

Another shrug. "I don't know."

"Who pays you, then?" This was getting exagperating. Didn't this man know how to do anything other
then shrug and say he didn't know?

"The innkeeper. Someone brings money to him twice a year, inspects the keep, makes notes, then
leaves. The innkeegper pays us monthly.”

"Who tells you whet to do?' Woermann waited for another shrug but it did not come.



"No one" Alexandru stood gtraight and spoke with quiet dignity. "We do everything. Our indructions
are to maintain the keep as new. That's dl we need to know. Whatever needs doing, we do. My father
gpent hislife doing it, and his father before him, and so on. My sonswill continue after me”

"You spend your entire lives maintaining this building? | can't believe that!"

"It's bigger than it looks. The walls you see around you have rooms within them. There are corridors
of rooms below us in the cdlar and carved into the mountaingde behind us. Always something to be
done."

Woermann's gaze roamed up the sullen walls, hdf in shadow, and down to the courtyard again, dso
deep in shadow despite the fact that it was early afternoon. Who had built the keep? And who was
paying to have it maintained in such perfect condition? It didnt make sense. He stared at the shadows
and it occurred to him that had he been the keep's builder he would have placed it on the other side of
the pass where there was a better southern and western exposure to the light and the warmth of the sun.
Asit was Stuated, night must dways come early to the keep.

"Very wel," he told Alexandru. "You may continue your maintenance tasks after we settle in. But you
and your sons must check with the sentries when you enter and leave” He saw the older man shaking his
head. "What's wrong?'

"You cannot say here”
"And why not?'

"It is forbidden.”

"Who forbids?'

Alexandra shrugged. "It's dways been that way. We are to maintain the keep and see to it that no one
trespasses.”

"And of course, you're dways successful.” The old man's gravity amused him.

"No. Not dways. There have been times when travelers have stayed againgt our wishes. We do not
resst them—we have not been hired to fight. But they never stay more than one night. Most not even that

long."

Woermann smiled. He had been waiting for this. A deserted castle, even a pocket-sized one such as
this, had to be haunted. If nothing elsg, it would give the men something to talk about.

"What drives them away? Moaning? Chain-rattling spectres?’
"No... no ghodts here, gr.”

"Degths then? Gruesome murders? Suicides?' Woermann was enjoying himsdf. "We have more than
our share of cadtles in Germany, and ther€'s not a one that doesn't have some firesde scare sory
connected with it."

Alexandra shook his head. "No one's ever died here. Not that | know of."
"Then what? What drives trespassers out after only one night?'

"Dreams, dr. Bad dreams. And dways the same, from what | can gather ... something about being
trapped in atiny room with no door and no windows and no lights ... utter darkness ... and cold ... very



cold ... and something in the dark with you ... colder than the dark... and hungry.”

Woermann fdt a hint of a chill across his shoulders and down his back as he lisened. It had been on
hismind to ask Alexandraif he himsdf had ever spent anight in the keep, but the look in the Romanian's
eyes as he spoke was answer enough. Yes, Alexandra had spent anight in the keep. But only once.

"l want you to wait here until my men are across the causeway,” he said, sheking off the chill. "Then
you can give me atour.”

Alexandras face was a sudy in hdpless frudration. "It is my duty, Herr Captain,” he said with stern
dignity, "to inform you that no lodgers are dlowed herein the keep.”

Woermann smiled, but with neither derison nor condescenson. He understood duty and respected
this man's sense of it.

"Your warning has been ddivered. Y ou are faced with the German Army, a force beyond your power
to resst, and so you must step aside. Consider your duty faithfully discharged.”

This said, Woermann turned and moved toward the gate.

He dill had seen no hirds. Did birds have dreams? Did they, too, nest here for one night and never
return?

The command car and the three unloaded trucks were driven across the causeway and parked in the
courtyard without incident. The men followed on foot, carrying their own gear, then returned to the other
gde of the gorge to begin bringing over the contents of the supply truck—food, generators, antitank
wesgpons—by hand.

While Sergeant Oster took charge of the work details, Woermann followed Alexandra on a quick
tour of the keep. The number of identicd brass-and-nickd crossesinlad at regular intervds in the stones
of every corridor, every room, every wdl, continued to amaze him. And the rooms... they seemed to be
everywhere within the walls girding the courtyard, under the courtyard, in the rear section, in the
watchtower. Most of them were amdl; dl were unfurnished.

"Forty-nine rooms in dl, counting the suites in the tower," Alexandra said.
"An odd number, don't you think? Why not round it off to fifty?'
Alexandra shrugged. "Who isto say?'

Woermann ground his teeth. If he shrugs once more...

They walked dong one of the rampart wals thet ran out diagondly from the tower then angled sraight
back to the mountain. He noted that there were crosses imbedded in the breast-high parapet, too. A
quedtion rosein hismind: "l don't recal seeing any crosses in the outer aspect of the wall.”

"There aren't any. Only on the ingde. And look at the blocks here. See how perfectly they fit. Not a
speck of mortar is used to hold them together. All the wdls in the keep are congtructed this way. It's a
log art.”

Woermann didn't care about stone blocks. He indicated the rampart beneath ther feet. "You say



there are rooms baow us here?"

"Two tiers of them within each wall, each with a dit window through the outer wall, and a door to a
corridor leading to the courtyard.”

"Excdlent. They'll do nicely for barracks. Now to the tower."

The watchtower was of unusud design. It had five levels, each congding of a two-room suite that
took up dl of the levd save the space required for a door onto asmdl exposed landing. A stone stairway
climbed the inner surface of the tower's northern wal in a steep zigzag.

Breathing hard after the dimb, Woermann leaned over the parapet that rimmed the tower roof and
scanned the long stretch of the Dinu Pass commanded by the keep. He could now see the best
placements for his antitank rifles. He had little faith in the effectiveness of the 7.92mm Panzerbuchse 38s
he had been given, but then he didn't expect to have to use them. Nor the mortars. But he would set them

up anyway.
"Not much can go by unnoticed from up here" he said, speaking to himsdf.

Alexandra replied unexpectedly. "Except in the spring fog. The whole pass gets filled with heavy fog
every night during the spring.”

Woermann made amentd note of that. Those on watch duty would have to keep ther ears open as
wel asther eyes.

"Where are dl the birds?' he asked. It bothered him that he hadn't seen any yet.

"I've never seen a bird in the keep," Alexandra said. "Ever."

"Doexn't that strike you as odd?"

"The keep itsdf is odd, Herr Mg or, what with its crosses and dl. | stopped trying to explain it when |
was ten years old. It's just here”

"Who built it?" Woermann asked, and turned away so he wouldn't have to see the shrug he knew was
coming.

"A five people and you will get five answers. All different. Some say it was one of the old lords of
Wallachia, some say it was a defiant Turk, and there are even a few who believe it was built by one of
the Popes. Who knows for sure? Truth can shrink and fancy can grow much in five centuries.”

"You redly think it takes that long?' Woermann said, taking in a find survey of the pass before he
turned away. It can happen in a matter of a few years.

As they reached courtyard levd, the sound of hammering drew Alexandra toward the corridor that
ran dong the inner wal of the south rampart. Woermann followed. When Alexandru saw men hammering
a thewadls, he ran ahead for a closer look, then scurried back to Woermann.

"Herr Captain, they're driving spikes between the soned” he cried, his hands twiding together as he
spoke. "Stop them! They're ruining the wallg"

"Nonsense! Those 'spikes are common nalls, and there's one being placed only every ten feet or so.
We have two generators and the men are dringing up lights. The German Army does not live by
torchlight.”



Asthey progressed down the corridor, they came upon a soldier kneding on the floor and stabbing at
one of the blocks in the wal with his bayonet. Alexandra became even more agitated.

"And him?' the Romanian said in a harsh whisper. "Is he gringing lights?'

Woermann moved swiftly and slently to a pogtion directly behind the preoccupied private. As he
watched the man pry at one of theinlaid crosses with the point of his heavy blade, Woermann fdt himsdf
tremble and break out in a cold swest.

"Who assgned you to this duty, soldier?’

The private started in surprise and dropped his bayonet. His pinched face paed as he turned to see
his commeanding officer ganding over him. He scrambled to his feet.

"Answver mel" Woermann shouted.

"No one, Sr." He stood at atention, eyes sraight ahead.
"What was your assgnment?'

"To hdp gring the lights, ar."

"And why aren't you?'

"No excuse, gr."

"I'm not your drill sergeant, soldier. | want to know what you had in mind when you decided to act
like a common vandd rather than a German soldier. Answer me”

"Gold, dr," the private said shegpishly. It sounded lame and he evidently knew it. "There's been tak
thet this castle was built to hide papa treasure. And al these crosses, Sr ... they look like gold and slver.
| was just—"

"You were neglecting your duty, soldier. What's your name?"
"Lutz, Sr."

"Wdl, Private Lutz, it's been a profitable day for you. You've not only learned that the crosses are
made of brass and nickd rather than gold and slver, but you've earned yoursdlf a place on the firs watch
dl week aswdl. Report to Sergeant Oster when you've finished with the lights™

As Lutz sheathed his fdlen bayonet and marched away, Woermann turned to Alexandra to find him
white-faced and trembling.

"The crosses must never be touched!" the Romanian said. "Never!"
"And why not?"

"Because it's dways been that way. Nathing in the keep isto be changed. Thet is why we work. That
iswhy you mus not stay here!™

"Good day, Alexandra,” Woermann said in a tone he hoped would 9gnd the end of the discusson.
He sympathized with the older man's predicament, but his own duty took precedence.

As he turned away he heard Alexandra's plantive voice behind him.



"Please, Herr Captain! Tdl them not to touch the crosses! Not to touch the crosses!”

Woermann resolved to do just that. Not for Alexandras sake, but because he could not explain the
namdess fear that had crept over im as he had watched Lutz pry a that cross with his bayonet. It had
not been a smple stab of unease, but rather a cold, sick dread that had coiled about his somach and
sgueezed. And he could not imagine why.

Wednesday, 23 April
0320 hours

It was late by the time Woermann gratefully settled into his bedroll on the floor of his quarters. He had
chosen the third floor of the tower for himsdf; it stood above the wals and was not too hard adimb. The
front room would serve as an office, the samdler rear room as a persond hillet. The two front
windows—glasdess rectangular openings in the outer wal flanked by wooden shutters—gave him a
good view of most of the pass, and the village as wdl; through the pair of windows to the rear he was
able to keep an eye on the courtyard.

The shutters were dl open to the night. He had turned off his lights and spent a quiet moment at the
front windows. The gorge was obscured by a gently undulaing layer of fog. With the passing of the sun,
cold ar had begun to dip down from the mountain peaks, mixing with the moig ar aong the floor of the
pass, which dill retained some hest from the day. A white drifting river of migt was the result. The scene
was lit only by starlight, but such an incredible array of stars as seen only in the mountains. He could stare
at them and amost understand the ddlirious motion in Van Gogh's Starry Night. The slence was broken
only by the low hum of the generators Situated in a far corner of the courtyard. A timeess scene, and
Woermann lingered over it until he felt himsdf nodding off.

Once in the bedroll, however, he found deep dusve despite hisfatigue, his mind scattering thoughts in
dl directions. cold tonight, but not cold enough for the fireplaces ... no wood for them anyway ... heat
wouldn't be a problem with summer coming on ... neither would water since they had found cisterns full
of itin the celar floor, fed continuoudy by an underground stream... sanitation dways a problem ... how
long were they going to be here anyway? ... should he let the men deep in tomorrow after the long day
they had judt finished? ... maybe get Alexandru and his boys to fashion some cots for the men and himsdf
to get them off these cold stone floors ... especidly if they would be here into the fal and winter months
.. If the war lasted that long...

Thewar ... it seemed so far away now. The thought of resgning his commission drifted across his
mind again. During the day he could escape it, but here in the dark where he was done with himsdf it
crept up and crouched on his chest, demanding attention.

He couldn't resign now, not while his country was dill at war. Epecidly not while he was stationed in
these desolate mountains a the whim of the soldier-politicians in Berlin. That would be playing directly
into their hands. He knew what was on their minds Join the Party or well keep you out of the fight; join
the Party or well disgrace you with assgnments like watchdog duty in the Transylvanian Alps, join the

Party or resgn.
Perhaps held resign after the war. This spring marked his twenty-fifth year in the army. And with the



way things were going, perhaps a quarter century was enough. It would be good to be home every day
with Helga, spend some time with the boys, and hone his painting skills on Prussian landscapes.

Stll... the amy had been home for so long, and he could not help but believe that the German Army
would somehow outlast these Nazis. If he could just hang on long enough...

He opened his eyes and looked into the darkness. Although the wall opposite im was logt in shadow,
he could dmogt sense the crossesinlad in the stone blocks there. He was not a rdigious man, but there
was unaccountable comfort to be found in their presence.

Which brought to mind the incident in the corridor this afternoon. Try as he might, Woermann could
not completely shake off the dread that had gripped him as he had watched that private—what was his
name? Lutz2—gouging that cross.

Lutz ... Private Lutz ... that man was trouble ... better have Oster keep an eye on him...

He drifted into deep wondering if Alexandras nightmare awaited him.

The Keep
Wednesday, 23 April
0340 hours

Private Hans Lutz squatted under a naked low-wattage bulb, a lone figure perched on an idand of
light midstream in ariver of darkness, pulling deeply on a cigarette, his back agang the cold stone of the
keep's cdlar wdls. His hdmet was off, reveding blond hair and ayouthful face marred by the hard set of
his eyes and mouth. Lutz ached dl over. He was tired. He wanted nothing more than to dimb into his
bedrall for afew hours of oblivion. In fact, if it were just a bit warmer down here in the cdlar he would
doze off right where he was.

But he could not dlow that to happen. Getting firs watch for the entire week was bad enough—God
knows what would happen if he got caught degping on duty. And it was not beyond Captain Woermann
to come dralling down the very corridor where Lutz was Stting, just to check up on him. He had to stay
awake.

Jug his luck for the captain to come by this afternoon. Lutz had been eyeing those funny-looking
crosses since hefirg set foot in the courtyard. Findly, after an hour of his being near them, the temptation
hed been too great. They had looked like gold and siver, yet it seemed impossible they would be. Hed
hed to find out, and now he wasin trouble.



WEel, a least he had satisfied his curiogty: no gold or slver. The knowledge hardly seemed worth a
week of firg watch, though.

He cupped his hands around the pulsating glow of his cigarette tip to warm them. Gott, it was cold!
Colder down here than in the open ar up on the rampart where Erngt and Otto were pairolling. Lutz had
come down to the cellar knowing it was cold. Ogtengibly, he hoped the lower temperature would refresh
him and help keep him awake; actudly, he wanted a chance for a private reconnaissance.

For Lutz had yet to be dissuaded from his belief that there was papa treasure here. There were too
meany indications—in fact, everything pointed to it. The crosses were the fira and most obvious clue; they
weren't good, strong, symmetrical Maltese crosses, but they were crosses nonethdess. And they did
look like gold and slver. Further, none of the rooms was furnished, which meant that no one was
intended to live here. But far more driking was the constant maintenance: Some organization had been
paying the upkeep of this place for centuries without interruption. Centuries! He knew of only one
organization with the power, the resources, and the continuity for that—the Catholic Church.

As far as Lutz was concerned, the keep was being maintained for only one purpose: to safeguard
Vaican loot.

It was here somewhere—behind the wdls or under the floors—and held find it.

Lutz stared a the stone wdl across the corridor from him. The crosses were paticulaly numerous
down herein the cellar, and as usud they dl looked the same—

—except perhaps for that one off to the left there, the one in the stone on the bottom row at the edge
of thelight ... something different about the way the wan illumination glanced off its surface. A trick of the
light? A different finish?

Or adifferent metd?

Lutz took his Schmeisser automatic from its reting place across his knees and leaned it againg the
wadl. He unsheathed his bayonet as he crawled across the corridor on his hands and knees. The ingtant
the point touched the ydlow metd of the cross's upright he knew he was on to something: The metd was
soft... soft and ydlow as only solid gold can be.

His hands began to tremble as he dug the tip of the blade into the interface of cross and stone,
wedging it deeper and deeper until he fdt it grate againgd stone. Despite increasing pressure, he could
advance the blade no farther. He had penetrated to the rear of theinlaid cross. With a little work he was
sure he could pop the entire thing out of the stone in one piece. Leaning againg the handle of the knife,
Lutz applied seadily increesng pressure. He felt something give and stopped to look.

Damn! The tempered sted of the bayonet was tearing through the gold. He tried to adjust the vector
of force more directly outward from the stone, but the metd continued to bulge, to stretch—

—the stone moved.

Lutz withdrew the bayonet and studied the block. Nothing specid about it: two feet wide, about a
foot and ahdf high, and probably a foot deep. It was unmortared like the rest of the blocks in the wall,
only now it stood a ful quarter inch out from its felows. He rose and paced the distance down to the
doorway on the |ft; entering the room there, he paced the distance back to the wal within. He repeated
the procedure on the other side in the room to the right of the loose stone. Smple addition and
subtraction revealed a sgnificant discrepancy. The number of steps didn't match.



There was alarge dead space behind the wall.

With atight thrill ingling in his chest, Lutz fairly fdl upon the loose block, prying franticdly at its edge.
Despite his best efforts, however, he could not move it any farther out of the wal. He hated the thought,
but findly had to admit that he couldn't do it done. He would have to bring someone sein on this

Otto Grungtadt, patralling the wal at this moment, was the obvious choice. He was adways looking for
away to pick up afew quick and easy marks. And there were more than a few involved here. Behind
that loose stone waited millionsin papa gold. Lutz was sure of it. He could dmogt tasteit.

Leaving his Schmeisser and bayonet behind, he ran for the Sairs.

"Hurry, Otto!"

"l dill don't know about this" Grungtadt said, trotting to keep up. He was heavier, darker than Lutz,
and swesting despite the cold. "I'm supposed to be on duty above. If I'm caught—"

"Thiswill only take aminute or two. It'sright over here" Luiz said.

After hdping himsdf to a kerosene lamp from the supply room, he had literdly pulled Grungtadt from
his pogt, taking dl the while of treasure and of being rich for life, of never having to work again. Like a
moath catching Sght of alight, Grunstadt had followed.

"See?' Luiz said, sanding over the stone and pointing. "See how it's out of line?"

Grunstadt kndlt to examine the warped and lacerated border of the stone's inlad cross. He picked up
LutZ's bayonet and pressed the cutting edge againg the yelow metd of the upright. It cut easily.

"Gald, dl rignt,” he sad softly. Lutz wanted to kick him, tdl him to hurry up, but he had to let
Grunstadt make up his own mind. He watched him try the bayonet point on dl the other crosses within
reach. "All the other uprights are brass. Thisis the only one that's worth anything.”

"And the stone that it'sinisloose" Lutz added quickly. "And there's a dead space behind it Six feet
wide and who knows how deep.”

Grungtadt looked up and grinned. The condusion was inescapable. "Let's get Sarted.”

Working in concert they made progress, but not quickly enough to satisfy Lutz. The stone block
canted infinitesmdly to the eft, then to the right, and after fifteen minutes of backbreaking labor it stood
less than an inch out from the wall.

"Wait," Lutz panted. "Thisthing isafoot deep. Itll take dl night like this. Well never finish before the
next watch. Let's seeif we can bend the center of the cross out alittle more. I've got an idea.”

Usng both bayonets, they managed to bulge the gold upright out of its groove at a point just below
the slver crosspiece, leaving enough space behind it to dip Lutz's bet through between the metd and the
stone,

"Now we can pull Sraight out!”

Grungtedt returned the amile, but weekly. He seemed uneasy about being away from his post for so



long. "Then let's get to it".

They put their feet on the wal above and beside the block, each with both hands on the belt, then
threw their aching backs, legs, and arms into extracting the stubborn stone. With a high-pitched scrape of
protest, it began to move, shimmying, shuddering, diding. Then it was out. They pushed it to the sde and
Lutz fumbled for a match.

"Ready to be rich?' He it the kerosene lamp and held it to the opening. Nothing but darkness within.
"Always" Grungtedt replied. "When do | start counting?'

"Soon as | get back." He adjusted the flame, then began to belly-crawl through the opening, pushing
the lamp ahead of him. He found himsdf in a narrow stone shaft, angled dightly downward ... and only
four feet long. The shaft ended a another stone block, identicd to the one they had just struggled so long
and s0 hard to move. Lutz held the lamp close to it. This cross looked like gold and dlver, too.

"Give me the bayonet,” he said, reaching his hand back to Grunstedi.
Grungtadt placed the handle of the bayonet into the waiting pam. "What's the matter?'
"Roadblock.”

For a moment, Lutz fdt defeated. With barely room for one men in the narrow shaft, it would be
impossble to remove the second stone that faced him. The whole wal would have to be broken through,
and that was more than he and Grungtadt could hope to accomplish on their own, no matter how many
nights they worked at it. He didn't know what to do next, but he had to satiffy his curiogty as to the
metasin theinlaid cross before him. If the upright was gold, he would at least be sure that he was on the
right track.

Grunting as he twisted within the confinement of the shaft, Lutz dug the point of the bayonet into the
cross. It sank easly. But more, the stone began to swing backward, as if hinged on its left Sde. Ecddtic,
Lutz pushed at it with his free hand and found that it was only a facade no more than an inch thick. It
moved eadly at his touch, rdeasing a waft of cold, fetid arr from the darkness beyond it. Something in
that air caused the hair on hisarms and at the base of his neck to stand on end.

Cold, he thought, as he fet himsdf shiver involuntarily, but not that cold.

He dtifled a growing unease and crawled forward, diding the lamp ahead of him aong the stone floor
of the shaft. As he passed it through the new opening, the flame began to die. It nether flickered nor
sputtered within its glass chimney, so the blame could not be lad on any turbulence in the cold ar that
continued to drift past him. The flane merdy began to waste away, to wither on its wick. The possihility
of anoxious gas crossed hismind, but Lutz could smdl nothing and fdt no shortness of breath, no eye or
nesd irritation.

Perhaps the kerosene was low. As he pulled the lamp back to him to check, the flame returned to its
former Sze and brightness. He shook the base and fdt the liquid dosh around within. Plenty of kerosene.
Puzzled, he pushed the lamp forward again, and again the flame began to shrink. The farther into the
chamber he pushed it, the smdler it became, illuminaing absolutely nothing. Something was wrong here.

"Otto!" he caled over his shoulder. "Tie the bet around one of my ankles and hold on. I'm gaing
further down."

"Why don't we wait urtil tomorrow ... when it'slight?'



"Are you mad? The whole detall will know then! Theyll dl want a share—and the captain will
probably take mogt of it! Well have done dl the work and well wind up with nothing!™

Grungtadt's voice wavered. "l don't like this anymore.”
"Something wrong, Otto?"
“I'm not sure. | just don't want to be down here anymore.”

"Stop taking like an old woman!" Lutz snapped. He didn't need Grunstadt going soft on him now. He
fdt uneasy himsdf, but there was a fortune just inches away and he wasn't going to let anything stop him
from daming it. "Tie that belt and hold on! If this shaft gets any steeper, | don't want to dip down.”

"All right," came the reluctant reply from behind him. "But hurry.”

Lutz waited until he felt the belt cinch tight around his left ankle, then began to crawl forward into the
dark chamber, the lamp ahead of him. He was seized by a sense of urgency. He moved as quickly as the
confined space would dlow. By the time his head and shoulders were through the opening, the lamp's
flame had dimmed to a tiny blue-white flicker ... asif the light were unwelcome, as if the darkness had
sent the flame back into its wick.

As Lutz advanced the lamp afew more inches, the flame died. With its passng he redized he was not
done.

Something as dark and as cold as the chamber he had entered was awake and hungry and beside
him. He began to shake uncontrollably. Terror ripped through his bowels. He tried to retreat, to pull his
shoulders and head back but he was caught. It was as if the shaft had closed upon him, holding him
hepless in a darkness so complete there was no up or down. Cold engulfed him, and so did fear—a
combined embrace that threatened to drive hm mad. He opened his mouth to cdl for Otto to pull him
back. The cold entered him as his voice rose in an agony of terror.

Outsde, the belt Grunstadt held in his hands began to whip back and forth as Lutz's legs writhed and
kicked and thrashed about in the shaft. There was a sound like a human voice, but so full of horror and
despair, and sounding so far away, that Grunstadt could not believe it came from his friend. The sound
came to an abrupt gurgling hat that was awful to hear. And asit ceased, so did Lutz's frantic movements.

"Hans?'
No answer.

Thoroughly frightened, Grunstadt hauled back on the belt until Lutz's feet were within reach. He then
gripped both boots and pulled Lutz back into the corridor.

When he saw what he had delivered from the shaft, Grunstadt began to scream. The sound echoed up
and down the cdlar corridor, reverberating and growing in volume until the very wals began to shake.

Cowed by the amplified sound of his own terror, Grunstadt stood transfixed as the wall into which his
friend had crawled bulged outward, minute cracks appearing dong the edges of the heavy granite blocks.
A wide crevice jagged up from the space Ieft by the stone they had removed. The few puny lights strung
dong the corridor began to dim, and when they were nearly out, the wal burst open with a find
convulgve tremor, showering Grungtadt with shards of shattered stone and rdeasing something
inconcaivably black that leaped out and enveloped him with a sngle smooth swift flowing maotion.

The horror had begun.



THREE

Tavira, Portugd
Wednesday, 23 April

0235 hours (Greenwich Mean Time)

The red-haired man suddenly found himsdf awake. Sleep had dropped away like a loosened cloak
and a firg he did not know why. It had been a hard day of fouled nets and rough sess; after turning in a
his usud hour, he should have dept through until firg light. Yet now, after only a few hours, he was
awake and dert. Why?

And then he knew.

Grim faced, he pounded his fig once, twice, into the cool sand around the low wooden frame of his
bed. There was anger in his movements, and a certain resgnation. He had hoped this moment would
never come, had told himsdf time and again that it never would. But now that it was here, he redized it
hed been inevitable dl aong.

He rose from the bed and, clad only in a parr of undershorts, began to roam the room. He had
smooth, even fegtures, but the divetint of his skin clashed with the red of his hair; his scarred shoulders
were broad, hiswast narrow. He moved with feine grace about the interior of the tiny shack, snatching
items of dothing from hooks on the walls, persond articles from the table beside the door, dl the while
mentdly planning his route of travel to Romania. When he had gathered up what he wanted, he tossed
everything onto the bed and rolled it up in the bed blanket, tied the roll with siring at both ends.

After pulling on a jacket and loose pants, he dung the rolled blanket across his shoulder, grabbed a
short shove and stepped out into the night air, cool, sdty, moonless. Over the dunes, the Atlantic hissed
and rumbled againgt the shore. He walked to the landward side of the dune nearest his hut and began to
dig. Four feet down the shove scraped againgt something solid. The red-haired man knelt and began to
dig with his hands. A few quick, fierce movements brought him to a long, narrow, oilskin-wrapped case
which he tugged and wrested from the hole. It measured five feet or so in length, was perhaps ten inches
wide and only an inch deep. He paused, his shoulders dumping as he held the case in his hands. He had
amog come to beieve that he would never have to open it again. Putting it aside, he dug farther and
came up with an unusudly heavy money belt, dso wrapped in oilskin.

The belt went under his shirt and around hiswaist, the long, flat case under his arm. With the onshore
breeze ruffling his hair, he walked over the dune to where Sanchez kept his boat, high on the sand and
tied to a piling as proof againg the unlikey posshility of its drifting away in a fresk tide. A careful man,
Sanchez. A good boss. The red-haired man had enjoyed working for him.



Rummeging in the boat's forward compartment, he pulled out the nets and threw them on the sand.
Next came the wooden box for tools and tackle. This joined the nets on the sand, but not before he had
extricated a hammer and nail from its jumbled contents. He walked toward Sanchez's piling, drawing four
Audrian hundred-kronen gold pieces from his money belt. There were many other gold coins in the belt,
different szes from different countries: Russan ten-ruble chevronets, Audrian hundred-shilling pieces,
Czech ten-ducats, U.S. double eagles, and more. He would have to depend heavily on the universa
acceptance of gold in order to travel the length of the Mediterranean in wartime.

With two swift, powerful strokes of the hammer, he pierced the four coins with a nall, fixing them to
the piling. They'd buy Sanchez anew boat. A better one.

He untied the rope from the piling, dragged the boat into the quiet surf, hopped in, and grabbed the
oars. When he had rowed past the breakers and had pulled the Sngle sall to the top of its magt, he turned
the prow east toward Gibrdtar, not far away, and dlowed himsdf a find look at the tiny darlit fishing
village at the southern tip of Portugd that had been his home for the past few years. It hadn't been easy to
work his way into ther trust. These villagers had never accepted him as one of their own, and never
would; but they had accepted him as a good worker. They respected that. The work had accomplished
its purpose, leaving him lean and tight-muscled again after too many years of soft dty-living. He had
meade friends, but no close ones. None he could not walk away from.

It was a hard life here, yet he would gladly work twice as hard and stay rather than go where he must
and face what he mug. His hands clenched and unclenched tensdly a the thought of the confrontation
that awaited him. But there was no one ese to go. Only him.

He could not dlow dday. He had to reach Romania as quickly as possible and had to travd the entire
2,300-mile length of the Mediterranean Sea to get there.

In the recently disturbed corner of his mind was the redlization that he might not get there in time. That
he might already be too late ... a possibility too awful to contemplate.

FOUR

The Keep
Wednesday, 23 April
0435 hours

Woermann awoke trembling and swesting at the same ingant as everyone dsein the keep. It was not
Grungtadt's prolonged and repeated howling that had done it, for Woermann was out of earshot of the
sound. Something else had ripped him gasping with terror from hisdeep ... the feding that something had
gone terribly wrong.



After amoment of confusion, Woermann shrugged into his tunic and trousers and ran down the steps
to the base of the tower. The men were beginning to trickle out of their rooms and into the courtyard as
he arrived, to gather in tense, muttering groups ligening to the eerie howl that seemed to come from
everywhere. He directed three of the men toward the arch that led to the cdlar stairs. He had just
reached the top of the gairs himsdf when two of them reappeared, white faced, tight lipped, and
trembling.

"There's a dead men down there!” one said.
"Who isit?" Woermann asked as he pushed between them and started down the steps.
"l think it's Lutz, but I'm not sure. His head's gone!”

A uniformed corpse awaited him in the centrd corridor. It lay on its bely, hdf covered with stony
rubble. Headless. But the head had not been diced off, as with a guilloting, or hacked off—it had been
torn off, leaving sumps of arteries and a twisted vertebra protruding within the ragged edge of the skin of
the neck. The soldier had been a private, and that was dl he could tdl a firs glance. A second private
sat nearby, hiswide, blank, staring eyes fixed on the hole in the wal before him. As Woermann watched,
the second soldier shuddered and emitted a loud, long, wavering ululaion that raised the fine hairs dong
Woermann's nape.

"What happened here, Private?' Woermann asked, but the soldier did not react. Woermann grabbed
his shoulder and shook him but there was no sgn in the eyes that he even knew his commanding officer
was there. He seemed to have crawled into himsdf and blocked out the rest of the world.

The rest of the men were inching down the corridor to see what had happened. Steding himsdif,
Woermann leaned over the headless figure and went through its pockets. The wdlet held an identity card
for Private Hans Lutz. He had seen dead men before, victims of war, but this was different. This sickened
hm in a way the others had not. Batlefidd desths were mostly impersond; this was not. This was
horrible, mutilating death for its own sake. And in the back of his mind was the quedtion: Is this what
happens when you deface a cross here in the keep?

Ogter arrived with alamp. When it was lit, Woermann held it before him and gingerly stepped through
the large holein the wall. The light bounced off blank walls. His breath puffed white in the air and drifted
away behind him. It was cold, colder than it should be, with a musgty odor, and something more ... a hint
of putrescence that made him want to back away. But the men were watching.

He followed the cool draught of ar to its source: a large, ragged hole in the floor. The stone of the
floor had apparently fdlen in when the wall collapsed. There was inky blackness below. Woermann held
the lamp over the opening. Stone steps, strewn with rubble from the collapsed floor, led downward. One
particular piece of rubble looked more spherica than the others. He lowered the lamp for a better ook
and difled a cry when he saw what it was. The head of Private Hans Lutz, open eyed and bloody
mouthed, stared back at him.

FIVE



Bucharest, Romania
Wednesday, 23 April
0455 hours

It did not occur to Magda to question her actions until she heard her father's voice cdling her.

“Magdal"

She looked up and saw her face in the mirror over her dresser. Her hair was down, a glossy cascade
of dark brown that splashed againg her shoulders and flowed down her back. She was unaccustomed to
seaing hersdf so. Usudly, her har was tightly coiled up under her kerchief, dl but a few stubborn strands
tucked safdy out of Sght. She never let it down during the day.

An ingant's confuson: What day was it? And what time? Magda glanced &t the clock. Five minutes to
five Impossble! She had dready been up for fifteen or twenty minutes. It mugt have stopped during the
night. Y et when she picked it up she could fed the mechaniam ticking away within. Strange...

Two quick steps took her to the window on the other Sde of the dresser. A peek behind the heavy
shade reveded a dark and quiet Bucharest, Hill adeep.

Magda looked down at hersdf and saw she was dlill in her nightgown, the blue flannd one, tight at the
throat and deeves and loose dl the way down to the floor. Her breasts, dthough not large, jutted out
shamdesdy under the soft, warm, heavy fabric, free of the tight undergarments that imprisoned them
during the day. She quickly folded her arms over them.

Magda was a mysery to the community. Despite her soft, even features, her smooth, pale skin and
wide brown eyes, a thirty-one she remained unmarried. Magda the scholar, the devoted daughter, the
nursemad. Magda the spingter. Yet many a younger woman who was married would have envied the
shape and texture of those breests: fresh, unmarred, unsuckled, untouched by any hand but her own.
Magda fdt no desire to dter that.

Her father's voice broke through her reverie.
"Magda What are you doing?'

She glanced at the hdf-filled suitcase on the bed and the words sprang unbidden to her mind.
"Packing us some warm clothes, Papal”

After abrief pause her father said, "Comein here so | don't wake up the rest of the building with my
shouting.”

Magda made her way quickly through the dark to where her father lay. It took but a few steps. Thar
dreet-level gpartment conssted of four rooms—two bedrooms sde by dde, a tiny kitchen with a
wood-burning stove, and a dightly larger front room that served as foyer, living room, dining room, and
Sudy. She sordy missed their old house, but they had had to move in here 9x months ago to make the
mogt of their savings, sdling off the furniture that didntt fit. They had affixed the family mezuzah to the
indde of the apartment's doorpost ingead of the outsde. Consdering the temper of the times, tha
Seemed wise



One of her father's Gypsy friends had carved asmdl patrin circle on the outer surface of the door. It
meant "friend.”

The tiny lamp on the nightand to the right of her father's bed was lit; a high-backed wooden
whedchair sat empty to the left. Pressed between the white covers of his bed like a wilted flower folded
into the pages of a scrapbook lay her father. He raised a twisted hand, gloved in cotton as dways, and
beckoned, windng a the pain the Smple gesture caused him. Magda grasped the hand as she sat down
beside him, massaging the fingers, hiding her own pain a seeing him fade away alittle each day.

"What's this about packing?' he asked, his eyes bright in the tight, sallow glow of his face. He squinted
a her. His glasses lay on the nightstand and he was virtudly blind without them. "You never told me
about leaving."

"We're both going,” she replied, amiling.
"Where?'

Magda fdt her amile fdter as confuson came over her again. Where were they going? She redized
she had no firm idea, only a vague impresson of snowy peaks and chill winds.

"The Alps, Papa."

Her father's lips parted in a toothy smile that threstened to crack the parchment-like skin stretched so
tightly over hisfacid bones.

"You mugt have been dreaming, my dear. Were going nowhere. | certainly won't be traveing
far—ever again. It was a dream. A nice dream, but that's al. Forget it and go back to deep.”

Magda frowned a the crushed resgnation in her father's voice. He had adways been such a fighter.
His illness was sgpping more than his strength. But now was no time to argue with him. She patted the
back of his hand and reached for the sring on the bedside lamp.

" guess your'e right. It was a dream.” She kissed him on the forehead and turned out the light, leaving
hmin darkness.

Back in her room, Magda studied the partidly packed suitcase waiting on the bed. Of course it had
been a dream that had made her think they were going somewhere. What ese could it be? A trip
anywhere was out of the question.

Yet the feding remained ... such a dead certainty tha they were going somewhere north, and soon.
Dreams weren't supposed to leave such definite impressons. It gave her an odd, uncomfortable feding ...
liketiny cold fingers running lightly along the skin of her arms.

She couldn't shake the certainty. And so she closed the suitcase and shoved it under the bed, leaving
the straps unfastened and the clothes ingde ... warm clothes... it was 4ill cold in the Alps this time of
yedr.



SIX

The Keep
Wednesday, 23 April
0622 hours

It was hours before Woermann could St with Sergeant Oster and have a cup of coffee in the mess.
Private Grunstadt had been carried to a room and left done there. He had been placed in his bedroll after
being stripped and washed by two of his fdlow privates. He had apparently wet and soiled his clothes
before going into his ddirium.

"Asnear as| canfigureit,” Oster was saying, "thewdl collgpsed and one of those big blocks of stone
mug have landed on the back of his neck and torn his head off."

Woermann sensed that Oster was trying to sound very cam and andyticd, but indde was as confused
and shocked as everybody else.

"As good an explandtion as any, | suppose, barring a medicd examination. But it dill doesn't tdl us
what they were up to down there, and it doesn't explain Grunstadt's condition.”

||S1mi<lll

Woermann shook his head. "That man has been through battle. | know he's seen worse. | can't accept
shock as the whole answer. Theré's something ese”

He had arrived at his own recongtruction of the events of the preceding night. The stone block with its
vanddized cross of gold and slver, the bet around Lutz's ankle, the shaft into the wal ... it dl indicated
that Lutz had crawled into the shaft expecting to find more gold and slver at its end. But dl that was there
was a smdl, empty, blind cubicle ... like atiny prison cdl... or hiding place. He could think of no good
reason why there should be any space there a dl.

"They must have upset the balance of the stonesin the wal by removing that one at the bottom,” Oster
sad. "That's what caused the collapse.”

"I doubt that,” Woermann replied, spping his coffee for warmth as wel as for simulation. "The cdlar
floor, yes That weakened and fdl into the subcellar. But the corridor wadl..." He remembered the way
the stones had been scattered about the corridor, as if blown out by an explosion. He could not explain
that. He set his coffee cup down. Explanations would have to wait.

"Come. Work to do." He headed for his quarters while Oster went to make the twice daily radio cdl
to the Ploiesti defense garrison. The sergeant was ingructed to report the casudty as an accidenta death.

The sky was light as Woermann stood at the rear window of his quarters and looked down on the
courtyard, dill in shadow. The keep had changed. There was an unease about it. Y esterday the keep had
been nothing more than an old stone building. Now it was more. Each shadow seemed deeper and
darker than before, and snigter in some unfathomable way.

He blamed it on predawn maase and on the shock of death so near a hand. Yet as the sun findly



conquered the mountaintops on the far gde of the pass, chasing the shadows and warming the stone
wadls of the keep, Woermann had the feding that the light could not banish what was wrong. It could only
drive it beneath the surface for awhile

The men fdt it, too. He could see that. But he was determined to keep their spirits up. When
Alexandra arrived this morning, he would send him back immediatdy for a cartload of lumber. There
were cots and tables to be made. Soon the keep would be filled with the hedthy sound of hammers in
strong hands driving good nalls into seasoned wood. He waked to the window facing the causeway.
Y es, there was Alexandra and his two boys now. Everything was going to be dl right.

He lifted his gaze to the tiny village, transected by the sunlight pouring over the mountaintops—its
upper haf aglow, its lower hdf ill in shadow. And he knew he would have to paint the village just as he
saw it now. He stepped back: The village, framed in the drab gray of the wall, shone like a jewd. That
would beit ... the village seen through the window in the wall. The contrasts appealed to hm. He had an
urge to set up a canvas and start immediatedly. He painted best under stress and most loved to paint then,
losng himsdf in perspective and compasition, light and shadow, tint and texture.

The rest of the day went quickly. Woermann oversaw the placement of Lutz's body in the subcdlar. It
and the severed head were carried down through the opening in the cdllar floor and covered with a sheet
on the dirt floor of the cavern below. The temperature down there fdt close to freezing. There was no
dgn of vermin about and it seemed the best place to store the cadaver until later in the week when
arrangements could be made for shipment home,

Under norma circumstances, Woermann would have been tempted to explore the subcellar—the
Subterranean cavern with its gligening walls and inky recesses might have sparked an interesting painting.
But not thistime. He told himsdf it was too cold, that he would wait until summer and do a proper job of
it. But that wasn't true. Something about this cavern urged him to be gone from it as soon as possible.

It became apparent as the day progressed that Grunstadt was going to be a problem. There was no
dgn of improvement. He lay in whatever position he was placed and stared into space. Every so often he
would shudder and moan; occasondly, he would howl at the top of hislungs. He soiled himsdf again. At
this rate, with no intake of food or fluid and without skilled nurang care, he would not survive the week.
Grunstadt would have to be shipped out with Lutz's remainsif he didn't snagp out of it.

Woermann kept close watch on the mood of the men during the day and was satidfied with ther
response to the physica tasks he set for them. They worked wel despite their lack of deep and despite
Lutz's death. They had dl known Lutz, known what a schemer and a plotter he was, that he rarey
carried hisful share of the load. It seemed to be the consensus that he had brought on the very accident
thet hed killed him.

Woermann saw to it thet there was no time for mourning or brooding, even for those few so indlined.
A larine sysem had to be organized, lumber commandeered from the village, tables and chairs made. By
the time the evening mess was cleared, there were few in the detachment willing to stay up for even an
after-dinner cigarette. To aman, except for those on watch, they headed for their bedrolls.

Woermann alowed an dteration in the watch so that the courtyard guard would cover the corridor
that led to Grunsgtadit's room. Because of his cries and moans, no one would spend the night within a
hundred feet of him; but Otto had dways been wel liked by the men and they fdt an obligation to see
that he did himsdf no harm.

Near midnight, Woermann found himsdf dill wide awake despite a desperate desire to deep. With
the dark had come a sense of foreboding that refused to let him relax. Hefindly gavein to a restless urge



to be up and about and decided to tour the guard posts to be sure those on sentry duty were awake.

His tour took him down Grunstadt's corridor and he decided to look in on him. He tried to imegine
what could have driven the man into himsdlf like that. He peeked through the door. A kerosene lamp had
been left burning with alow flamein afar corner of the room. The private was in one of his quiet phases,
breething rapidly, sweeting and whimpering. The whimpering was followed regularly by a prolonged
howl. Woermann wanted to be far down the hdl when that occurred. It was unnerving to hear a human
voice make a sound like that... the voice so near and the mind so far away.

He was at the end of the corridor and about to step into the courtyard again when it came. Only this
wasnt like the others. This was a ghriek, as if Grunstadt had suddenly awakened and found himsdf on
fire, or pierced by a thousand knives—there was physca as wdl as emotiond agony in the sound this
time And then it cut off, like pulling the plug on a radio in mid-song.

Woermann froze for an indant, his nerves and muscles unwilling to respond to his commands; with
intense effort he forced himsdf to turn and run back down the corridor. He burst into the room. It was
cold, colder than a minute ago, and the kerosene lamp was out. He fumbled for a match to rdight it, then
turned to Grunstadit.

Dead. The man's eyes were open, bulging toward the celing; the mouth was agape, the lips drawn
back over the teeth asif frozen in the middle of a scream of horror. And his neck—the throat had been
ripped open. There was blood dl over the bed and splattered on the walls

Woermann's reflexes took over. Before he even knew what he was doing, his hand had clawed his
Luger from its holster and his eyes were searching the corners of the room for whoever had done this
But he could see no one. He ran to the narrow window, stuck his head through, and looked up and
down the wals. There was no rope, no Sgn of anyone meking an escape. He jerked his head back into
the room and looked around again. Impossiblel No one had come down the corridor, and no one had
gone out the window. And yet Grungtadt had been murdered.

The sound of running feet cut off further thought—the guards had heard the shriek and were coming to
invesigate. Good ... Woermann had to admit to himsdf that he was terrified. He couldn't bear to be
donein this room much longer.

Thursday, 24 April

After seeing to it that Grunstadt's body was placed next to Lutz's, Woermann made sure the men
were agan kept busy dl day building cots and tables. He fostered the bdief that there was an
anti-German partisan group a work in the area. But he found it impossible to convince himsdf; for he
hed been on the corridor when the murder had occurred and knew there was no way the killer could
have got by him without being seen—unless he could fly or walk through walls. So what was the answer?

He announced that the sentries would be doubled tonight, with extra men posted in and around the
barracks to safeguard those who were desping.

With the sound of insstent hammering risng from the courtyard below, Woermann took time out in
the afternoon to set up one of his canvases. He began to paint. He had to do something to get that awful



look on Grunstadit's face out of his mind; it helped to concentrate on mixing his pigments urtil their color
gpproximated that of the wal in his room. He decided to place the window to the right of center, then
spent the better part of two hours in the late afternoon blending the paint and smoothing it onto the
canvas, leaving awhite area for the village as seen through the window.

That night he dept. After interrupted dumber the firg night, and none on the second, his exhausted
body fairly collapsed onto his bedroll.

Private Rudy Schreck walked his patrol cautioudy and diligently, keeping an eye on Wehner on the
far dde of the courtyard. Earlier in the evening, two men for this tiny area had seemed a bit much, but as
darkness had grown and consolidated its hold on the keep, Schreck found himsdf glad to have someone
within earshot. He and Wehner had worked out a routine Both would wak the perimeter of the
courtyard within an arm's length of the wall, both going clockwise a opposite Sdes. It kept them dways
apart, but it meant better survelllance.

Rudy Schreck was not afraid for his life. Uneasy, yes, but not afraid. He was awake, dert; he had a
rapid-fire weapon dung over his shoulder and knew how to use it—whoever had killed Otto lagt night
was not going to have a chance againgt him. Still, he wished for more light in the courtyard. The scattered
bulbs sailling stark pools of brightness here and there aong the periphery did nothing to dispe the overal
gloom. The two rear corners of the courtyard were epecidly dark wdls of blackness.

The night was chilly. To make matters worse, fog had seeped in through the barred gate and hung in
the ar around him, sheening the meta surface of his hemet with droplets of moisture. Schreck rubbed a
hand across his eyes. Mogtly he was tired. Tired of everything that had to do with the army. War wasn't
what he had thought it would be. When he had joined up two years ago he had been eighteen with a
head full of dreams of sound and fury, of great battles and noble victories, of huge armies dashing on
fidds of honor. That was the way it had dways been in the higory books. But red war hadn't turned out
that way. Red war was modlly waiting. And the walting was usudly dirty, cold, nasty, and wet. Rudy
Schreck had had hisfill of war. He wanted to be home in Treysa. His parents were there, and so was a
arl named Evawho hadn't been writing as often as she used to. He wanted his own life back again, a life
in which there were no uniforms and no inspections, no drills no sergeants, and no officers. And no
watch duty.

He was coming to the rear corner of the courtyard on the northern side. The shadows looked deeper
then ever there ... much deeper than on hislagt turn. Schreck dowed his pace as he approached. Thisis
slly, he thought. Just atrick of the light. Nothing to be afraid of.

And yet... he didn't want to go in there. He wanted to skirt this particular corner. Hed go into dl the
other corners, but not this one.

Squaring his shoulders, Schreck forced himsdf forward. It was only shadow.

He was a grown man, too old to be afrad of the dark. He continued straight ahead, maintaining an
arm's length from the wall, into the shadowed corner—

—and suddenly he was lost. Cold, sucking blackness closed in on him. He soun around to go back
the way he had come but found only more blackness. It was as though the rest of the world had
disappeared. Schreck pulled the Schmeisser off his shoulder and hdld it ready to fire. He was shivering
with cold yet swesating profusdy. He wanted to bdieve this was dl a trick, that Wehner had somehow



turned off dl the lights at the indtant he had entered the shadow. But Schreck's senses dashed that hope.
The darkness was too complete—it pressed againg his eyes and wormed its way into his courage.

There was someone agpproaching. Schreck could neither see nor hear him, but someone was there.
Coming closer.

"Wehner?' he said softly, hoping his terror didn't show in hisvoice. "Isthat you, Wehner?"

But it wasn't Wehner. Schreck redized that as the presence neared. It was someone—thing—else.
Wha fdt like a length of heavy rope suddenly coiled around his ankles. As he was yanked off his fed,
Private Rudy Schreck began screaming and firing wildly until the darkness ended the war for him.

Woermann was jolted awake by a short sputtering burst from a Schmeisser. He sprang to the window
overlooking the courtyard. One of the guards was running toward the rear. Where was the other? Damn!
He had posted two guardsin the courtyard! He was just about to turn and run for the stairs when he saw
something on the wdl. A pade lump... it dmost looked like...

It was a body ... upsde down ... a naked body hanging from a rope tied to its feet. Even from his
tower window Woermann could see the blood that had run down from the throat over the face. One of
his soldiers, fully armed and on patrol, had been daughtered and stripped and hung up like a chicken in a
butcher's window.

The fear that had so far only been nibbling at Woermann now asserted an icy, visdike grip on him.

Friday, 25 April

Three dead men in the subcdlar. Defense command at Ploiesti had been natified of the latest mortdity
but no comment had been radioed back.

There was much activity in the courtyard during the day, but little accomplished. Woermann decided
to pair the guards tonight. It seemed incredible that a partisan guerilla could take an dert, seasoned
soldier by surprise a his post, but it had happened. 1t would not happen with a pair of sentries.

In the afternoon he returned to his canvas and found a bit of rdief from the amosphere of doom that
hed settled on the keep. He began adding blotches of shadow to the blank gray of the wall, and then
detail to the edges of the window. He had decided to leave out the crosses since they would be a
digraction from the village, which he wanted to be the focus. He worked like an automaton, narrowing
hisworld to the brushstrokes on the canvas, shutting away the terror around him,

Night came quietly. Woermann kept getting up from his bedroll and going to the window overlooking
the courtyard, a useless routine but a compulson, as if he could keep everyone dive by mantaning a
persona watch on the keep. On one of his trips to the window, he noticed the courtyard sentry walking
histour alone. Rather than cal down and cause a disturbance, he decided to investigate persondly.

"Where's your partner?' he asked the lone sentry when he reached the courtyard.



The soldier whirled, then began to sammer. "He was tired, gr. | let him take aredt.”

An unessy feding clawed a Woermann's belly. "I gave orders for dl sentriesto travel in pairsd Where
ishe?'

"Inthe cab of thefird lorry, Sr."

Woermann quickly crossed to the parked vehide and pulled open the door. The soldier within did not
move. Woermann poked at hisarm.

"Wake up."

The soldier began to lean toward him, dowly at firgt, then with greater momentum until he was actudly
fdling toward his commanding officer. Woermann caught him and then amost dropped him. For as he
fdl, his head angled back to reved an open, mangled throat. Woermann eased the body to the ground,
then stepped back, damping his jaw againgt a scream of fright and horror.

Saturday, 26 April

Woermann had Alexandru and his sons turned away at the gate in the morning. Not that he suspected
them of complicity in the deaths, but Sergeant Oster had warned him that the men were edgy about ther
ingbility to maintain security. Woermann thought it best to avoid a potentidly ugly incident.

He soon learned that the men were edgy about more than security. Late in the morning a brawl broke
out in the courtyard. A corpora tried to pull rank on a private to make him give up a specidly blessed
crudfix. The private refused and a fight between two men escalated into a brawl involving a dozen. It
seemed there had been samdl tak about vampires after the firg death; it had been ridiculed then. But with
each new baffling death the idea had gained credence until believers now outnumbered nonbelievers. This
was, after al, Romania, the Transylvanian Alps.

Woermann knew he had to nip this in the bud. He gathered the men in the courtyard and spoke to
them for hdf an hour. He told them of therr duty as German soldiers to remain brave in the face of
danger, to remain true to ther cause, and not to let fear turn them againgt one another, for that would
urely lead to defedt.

"And findly," he said, notidng his audience becoming restive, "you mugt dl put asde fear of the
supernaturd. There is ahuman agent a work in these deaths and we will find him or them. It is now plan
that there must be a number of secret passages within the keep that dlows the killer to enter and leave
without being seen. Well spend the rest of the day searching for those passages. And | am assigning hdf
of you to guard duty tonight. We are going to put a stop to this once and for dl!"

The men's spirits seemed to be lifted by hiswords. In fact, he had dmost convinced himsdif.

He moved about the keep congtantly during the rest of the day, encouraging the men, watching them
measure floors and walls in search of dead spaces, tapping the walls for hollow sounds. But they found
nothing. He personaly made a quick reconnaissance of the cavern in the subcellar. It appeared to recede
into the heart of the mountain; he decided to leave it unexplored for now. There was no time, and no
ggns of disturbance in the dirt of the cavern floor to indicate that anyone had passed this way in ages. He



left orders, however, to place four men on guard at the opening to the subcdlar in the unlikdy event that
someone might try to gain entrance through the cavern below.

Woermann managed to snesk off for an hour during the late afternoon to sketch in the outline of the
village. It was his only respite from the growing tenson that pressed in on him from dl sdes. As he
worked with the charcod pencil, he could fed the unease begin to dip away, dmogt asif the canvas were
drawing it out of him. He would have to take some time tomorrow morning to add color, for it was the
village asit looked in the early light thet he wished to capture.

As the sun sank and the fading light forced him to quit, he fdt dl the dread and foreboding filter back.
With the sun overhead he could eadly beieve it was a human agent killing his men; he could laugh at tak
of vampires. But in the growing darkness, the gnawing fear returned dong with the memory of the
bloody, sodden weight of that dead soldier in hisarms lagt night.

One safe night. One night without a death, and maybe | can beat this thing. With hdf of the men
guarding the other haf tonight, | ought to be able to turn this around and start gaining ground tomorrow.

One night. Just one degthless night.

Sunday, 27 April

The morning came as Sunday mornings should—bright and sunny. Woermann had fdlen adeep in his
char; he found himsdf awake a fird light, Siff and sore. It took a moment before he redized that his
night's deep had gone uninterrupted by screams or gunshots. He pulled on his boots and hurried to the
courtyard to assure himsdf that there were as many men dive thismorning as there had been lagt night. A
quick check with one of the sentries confirmed it: No deaths had been reported.

Woermann fdt ten years younger. He had done it! There was a way to fail this killer after dl! But the
ten years began to creep back on him as he saw the worried face of a private who was hurrying across
the courtyard toward him.

"Sr!" the man said as he approached. "There's something wrong with Franz—I meen Private Ghent.
He's not awake."

Woermann's limbs suddenly fet very weak and heavy, as if dl thar strength had suddenly been
sphoned away. "Did you check him?'

"No, gr. |—I'm—"
"Lead the way."

He followed the private to the barracks within the south wall. The soldier in question was in his bedroll
ina newly made cot with his back to the door.

"Franz!" called his roommate as they entered. "The captain's herel™
Ghent did not dir.
Please, God, let him be sck or even dead of a heart seizure, Woermann thought as he stepped to the



bed. But please don't let histhroat be torn. Anything but thet.

"Private Ghent!" he said. There was no evidence of movement, not even the easy rise and fdl of the
covers over a degping man. Dreading what he would see, Woermann leaned over the cot.

The bedrall flgp was pulled to Ghent's chin. Woermann did not pull it down. He did not have to. The
dlassy eyes, sdlow skin, and drying red stain soaking through the fabric told him what he would find.

"The men are on the verge of panic, gr," Sergeant Oster was saying.

Woermann daubed color onto the canvas in short, quick, furious jabs. The morning light was right
where he wanted it on the village and he had to make the mogt of the moment. He was sure Oster
thought he had gone mad, and maybe he had. Despite the carnage around him, the painting had become
an obsession.

" don't blame them. | suppose they want to go into the village and shoot a few of the locals. But that
won't—"

"Begging your pardon, S, but that's not what they're thinking.”
Woermann lowered his brush. "Oh? What, then?'

"They think that the men who've been killed didn't bleed as much as they should have. They dso think
Lutz's degth was no accident... that he was killed the same as the others."”

"Didnt bleed...? Oh, | see. Vampire tak again.”

Oster nodded. "Yessr. And they think Lutz et it out when he opened that shaft into the dead space in
the cdlar.”

"l happen to disagree” Woermann said, hiding his expresson as he turned back to the panting. He
hed to be the steadying influence, the anchor for his men. He had to hold fast to the red and the naturd.
"I happen to think Lutz was killed by fdling stone. | happen to think that the four subsequent deaths had
nothing to do with Lutz. And | happen to believe they bled quite profusely. There is nothing around here
drinking anyone's blood, Sergeant!”

"But the throats..."

Woermann paused. Yes, the throats. They hadn't been cut—no knife or garroting wire had been
used. They had been torn open. Vicioudy. But by what? Tegth?

"Whoever the killer is, he's trying to scare us. And he's succeeding. So heré's what well do: I'm
putting every sngle man in the detachment on guard duty tonight, induding mysdf. Everyone will travel in
pars. Well have this keep so thickly patrolled that a moth won't be able to fly through unnoticed!”

"But we can't do that every night, Sr!"
"No, but we can do it tonight, and tomorrow night if need be. And then well catch whoever it is"

Ogter brightened. "Yessir!”



"Tdl me something, Sergeant,” Woermann said as Oster sduted and turned to go.
g

"Had any nightmares since we moved into the keep?

The younger man frowned. "No, gr. Can't say that | have."

"Any of the men mention any?'

"None. You having nightmares, Captain?'

"No." Woermann shook his head in a way that told Oster he was through with him for now. No
nightmeares, he thought. But the days have certainly become a bad dream.

"Il radio Ploiesti now," Ogter said as he went out the door.

Woermann wondered if afifth death would get arise out of the Ploiesti defense command. Oster had
been reporting a desth a day, yet no reaction. No offer of help, no order to abandon the keep. Obvioudy
they didn't care too much what happened here as long as somebody was keeping watch on the pass.
Woermann would have to make a decison about the bodies soon. But he wanted desperately to get
through one night without a desth before shipping them out. Just one.

He turned back to the painting, but found the light had changed. He cleaned his brushes. He had no
rel hope of capturing the killer tonight, but ill it might be the turning point. With everyone on guard and
paired, maybe they'd dl survive. And that would do wonders for morae. Then an ugly thought struck him
as he placed his tubes of pigment into their case: What if one of his own men were the killer?

Monday, 28 April

Midnight had come and gone, and so far so good. Sergeant Oster had set up a checkpoint in the
center of the courtyard and as yet there was no one unaccounted for. The extra lights in the courtyard
and atop the tower bolstered the men's confidence despite the long shadows they cast. Keeping dl the
men up dl night had been a drastic measure, but it was going to work.

Woermann leaned out one of his windows overlooking the courtyard. He could see Oster a his table,
see the men walking in pairs dong the perimeter and atop the walls. The generators chugged away over
by the parked vehicles. Extra spotlights had been trained on the craggy surface of the mountaingde that
formed the rear wall of the keep to prevent anyone from snesking in from above. The men on the
ramparts were keeping a careful eye on the outer walls to see that no one scaled them. The front gates
were locked, and there was a squad guarding the break into the subcdllar.

The keep was secure.

As he stood there, Woermann redlized that he was the only man in the entire structure who was done
and unguarded. It made him hegitate to look behind him into the shadowy corners of his room. But that
was the price of being an officer.

Keeping his head out the window dot, he looked down and noticed a degpening of the shadow at the



juncture of the tower and the south wall. As he watched, the bulb there grew dimmer and dimmer urttl it
was out. His immediate thought was that something had broken the line, but he had to discard that notion
when he saw dl the other bulbs sill glowing. A bad bulb, then. That was dl. But what a Strange way for a
bulb to go dead. Usudly they flared blue-white firgt, then went out. This one just seemed to fade away.

One of the guards down there on the south wal had noticed it too and was coming over to investigate.
Woermann was tempted to cdl down to him to take his partner with him but decided againg it. The
second man was danding in clear view by the parapet. It was a dead-end corner down there anyway.
No possible danger.

He looked on as the soldier disappeared into the shadow—a peculiarly deep shadow. After perhaps
fifteen seconds, Woermann looked away, but then was drawn back by a choked gurgle from below,
followed by the clatter of wood and stedd on stone—a dropped weapon.

He jumped at the sound, feding his pdms grow dick againg the stone windowsll as he peered below.
And dill he could see nothing within the shadow.

The other guard, the fird's partner, must have heard it too, for he started over to see what was wrong.

Woermann saw adull, red spark begin to glow within the shadow. Asit dowly brightened, he redized
that it was the bulb coming back to life Then he saw the firg soldier. He lay on his back, arms akimbo,
legs folded under him, his throat a bloody ruin. Sghtless eyes stared up a Woermann, accusing him.
There was nothing else, no one dsein the corner.

As the other soldier began shouting for help, Woermann pulled himsdf back into the room and leaned
agang the wal, choking back hbile as it surged up from his somach. He could not move, could not

speak. My God, my God!

He staggered over to the table that had been made for him only two days ago and grabbed a pencil.
He had to get his men out of here—out of the keep, out of the Dinu Pass if necessary. There was no
defense againg what he had just witnessed. And he would not contact Ploiesti. This message would go
draight to High Command.

But what to say? He looked at the mocking crosses for ingpiration but none came. How to make High
Command understand without sounding like a madman? How to tdll them that he and his men mug leave
the keep, that something uncanny threatened them, something immune to German military power.

He began to jot down phrases, crossing each out as he thought of a better one. He despised the
thought of surrendering any position, but it would be inviting disaster to spend another night here. The
men would be nearly uncontrollable now. And at the present desth rate, he would be an officer without a
command if he stayed much longer.

Command ... hismouth twisted sardonicaly at the word. He was no longer in command of the keep.
Something dark and awful had taken over.

SEVEN



The Dardandlles
Monday, 28 April
0244 hours

They were hdfway through the strait when he sensed the boatman beginning to make his move.

It had not been an easy journey. The red-haired man had sailed past Gibrdtar in the dark to Marbdlla
where he had chartered the thirty-foot motor launch that now pulsed around him. It was deek and low
with two oversized engines. Its owner was no weekend captain. The red-haired man knew a smuggler
when he saw one.

The owner had haggled fiercdy over the fee until he learned he was to be paid in gold U.S. double
eegles hdf on departure, the rest upon their safe arriva on the northern shore of the Sea of Marmara. To
traverse the length of the Mediterranean the owner had ingsted on taking a crew. The red-haired man
hed disagreed; he would be crew enough.

They had run for Sx days draight, each man taking the hdm for eight hours a a stretch, then resting
for the next eight, keeping the boat a a steady twenty knots, twenty-four hours a day. They had stopped
only at secluded coves where the owner's face seemed well known, and only long enough to fill the tanks
with fud. The red-haired man paid dl expenses.

And now, derted by the dowing of the boat, he waited for the owner, Carlos, to come below and try
to kill him. Carlos had had his eye out for such a chance ever ance they had left Marbella, but there had
been none. Now, nearing the end of their journey, Carlos had only tonight left to get the money belt. The
red-haired man knew that was what he was after. He had fdt Carlos brush agang him repeatedly to
assure himsdf that his passenger dill wore it. Carlos knew there was gold there; and it was plain by its
bulk that there was a lot. He adso appeared to be consumed with curiogty about the long, flat case his
passenger aways kept at hisside.

It was a shame. Carlos had been a good companion the past Sx days. A good sallor, too. He drank a
bit too much, ate more than a bit too much, and apparently did not bathe anywhere near enough. The
red-haired man gave a mentd shrug. He had smelled worse in his day. Much worse.

The door to the rear deck opened, letting in a breath of cool air; Carlos was framed briefly in garlight
before dosng the door behind him.

Too bad, the red-haired man thought, as he heard the faint scrape of sted being withdrawvn from a
leather sheath. A good journey was coming to a Sad end. Carlos had expertly guided them past Sardinia,
sped them across the clear, panfully blue water between the northern tip of Tunisa and Scly, then north
of Crete and up through the Cyclades into the Aegean. They were presently threading the Dardandlles,
the narrow channd connecting the Aegean with the Sea of Marmara.

Too bad.

He saw the light flash off the blade as it was raised over his chest. His left hand shot out and gripped
the wrigt before the knife could descend; hisright hand gripped Carlos's other hand.

"Why, Carlos?"



"Give me the gold!" The words were snapped out.
"I might have given you more if you'd asked me. Why try to kill me?

Carlos, gauging the strength of the hands holding him, tried a different tack. "l was only going to cut
the belt off. | wasn't going to hurt you."

"The bdt is around my waist. Y our knifeis over my chest."

"Its dark in here”

"Not that dark. But dl right..." He loosened his grip on the wrigts. "How much more do you want?'
Carlos ripped his knife hand free and plunged it downward, growling, "All of it!"

The red-haired man again caught the wrigt before the blade could strike. "I wish you hadn't done thét,
Carlos”

With steady, inexorable deliberateness, the red-haired man bent his assallant's knife hand inward
toward his own chest. Joints and ligaments popped and cracked in protest as they were stretched to the
limit. Carlos groaned in pan and fear as his tendons ruptured and the popping was replaced by the
sckening crunch of bresking bones. The point of his knife was now directly over the left Side of his chest.

"No! Please... no!"

" gave you a chance, Carlos.” His own voice sounded hard, flat, and dien in his ears. "You threw it
avay."

Carloss voice rose to a scream that ended aoruptly as hisfis was rammed againg his ribs, driving the
blade into his heart. His body went rigid, then limp. The red-haired man let him dip to the floor.

He lay ill for amoment and listened to his heart beat. He tried to fed remorse but there was none. It
had been a long time since he had killed someone. He ought to fed something. There was nathing.
Carlos was a cold-blooded murderer. He had been dedt what he had intended to dedl. There was no
room for remorse in the red-haired man, only a desperate urgency to get to Romania.

Risng, he picked up the long, flat case, stepped up through the door to the rear deck, and took the
hem. The engines were idling. He pushed them to full throttle.

The Dardandlles. He had been through here before, but never during a war, and never a full speed in
the dark. The garlit water was a gray expanse ahead of him, the coast a dark smudge to the left and
right. He was in one of the narrowest sections of the strait where it funnded down to a mile across. Even
a itswidest it never exceeded four miles He traveled by compass and by indinct, without running lights,
inalimbo of darkness.

There was no tdling wha he might run into in these waters. The radio sad Greece had fdlen; that
might or might not be true. There could be Germans in the Dardanelles now, or British or Russans. He
hed to avoid them dl. Thisjourney had not been planned; he had no papers to explain his presence. And
time was againg him. He needed every knot the engines could put out.

Once into the wider Sea of Marmara twenty miles ahead, he'd have maneuvering room and would run
asfar as hisfud would take him. When that got low, he would beach the boat and move overland to the
Black Sea. It would cost him precious time, but there was no other way. Evenif he had the fud, he could
not risk running the Bosporus. There the Russans would be thick as flies around a corpse.



He pushed on the throttles to see if he could coax any more speed from the engines. He couldn't.
He wished he had wings.

EIGHT

Bucharest, Romania
Monday, 28 April
0950 hours

Magda held her mandoalin with practiced ease, the pick oscillating rgpidly in her right hand, the fingers
of her left traveling up and down the neck, hopping from gring to dring, from fret to fret. Her eyes
concentrated on a sheet of handwritten musc. one of the prettiest Gypsy mdodies she had yet committed

to paper.

She sat within a brightly painted wagon on the outskirts of Bucharest. The interior was cramped, the
living space further reduced by shelves full of exatic herbs and spices on every wal, by brightly colored
pillows suffed into every corner, by lamps and srings of garlic hanging from the low caling. Her legs
were crossed to support the mandolin, but even then her gray woolen skirt barely cleared her ankles. A
bulky gray swesater that buttoned in the front covered a smple white blouse. A tattered scarf hid the
brown of her hair. But the drabness of her dothing could not stedl the shine from her eyes, or the color
from her cheeks.

Magda let hersdf drift into the music. It took her away for a while, away from a world that became
increesngly hodtile to her with each new day. They were out there: the ones who hated Jews. They had
robbed her father of his pogtion at the universty, ordered the two of them out of ther lifdong home,
removed her king—not that King Carol had ever deserved her loydty, but ill, he had been the
king—and replaced him with Generd Antonescu and the Iron Guard. But no one could take away her
music.

"Isthat right?" she asked when the last note had echoed away, leaving the interior of the wagon quiet
agan.

The old woman gtting on the far sde of the tiny, round, oak table smiled, crinkling up the dark skin
around her black Gypsy eyes. "Almog. But the middle goes like this™

The woman placed a well-shuffled deck of checker-backed cards on the table and picked up a
wooden naiou. Looking like a wizened Pan as she placed the pipes to her lips, she began to blow.
Magda played dong until she heard her own notes go sour, then she changed the notations on her sheet.

"That'sit, | guess" she said, gathering her papers into a pile with a smdl sense of satisfaction. "Thank



you so much, Josefa”
The old woman hdd out her hand. "Here. Let me see”

Magda handed her the sheet and watched as the old woman's gaze darted back and forth across the
page. Josefa was the phuri dai, the wise woman of this particular tribe of Gypses. Papa had often
spoken of how beautiful she had once been; but her skin was wegthered now, her raven har thickly
streaked with slver, her body shrunken. Nothing wrong with her mind, though.

"So thisismy song." Josefa did not read music.
"Yes Preserved forever."

The old woman handed it back. "But | won't play it this way forever. Thisis the way | like to play it
now. Next month | may decide to change something. I've dready changed it many times over the years.”

Magda nodded as she placed the sheet with the others in her folder. She had known Gypsy musc to
be largdy improvisationd before she had started her collection. That was to be expected—Gypsy life
was largdy improvisationd, with no home other than a wagon, no written language, nothing &t dl to pin
them down. Perhaps that was what drove her to try to capture some of their vitdity and cage it on a
mudc gaff, to preserveit for the future.

"It will do for now," Magda replied. "Maybe next year I'll see what you've added.”
"Won't the book be published by then?"

Magda fdt a pang. "I'm afraid not.”

"Why not?'

Magda busied hersdf with putting her mandolin away, not wishing to answer but unable to dodge the
question gracefully. She did not look up as she spoke. "I have to find a new publisher.”

"What happened to the old one?'

Magda kept her eyes down. She was embarrassed. It had been one of the most painful moments in
her life, learning that her publisher was reneging on ther agreement. She gill sung fromit.

"He changed hismind. Said this was not the right time for a compendium of Romanian Gypsy musc.”
"Egpeddly by a Jewess," Josefa added.

Magda looked up sharply, then down again. How true. "Perhaps.” She fdt a lump form in her throat.
She didn't want to talk about this. "How's business?*

"Terrible” Josefa shrugged as she sat the naiou aside and picked up her tarot deck again. She was
dressed in the mismatched, cagt-off clothes common to Gypses flowered blouse, striped skirt, caico
kerchief. A dizzying array of colors and patterns. Her fingers, as if acting of their own valition, began
shuffling the deck. "I only see afew of the old regulars for readings these days. No new trade since they
made me take the sgn down.”

Magda had noted that this morning as she had approached the wagon. The sgn over the rear door
that had read "Doamna Josefa: Fortunes Told" was gone, as was the pdmar diagram in the left window
and the cabdigtic symbal in the right. She had heard that dl Gypsy tribes had been ordered by the Iron
Guard to stay right where they were and to "dedl no fraud" to the citizens.



"So, Gypses are out of favor, too?!

"We Rom are dways out of favor, no matter the time or place. We are used to it. But you Jews..."
She clucked and shook her head. "We hear things ... terrible things from Poland.”

"We hear them, t00," Magda said, suppressng a shudder. "But we are dso used to beng out of
favor." At least some of us are. Not her. She would never get used to it.

"Going to get worse, | fear," Josefa said.

"The Rom may fare no better." Magda redized she was being hodtile but couldn't help it. The world
had become a frightening place and her only defense of late had been denid. The things she had heard
couldn't be true, not about the Jews, or about what was happening to Gypsiesin the rurd regions—tales
of round-ups by the Iron Guard, forced gerilizations, then dave labor. It had to be wild rumor, scare
gories. And yet, with dl the terrible things that had indeed been happening...

"l do not worry," Josefa said. "Cut a Gypsy into ten pieces and you have not killed him; you have only
made ten Gypses.”

Magda was quite certain that under Smilar circumstances you would only be left with a dead Jew.
Agan she tried to change the subject.

"Isthat atarot deck?' She knew perfectly wel it was.
Josefa nodded. "Y ou wish a fortune?
"No. | redly don't believein any of that.”

"Totdl the truth, many times | do not beieveinit either. Modtly the cards say nothing because there is
redly nothing to say. So we improvise, just as we do in music. And what harm is there in it? | don't do
the hokkane baro; | just tdl the gadjé girls that they are going to find a wonderful man soon, and the
gadjé men that their business ventures will soon be bearing fruit. No harm.”

"And no fortune
Josefa lifted her narrow shoulders. " Sometimes the tarot reveds. Warnt to try?"

"No. Thank you, but no." She didn't want to know what the future held. She had afeding it could only
be bad.

"Please. A gift from me"

Magda hesitated. She didn't want to offend Josefa. And after dl, hadn't the old woman just told her
that the deck usudly told nothing? Maybe she would make up a nice fantasy for her.

"Oh, dl right."
Josefa extended the pack of cards across the table. "Cut."

Magda separated the top hdf and lifted it off. Josefa dipped this under the remainder of the deck and
began to ded, taking as her hands worked.

"How isyour father?'

"Not wel, I'm afraid. He can hardly stand now."



"Such a shame. Not often you can find a gadjé who knows how to rokker. Y oska's bear did not hep
his rheumatism?”

Magda shook her head. "No. And it's not just rheumatiam he has. It's much worse" Papa had tried
anything and everything to hdt the progressive twiding and gnarling of his limbs, even going so far as to
dlow Josefas grandson's trained bear to walk on his back, a venerable Gypsy therapy that had proven
asusdess as dl the latest "mirades’ of modern medicine,

"A good men," Josefa said, ducking. "It's wrong that a man who knows so much about this land
must... be kept ... from seeing it ... anymore..." She frowned as her voice trailed off.

"What's the maiter?' Magda asked. Josefa's troubled expresson as she looked down a the cards
spread out on the table made Magda unessy. "Are you dl right?'

"Hmmm? Oh, yes. I'mfine It's just these cards..."

"Something wrong?' Magda refused to believe that cards could tdl the future any more than could the
entrails of a dead bird; yet under her sernum was a pocket of tense anticipation.

"It's the way they divide. I've never seen anything like it. The neutrd cards are scattered, but the cards
that can be read as good are dl on the right here’—she moved her hand over the area in question—"and
the bad or evil cards are dl over on the left. Odd.”

"Whet does it mean?"'

"l don't know. Let me ask Yoska" She cdled her grandson's name over her shoulder, then turned
back to Magda. "Y oskais very good with the tarot. He's watched me since he was a boy."

A darkly handsome young man in his mid-twenties with a porcelain smile and a muscular build
stepped in from the front room of the wagon and nodded to Magda, his black eyes lingering on her.
Magda looked away, feding naked despite her heavy clothing. He was younger than she, but that had
never intimidated him. He had made his desires known on a number of occasions in the past. She had
rebuffed him.

He looked down at the table, where his grandmother was pointing. Deep furrows formed dowly in his
smooath brow as he studied the cards. He was quiet along time, then appeared to come to a decison.

"Shuffle, cut, and dedl again,” he sad.

Josefa nodded agreement and the routine was repeated. This time with no smdl talk. Despite her
skepticiam, Magda found hersdf leaning forward and weatching the cards as they were placed on the
table one by one. She knew nathing of tarot and would have to rdy solely on the interpretation of her
hostess and her grandson. When she looked up & their faces, she knew something was not right.

"What do you think, Y oska?' the old woman said in alow voice.
"I don't know... such a concentration of good and evil... and such a clear divison between them.”
Magda swalowed. Her mouth was dry. ™Y ou mean it came out the same? Twicein arow?"

"Yes" Josefa said. "Except that the Sdes are different. The good is now on the left and the evil ison
theright." She looked up. "That would indicate a choice. A grave choice."

Anger suddenly drove out Magda's growing unease. They were playing some sort of a game with her.



She refused to be anyone's foal. "I think I'd better go." She grabbed her folder and mandalin case and
rose to her feet. "I'm not some naive gadijé girl you can have fun with."

"No! Please, once more" The old Gypsy woman reached for her hand.
"Sorry, but | redly must be going.”

She hurried for the rear door of the wagon, redizing she wasn't being fair to Josefa, but leaving dl the
same. Those grotesgue cards with their strange figures, and the awed, puzzled expression on the faces of
the two Gypsies filled her with a desperate urge to be out of the wagon. She wanted to be back in
Bucharest, back to sharp, clear lines and firm pavements.

NINE

The Keep
Monday, 28 April
1910 hours

The snakes had arrived.

SS men, especidly officers, reminded Woermann of snakes. SS-Sturmbannfiihrer Erich Kaempffer
was no exception.

Woermann would adways remember an evening a few years before the war when a loca Hohere
SSund Polizeifiihrer—the high-sounding name for a locd chief of state police—held a reception in the
Rathenow didrict. Captain Woermann, as a decorated officer in the German Army and a prominent locd
citizen, had been invited. He hadn't wanted to go, but Helga so sdddom had a chance to attend a fancy
officid reception and she glowed so when she dressed up, that he hadn't had the heart to refuse.

Agang one wdl of the reception hdl had stood a glass terrarium in which a three-foot snake coiled
and uncoiled incessantly. It was the hodt's favorite pet. He kept it hungry. On three separate occasons
during the evening he invited dl the guests to watch as he threw a toad to the snake. A passng glance
during the firg feeding had sufficed for Woermann—he saw the toad hdfway aong its dow, head-first
journey down the snake's gullet, il dive, itslegs kicking franticaly in avain atempt to free itsdf.

The Sght had served to make a dull evening grim. When he and Helga had passed the tank on ther
way out, Woermann saw that the snake was dill hungry, dill winding around the indde of the cage,
looking for a fourth toad despite the three swellings dong its length.

He thought of that snake as he watched Kaempffer wind around the front room of Woermann's
quarters, from the door, around the easdl, around the desk, to the window, then back again. Except for



his brown shirt, Kaempffer was clad entirdy in black—black jacket, black breeches, black tie, black
legther bdt, black holster, and black jackboots. The slver Death's Head indgnia the SS paired
thunderbolts, and his officer's pins were the only bright spots on his uniform ... glittering scaes on a
poisonous, blond-headed serpent.

He noticed that Kaempffer had aged somewhat since ther chance mesting in Belin two years ago.
But not as much as I, Woermann thought grimly. The SS mgor, dthough two years older than
Woermann, was dimmer and therefore looked younger. Kaempffer's blond har was full and sraight and
dill unmarred by gray. A picture of Aryan perfection.

"I noticed you only brought one squad with you," Woermann said. "The message said two. Persondly,
I'd have thought you'd bring a regiment.”

"No, Klaus" Kaempffer said in a condescending tone as he wound about the room. "A sngle squad
would be more than enough to handle this so-called problem of yours. My ensatzkommandos are rather
proficient in taking care of this sort of thing. | brought two squads because this is merdly a stop aong my

way."
"Where's the other squad? Picking daisies?’
"In amanner of gpeaking, yes" Kaempffer's amile was not a nice thing to see.
"What's that supposed to mean?' Woermann asked.

Removing his cap and coat, Kaempffer threw them on Woermann's desk, then went to the window
overlooking the village "In aminute, you shdll see”

Rductantly, Woermann joined the SS man at the window. Kaempffer had arrived only twenty minutes
ago and dready was usurping command. With his extermination squad in tow, he had driven across the
causeway without a second's hegtation. Woermann had found himsdf wishing the supports had
weakened during the past week. No such luck. The mgor's jeegp and the truck behind it had made it
safdy across. After debarking and tdling Sergeant Oster—Woermann's Sergeant Oster—to see that the
ensatzkommandos were wdl quartered immediatdy, he had paraded into Woermann's suite with his right
am flaling a"Hal Hitle™" and the atitude of a messah.

"Seams you've come quite a way snce the Great War," Woermann said as they watched the quiet,
darkened village together. "The SS seems to suit you."

"l prefer the SS to the regular army, if that's what you're implying. Far more efficent.”
"S0 I've heard.”

"Il show you how efficiency solves problems, Klaus. And solving problems eventudly wins wars.” He
pointed out the window. "Look."

Woermann saw nothing at firdt, then noticed some movement at the edge of the village. A group of
people. As they approached the causeway, the group lengthened into a parade: ten village locds
sumbling before the proddings of the second squad of e nsatzkommandos.

Woermann found himsdf shocked and dismayed, even though he should have expected something
likethis.

"Are you insane? Those are Romanian citizend We'rein an dly sael”



"German soldiers have been killed by one or more Romanian citizens. And it's highly unlikdy Generd
Antonescu will raise much of a fuss with the Reich over the deaths of afew country bumpkins.”

"Killing them will accomplish nothing!"

"Oh, I've no intention of killing them right away. But they'll make excellent hostages. Word has been
spread through the village that if one more German soldier dies, dl those ten locds will be shot
immediatdly. And ten more will be shot every time another German iskilled. This will continue until ether
the murders stop or we run out of villagers™

Woermann turned away from the window. So this was the New Order, the New Germany, the ethic
of the Master Race. This was how the war was to be won.

"It won't work," he said.

"Of course it will." Kaempffer's smugness was unbearable. "It dways has and dways will. These
partisans feed on the backdapping they get from their drinking companions. They play the hero and milk
the role for dl it's worth—until their friends start dying, or until their wives and children are marched off.
Then they become good little peasants agan.”

Woermann searched for a way to save those villagers. He knew they'd had nothing to do with the
killings "Thistime is different.”

"I hardly think so. | do beieve, Klaus, that I've had far more experience with this sort of thing than
you."

"Yes ... Auschwitz, wasnt it?"
"l learned much from Commandant Hoess."

"You like learning?' Woermann snatched the mgjor's hat from the desk and tossed it to him. "I'll show
you something new! Come with mel"”

Moving swiftly and giving Kaempffer no time to ask questions, Woermann led him down the tower
dairs to the courtyard, then across to another stairway leading down to the cellar. He stopped at the
rupture in the wal and lit a lamp, then led Kaempffer down a maossy dairway into the cavernous
subcdlar.

"Cold down here," Kaempffer said, his bresth miding in the lamplight as he rubbed his hands together.
"It's where we keep the bodies. All sx of them.”
"You haven't shipped any back?’

"l didn't think it wise to ship them out one a atime ... might cause tak among the Romanians dong
the way... not good for German prestige. | had planned to take them dl with me when | |ft today. But as
you know, my request for relocation was denied.”

He stopped before the sx sheet-covered figures on the hard-packed earth, noting with annoyance
that the sheets over the bodies were in disarray. It was a minor thing, but he fdt the least that could be
done for these men before ther find burid was to treat tharr remains with respect. If they had to wait
before being returned to their homdand, they ought to wait in dean uniforms and a neatly arranged
shroud.



He went firg to the man most recently killed and pulled back the sheet to expose the head and
shoulders.

"Thisis Private Remer. Look at his throat."
Kaempffer did so, his face impassve.

Woermann replaced the sheet, then lifted the next, holding the lamp up so Kaempffer could get a
good look at the ruined flesh of another throat. He then continued down the ling, saving the most
gruesome for last.

"And now—Private Lutz."

Findly, areaction from Kaempffer: atiny gasp. But Woermann gasped, too. Lutz's face stared back
a them upside down. The top of his head had been set againg the empty spot between his shoulders; his
chin and the mangled stump of his neck were angled away from his body toward the empty darkness.

Quickly, gingerly, Woermann swiveed the head urtil it sat properly, vowing to find the man who had
been so careless with the remains of afdlen comrade, and to make him regret it. He carefully rearranged
dl the sheets, then turned to Kaempffer.

"Do you understand now why | tdl you hostages won't make a bit of difference?!

The mgor didn't reply immediatdy. Instead, he turned and headed for the dairs and warmer air.
Woermann sensed that Kaempffer had been shaken more than he had shown.

"Those men were not just killed,” Kaempffer said findly. "They were mutilated!”

"Exactly! Whoever or whatever is doing this is utterly mad! The lives of ten villagers won't mean a
thing."

"Why do you say 'whatever'?

Woermann hdd Kaempffer's gaze. "I'm not sure. All 1 know is thet the killer comes and goes at will.
Nothing we do, no security measure we try, seems to matter.”

"Security doesn't work," Kaempffer said, regaining his former bravado as they re-entered the light and
the warmth of Woermann's quarters, "because security int the answer. Fear is the answer. Make the
killer afraid to kill. Make him fear the price others are going to have to pay for his action. Fear is your
best security, dways.”

"And what if the killer is someone like you? What if he doesn't give a damn about the villagers?'
Kaempffer didn't answer.

Woermann decided to press the point. Y our brand of fear fals to work when you run up againgt your
own kind. Take that back to Auschwitz when you go."

"Il not be returning to Poland, Klaus. When | finish up here—and that should only take me a day or
two—I'll be heading south to Ploiesti.”

"l can't see any use for you there—no synagogues to burn, only ail refineries.”

"Continue making your snide litle comments, Klaus" Kaempffer said, nodding his head ever s0
dightly as he spoke through tight lips. "Enjoy them now. For once | get my Ploiesti project under way,



you will not dare to speak to me s0."

Woermann sat down behind his rickety desk. He was growing weary of Kaempffer. His eyes were
drawn to the picture of his younger son, Fritz, the fifteen-year-old.

"I dill fall to see what attraction Ploiesti could hold for the likes of you."

"Not the refineries, | assure you—I leave them to the High Command to worry about.”
"Gracious of you."

Kaempffer did not appear to hear. "No, my concern is the railways."

Woermann continued garing at the photo of his son. He echoed Kaempffer: "Ralways"

"Yed The greatest railway nexusin Romaniaisto be found at Ploiesti, making it the perfect place for
aresettlement camp.”

Woermann snapped out of his trance and lifted his head. "Y ou mean like Auschwitz?'

"Exadtly! That's why the Auschwitz camp is where it is. A good ral network is crucid to eficent
transportation of the lesser races to the camps. Petroleum leaves Ploiedti by ral for every part of
Romania” He had spread his arms wide; he began to bring them together again. "And from every corner
of Romaniatrainswill return with carloads of Jews and Gypsies and dl the other human garbage abroad
inthisland.”

"But this isn't occupied territory! You can't—"

"The Flhrer does not want the undesirables of Romania to be neglected. It's true that Antonescu and
the Iron Guard are removing the Jews from positions of influence, but the Fihrer has a more vigorous
plan. It has come to be known in the SS as The Romanian Solution.” To implement it, ReichsfUhrer
Himmler has arranged with General Antonescu for the SS to show the Romanians how it is done. | have
been chosen for that mission. | will be commandant of Camp Ploiedi.”

Appalled, Woermann found himsdf unable to reply as Kaempffer warmed to his subject.

"Do you know how many Jews there are in Romania, Klaus? Seven hundred and fifty thousand &t last
count. Perhaps amillion! No one knows for sure, but once | start an eficient record system, well know
exactly. But that's not the worgt of it—the country is absolutely crawling with Gypsies and Freemasons.
And worse yet: Mudimd Two million undesrablesin dl!"

"If only I had known!" Woermann said, ralling his eyes and pressing his hands agang the side of his
face. "'l never would have set foot in this snkhole of a country!”

Kaempffer heard him this time. "Laugh if you wish, Klaus, but Ploiesti will be most important. Right
now we ae trandering Jews dl the way from Hungary to Auschwitz & a great waste of time,
manpower, and fud. Once Camp Floiedi is functioning, | foresee many of them being shipped to
Romania And as commandant, | shdl become one of the most important men inthe SS ... in the Third
Reach! Thenit shdl be my turn to laugh."

Woermann remained dlent. He had not laughed ... he found the whole idea sckening. Facetiousness
was his only defense againgt a world coming under the control of madmen, againg the redization that he
was an officer in the amy that was enabling them to achieve that control. He watched Kaempffer begin
to call back and forth about the room again.



"l didn't know you were a painter,” the mgor said, stopping before the easd as if seeing it for the first
time. He studied it a moment in silence. "Perhaps if you had spent as much time ferreting out the killer as
you obvioudy have on this morbid little painting, some of your men might—"

"Morbid! There's nothing a al morbid about that painting!”

"The shadow of a corpse hanging from a noose—is that cheerful ?*

Woermann was on his feet, gpproaching the canvas. "What are you taking about?
Kaempffer pointed. "Right there... on the wal."

Woermann stared. At fird he saw nothing. The shadows on the wal were the same mottled gray he
hed painted days ago. There was nothing that even faintly resembled ... no, wait. He caught his breath.
To the l¢ft of the window in which the village sat gleaming in the sunrise ... athin verticd line connecting
to alarger dark shape below it. It could be seen as a hunched corpse hanging from a rope. He vagudy
remembered painting the line and the shape, but in no way had he intended to add this gruesome touch to
the work. He could not bear, however, to give Kaempffer the satisfaction of hearing him admit that he
saw it, too.

"Morbidity, like beauty, isin the eye of the beholder.”

But Kaempffer's mind was aready moving e sewhere. "It's lucky for you the painting's finished, Klaus.
After I've moved in, Il be much too busy to dlow you to come up here and fiddle with it. But you can
resume after I'm on my way to Ploieti.”

Woermann had been waiting for this, and was ready for it. "Y ou're not moving into my quarters.”
"Correction: my quarters. You seem to forget that | outrank you, Captain.”

Woermann sneered. "SS rank! Worthlesss Worse than meaningless. My sergeant is four times the
soldier you are! Four times the man, too!"”

"Be careful, Captain. That Iron Cross you received in the last war will carry you only so far!™

Woermann fdt something snap ingde him. He pulled the black-enameled, silver-bordered Maltese
cross from histunic and held it out to Kaempffer. "You don't have one! And you never will! At least not
ared one—one like this, without a nesty little swadtika at its center!”

"Enough!"

"No, not enough! Your SS kills hdpless civilians—women, children! | earned this medd Fghting men
who were able to shoot back. And we both know," Woermann said, his voice dropping to a fierce
whisper, "how much you didike an enemy who shoots back!"

Kaempffer leaned forward until his nose was barely an inch from Woermann's. His blue eyes gleamed
inthe white fury of hisface. "The Great War ... tha isdl past. This is the Great War—my war. The old
war was your war, and it's dead and gone and forgotten!"

Woemann smiled, ddighted that he had findly penetrated Kaempffer's loathsome hide. "Not
forgotten. Never forgotten. Especidly your bravery a Verdun!”

"I'm warning you," Kaempffer said. "Il have you—" And then he closed his mouth with an audible
nap.



For Woermann was moving forward. He had stomached dl he could of this drutting thug who
discussed the "liquidetion” of millions of defensdless lives as matter-of-factly as he might discuss what he
was going to have for dinner. Woermann made no overtly threstening gesture, yet Kaempffer took an
involuntary step backward at his approach. Woermann merdy walked past him and opened the door.

II% aJtlII
"You can't do thigd"
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They stared at each other for a long time. For a moment he thought Kaempffer might actudly
chdlenge him. Woermann knew the mgor was in better condition and physicdly stronger—but only
phydcaly. Findly, Kaempffer's gaze wavered and he turned away. They both knew the truth about
SS-Sturmbannfiihrer Kaempffer. Without a word, he picked up his black greatcoat and stormed out of
the room. Woermann closed the door quietly behind him.

He stood 4ill for a moment. He had let Kaempffer get to him. His control used to be better. He
walked over to the easdl and stared at his canvas. The more he looked at the shadow he had painted on
thewdl, the more it looked like a hanging corpse. It gave him a queasy feding and annoyed him as well.
He had meant for the sunlit village to be the focus of the painting, but dl he could see now was that
damned shadow.

He tore himsdf away and returned to his desk, staring again a the photograph of Fritz. The more he
saw of men like Kaempffer, the more he worried about Fritz. He hadn't worried this much when Kurt,
the older boy, had been in combat in France last year. Kurt was nineteen, a corpora aready. A man
now.

But Fritz—they were doing things to Fritz, those Nazis. The boy had somehow been induced to join
the locd Jugendfuhrer, the Hitler Youth. When Woermann had been home on his last leave, he had
been hurt and dismayed to hear his son's fourteen-year-old mouth regurgitating that Aryan Master Race
garbage, and spesking of "Der Fuhrer™ with an awed reverence that had once been reserved for God
aone The Nazis were geding his son from him right under his nose, turning the boy into a snake like
Kaempffer. And there did not seem to be a thing Woermann could do about it.

There didn't seem to be anything he could do about Kaempffer either. He had no control over the SS
officer. If Kaempffer decided to shoot Romanian peasants, there was no way to stop him, other than to
arrest him. And he could not do that. Kaempffer was here by authority of the High Command. To arrest
him would be insubordination, an act of brazen defiance. His Prussan heritage rebelled at the thought.
The amy was his career, his home ... it had been good to him for a quarter century. To chdlenge it
NOW...

Helpless. That was how he fdt. It brought him back to a dearing outside Posnan, Poland, a year and
ahdf ago, shortly after the fighting had ended. His men had been satting up bivouac when the sound of
automatic gunfire came from over the next rise, about a mile away. He had gone to invedtigate.
Einsatzkommandos were lining up Jews—men and women of dl ages, children—and sysematicdly
daughtering them with fusillades of bullets. After the bodies had been rolled into the ditch behind them,
more were lined up and shot. The ground had turned muddy with blood and the air had been full of the
reek of cordite and the cries of those who were ill dive and in agony, and to whom no one would
bother to administer a coup de gréace.

He had been hdpless then, and he was helpless now. Helpless to make this war into one of soldier
agang soldier, helpless to stop the thing that was killing his men, hdpless to stop Kaempffer from



daughtering those Romanian villagers.

He dumped into the chair. What was the use? Why even try anymore? Everything was changing for
the worse. He had been born with the century, a century of hope and promise. Yet he was fighting in his
second war, awar he could not understand.

And yet he had wanted this war. He had yearned for a chance to strike back at the vultures who had
settled upon the Fatherland after the last war, saddling it with impossible reparations, grinding its face into
the dirt year after year after year. His chance had come, and he had participated in some of the greet
German victories. The Wehrmacht was unstoppable.

Why, then, did hefed such maase? It seemed wrong for him to want to be out of it dl and back in
Rathenow with Helga It seemed wrong to be glad that his father, also a career officer, had died in the
Great War and could not see what atrocities were being done today in the name of the Fatherland.

And 4ill, with everything so wrong, he held on to his commisson. Why? The answer to that one, he
told himsdf for the hundredth—possibly the thousandth—time, was that in his heart he believed the
German Army would outlast the Nazis. Politicians came and went, but the army would dways be the
amy. If he could just hold on, the German Army would be victorious, and Hitler and his gangsters would
fade from power. He believed that. He had to.

Agang dl reason, he prayed that Kaempffer's threast againgt the villagers would have the desired
effect—that there would be no more deaths. But if it didn't work ... if another German was to die tonight,
Woermann knew whom he wanted it to be.

TEN

The Keep
Tuesday, 29 April
0118 hours

Major Kaempffer lay awakein his bedrall, gill rankling a Woermann's contemptuous insubordination.
Sergeant Odter, at least, had been hdpful. Like most regular amy men, he responded with fearful
obedience to the black uniform and the Death's Head indggnia—something to which Oster's commanding
officer seemed quite immune. But then, Kaempffer and Woermann had known each other long before
therewas an SS.

The sergeant had reedily found quarters for the two squads of einsatzkommandos and had suggested
a dead-end corridor a the rear of the keep as a compound for the prisoners from the village An
excdlent choice: The corridor had been carved into the stone of the mountain itsdf and provided entry to



four large rooms. Sole access to the retention area was through another long corridor running at an angle
directly out to the courtyard. Kaempffer assumed that the section origindly had been designed as a
storage area since the ventilation was poor and there were no fireplaces in the rooms. The sergeant had
seen to it that the entire length of both corridors, from the courtyard to the blank stone wall at the very
end, was wdl lit by a new gtring of light bulbs, making it virtudly impossible for anyone to surprise the
ensaizkommandos who would be on guard in pairs & al times,

For Mgor Kaempffer himsdf, Sergeant Oster had found a large, double-sized room on the second
levd within the rear section of the keep. He had suggested the tower, but Kaempffer had refused; to
have moved into the first or second level would have been convenient but would have meant being below
Woermann. The fourth tower leve involved too many steps to be taken too many times a day. The rear
section of the keep was better. He had a window overlooking the courtyard, a bed-frame
commandeered from one of Woermann's enlisted men, and an unusudly heavy oak door with a secure
latch. His bedroll was now supported by the newly made frame, and the mgor lay within it, a battery
lamp on the floor beside him.

His eyes came to rest on the crosses in the wals. They seemed to be everywhere. Curious. He had
wanted to ask the sergeant about them but had not wanted to detract from his posture of knowing
evarything. This was an important part of the SS mydique and he had to mantain it. Perhaps he would
ask Woermann—when he could bring himsalf to speak to him again.

Woermann ... he couldn't get the man off hismind. The irony of it dl was that Woermann was the last
person in the world Kaempffer would have wished to be billeted with. With Woermann around he could
not be the type of SS officer he wished to be. Woermann could fix his gaze on him and pierce right
through the SS uniform, through the veneer of power, and see a terified eighteen-year-old. That day in
Verdun had been aturning point in both their lives...

... the British breaking through the German line in a surprise counterattack, the fire pinning
down Kaempffer and Woermann and their whole company, men dying on all sides, the machine
gunner hit and down, the British charging ... pull back and regroup, the only sane thing to do, but
no word from the company commander ... probably dead ... Private Kaempffer seeing no one in
his entire squad left alive except a new recruit, a green volunteer named Woermann sixteen years
old, too young to fight... motioning to the kid to start moving back with him ... Woermann shaking
his head and crawling up to the machine gun emplacement ... firing skittishly, erratically at first,
then with greater confidence ... Kaempffer crawling away, knowing the British would be burying
the kid later that day.

But Woermann had not been buried that day. He had held off the enemy long enough for the line to be
reinforced. He was promoted, decorated with the Iron Cross. And when the Great War ended he was
Fahnenjunker, an officer candidate, and managed to remain with the minuscule remnant of the amy that
was left after the Versailles debacle.

Kaempffer, on the other hand, the son of a clerk from Augsburg, found himsdf on the street after the
war. He had been afraid and penniless, one of many thousands of veterans of alost war and a defeated
amy. They were not heroes—they were an embarrassment. He wound up joining the nihilisic Freikorps
Oberland, and from there it was not far to the Nazi Party in 1927; after proving his volkisch, his pure
German pedigree, he joined the SS in 1931. From then on, the SS became Kaempffer's home. He had
logt his home &fter the firg war and had sworn he would never be homeless again.

Inthe SS he learned the techniques of terror and pain; he dso learned the techniques of survivd: how
to keep an eye out for weaknesses in his superiors, and how to hide his own weaknesses from the
aggressive men below him. Eventudly, he maneuvered himsdf into the pogtion of first assstant to Rudolf



Hoess, the most efficient of dl the liquidators of Jewry.

Again, he learned so wdl that he was eevated to the rank of Sturmbannfiihrer and assgned the task
of setting up the resettlement camp at Ploiedti.

He ached to get to Ploiesti and begin. Only the unseen killers of Woermann's men stood in his way.
They had to be disposed of fird. Not a problem, merdy an annoyance. He wanted it taken care of
quickly, not only to dlow him to move on, but dso to make Woermann look like the bumbler he was. A
quick solution and he would be on his way in triumph, leaving Klaus Woermann behind, an impotent
has-been.

A quick solution would aso defuse anything Woermann might ever say about the incident at Verdun.
If Woermann should ever decide to accuse him of cowardicein the face of the enemy, Kaempffer would
need only point out that the accuser was an embittered, frustrated man driking out vicdoudy a one who
hed succeeded where he had failed.

He turned off the lamp on the floor. Yes ... he needed a quick solution. So much to do, so many more
important matters awaiting his attention.

The only thing that bothered him about dl this was the unsettling, inescapable fact that Woermann was
afraid. Truly afraid. And Woermann did not frighten eadily.

He closed his eyes and tried to doze. After a while he fdt deep begin to dip over him like a warm,
gentle blanket. He was amost completely covered when he fdt it brutaly snatched away. He found
himsdf wide awake, his skin suddenly dammy and cramvling with fear. Something was outside the door to
hisroom. He heard nothing, saw nothing. Y et he knew it was there. Something with such a powerful aura
of evil, of cold hate, of sheer maevolence, that he could sense its presence through the wood and the
gone that separated it from him. It was out there, moving adong the corridor, passng the door, and
moving away. Away....

His heart dowed, his skin began to dry. It took a few moments, but he was eventudly able to
convince himsdf that it had been a nightmare, a particularly vivid one, the kind that shakes you from the
ealy stages of deep.

Major Kaempffer arose from his bedroll and gingerly began removing hislong underwear. His bladder
hed involuntarily emptied during the nightmare.

Privates Friedrich Wdtz and Karl Hick, members of the fird Death's Head unit under Magor
Kaempffer, stood in their black uniforms, their gleaming black helmets, and shivered. They were bored,
cold, and tired. This was not the sort of night duty they were accustomed to. Back at Auschwitz they had
had warm, comfortable guardhouses and watchtowers where they could St and drink coffee and play
cards while the prisoners cowered in their drafty shacks. Only occasonaly had they been required to do
gate duty and march the perimeter in the open air.

True, here they were ingde, but ther conditions were as cold and as damp as the prisoners. That
wasn't right.

Private Hick dung his Schmeisser behind his back and rubbed his hands together. The fingertips were
numb despite his gloves. He stood beside Watz who was leening againg the wdl at the angle of the two



corridors. From this vantage point they could watch the entire length of the entry corridor to ther left, dl
the way to the black sguare of night that was the courtyard, and at the same time keep watch on the
prison block to ther right.

"I'm going crazy, Karl," Wdtz said. "Let's do something.”
"Like what?'

"How about meking them fdl out for alittle Sachsengruss?”
"They aren't Jews."

"They arent Germans, ether.”

Hick considered this The Sachsengruss, or Saxon greeting, had been his favorite method of bresking
down new arivas a Auschwitz. For hours on end he would make them perform the exercise: deep knee
bends with arms raised and hands behind the head. Even a man in top condition would be in agony within
haf an hour. Fick had dways found it exhilarating to watch the expressons on the prisoners faces as
they fdt their bodies begin to betray them, as thair joints and muscles cried out in anguish. And the fear in
their faces. For those who fdl from exhaugtion were either shot on the spot or kicked until they resumed
the exercise. He and Waltz couldn't shoot any of the Romanians tonight, but a least they could have
some fun with them. But it might be hazardous.

"Better forget it," Hick said. "Therés only two of us. What if one of them tries to be a hero?'
"WEell only take a couple out of the room at atime. Come on, Karl! Itll be fun!"
Hick smiled. "Oh, dl right."

It wouldn't be as chdlenging as the game they used to play a Auschwitz, where he and Waltz held
contests to see how many of a prisoner's bones they could break and gill keep him working. But at least
alittle Sachsengruss would be diverting.

Hick began fishing out the key to the padlock that had transformed the last room on the corridor into
aprison cdl. There were four rooms available and they could have divided the villagers up; instead, they
hed crowded dl ten into a Sngle chamber. He was anticipating the look on ther faces when he opened
the door—the wincing, lip-quivering fear when they saw his amile and redized they would never recaeive
any mercy from him. It gave him a certain feding indde, something indescribable, wonderful, something
S0 addictive that he craved more and more of it.

He was hdfway to the door when Waltz's voice stopped him.
"Jud a minute, Karl."

He turned. Watz was squinting down the corridor toward the courtyard, a puzzled expression on his
face. "What isit?' Flick asked.

"Something's wrong with one of the bulbs down there. The fird one—it's going out.”
II&)?I

"It's fading out." He glanced a Hick and then back down the corridor. "Now the second one's
fading!" His voice rose hdf an octave as he lifted his Schmeisser and cocked it. "Get over herd™

Hick dropped the key, swung his own weapon to the ready postion, and ran to join his companion.



By the time he reached the juncture of the two corridors, the third light had faded out. He tried but could
make out no details of the corridor behind the dead bulbs. It was as if the area had been swallowed by
impenetrable darkness.

"l don't likethis"" Wdtz sad.

"Nether do I. But | don't see a soul. Maybe it's the generator. Or a bad wire" Hick knew he didn't
bdieve this any more than Wdtz did. But he had had to say something to hide his growing fear.
Einsatzkommandos were supposed to arouse fear, not fed it.

The fourth bulb began to die. The dark was only a dozen feet away.

"Let'smoveinto here" Hick said, backing into the well-lit recess of the rear corridor. He could hear
the prisoners muttering in the last room behind them. Though they could not see the dying bulbs, they
sensed something was wrong.

Crouched behind Waltz, Hick shivered in the growing cold as he watched the illuminaion in the outer
corridor continue to fade. He wanted something to shoot at but could see only blackness.

And then the blackness was upon him, freezing his joints and dimming his vison. For an indant that
seemed to dretch to a lifetime, Private Karl Hick became a vicim of the soulless terror he so loved to
ingpirein others, fdt the deep, gut-tearing pain he so loved to inflict on others. Then he fdt nothing.

Sowly theillumination returned to the corridors, firg to the rear, then to the access passage. The only
sounds came from the villagers trapped in their cdl: whimpering from the women, relieved sobs from the
men as they dl fdt themsdves released from the panic that had seized them. One men tentatively
approached the door to peer through atiny space between two boards. His fidd of vison was limited to
asection of floor and part of the rear wall of the corridor.

He could see no movement. The floor was bare except for a splattering of blood, dill red, dill wet,
dill geaming in the cold. And on the rear wal there was more blood, but this was smeared instead of
gplattered. The smears seemed to form a pattern, like letters from an aphabet he amost recognized,
forming words that hovered just over the far edge of recognition. Words like dogs howling in the night,
neggingly present, but ever out of reach.

The man turned away from the door and rgjoined his fdlow villagers huddled in the far corner of the
room.

There was someone at the door.

Kaempffer's eyes snapped open; he feared that the earlier nightmare was going to repesat itsdf. But
no. He could sense no dark, maevolent presence on the other sde of the wal this time. The agent here
seemed human. And dumsy. If gedlth were the intruder's am, he was falling miserably. But to be on the
safe sde, Kaempffer pulled his Luger from the holster coiled at his elbow.

"Who's there?'



No reply.

The rattle of afumbling hand working the latch continued. Kaempffer could see breaks in the strip of
light dong the bottom of the door, but they gave no due as to who might be out there. He consdered
turning on the lamp, but thought better of it. The dark room gave him an advantage—an intruder would
be slhouetted againg the light from the hdll.

"ldentify yoursdf!"

The fumbling at the latch stopped, to be replaced by a fant creaking and cracking, as if some huge
weight were leaning againg the door, trying to get through it. Kaempffer couldn't be sure in the dark, but
he thought he saw the door bulge inward. That was two-inch oak! It would take massve weight to do
that! As the cresking of the wood grew louder, he found himsdf trembling and swesating. There was
nowhere to go. And now there was another sound, as if something were clawing at the door to get in.
The noises assailed him, growing louder, pardyzing him. The wood was cracking so that it seemed it
mud break into a thousand fragments; the hinges cried out as their metd fastenings were tortured from
the stone. Something had to givel He knew he should be chambering a shdll into his Luger but he could
not move.

The latch suddenly screeched and gave way, the door burding open and damming againgt the wal.
Two figures stood outlined in the lignt from the hdl. By ther hemets, Kaempffer knew them to be
Geaman soldiers, and by ther jackboots he knew them to be two of the einsatzkommandos he had
brought with him. He should have relaxed at the sght of them, but for some reason he did not. What
were they doing breaking into his room?

"Who isit?' he demanded.

They made no reply. Instead, they stepped forward in unison toward where he lay frozen in his
bedroll. There was something wrong with their gait—not a gross disorder, but a subtle grotesquery. For
one disconcerting moment, Mg or Kaempffer thought the two soldiers would march right over him. But
they stopped a the edge of his bed, amultaneoudy, as if on command. Neither said a word. Nor did
they dute.

"What do you want?' He should have been furious, but the anger did not come. Only fear. Agang his
wishes, his body was dhrinking into the bedrall, trying to hide.

"Speak tome" It was aplea.

No reply. He reached down with his left hand and found the battery lamp on the floor beside his bed,
dl the while keeping the Luger in his right trained on the Slent pair looming over him. When his questing
fingers found the toggle switch, he hesitated, ligening to his own rasping respirations. He had to see who
they were and what they wanted, but a deep part of hm warned againgt turning on the light.

Findly, he could stand it no longer. With a groan, he flicked the toggle and held the lamp up.

Privates Hick and Watz stood over him, faces white and contorted, eyes glazed. A gaping crescent
of torn and bloodied flesh grinned down at him from the place where each man's throat had been. No
one moved ... the two dead soldiers wouldn't, Kaempffer couldn't. For a long, heart-stopping momert,
Kaempffer lay pardyzed, the lamp hed doft in his hand, his mouth working spasmodicdly around a
scream of fear that could not pass his locked throat.

Then there was motion. Silently, dmost gracefully, the two soldiers leaned forward and fdl onto tharr
commeanding officer, pinning imin his bedroll under hundreds of pounds of limp dead flesh.



As Kaempffer struggled franticaly to pull himsdf out from under the two corpses, he heard a far-off
voice begin to wall in morta panic. An isolated part of his brain focused on the sound urtil he had
identified it.

The voice was his own.

"Now do you believe?'

"Bdieve what?' Kaempffer refused to look up at Woermann. Instead, he concentrated on the glass of
kumme pressed between both palms. He had downed the firg half in one gulp and now sipped Steadily
a the rest. By dow, painful degrees he was beginning to fed that he had himsdf under control again. It
helped that he was in Woermann's quarters and not his own.

"That SS methods will not solve this problem.”
"SS methods always work."

"Not thistime."

"I've only begun! No villagers have died yet!"

Even as he spoke, Kaempffer admitted to himsdf that he had run up agang a Stuation completely
beyond the experience of anyone in the SS. There were no precedents, no one he could turn to for
advice. There was something in the keep beyond fear, beyond coercion. Something megnificently adept
a usng fear as its own weapon. This was no guerilla group, no fanatic am of the Nationa Peasant
Party. This was something beyond war, beyond nationdity, beyond race.

Y e the village prisoners would have to die at dawn. He could not let them go—to do so would be to
admit defeat, and he and the SS would lose face. He must never dlow that to happen. It made no
difference that ther deaths would have no effect on the ... thing that was killing the men. They had to die.

"And they won't die" Woermann said.

"What?' Kaempffer findly looked up from the glass of kummd.

"The villagers—I let them go."

"How dare you!" Anger—he began to fed dive again. He rose from his chair.

"Youll thank me later on when you don't have the systematic murder of an entire Romanian village to
explan. And that's what it would come to. | know your kind. Once started on a course, no matter how
futile, no matter how many you hurt, you keep going rather than admit youve made a mistake. So I'm
keeping you from getting started. Now you can blame your falure on me. | will accept the blame and we
can dl find a safer place to quarter oursdves™

Kaempffer sat down again, mentaly conceding that Woermann's move had given him an out. But he
was trapped. He could not report falure back to the SS. That would mean the end of his career.

“I'm not giving up,” he told Woermann, trying to appear stubbornly courageous.
"What dse can you do? You can't fight thid"



"l will fight it!"

"How?' Woermann leaned back and folded his hands over his smdl paunch. "You don't even know
what you're fighting, so how can you fight it?"

"With gund With firel With—" Kaempffer shrank away as Woermann leaned toward him, curang
himsdf for cringing, but helpless againg the reflex.

"Ligen to me, Herr Sturmbannfihrer: Those men were dead when they waked into your room
tonight. Dead! We found thar blood in the rear corridor. They died in your makeshift prison. Yet they
walked off the corridor, up to your room, broke through the door, marched up to your bed, and fdl on
you. How are you going to fight something like that?'

Kaempffer shuddered at the memory. "They didn't die until they got to my room! Out of loydty they
came to report to me despite their mortal woundd™ He didn't believe a word of it. The explanation came
automaticaly.

"They were dead, my friend,” Woermann said without the dightest trace of friendship in histone. "You
didn't examine their bodies—you were too busy deaning the crap out of your pants. But | did. |
examined them jugt as | have examined every man who has died in this godforsaken keep. And believe
me, those two died on the spot. All the mgor blood vessels in their necks were torn through. So were
tharr windpipes. Even if you were Himmler himsdlf, they couldn't have reported to you.”

"Then they were carried!" Despite what he had seen with his own eyes he pressed for another
explanaion. The dead didnt walk. They couldn!

Woermann leaned back and stared at him with such disdain that Kaempffer fdt amal and naked.
"Do they a0 teach you to lie to yoursdf in the SS?'

Kaempffer made no reply. He needed no physicd examination of the corpses to know that they had
been dead when they had walked into his room. He had known that the ingant the light from his lamp
hed shone on their faces.

Woermann rose and strode toward the door. "Il tdl the men we leave at fird light."

"NO!" The word passed his lips louder and dhriller than he wished.

"You don't redly intend to stay here, do you?' Woermann asked, his expresson incredulous.
"l must complete this misson!”

"But you can't! Youll lose! Surdly you see that now!™

"l see only that | shdl have to change my methods.”

"Only a madman would say!"

| don't want to stay! Kaempffer thought. | want to leave as much as anyone! Under any other
circumstances he would be giving the order to move out himsdlf. But that was not one of his options here.
He had to settle the matter of the keep—settle it once and for dl—before he could leave for Ploiedti. If
he bungled this job, there were dozens of hisfdlow SS officers luging after the Ploiesti project, watching
and waiting to legp at the firgt Sgn of weakness and wrest the prize away from him. He had to succeed
here. If he could not, he would be left behind, forgotten in some rear office as others in the SS took over



management of the world.

And he needed Woermann's help. He had to win him over for just a few days, until they could find a
solution. Then he would have him court-martidled for freaing the villagers.

"Wheat do you think it is, Klaus?' he asked softly.

"What do | think what is?" Woermann's tone was annoyed, frustrated, his words clipped brutaly
short.

"The killing—who or what do you think is doing it?'

Woermann sat down again, his face troubled. "I don't know. And at this point, | don't care to know.
There are now eght corpses in the subcdlar and we mugt see to it thet there aren't any more.”

"Come now, Klaus. Youve been here a week ... you must have formed an idea" Keep taking, he
told himsdlf. The longer you talk, the longer before you've got to return to that room.

"The men think it's a vampire."

A vampire! This was not the kind of tak he needed, but he fought to keep his voice low, his
expresson friendly.

"Do you agree?'

"Lagt week—God, even three days ago—I'd have said no. Now, I'm not so sure. I'm no longer sure
of anything. If it isa vampire, it's not like the ones you read about in horror stories. Or see in the movies.
Theonly thing I'm sure of is that the killer is not human.”

Kaempffer tried to recall what he knew about vampire lore. Was the thing that killed the men drinking
their blood? Who could tel? Ther throats were such a ruin, and there was so much spilled on ther
clothes, it would take a medical |aboratory to determine whether some of the blood was missng. He had
once seen a pirated print of the slent movie, Nosferatu, and had watched the American verson of
Dracula with German subtitles. That had been years ago, and at the time the idea of a vampire had
seemed as ludicrous as it deserved to be. But now ... there certainly was no beak-nosed Sav in formd
dress dinking around the keep. But there were most certainly eight corpses in the subcellar. Yet he could
not see himsdf arming his men with wooden stakes and hammers.

"l think we shdl have to go to the source," he said as his thoughts reached a dead end.
"And wher€'s that?"

"Not where—who. | want to find the owner of the keep. This structure was built for a reason, and it is
being maintained in perfect condition. There has to be a reason for that.”

"Alexandra and his boys don't know who the owner is"

"So they say.”

"Why should they lie?"

"Everybody lies. Somebody has to pay them.”

"The money is given to the innkeeper and he dispensesiit to Alexandru and his boys.”



"Then well interrogate the innkeeper.”

"You might also ask him to trand ate the words on the wall.”

Kaempffer started. "What words? What wal?"

"Down where your two men died. There's something written on the wal in their blood."

"In Romanian?'

Woermann shrugged. "l don't know. | can't even recognize the letters, let done the language.”

Kaempffer leaped to hisfeet. Here was something he could handle. "I want that innkeeper!”

The man's name was Iuliu.

He was grosdy overweight, in his late fifties, bading on his upper pate, and mustachioed on his upper
lip. Hisample jowls, unshaven for at least three days, trembled as he stood in his nightshirt and shivered
inthe rear corridor where hisfdlow villagers had been held prisoner.

Almog like the old days, Kaempffer thought, watching from the shadows of one of the rooms. He
was dating to fed more like hmsdf agan. The man's confused, frightened countenance brought him
back to hisearly years with the SS in Munich, when they would roust the Jew shopkeepers out of their
wam beds in the early morning hours, beat them in front of their families, and watch them sweat with
terror in the cold before dawn.

But the innkegper was no Jew.

It redly didnt maiter. Jew, Freemason, Gypsy, Romanian innkeeper, what redly mattered to
Kaempffer was the victim's sense of complacency, of sdf-confidence, of security; the victim's feding that
he had a place in the world and that he was safe—that was what Kaempffer fdt he had to smash. They
hed to learn that there was no safe place when he was around.

He let the innkeeper shiver and blink under the naked bulb for as long as his own patience would
dlow. Iluliu had been brought to the spot where the two einsatzkommandos had been killed. Anything
that had even remotely resembled a ledger or a record book had been taken from theinn and dropped in
a pile behind him. His eyes roamed from the bloodstains on the floor, to the bloody scrawl on the rear
wadl, to the implacable faces of the four soldiers who had dragged him from his bed, then back to the
bloodgtains on the floor. Kaempffer found it difficult to look a those stains. He kept remembering the
two gashed throats that had supplied the blood, and the two dead men who had stood over his bed.

When Mgor Kaempffer began to fed his own fingerstingle with cold despite his black leather gloves,
he stepped out into the light of the corridor and faced Iuliu. At the dght of an SS officer in full uniform,
Iuiu took a step backward and dmogt tripped over his ledgers.

"Who owns the keep?' Kaempffer asked in alow voice without preamble.
"l do not know, Herr Officer."

The man's German was atrocious, but it was better than working through an interpreter. He dapped
Iuiu across the face with the back of his gloved hand. He fdlt no malice; this was standard procedure.



"Who owns the keep?'

"l don't know!"

He dapped him again. "Who?"

The innkeeper spat blood and began to weep. Good—he was bresking.

"l don't know!" Iuliu cried.

"Who gives you the money to pay the caretakers?’

"A messenger.”

"From whom?"

"l don't know. He never says. From a bank, | think. He comes twice a year."
"You mug have to Sgn areceipt or cash a check. Whom isit from?!

"l 9gn aletter. At the top it says The Mediterranean Bank of Switzerland. In Zurich.”
"How does the money come?"

"In gold. In twenty-lel gold pieces. | pay Alexandru and he pays his sons. It has dways been this
way."

Kaempffer watched Iuliu wipe his eyes and compose himsdf. He had the next link in the chain. He
would have the SS centrd office investigate the Mediterranean Bank in Zurich to learn who was sending
gold coins to an innkeeper in the Transylvanian Alps. And from there back to the owner of the account,
and from there back to the owner of the keep.

And then what?

He didn't know, but this seemed to be the only way to proceed a the moment. He turned and stared
a the words scrawled on the wal behind him. The blood—Hick's and Waltz's blood—with which the
words had been written had dried to a reddish brown. Many of the letters were either crudely formed or
were not like any letters he had ever seen. Others were recognizable. As a whole, they were
incomprehengble. Y et they had to mean something.

He gestured to the words. "What does that say?"

"I don't know, Herr Officer!" He cringed from the glittering blue of Kaempffer's eyes. "Please ... |
redly don't!"

From luliu's expression and the sound of his voice, Kaempffer knew the man was tdling the truth. But
that was not ared condderation—never had been and never would be. The Romanian would have to be
pressed to the limit, battered, broken, and sent limping back to his fdlow villagers with taes of the
merciless treetment he had received at the hands of the officer in the black uniform. And then they would



know: They mugt cooperate, they must crawl over one another in their eagerness to be of service to the
SS.

"You lig" he screamed and dammed the back of his hand across Iuliu's face again. "Those words are
Romanian! | want to know what they say!"

"They are like Romanian, Herr Officer,” Iuliu said, cowering in fear and pain, "but they are not. | don't
know what they say!"

This tdlied with the information Kaempffer had gleaned from his own trandating dictionary. He had
been sudying Romania and its languages since the first day he had got wind of the Ploiesti project. By
now he knew alittle of the Daco-Romanian didect and expected soon to be passably fluent in it. He did
not want any of the Romanians he would be working with to think they could dip anything by him by

gpesking in their own language.

But there were three other mgor didects which varied sgnificantly from one another. And the words
on the wdl, while amilar to Romanian, did not appear to belong to any of them.

[uliu, the innkeeper—probably the only man in the village who could read—did not recognize them.
Sill, he had to suffer.

Kaempffer turned away from Iuliu and from the four einsatzkommandos around him. He spoke to no
onein particular, but his meaning was understood.

"Teach him the art of trandation.”

There was a heartbeat's pause, then a dull thud followed by a choking groan of agony. He did not
have to watch. He could picture what was happening: One of the guards had driven the end of his rifle
barrd into the amdl of Iuliu's back, a sharp, savage blow, sending Iuliu to his knees. They would now be
clustered around him, preparing to drive the toes and heds of ther polished jackboots into every
sengtive area of his body. And they knew them dl.

"That will be enough!" said a voice he ingantly recognized as Woermann's.

Enraged a the intruson, Kaempffer wheded to confront him. This was insubordination! A direct
chdlenge to his authority! But as he opened his mouth to reprimand Woermann, he noticed that the
captain's hand rested on the butt of his pistal. Surdly he wouldn't use it. And yet...

The ensatzkommandos were looking to ther magor expectantly, not quite sure of what to do.
Kaempffer longed to tdll them to proceed as ordered but found he could not. Woermann's baleful stare
and defiant stance made him hesitate.

"Thislocd has refused to cooperate,” he said lamdly.

"And s0 you think besting him unconscious—or to death, perhaps—will get you what you want? How
intdligent!” Woermann moved forward to lulius sde, blandly pushing the einsatzkommandos aside as if
they were inanimate objects. He glanced down a the groaning innkeeper, then fixed each of the guards
with his stare. "Is this how German troops act for the greater glory of the Fatherland? I'll bet your
mothers and fathers would love to come and watch you kick an unarmed aging fa man to death. How
bravel Why don't you invite them someday? Or did you kick them to deeth the lagt time you were home
on leave?’

"I must warn you, Captain—" Kaempffer began, but Woermann had turned his atention to the
innkeeper.



"What can you tdl us about the keep that we don't dready know?'
"Nothing,” luliu said from the floor.

"Any wives taes or scare stories or legends?”

"I'velived here dl my life and never heard any."

"No deaths in the keep? Ever?'

"Never."

As Kaempffer watched, he saw the innkeeper's face light with a kind of hope, as if he had thought of
away to survive the night intact.

"But perhaps there is someone who could help you. If | may just get my regidration book...?" He
indicated the jumbled ledgers on the floor.

When Woermann nodded to him, he crawled across the floor and picked out a worn, stained,
cloth-covered volume from the rest. He fumbled through the pages feverishly until he came to the entry he
wanted.

"Hereitid He has been here three timesin the past ten years, each time sicker than the last, each time
with his daughter. He is a great teacher at the Universty of Bucharest. An expert in the hisory of this
region.”

Kaempffer was interested now. "When was the lagt time?"

"Hve years ago." He shrank away from Kaempffer as he replied.
"What do you mean by sck?' Woermann asked.

"He could not walk without two canes last time."

Woermann took the ledger from the innkeeper. "Who is he?"
"Professor Theodor Cuza"

"Let'sjust hope he's dill dive" Woermann said, tossng the ledger to Kaempffer. "I'm sure the SS has
contacts in Bucharest who can find himif heis | suggest you waste no time"

"l never waste time, Captain,” Kaempffer said, trying to regain some of the face he knew he had logt
with his men. He would never forgive Woermann for that. "As you enter the courtyard you will notice my
men dready busy prying at the wals, loosening the stones. | expect to see your men hdping them as soon
as possible. While the Mediterranean Bank in Zurich is being investigated, and while this professor is
being sought out, we shdl dl be busy dismantling this Structure stone by stone. For if we should obtain no
usful information from the bank or from the professor, we dhdl dready be started toward destroying
every possible hiding place within the keep."

Woermann shrugged. "Better than Stting around and waiting to be killed, | suppose. I'll have Sergeant
Oster report to you and he can coordinate work details” He turned, pulled Iuliu to his feet, and pushed
him down the corridor, saying, "I'l be right behind you to see that the sentry lets you out.”

But the innkeeper held back an ingant and said something to the captain in a low tone. Woermann
began to laugh.



Kaempffer fdt his face grow hot as rage welled up within him. They were taking about him, bdittling
him. He could awaystell.

"What isthe joke, Captain?'

"This Professor Cuza," Woermann said, his laughter fading but the mocking smile remaining on hislips,
"the man who might possibly know something that could keep afew of usdive... he'sa Jew!"

Renewed laughter echoed from the captain as he walked away.

ELEVEN

Bucharest
Tuesday, 29 April
1020 hours

The harsh, inagtent pounding from without rattled their gpartment door on its hinges.

"Open up!"

Magda's voice faled her for an ingant, then she quavered out the question to which she dready knew
the answer. "Who isit?"

"Open immediady!"

Magda, dressed in a bulky sweater and a long skirt, her glossy brown har undone, was standing by
the door. She looked over at her father seated in hiswhedlchair at the desk.

"Better let them in," he said with a cdm she knew was forced. The tight skin of his face dlowed little
expression, but his eyes were afraid.

Magda turned to the door. With a sngle motion she undid the latch and jerked back as if fearing it
would bite her. It was fortunate that she did, for the door flew open and two members of the Iron Guard,
the Romanian equivdent of German stormtroopers, lurched in, helmeted, armed with rifles held at high

port.

"Thisis the Cuza resdence," the one toward the rear said. It was a question but had been uttered as a
Satement, asif daring anyone ligening to disagree.

"Yes" Magda replied, backing away toward her father. "What do you want?'
"We are looking for Theodor Cuza. Whereishe?' His eyes lingered on Magda's face.



"l am he" Papa sad.

Magda was at his side, her hand resting protectively atop the high wooden back of his whedchair.
She was trembling. She had dreaded this day, had hoped it would never come. But now it looked as if
they were to be dragged off to some resettlement camp where her father would not survive the night.
They had long feared that the anti-Semitism of this regime would become an inditutiondized horror
amilar to Germany's.

The two guardsmen looked a Papa. The one to the rear, who seemed to be in charge, stepped
forward and withdrew a piece of paper from his belt. He glanced down at it, then up again.

"You cannot be Cuza. He's fifty-ax. You're too old!"
"Nevertheless, | an he”

The intruders looked a Magda. "Is this true? This is Professor Theodor Cuza, formely of the
Universty of Buchares?'

Magda found hersdf mortdly afraid, breathless, unable to speak, so she nodded.
The two Iron Guards hesitated, obvioudy at aloss as to whet to do.
"What do you want of me?' Papa asked.

"We are to bring you to the rall station and accompany you to the junction a Campina where you will
be met by representatives of the Third Reich. From there—"

"Germans? But why?"

"Itisnot for you to ask! From there—"

"Which means they don't know either,” Magda heard her father mutter.

"—you will be escorted to the Dinu Pass.”

Papa's face mirrored Magda's surprise at their destination, but he recovered quickly.

" would love to oblige you, gentlemen," Papa said, spreading his twisted fingers, encased as dways in
cotton gloves, "for there are few places in the world more fascinating than the Dinu Pass. But as you can
planly see, I'm a bit infirm at the moment.”

Thetwo Iron Guards stood slent, indecisive, eyeing the old man in the chair. Magda could sense their
reactions. Papa looked like an animated skeleton with his thin, glossy, dead-looking skin, his bading
head fringed with wisps of white hair, his diff fingers looking thick and crooked and gnarled even through
the gloves, and his ams and neck so thin there seemed to be no flesh over the bones. He looked fral,
fragile brittle. He looked eighty. Y et thar papers said to find amen of fifty-gix.

"Sill you mugt come,” the leader said.
"He cant!" Magda cried. "Héell die on atrip like that!"

The two intruders glanced at each other. Ther thoughts were easy to read: They had been told to find
Professor Cuza and see that he got to the Dinu Pass as quickly as possible. And dive, obvioudy. Yet the
men before them did not look asif he would make it to the station.



"If | have the expert services of my daughter dong,” she heard her father say, "I shdl perhaps be dl
right.”

"No, Papal You can't!" What was he saying?

"Magda ... these men mean to take me. If | am to survive, you must come dong with me" He looked
up a her, his eyes commanding. Y ou mug.”

"Yes, Papa." She could not imagine what he had in mind, but she had to obey. He was her father.
He studied her face. "Do you redize the direction in which we will be traveling, my dear?"

He was trying to tdl her something, trying to key something in her mind. Then she remembered her
dream of a week ago, and the half-packed suitcase dill Stting under her bed.

"North!"

Ther two Iron Guard escorts were seated across the aide of the passenger car from them, engaged in
low conversation when they were not trying to visudly pierce Magdas heavy daothing. Papa had the
window sedt, his hands double gloved, leather over cotton and folded in his lgp. Bucharest was diding
away behind them. A fifty-three-mile trip by rail lay ahead—thirty-five milesto Ploiesti and eighteen miles
north of there to Campina. After that the going would be rough. She prayed it would not be too much for
him.

Do you know why | had them bring you dong?' he said in hisdry voice.

"No, Papa. | see no purpose in either of us going. You could have got out of it. All they need do is
have their superiors look at you and they'd know you're not fit to trave."

"They wouldn't care. And I'm fitter than | look—not well, by any standard, but certanly not the
waking cadaver | appear to be."

"Dont talk like thet!"

"I stopped lying to mysdf long ago, Magda. When they told me | had rheumatoid arthritis, | said they
were wrong. And they were: | had something worse. But I've accepted what's hgppening to me. There's
no hope, and there's not that much more time. So | think | should make the best of it."

"You don't have to rush it by dlowing them to drag you up to the Dinu Pasdl"

"Why not? I've dways loved the Dinu Pass. It's as good a place to die as any. And they were going to
take me no matter what. I'm wanted up there for some reason and they are intent on getting me there,
evenin ahearse” He looked a her closdly. "But do you know why | told them | had to have you dong?'

Magda consdered the question. Her father was ever the teacher, ever playing Socrates, asking
quedtion after question, leading his ligener to a concluson. Magda often found it tedious and tried to
reach the concluson as swiftly as possible. But she was too tense a the moment for even a hadfhearted

attempt at playing dong.

"To be your nurse, as usud,” she snapped. "What se?' She regretted the words as soon as she
uttered them, but her father seemed not to notice. He was too intent on what he wanted to say to take



offense.

"Yed" he said, lowering his voice. "That's what | want them to think. But it's redly your chance to get
out of the country! | want you to come to the Dinu Pass with me, but when you get the chance—at the
fird opportunity—I want you to run off and hide in the hilld"

"Papa, ol

"Ligen to me" he said, leaning his face toward her ear. "This chance will never come again. Weve
been in the Alps many times. Y ou know the Dinu Pass well. Summer's coming. You can hide for a while
and then make your way south.”

"Towhere?'

"l don't know—anywhere! Just get yoursdf out of the country. Out of Europe! Go to Americal To
Turkey! To Asa Anywhere, but go!"

"A woman traveling done in wartime" Magda said, saring at her father and trying to keep her voice
from sounding scornful. He wasn't thinking clearly. "How far do you think I'd get?'

"You mug try!" Hislips trembled.

"Papa, what's wrong?"

He looked out the window for along time, and when he findly spoke his voice was barely audible.
"It'sdl over for us. They're going to wipe us off the face of the Continent.”

"Who?'

"Ud Jews! There's no hope Ieft for usin Europe. Perhaps somewhere ese”

"Don't be so—"

"It's true! Greece has just surrendered! Do you redize that snce they attacked Poland a year and a
haf ago they haven't logt a battle? No one has been able to stand up to them for more than Sx weeks!
Nothing can stop them! And that madman who leads them intends to eradicate our kind from the face of
the earth! You've heard the taes from Poland—it's soon going to be happening here! The end of
Romanian Jewry has been delayed only because that traitor Antonescu and the Iron Guard have been a
esch other's throats. But it seems they've settled tharr differences during the past few months, so it won't
be long now."

"You're wrong, Papa," Magda said quickly. This kind of tak terrified her. "The Romanian people
won't dlow it."

He turned on her, hiseyes blazing. " "Won't dlow it? Look at us Look at what has happened so far!
Did anyone protest when the government began the 'Romanianization’ of dl property and indudtry in the
hands of Jews? Did a sngle one of my colleagues at the universty—trusted friends for decades!—so
much as question my dismissa? Not one! Not one!’ And has one of them even stopped by to see how |
am?' His voice was beginning to crack. "Not one!"

He turned his face back toward the window and was Slent.

Magda wished for something to say to make it easier for him, but no words came. She knew there
would have been tears on his cheeks now if his disease had not rendered his eyes incapable of forming



them. When he spoke again, he had himsdf once more under control, but he kept his gaze directed at the
flat green farmland ralling by.

"And now we are on thistrain, under guard of Romanian fascists, on our way to be delivered into the
hands of German fascists. We are finished!”

She waiched the back of her father's head. How bitter and cynicd he had become. But then, why
not? He had a disease that was dowly tying his body into knots, digtorting his fingers, turning his skin to
wax paper, drying his eyes and mouth, meking it increesngly hard for hm to swalow. As for his
career—despite years a the universty as an unchdlenged authority on Romanian folklore, despite the
fact that he was next in line as head of the Department of History, he had been unceremonioudy fired.
Oh, they said it was because his advancing debility made it necessary, but Papa knew it was because he
was a Jew. He had been discarded like so much trash.

And s0: His hedth was falling, he had been removed from the pursuit of Romanian history—the thing
he loved most—and now he had been dragged from his home. And above and beyond dl that was the
knowledge that engines designed for the destruction of his race had been constructed and were adready
operating with grim efficency in other countries. Soon it would be Romanids turn.

Of course he's bitter! she thought. He has every right to be!
And so do I. It's my race, my heritage, too, they wish to destroy. And soon, no doubt, my life.

No, not her life That couldn't happen. She could not accept that. But they had certainly destroyed
any hope she had hdd of being something more than secretary and nursemaid to her father. Her music
publisher's sudden about-face was proof enough of that.

Magda fet a heaviness in her chest. She had learned the hard way snce her mother's death eeven
years ago that it was not easy being awomean in this world. It was hard if you were married, and harder
dill if you were not, for there was no one to ding to, no one to take your sde. It was dmost impossble
for any woman with an ambition outside the home to be taken serioudy. If you were married, you should
go back home if you were not, then there was something doubly wrong with you. And if you were
Jewigh...

She glanced quickly to the area where the two Iron Guards sat. Why am | not permitted the desire to
leave my mark on this world? Not a big mark ... a scratch would do. My book of songs ... it would
never be famous or popular, but perhaps someday a hundred years from now someone would come
across a copy and play one of the songs. And when the song is over, the player will close the cover and
seemy name ... and 'l ill be divein away. The player will know that Magda Cuza passed this way.

She sghed. She wouldn't give up. Not yet. Things were bad and would probably get worse. Bt it
wasn't over. It was never over aslong as one could hope.

Hope, she knew, was not enough. There had to be something more; just what that might be she didntt
know. But hope was the gtart.

Thetrain passed an encampment of brightly colored wagons circled around a smoldering centrd fire.
Papals pursuit of Romanian folklore had led him to befriend the Gypsies, dlowing him to tap their mother
lode of ord tradition.

"Look!" she said, hoping the sight would lift his spirits. He loved those people so. "Gypses™

"l see," he said without enthusasm. "Bid them farewell, for they are as doomed as we are.”



"Stop it, Papal”

"It's true. The Rom are an authoritarian's nightmare, and because of that, they, too, will be diminated.
They are free qoirits, drawn to crowds and laughter and idleness. The fascig mentdity cannot tolerate
their sort; their place of birth was the square of dirt that happened to lie under their parents wagon on the
day of their birth; they have no permanent address, no permanent place of employment. And they don't
even use one name with any relidble frequency, for they have three: a public name for the gadjé, another
for use among ther tribe members, and a secret one whispered in their ear at birth by their mother to
confuse the Devil, should he come for them. To the fascist mind they are an abomination.”

"Perhgps" Magda said. "But what of us? Why are we an abomindion?'

He turned away from the window &t last. "I don't know. | don't think anyone redly knows. We are
good ditizens wherever we go. We are indudtrious, we promote trade, we pay our taxes. Perhaps it is
our lot. | just don't know." He shook his head. "I've tried to make sense out of it, but | cannot. Just as |
cannot make sense out of this forced trip to the Dinu Pass. The only thing of interest there is the keep, but
thet is of interest only to the likes of you and me. Not to Germans.”

He leaned back and closed his eyes. Before long, he was dozing, snoring gently. He dept dl the way
past the smoking towers and tanks of Ploiesti, awakened briefly as they passed to the east of Horedti,
then dozed again. Magda spent the time worrying about what lay ahead for them, and what the Germans
could possibly want with her father in the Dinu Pass.

As the plains drifted by outsde the window, Magda drifted into a familiar reverie, one in which she
was married to a handsome man, loving and inteligent. They would have great wedth, but it would not
go for things like jewdry and fine clothes—they were toys to Magda and she could see no use or
meaning in owning them—but for books and curios. They would dwel in a house that would resemble a
museum, suffed with artifacts of vaue only to them. And that house would lie in a far-off land where no
one would know or care that they were Jewish. Her husband would be a brilliant scholar and she would
be widdy known and respected for her muscd arrangements. There would be a place for Papa, too,
and money enough to get him the best doctors and nurses, giving her time to hersdf to work on her
musiC.

A smdl, bitter amile curved Magda's lips. An eaborate fantasy—and that was dl it ever would be. It
was too lae for her. She was thirty-one, wel past the age when any digible man would consider her
aitable for a wife and prospective mother of his children. All she was good for now was somebody's
midress. And that, of course, she could never accept.

Once, a dozen years ago, there had been someone ... Mihall... a student of Papa's. They had both
been attracted to each other. Something might have come of that. But then Mother had died and Magda
had stayed close to Papa—so close that Mihal had been left out. She had had no choice; Papa had been
utterly shattered by Mother's death and it was Magda who had held him together.

Magda fingered the dim gold band on her right ring finger. It had been her mother's. How different
things would have been if she hadn't died.

Once in a while Magda thought of Mihail. He had married someone dse ... they had three children
now. Magda had only Papa.

Everything changed with Mother's death. Magda couldn't explain how it happened, but Papa grew to
be the center of her life. Although she had been surrounded by men in those days, she took no notice of
them. Thar atentions and advances had lan like beads of water on a glass figurine, unappreciated,
unabsorbed, leaving not so much as a hazy ring when they evaporated.



She spent the intervening years suspended between a desire to be somehow extraordinary, and a
longing for dl the very ordinary things that most other women took for granted. And now it was too lae.
There was redly nothing ahead for her—she saw that more clearly every day.

And yet it could have been so different! So much better! If only Mother hadn't died. If only Papa
hadn't fdlen sick. If only she hadn't been born a Jew. She could never admit the lagt to Papa. Hed be
furious—and crushed—to know she fdt that way. But it was true. If they were not Jews, they would not
be on thistrain; Papa would 4ill be at the universty and the future would not be a yawning chasm full of
darkness and dread with no exit.

The plains gradudly turned hilly and the tracks began to dope upward. The sun was stting atop the
Alps as the train dimbed the find dope to Campina. As they passed the towers of the smdler Steaua
refinery, Magda began to help her father into his sweater. When that was on, she tightened the kerchief
over her har and went to get his whedchair from an acove at the rear of the car. The younger of the two
Iron Guards followed her back. She had fet his eyes on her dl during the trip, probing the folds of her
clothes, trying to find the true outline of her body. And the farther the train had moved from Bucharest,
the bolder his stares had become.

As Magda bent over the charr to straighten the cushion on the sest, she fdt his hands grip her buttocks
through the heavy fabric of her skirt. The fingers of hisright hand began to try to worm their way between
her legs. Her ssomach turning with nausea, she straightened up and whedled toward him, restraining her
own hands from dawing at his face.

" thought youd like that,” he said, and moved closer, diding his ams around her. "Youre not
bad-looking for a Jew, and | could tdl you were looking for ared man."

Magda looked a him. He was anything but "a red man." He was a mogt twenty, probably eighteen,
his upper lip covered with afuzzy attempt a a mustache that looked more like dirt than hair. He pressed
himsdf againg her, pushing her back toward the door.

"The next car is baggage. Let'sgo."
Magda kept her face utterly impassive. "No."
He gave her a shove. "Move"

As ghe tried to decide what to do, her mind worked furioudy againg the fear and revulson that filled
her at histouch. She had to say something, but she didn't want to chalenge him or make him fed he had
to prove himsdf.

"Can't you find agirl that wants you?' she said, keeping her eyes directly on his
He blinked. "Of course | can."

"Then why do you fed you must sted from one who doesn't?’

"Youll thank me when it's over,” he said, leering.

"Must you?"

He withstood her gaze for a moment, then dropped his eyes. Magda did not know what would come
next. She readied hersdf to put on an unforgettable exhibition of screaming and kicking if he continued to
try to force her into the next car.



The train lurched and screeched as the engineer applied the brakes. They were coming into Campina
junction.

"Theré's no time now," he said, sooping to peer out the window as the dation ramp did by. "Too

Saved. Magda said nothing. She wanted to dump with rdief but did not.

The young Iron Guardsman straightened and pointed out the window. "I think you would have found
me a gentle lover compared to them.”

Magda bent and looked through the glass. She saw four men in black military uniforms standing on the
dation platform and fdt weak. She had heard enough about the German SS to recognize its members
when she saw them.

TWELVE

Karaburun, Turkey
Tueday, 29 Apil
1802 hours

The red-haired man stood on the seawall feding the dying light of the sun warm againgt his Sde as it
stretched the shadow of the piling beside him far out over the water. The Black Sea. A slly name. It was
blue, and it looked like an ocean. All around him, two-story brick-and-stucco houses crowded up to the
water's edge, their red tile roofs dmost matching the degpening color of the sun.

It had been easy to find a boat. The fishing around here was good more often than not, but the
fishermen remained poor no matter how good the catch. They spent their lives sruggling to break even.

No deek, swift, smuggler's launch this time, but a lumbering, salt-encrusted sardine fisher. Not at dl
whet he needed, but the best he could get.

The smuggler's boat had taken him in near Slivri, west of Congtantinople—no, they were cdling it
Isanbul now, weren't they? He remembered the current regime changing it nearly a decade ago. Hed
have to get used to the new name, but old habits were hard to break. He had beached the boat, jumped
ashore with hislong, flat case under his arm, then pushed the launch back into the Sea of Marmara where
it would drift with the corpse of its owner until found by a fisheeman or by some ship of whatever
government was daming that particular body of water at that particular time.

From there it had been a twenty-mile trip over the gently undulating moorland of European Turkey. A
horse had proved as easy to buy on the south coast as a boat had been to rent here on the north. With



governments fdling left and right and no one sure whether today's money would be tomorrow's
wastepaper, the sight and fed of gold could be counted on to open many doors.

And s0 now he stood on the rim of the Black Sea, tgpping his feet, drumming his fingers on the fla
case, waiting for his battered vessd to finish fuding. He resisted the urge to rush over and give the owner
afew swift kicks to hurry him up. That would be fruitless. He knew he couldn't rush these people; they
lived & their own speed, one much dower than his

It would be 250 miles due north of here to the Danube Delta, and dmost 200 more west from there
overland to the Dinu Pass. If not for this idiot war, he could have hired an arplane and been there long
before now.

What had happened? Had there been a battle in the pass? The short-wave had said nothing of fighting
in Romania. No matter. Something had gone wrong. And he had thought everything permanently settled.

His lips twisted. Permanently? He of dl people should have known how rare indeed it was for
anything to be permanent.

Stll, there remained a chance tha events had not progressed beyond the point of no return.

THIRTEEN

The Keep
Tuesday, 29 April
1752 hours

"Can't you see he's exhaugted?' Magda shouted, her fear gone now, replaced by her anger and her
fierce protective indinct.

"I don't care if he's about to bresthe his last gasp,” the SS officer sad, the one cdled Maor
Kaempffer. "I want him to tdl me everything he knows about the keep."

The ride from Campina to the keep had been a nightmare. They had been unceremonioudy trundled
into the back of alorry and watched over by a surly pair of enlised men while another pair drove. Papa
hed recognized them as einsaizkommandos and had quickly explained to Magda what their areas of
expertise were. Even without the explanaion she would have found them repulsive; they treated her and
Papa like so much baggage. They spoke no Romanian, usng instead a language of shoves and prods
with rifle barrels. But Magda soon sensed something else below their casud brutality—a preoccupation.
They seemed to be glad to be out of the Dinu Pass for awhile, and reluctant to return.

The trip was especidly hard on her father, who found it nearly impossible to st on the bench that ran



adong each dde of the lorry's payload area. The vehide tipped and lurched and bounced vidlently as it
raced dong a road never intended for its passage. Every jolt was agony for Papa, with Magda watching
heplesdy as he winced and gritted his teeth as pain shot through him. Findly, when the lorry had to stop
a abridge to wait for a goat cart to move asde, Magda helped him off the bench and back into his
whedchair. She moved quickly, unable to see what was going on outside the vehicle, but knowing that as
long as the driver kept banging impetiently on the horn, she could risk moving Papa. After that, it was a
matter of holding on to the whedchair to keep it from ralling out the back while sruggling to keep hersdf
from diding off the bench once the lorry started moving again. Ther escort sneered a her plight and
made not the dightest effort to help. She was as exhausted as her father by the time they reached the

keep.

The keep ... it had changed. It looked as wdl kept as ever in the dusk when they rolled across the
causeway, but as soon as they passed through the gate, she fdt it—an aura of menace, a change in the
very ar that weighed on the spirit and touched off chills dong the neck and shoulders.

Papa noticed it, too, for she saw him lift his head and ook around, asif trying to dassify the sensation.

The Germans seemed to be in a hurry, and there seemed to be two kinds of soldiers, somein gray,
some in SS black. Two of the ones in gray opened up the rear of the lorry as soon as it stopped and
began mationing them out, saying, " Schnell! Schnell!™

Magda addressed them in German, which she understood and could speak reasonably well. "He
cannot walk!" Thiswas true at the moment—Papa was on the verge of physica collapse.

Thetwo in gray did not hestate to legp into the back of the truck and lift her father down, whedchair
and dl, but it was |€ft to her to push him across the courtyard. She fdt the shadows crowding againgt her
as she followed the soldiers.

"Something's gone wrong here, Papal” she whispered in his ear. "Can't you fed it?'
A dow nod was hisonly reply.

Sherolled hminto the first levd of the watchtower. Two German officers awaited them there, one in
gray, onein black, standing by arickety table under a sngle shaded light bulb hanging from the calling.

The evening had only begun.

"Frdly," Papa said, spesking flavless German in reply to Mgor Kaempffer's demand for informetion,
"this dructure isnt a keep. A keep, or donjon as it was cdled in these parts, was the find inner
fortification of a castle, the ultimate stronghold where the lord of the castle stayed with his family and
daff. This building'—he made a smdl gesture with his hands—"is unique. 1 don't know what you should
cdl it. It's too elaborate and wdl built for a smple watchpost, and yet it's too smdl to have been built by
any sef-respecting feudd lord. It's dways been cdled ‘the keep,' probably for lack of a better name. It
will do, | suppose.”

"l don't care what you suppose!” the mgor snapped. "l want what you know! The higory of the
keep, the legends connected with it—everything!"

"Can't it wait until mormning?' Magda said. "My father can't even think sraight now. Maybe by then—"
"No! We mugt know tonight!"

Magda looked from the blond-haired mgor to the other officer, the darker, heavier captain named
Woermann who had yet to speak. She looked into their eyes and saw the same thing she had seen in dl



the German soldiers they had encountered since leaving the train; the common denominator that had
eluded her was now clear. These men were afraid. Officers and enlisted men dike, they were dl terrified.

"Soedificdly in reference to what?' Papa said.

Captain Woermann findly spoke. "Professor Cuza, during the week we have been here, eight men
have been murdered.” The mgor was glaing at the captain, but the captain kept on spesking, ether
oblivious to the other officer's displeasure, or ignoring it. "One death a night, except for last night when
two throats were dashed.”

A reply seemed to form on Papa's lips. Magda prayed he would not say anything that would set the
Germans off. He appeared to think better of it. "I have no politica connections, and know of no group
activeinthisarea. | cannot help you."

"We no longer think there's a political mative here," the captain said.
"“Then what? Who?"
The reply seemed dmogt physcdly panful for Captain Woermann. "We're not even sure it's awho.”

The words hung in the air for an endless moment, then Magda saw her father's mouth form the tiny,
toothy ova that had come to pass for agrin lady. It made his face ook like death.

"You believe the supernaturd to be a work here, gentlemen? A few of your men are killed, and
because you can't find the killer, and because you don't want to think that a Romanian partisan might be
getting the better of you, you look to the supernaturd. If you redly want my—"

"Slence, Jew!" the SS mgor said, naked rage on his face as he stepped forward. "The only reason
you are here and the only reason | do not have you and your daughter shot at once is the fact that you
have traveled this region extendvely and are an expert on its folklore. How long you remain dive will
depend on how ussful you prove to be. So far you have sad nothing to convince me that | have not
wasted my time bringing you here!™

Magda saw Papa's smile evaporate as he glanced at her, then back to the mgor. The threet to her
hed struck home.

"l will do what | can," he said gravely, "but fird you mug tdl me everything that has happened here.
Perhaps | can come up with a more redigtic explanaion.”

"For your sake, | hope s0."

Captain Woermann told the story of the two privates who had penetrated the cdlar wal where they
hed found a cross of gold and slver rather than brass and nickd, of the narrow shaft leading down to
what appeared to be ablind cell, of the rupture of the wal into the corridor, of the collgpse of part of the
floor into the subcellar, of the fate of Private Lutz and of those who followed him. The captain aso told of
the enguifing darkness he had seen on the rampart two nights ago, and of the two SS men who somehow
hed walked up to Mgjor Kaempffer's room after their throats had been torn out.

The gory chilled Magda. Under different circumstances she might have laughed at it. But the
amaospherein the keep tonight, and the grim faces of these two German officers gave it credence. And
as the captain spoke, she redized with a start that her dream of traveing north might have occurred a
jugt about the time the first man had died.

But she couldn't dwell on that now. There was Papa to look after. She had watched his face as he



hed listened; she had seen his mortd fatigue dip away as each new death and each bizarre event was
related. By the time Captain Woermann had finished, Papa had metamorphosed from a sick old man
dumped in hiswhedchair to Professor Theodor Cuza, an expert being chdlenged in his chosen fidd. He

paused at length before replying.

FHndly: "The obvious assumption here is that something was released from that little room in the wall
when the fird soldier broke into it. To my knowledge, there has never been a sngle degth in the keep
before this. But then, there has never before been aforeign amy living in the keep. | would have thought
the deaths the work of patriotic'—he emphasized the word—"Romanians but for the events of the last
two nights. There is no naturd explanation | know for the way the light died on the wadl, nor for the
animation of ex-sanguinated corpses. So perhaps we must look outside nature for our explanation.”

"That'swhy you're here, Jew," the mgjor said.
"The smplest olution isto leave”
"Out of the question!™

Papa mulled this "I do not believe in vampires, gentlemen.” Magda caught a quick warning glance
from him—she knew that was not entirdy true. "At least not anymore. Nor werewolves, nor ghosts. But
I've dways believed there was something specia about the keep. It has long been an enigma. It is of
unique design, yet there is no record of who built it. It is maintained in perfect condition, yet no one
dams ownership. There is no record of ownership anywhere—I know, for | spent years trying to learn
who built it and who mantainsit."

"We are working on that now,” Mgor Kaempffer said.

"Y ou mean you're contacting the Mediterranean Bank in Zurich? Don't waste your time, I've aready
been there. The money comes from atrust account set up in the last century when the bank was founded;
expenses for maintenance of the keep are paid from interest on the money in the account. And before
thet, | believe, it was paid through a Smilar account in a different bank, possbly in a different country ...
the innkeepers records over the generations leave much to be desired. But the fact is there is no link
anywhere to the person or persons who opened the account; the money is to be held and the interest is
to be paid in perpetuum.”

Magor Kaempffer dammed hisfig down on the table. "Damn! What good are you, old man!”

“I'm dl you have, Herr Mgjor. But let me go further with this Three years ago | went so far as to
petition the Romanian government—then under King Carol—to declare the keep a nationd treasure and
take over ownership. It was my hope that such de facto nationdization would bring out the owners, if
any dill live But the petition was refused. The Dinu Pass was considered too remote and inaccessible.
Also, snce there is no Romanian higtory specificaly connected with the keep, it could not be officaly
considered a naiond treasure. And findly, and most importantly, nationdization would require use of
government funds for maintenance of the keep. Why should that be wasted when private money is doing
such an excdlent job?

"l had no defense againg those arguments. And so, gentlemen, | gave up. My faling hedth confined
me to Bucharest. | had to be satisfied with having exhausted dl research resources, with being the
greatest living authority on the keep, knowing more about it than anyone ese. Which amounts to
absolutely nothing.”

Magda bristled at her father's constant use of "I." She had done most of the work for him. She knew
as much about the keep as he. But she said nathing. It was not her place to contradict her father, not in



the presence of others.

"What about these?' Cgptan Woermann said, pointing to a motley collection of scrolls and
|eather-bound books in the corner of the room.

"Books?' Papa's eyebrows lifted.

"Weve gtarted dismantling the keep," Major Kaempffer said. "Thisthing we're after will soon have no
place I€ft to hide. WEIl eventudly have every stone in the place exposed to the light of day. Then where
will it go?'

Papa shrugged. "A good plan ... aslong as you don't release something worse." Magda watched him
caaudly turn his head toward the pile of books, but not before taking note of Kaempffer's startled
expression—that possbility had never occurred to the mgor. "But where did you find the books? There
was never alibrary in the keep, and the villagers can barely read their names™

"In ahollow spot in one of the walls being dismantled,” the captain said.
Papa turned to her. "Go see what they are.”

Magda stepped over to the corner and kndt beside the books, grateful for an opportunity to be off
her feet even for afew minutes. Papa's whed chair was the only seat in the room, and no one had offered
to get a chair for her. She looked at the pile, smdled the familiar musty odor of old paper; she loved
books and loved that amdll. There were perhaps a dozen or so there, some partidly rotten, one in scroll
form. Magda pushed her way through them dowly, dlowing the muscles of her back as much time as
possible to stretch before she had to rise again. She picked up a random volume. Its title was in English:
The Book of Eibon. It startled her. It couldn't be ... it was a joke! She looked a the others, trandaing
their titles from the various languages in which they were written, the awve and disquiet mounting within
her. These were genuine! She rose and backed away, nearly tripping over her own feet in her haste.

"What's wrong?' Papa asked when he saw her face.

"Those bookds!" she said, unable to hide her shock and revulson. "They're not even supposed to
exig!"

Papa whedled his chair closer to the table. "Bring them over herel”

Magda stooped and gingerly lifted two of them. One was De Vermis Mysteriis by Ludwig Prinn; the
other, Cultes des Goules by Comte d'Erlette. Both were extremdy heavy and her skin crawled jugt to
touch them. The curiogity of the two officers had been aroused to such an extent that they, too, bent to
the pile and brought the remaining texts to the table.

Trembling with excitement that increased with each article placed on the table, Papa muttered under
his breath between cdling out the titles as he saw them.

"The Pnakotic Manuscripts, in scroll form! The duNord trandation of The Book of Eibon! The
Seven Cryptical Books of Hsan! And here—Unaussprechlichen Kulten by von Juntz! These books
are pricdless They've been universdly suppressed and forbidden through the ages, so many copies
burned that only whigpers of their titles have remained. In some cases, it has been questioned whether
they ever existed at dl! But here they are, perhaps the last surviving copied”

"Perhaps they were forbidden for a good reason, Papa,” Magda said, not liking the light that had
begun to shine in his eyes. Finding those books had shaken her. They were purported to describe foul
rites and contacts with forces beyond reason and sanity. To learn that they were red, tha they and their



authors were more than snister rumors, was profoundly unsattling. 1t warped the texture of everything.

"Perhaps they were," Papa said without looking up. He had pulled off his outer lesther gloves with his
teeth and was dipping a rubber cap onto his right index fingertip, dill gloved in cotton. Adjusting his
bifocals, he began lesfing through the pages. "But that was in ancther time. Thisis the twentieth century. |
can't imagine there being anything in these books we couldn't ded with now.”

"Whet could possibly be so avful?" Woermann said, pulling the leatherbound, iron-hasped copy of
Unaussprechlichen Kulten toward him. "Look. This one's in German." He opened the cover and
flipped through the pages, findly stopping near the middle and reading.

Magda was tempted to warn him but decided againg it. She owed these Germans nothing. She saw
the captain's face blanch, saw his throat working in spasms as he dammed the book shut.

"What kind of sck, demented mind is responsible for this sort of thing? It's—it's—" He could not
seem to find the words to express what he fdt.

"What have you got there?' Papa said, looking up from a book whose title he had not yet announced.
"Oh, the von Juntz book. That was firg published privately in Dissdldorf in 1839. An extremdy smdl
edition, perhaps only a dozen copies..." Hisvoice tralled off.

"Something wrong?' Kaempffer said. He had stood apart from the others, showing little curiosty.

"Yes The keep was huilt in the fifteenth century ... that much | know for sure. These books were dl
written before then, dl except that von Juntz book. Which means tha as late as the middle of the last
century, possibly later, someone visited the keep and deposited this book with the others.”

"l don't see how that heps us now," Kaempffer said. "It does naothing to prevent another of our
men'—he amiled as an idea struck him—"or perhaps even you or your daughter, from beng murdered
tonight.”

"It does cast a new light on the problem, though,” Papa said. "These books you see before you have
been condemned through the ages as evil. | deny that. | say they are not evil, but are about evil. The one
inmy hands right now is especidly feared—the Al Azif in the origind Arabic.”

Magda heard hersdf gasp. "Oh, no!" That one was the worst of dl!

"Yed | don't know much Arabic, but I know enough to trandate the title and the name of the poet
responsible for it." He looked from Magda back to Kaempffer. "The answer to your problem may wdl
reside within the pages of these books. I'll start on them tonight. But first | wish to see the corpses.”

"Why?' 1t was Captain Woermann spesking. He had composed himsdf again after his glance into the
von Juntz book.

" wish to see their wounds. To seeif there were any ritud aspects about ther deaths.”
"WEell take you there immediatdy.” The mgor cdled in two of his ensatzkommandos as escort.

Magda didn't want to go—she didn't want to have to look at dead soldiers—but she feared wating
aone for everyone's return, so she took the handles of her father's chair and wheded him toward the
cdlar gairs. At the top, she was elbowed aside as the two SS soldiers followed the mgjor's orders and
carried her father, chair and dl, down the steps. It was cold down there. She wished she hadn't come.

"What about these crosses, Professor?' Captain Woermann asked as they walked dong the corridor,



Magda again pushing the chair. "What's their Sgnificance?'

"I don't know. There's not even a folk tae about them in the region, except in connection with
Speculation that the keep was built by one of the Popes. But the fifteenth century was atime of criss for
the Holy Roman Empire, and the keep is Stuated in an area tha was under congtant threat from the
Ottoman Turks. So the papal theory isridiculous”

"Could the Turks have built it?"

Papa shook his head. "Impossble. It's not tharr style of architecture, and crosses are cartainly not a
Turkish matif."

"But what about the type of cross?'

The captain seemed to be profoundly interested in the keep, and so Magda answered him before
Papa could; the mydery of the crosses had been a persond quest of hers for years.

"No one knows. My faher and | searched through countless volumes of Chrigtian history, Roman
higory, Savic history, and nowhere have we found a cross resembling these. If we had found a historica
precedent to this type of cross, we could have possibly linked its designer with the keep. But we found
nothing. They are as unique as the structure which houses them.”

She would have continued—it kept her from thinking about what she might have to see in the
subcdlar—but the captain did not appear to be paying much attention to her. It could have been because
they had reached the breach in the wal, but Magda sensed it was because of the source of the
information—she was, after dl, only a woman. Magda sghed to hersdf and remained slent. She had
encountered the attitude before and knew the signs wedl. German men gpparently had many things in
common with Romanian men. She wondered if dl men were the same.

"One more question,” the captain said to Papa. "Why, do you think, are there never any birds here a
the keep?'

"I never noticed their absence, to tdl the truth.”

Magda redized she had never seen a bird here in dl her trips, and it had never occurred to her that
thar absence was wrong ... until now.

The rubble outside the broken wal had been neatly stacked. As Magda guided Papas whedchair
between the orderly piles, she fdt a cold draft from the opening in the floor beyond the wal. She reached
into the pocket behind the high back of the whedchair and pulled out Papa's leather gloves.

"Better put these back on," she said, stopping and holding the left one open so he could dip his hand
in.

"But he dready has gloves on!" Kaempffer said, impatient at the delay.

"His hands are very sendtive to cold,” Magda said, now holding the right glove open. "It's part of his
condition.”

"And just what is the condition?' Woermann asked.
"It's cdled scleroderma.”” Magda saw the expected blank look on ther faces.
Papa spoke as he adjusted the gloves on his hands. "I'd never heard of it either until | was diagnosed



ashaving it. As amatter of fact, the firg two physcians who examined me missed the diagnosis. | won't
go into details beyond saying that it affects more than the hands."

"But how doesit affect your hands?' Woermann asked.

"Any sudden drop in temperature dragticdly dters the drculaion in my fingers for dl intents and
purposes, they temporarily lose their blood supply. I've been told that if | don't take good care of them |
could develop gangrene and lose them. So | wear gloves day and night dl year round except in the
warmest summer months. | even wear apair to bed." He looked around. "I'm ready when you are.”

Magda shivered in the draft from below. "I think it's too cold for you down there, Papa.”

"We're certainly not going to bring the bodies up here for hisingpection,” Kaempffer said. He gestured
to the two enlisged SS men who again lifted the chair and carried it and its frail occupant through the hole
inthe wall. Captain Woermann had picked up a kerosene lamp from the floor and lit it. He led the way.
Magor Kaempffer brought up the rear with another. Reluctantly, Magda fdl in line, saying close behind
her father, terrified that one of the soldiers carrying him might dip on the dimy steps and let him fdl. Only
when the whedls of his chair were safdy on the dirt floor of the subcellar did she relax.

One of the enlisted men began pushing Papa's chair behind the two officers as they walked toward
gght sheet-covered objects stretched out on the floor thirty feet away. Magda hdd back, waiting in the
pool of the light by the steps. She had no scomach for this.

She noted that Captain Woermann seemed perturbed as he walked around the bodies. He bent and
graightened the sheets, adjugting them more evenly around the ill forms. A subcdllar... she and Papa
had been to the keep again and again over the years and had never even guessed the existence of a
subcdlar. She rubbed her hands up and down over her sweatered arms, trying to generate some warmth.
Cold.

She glanced around gpprehensively, looking for Sgns of rats in the dark. The new neighborhood they
hed been forced to move into back in Bucharest had rats in dl the cdlars, so different from the cozy
home they'd had near the universty. Magda knew her reaction to rats was exaggerated, but she could
not help it. They filled her with loathing ... the way they moved, their naked tails dragging after them...
they made her sick.

But she saw no scuittling forms. She turned back and watched the captain begin to lift the sheets one
by one, exposing the head and shoulders of each dead man. She was missng what was being said over
there, but that was dl right. She was glad she could not see what Papa was seeing.

Fndly, the men turned back toward Magda and the Stairs. Her father's voice became intdligible as he
neared.

"...and | redly can't say that there's anything ritudidic about the wounds. Except for the decapitated
mean, dl the deaths seem to have been caused by smple severing of the mgor vessasin the neck. Theré's
no dgn of teeth marks, animd or human, yet those wounds are certainly not the work of any sharp
indrument. Those throats were torn open, savaged in some way that | cannot possibly define”

How could Papa sound so dinicd about such things?

Maor Kaempffer's voice was surly and menacing. "Once again you've managed to say much yet tdl
us nothing!™

"Youve given melittle to work with. Haven't you anything ese?"



The mgor staked ahead without bothering to reply. Captain Woermann, however, snapped his
fingers

"The words on the wal! Written in blood in a language nobody knows."
Papa's eyeslit up. "'l mus see them!”

Agan the char was lifted, and agan Magda traveled behind to the courtyard. Once there she took
over the task of propdling him after the Germans as they headed for the rear of the keep. Soon they
were dl a the end of ablind corridor looking at the ruddy brown letters scrawled on the wall.

The strokes, Magda noticed, varied in thickness, but dl were of a width consstent with a human
finger. She shuddered at the thought and studied the words. She recognized the language and knew she
could make the trandation if only her mind would concentrate on the words and not on what ther author
hed used for ink.

"Do you have any idea wheat it means?' Woermann asked.
Papa nodded. "Yes," he said, and paused, mesmerized by the disolay before him.
"Well?" Kaempffer said.

Magda could tdll that he hated to depend on a Jew for anything, and worse to be kept waiting by one.
She wished her father would be more careful about provoking him.

"It says, 'Srangers, leave my home!" It'sin the imperative form.” His voice had an dmaost mechanica
qudity as he spoke. He was disturbed by something about the words.

Kaempffer dapped his hand againg his holster. "Ah! So the killings are politicaly motivated™

"Perhaps. But this warning, or demand, or whatever you might wish to cdl it, is perfectly couched in
Old Savonic, a dead language. As dead as Lain. And those letters are formed just the way they were
written back then. | should know. I've seen enough of the old manuscripts.™

Now that Papa had identified the language, Magda's mind could focus on the words. She thought she
knew what was so disturbing.

"Your killer, gentlemen," he went on, "is either a mogt erudite scholar, or ese he has been frozen for
helf a millennium.”

FOURTEEN



"It appears we have wasted our time" Major Kaempffer said, puffing on a cigarette as he srutted
about. The four were againin the lowest levd of the watchtower.

In the center of the room, Magda leaned exhaustedly againg the back of the whedchair. She sensed
there was some sort of tug-of-war going on between Woermann and Kaempffer, but couldn't understand
the rules or the mativations of the players. Of one thing she was certain, however: Papa's life and her own
hung on the outcome.

"| disagree," Captain Woermann said. He leaned againgt the wdl by the door, his aams folded across
hischest. "As| seeit, we know more than we did this morning. Not much, but at least it's progress ... we
haven't been making any on our own."

"It's not enough!” Kaempffer snapped. "Nowhere near enough!”

"Vey wdl, then. Since we have no other sources of information open to us, | think we should
abandon the keep immediatdy.”

Kaempffer made no reply; he merdy continued puffing and rutting back and forth across the far end
of the room.

Papa cleared his throat for attention.
"Stay out of this, Jew!"
"Let's hear what he has to say. That's why we dragged him here, isnt it?'

It was gradudly becoming clear to Magda that there was a deep hodility between the two officers.
She knew Papa had recognized it, too, and was surdy trying to turn it to their advantage.

"l may be able to hep." Papa gestured to the pile of books on the table. "As | mentioned before, the
answer to your problem may lie in those books. If they do hold the answer, | am the only person
who—uwith the ad of my daughter—can ferret it out. If you wish, | shdl try."

Kaempffer stopped pacing and looked a Woermann.
"It'sworth atry,” Woermann said. "l for one don't have any better ideas. Do you?'

Kaempffer dropped his cigarette butt to the floor and dowly ground it out with his toe. "Three days,
Jew. You have three days to come up with something useful.” He strode past them and out the door,
leaving it open behind him.

Captain Woermann heaved himsdf away from the wal and turned toward the door, his hands clasped
a his back. "I'l have my sergeant arrange for a pair of bedrolls for you two." He glanced a Papa’s frall
body. "We have no other bedding."

" will manage, Captain. Thank you."

"Wood," Magda said. "Well need some wood for afire”

"It doesn't get that cold at night,” he said, shaking his head.

"My father's hands—if they act up on him, he won't even be able to turn the pages.”



Woermann sighed. "I'll ask the sergeant to see what he can do—perhaps some scrap lumber.” He
turned to go, then turned back to them. "Let metdl you two something. The mgor will snuff you both out
with no more thought than he gave to that cigarette he just finished. He has his own reasons for wanting a
quick solution to this problem and | have mine | don't want any more of my men to die. Find a way to
get us through a gngle night without a death and you will have proven your worth. Find a way to defeat
thisthing and | may be able to get you back to Bucharest and keep you safe there™

"And then again,” Magda said, "you may not." She watched his face carefully. Was he redly offering
them hope?

Captain Woermann's expresson was grim as he echoed her words. "And then again, | may not."

After ordering wood brought to the first-level rooms, Woermann stood and thought for a moment. At
fird he had considered the pair from Bucharest a pitiful couple—the gil bound to her father, the father
bound to his whedchar. But as he had watched them and heard them speak, he had sensed subtle
grengths within the two of them. That was good. For they both would need cores of sed to survive this
place. If armed men could not defend themsdlves here, what hope was there for a defenseless femde and
acripple?

He suddenly redized he was being watched. He could not say how he knew, but the feding was
Oefinitdy there. It was a sensation he would find unsettling in the mogt pleasant surroundings, but here,
with the knowledge of what had been hgppening during the past week, it was unnerving.

Woermann peered up the steps curving away to his right. No one there. He went to the arch that
opened onto the courtyard. All the lights were on out there, the pairs of sentries intent on their patrols.

Sill the feding of being watched.

He turned toward the steps, trying to shrug it off, hoping that if he moved from this spot the feding
would pass. And it did. As he dimbed toward his quarters, the sensation evaporated.

But the underlying fear remained with him, the fear he lived with every night in the keep—the certainty
that before morning someone was going to die horribly.

Maor Kaempffer stood within the dark doorway to the rear section of the keep. He watched
Woermann pause a the tower entry arch, then turn and start up the steps. Kaempffer fdt an impulsve
urge to follow him—to hurry back across the courtyard, run up to the third leve of the tower, rap on
Woermann's door.

He did not want to be aone tonight. Behind him was the stairway up to his own quarters, the place
where just lagt night two dead men had walked in and fdlen on him. He dreaded the very thought of
going back there.

Woermann was the only one who could possbly be of aty use to him tonight. As an officer,
Kaempffer could not seek out the company of the enlisted men, and he certainly could not go st with the
Jaws,



Woermann was the answer. He was a fdlow officer and it was only right that they keep each other
company. Kaempffer stepped out of the doorway and started briskly for the tower. But after a few
paces he came to afdtering hat. Woermann would never let him through the door, let done St and share
a glass of schnapps with him. Woermann despised the SS, the Party, and everyone associated with
ather. Why? Kaempffer found the attitude baffling. Woermann was pure Aryan. He had nothing to fear
from the SS, Why, then, did he hate it s0?

Kaempffer turned and re-entered the rear structure of the keep. There could be no rapprochement
with Woermann. The man was smply too pig-headed and narrow-minded to accept the redities of the
New Order. He was doomed. And the farther Kaempffer stayed away, the better.

Sill ... Kaempffer needed a friend tonight. And there was no one.

Hestantly, fearfully, he began a dow dimb to his quarters, wondering if a new horror awaited him.

The fire added more than heat to the room. It added light, a warm glow that the sngle light bulb under
its conical shade could not hope to match. Magda had spread out one of the bedrolls next to the fireplace
for her father, but he was not interested. Never in the past few years had she seen hm <o fired, so
animated. Month after month the disease had sapped his strength, burdening him with heavier and heavier
fatigue until his waking hours had grown few and his deegping hours many.

But now he seemed a new man, feverishly poring over the texts before him. Magda knew it couldntt
ladt. His diseased flesh would soon demand rest. He was running on stolen energy. He had no reserves.

Yet Magda hestated to ingst that he rest. Lately, he had logt interest in everything, spending his days
seated by the front window, saring out at the streets and seeing nothing. Doctors, when she could get
onein to see him, had told her it was meancholia, common in his condition. Nothing to be done for it.
Jugt give him aspirin for the congtant ache, and codeine—when available—for the awvful pains in every
joint.

He had been aliving dead man. Now he was showing sgns of life Magda couldnt bring hersdf to
damp them. As she watched, he paused over De Vermis Mysteriis, removed his glasses, and rubbed a
cotton-gloved hand over his eyes. Now perhaps was the time to pry him away from those awful books
and persuade him to rest.

"Why didn't you tdll them about your theory?' she asked.
"Eh?' He looked up. "Which one?'

"You told them you don't redly believe in vampires, but that's not quite true, is it? Unless you findly
gave up on that pet theory of yours.

"No, | dill believe there might have been one true vampire—just one—from whom dl the Romanian
lore has originated. There are solid higoricd clues, but no proof. And without hard proof | could never
publish a paper. For the same reason, | chose not to say anything about it to the Germans.”

"Why? They're not scholars.”

"True. But right now they think of me as a learned old man who might be of use to them. If | told them
my theory they might think | was just a crazy old Jew and usdess. And | can think of no one with a



shorter life expectancy than a usdless Jew in the company of Nazis. Can you?'

Magda shook her head quickly. This was not how she wanted the conversation to go. "But what of
the theory? Do you think the keep might have housed...”

"A vampire?' Papa made a tiny gesture with his immobile shoulders. "Who can even say what a
vampire might redlly be? There's been so much folklore about them, who can tdl where redity leaves
off—assuming there was some redity involved—and myth begins? But there's so much vampire lore in
Transylvania and Moldavia that something around here must have engendered it. At its core, every tdl
tde has akernd of truth."

His eyes were dight in the expressionless mask of his face as he paused thoughtfully. "I'm sure | don't
have to tdl you that there is something uncanny going on here. These books are proof enough that this
structure has been connected with deviltry. And that writing on the wall... whether the work of a humen
madmean or asgn that we are deding with one of the moroi, the undead, is yet to be seen.”

"What do you think?' she asked, pressng for some sort of reassurance. Her flesh crawled at the
thought of the undead actudly exiging. She had never given such taes the dightest bit of credence, and
hed often wondered if her father had been playing some sort of intdlectud game in his tak of them. But
NOW...

"l don't think anything right now. But | feel we may be on the verge of an answer. It's not retiond yet
... not something | can explain. But the feding is there. You fed it, too. | can tdl.”

Magda nodded slently. She fdt it. Oh, yes, shefdt it.

Papa was rubbing his eyes again. "'l can't read anymore, Magda."

"Come, then," she said, shaking off her disquiet and moving toward him. "I'll hep you to bed.”
"Not yet. I'm too wound up to deep. Play something for me"

"Y ou brought your mandolin. | know you did."

"Papa, you know what it does to you."

"Pleass?"

She amiled. She could never refuse him anything for long. "All right."

She had catty-cornered the mandolin into the larger suitcase before leaving. It had been reflex, redly.
The mandolin went wherever Magda went. Music had dways been centra to her life—and since Papa
hed logt his postion at the university, a mgor part of ther liveihood. She had become a musc teacher
after moving into their tiny gpartment, bringing her young students in for mandolin lessons or going to thar
homes to teach them piano. She and Papa had been forced to sl their own piano before moving.

She seated hersdf in the chair that had been brought in with the firewood and the bedrolls and made a
quick check of the tuning, adjuding the firs set of paired strings, which had gone fla during the trip.
When she was sdtisfied, she began a complicated mixture of srumming and bare-fingered picking she
hed learned from the Gypsies, providing both rhythm and melody. The tune was dso from the Gypsies, a
typicdly tragic melody of unrequited love followed by desth of a broken heart. As she finished the
second verse and moved into the firg bridge, she glanced up & her father.



He was leaning back in his chair, eyes closed, the gnarled fingers of hisleft hand pressing the strings of
an imaginary vidin through the fabric of his gloves, the right hand and forearm dragging an imaginary bow
across those same drings but in only the minute movements his joints would alow. He had been a good
vidinig in his day, and the two of them had often done duets together on this song, she picking
counterpoint to the soaring, tearful, molto rubato figures he would coax from hisvidlin.

And dthough his cheeks were dry, he was crying.

"Oh, Papa, | should have known ... that was the wrong song." She was furious with hersdf for not
thinking. She knew so many songs, and yet she had picked one that would most remind him that he could

no longer play.

She started to rise to go to him and stopped. The room did not seem as wdl lit as it had a moment
ago.

"Itsdl right, Magda. At least | can remember dl the times | played dong with you ... better than
never having played at dl. | can dill hear in my head how my vidin used to sound.” His eyes were il
closed behind his glasses. "Please. Flay on.”

But Magda did not move. She fdt a chill descend upon the room and looked about for a draft. Was it
her imagination, or was the light fading?

Papa opened his eyes and saw her expresson. "Magda?"
"Thefire's going out!"

The flames weren't dying amid smoke and sputter; they were merdy wadting away, retregting into the
charred wood. And as they waned, so did the bulb srung from the celing. The room grew deadily
darker, but with a darkness that was more than a mere absence of light. It was dmogt a physicd thing.
With the darkness came a penetrating cold, and an odor, a sour acrid aroma of evil that conjured images
of corruption and open graves.

"What's hgppening?'
"He's coming, Magdal Stand over by me”

Ingtinctively, she was dready moving toward Papa, seeking to shelter him even as she hersdf sought
shdter at his sde. Trembling, she wound up in a crouch beside his chair, dutching his gnarled hands in
hers.

"What are we going to do?' she said, not knowing why she was whispering.
"l don't know." Papa, too, was trembling.

The shadows grew deeper as the light bulb faded and the fire died to wan glowing embers. The wadls
were gone, migted in impenetrable darkness. Only the glow from the cods, a dying beacon of warmth
and sanity, dlowed them to keep thar bearings.

They were not done. Something was moving about in that darkness. Stalking. Something unclean and
hungry.

A wind began to blow, rigng from a breeze to full gae force in a matter of seconds, howling through
the room athough the door and the shutters had dl been pulled closed.



Magda fought to free hersdf from the terror that gripped her. She released her father's hands. She
could not see the door, but remembered it having been directly opposite the fireplace. With the icy gde
whipping a her, she moved around to the front of Papa's whedchair and began to push it backward to
where the door should be. If only she could reach the courtyard, maybe they would be safe. Why, she
could not say, but saying in this room seemed like standing in a queue and waiting for death to cdl thar
names.

The whedchar began to rall. Magda pushed it abouit five feet toward the place where she had last
seen the door and then she could push it no farther. Panic rushed over her. Something would not let them
pass! Not an invighle wall, hard and unyidding, but amogt as if someone or something in the darkness
was holding the back of the chair and making a mockery of her best efforts.

And for an ingant, in the blackness above and behind the back of the chair, the impression of a pae
face looking down & her. Then it was gone.

Magda's heart was thumping and her padms were so wet they were dipping on the chair's oaken
armrests. Thiswasnt redly happening! It was dl a hdlucination! None of it was redl... that was what her
mind told her. But her body believed! She looked into her father's face so close to hers and knew his
terror reflected her own.

"Dont stop here™ he cried.
" can't get it to move any farther!”

He tried to crane his neck around to see what blocked them but his joints forbade it. He turned back
to her.

"Quick! Over by the fird"

Magda changed the direction of her efforts, leaning backwards and pulling. As the chair began to roll
toward her, she fdt something dutch her upper amin agrip of ice.

A scream clogged in her throat. Only a high-pitched, keening wall escaped. The cold in her am was a
pain, shooting up to her shoulder, lancing toward her heart. She looked down and saw a hand gripping
her arm jusgt above the elbow. The fingers were long and thick; short, curly hairs ran dong the back of the
hand and up the length of the fingers to the dark, overlong nalls The wrig seemed to mdt into the
darkness.

The sensations spreading over her from that touch, even through the fabric of her sweater and the
blouse benesath it, were unspeakably vilg filling her with loathing and revulsion. She searched the air over
her shoulder for aface. Finding none, she let go of Papals chair and struggled to free hersdf, whimpering
in naked fear. Her shoes scraped and did dong the floor as she twisted and pulled away, but she could
not break free. And she could not bring hersdlf to touch that hand with her own.

Then the darkness began to change, lighten. A pae, ovd shape moved toward her, stopping only
inches away. It was aface. One from a nightmare.

He had a broad forehead. Long, lank black hair hung in thick strands on either sde of his face,
strands like dead snakes attached by ther teeth to his scap. Pae skin, sunken cheeks, and a hooked
nose. Thin lips were drawn back to reved ydlowed teeth, long and dmost canine in qudity. But it was
the eyes, gripping Magda more fiercdy than the icy hand on her arm, killing off her wailing cry and dilling
her frantic Sruggles.



The eyes. Large and round, cold and crygdline, the pupils dark holes into a chaos beyond reason,
beyond redlity itsdf, black as a night ky that had never been blued by the sun or marred by the light of
moon and stars. The surrounding irises were dmost as dark, dilaing as she watched, widening the twin
doorways, drawing her into the madness beyond...

...madness. The madness was S0 attractive. It was safe, it was serene, it was isolated. It would be s0
good to pass through and submerge hersdlf in those dark pools... so good...

No!

Magda fought the feding, fought to push hersalf away. But ... why fight? life was nothing but disease
and misary, adruggle that everyone eventudly lost. What was the use? Nothing you did redly meattered
inthe long run. Why bother?

Shefdt a swift undertow, dmogt irresstible, drawing her toward those eyes. There was lugt there, for
her, but alugt that went beyond the mere sexud, a lug for dl that she was. She fdt hersdf turn and lean
toward those twin doorways of black. It would be so easy to let go...

... she held on, something within her refusing to surrender, urging her to fight the current. But it was S0
grong, and she fdt so tired, and what did it dl matter, anyway?

A sound ... musc ... and yet not musc a dl. A sound in her mind, dl that musc was not ...
non-melodic, disharmonic, a ddirious cacophony of discord that rattled and shook and sent tiny cracks
through the feeble remainder of her will. The world around her—everything—began to fade, leaving only
the eyes ... only the eyes...

... she wavered, tegtering on the edge of forever...
... then she heard Papa’s voice.

Magda clutched at the sound, dung to it like a rope, pulled hersdf hand over hand dong its length.
Papa was not cdling to her, was not even spesking in Romanian, but it was his voice, the only familiar
thing in the chaos about her.

The eyes turned away. Magda was free. The hand released her.

She stood gasping, perspiring, weak, confused, the gde in the room pulling a her clothes, a the
kerchief that bound her hair, sedling her breath. And her terror grew, for the eyes were now turning on
her father. He was too weak!

But Papa did not flinch under the gaze. He spoke agan as he had before, the words garbled,
incomprehengible to her. She saw the awful amile on the white face fade as the lips drew into a thin line
The eyes narrowed to mere dits, as if the mind behind them were consdering Papas words, weighing
them.

Magda watched the face, unable to do anwything more. She saw the line of the lips curl up
infinitesmdly & the corners. Then a nod, no more than a jot of movement. A decision.

Thewind died asif it had never been. The face receded into the darkness.
All was 4ill.

Moationless, Magda and her father faced each other in the center of the room as the cold and the dark
dowly dissipated. A log in the fireplace Folit lengthwise with a crack like a rifle shot and Magda felt her



knees liquefy with the sound. She fdl forward and only by luck and desperation was she able to grasp
the arm of the whedchair for support.

"Are you dl right?" Papa said, but he wasn't looking a her. He was feding his fingers through the
gloves

"l will be in aminute™ Her mind recoiled a what she had just experienced. "Wha was it? My God,
what was it?"

Papa was not ligening. "They're gone. | can't fed anything in them." He began to pull the gloves from
hisfingers

His plight gdvanized Magda. She straightened and began to push the chair over to the fire, which was
soringing to life again. She was weak with reaction and fatigue and shock, but that seemed to be of
secondary importance. What about me? Why am | always second? Why do | always have to be

strong? Once ... just once ... she would like to be able to collapse and have someone tend to her. She
forably submerged the thoughts. That was no way for a daughter to think when her father needed her.

"Hold them out, Papal There's no hot water so well have to depend on the fire to warm them up!”

In the flickering light of the flames she saw that his hands had gone dead white, as white as those of
that... thing. Papa's fingers were stubby with coarse, thick skin and curved, ridged nals. There were
ardl punctate depressions in each fingertip, scars left by tiny areas of heded gangrene. They were the
hands of a stranger—Magda could remember when his hands had been graceful, animated, with long,
mohile, tapering fingers. A scholar's hands. A musician's. They had been living things. Now they were
mummified caricatures of life

She had to get them warmed up, but not too quickly. At homein Bucharest she had dways kept a pot
of warm water on the stove during the winter months for these episodes. The doctors cdled it Raynaud's
phenomenon; any sudden drop in temperature caused condrictive spasms in the blood vessds of his
hands. Nicotine had a smilar effect, and so he had been cut off from his beloved cigars. If his tissues
were deprived of oxygen too long or too often, gangrene would take root. So far he had been lucky.
When gangrene had st in, the areas had been amdl and he had been able to overcome it. But that would
not always be the case.

She watched as he held his hands out to the fire, rotating them back and forth againg the warmth as
best as his iff joints would alow. She knew he could fed nothing in them now—too cold and numb. But
once crculation returned he would be in agony as his fingers throbbed and tingled and burned as if on
fire

"Look what they've done to you!" she said angrily as the fingers changed from white to blue,
Papa looked up questioningly. "I've had worse."

"I know. But it shouldn't have happened at dl! What are they trying to do to us?'

"They?"

"The Nazis They're toying with us Experimenting on ud | don't know what just happened here ... it
was very redidic, but it wasn't real! Couldn't have been! They hypnotized us, used drugs, dimmed the
lights—"

"It was redl, Magda," Papa said, his voice soft with wonder, confirming what she knew in her soul,
what she had so wanted him to deny. "Jugt as those forbidden books are red. | know—"



Breath suddenly hissed through his teeth as blood began to flow into his fingers again, turning them
dark red. The starved tissues punished him as they gave up ther accumulated toxins. Magda had been
through thiswith him so many times she could dmost fed the pain hersdif. .

When the throbbing subsided to an endurable leve, he continued, his words coming in gasps.

"I spoke to him in Old Savonic ... told him we were not his enemies... told him to leave us done...
and heleft."

He grimaced in pain a moment, then looked a Magda with bright, glittering eyes. His voice was low
and hoarse.

"Itshim, Magda. | know it! It's him!"

Magda said nothing. But she knew it, too.

FIFTEEN

The Keep
Wednesday, 30 April
0622 hours

Captain Woermann had tried to stay awake through the night but had failed. He had seated himsdf at
the window overlooking the courtyard with his Luger unholstered in his lap, though he doubted a 9mm
parabelum would help againgt whatever haunted the keep. Too many deepless nights and too little fitful
napping during the days had caught up with him again.

He awoke with a start, disoriented. For a moment he thought he was back in Rathenow, with Helga
down in the kitchen cooking eggs and sausage, and the boys aready up and out and milking the cows.
But he had been dreaming.

When he saw the sky was light, he legped from the chair. Night was gone and he was dill dive. He
hed survived another night. His eation was short-lived, for he knew that someone else had not survived.
Somewhere in the keep he knew a corpse lay ill and bloody, awaiting discovery.

He holstered the Luger as he crossed the room and stepped out on the landing. All was quiet. He
trotted down the stairs, rubbing his eyes and massaging his stubbled cheeks to full wakefulness. As he
reached the lowest leve, the doors to the Jews quarters opened and the daughter came ouit.

She didn't see him. She carried a metd pot in her hand and wore a vexed look on her face. Deep in
thought, she passed through the open door into the courtyard and turned right toward the cdlar qairs,



completely oblivious to him. She seemed to know exactly where she was going, and that troubled him
until he remembered that she had been in the keep a number of times before. She knew of the cdlar
cigerns, knew there was fresh water there.

Woermann stepped out into the courtyard and watched her move. There was an ethered qudity
about the scene: a woman waking across the cobblestones in the dawn light, surrounded by gray stone
wadls studded with metalic crosses, streamers of fog on the courtyard floor eddying in her wake. Like a
dream. She looked to be afine woman under dl those layers of dothing. There was a naturd sway to her
hips when she walked, an unpracticed grace that was innatdly appeding to the mde in him. Pretty face,
too, especidly with those wide brown eyes. If sheld only let her hair out from under that kerchief, she

could be a beauty.

At another time, in another place, she would have been in grave danger in Smilar company—five
squads of women-dtarved soldiers. But these soldiers had other things on thar minds, these soldiers
feared the dark, and the desth that unfailingly accompanied it.

He was about to follow her into the cdlar to assure himsdf that she sought no more than fresh water
for the pot in her hand, when he spied Sergeant Oster pounding toward him.

"Ceptain! Ceptain!!"
Woermann sghed and braced himsdf for the news. "Whom did we lose?'
"No one!" He held up a clipboard. "'l checked on everyone and they're dl dive and wel!”

Woermann did not alow himsdf to rejoice—he had been fooled on this score last week—but he did
dlow himsdf to hope.

"You're sure? Absolutdy sure?!

"Yes, gr. All except for the Mgjor, that is. And the two Jews."

Woermann glanced toward the rear of the keep, to Kaempffer's window. Could it be...?
"l was saving the officers for lagt,” Oster was saying, dmost apologeticaly.

Woermann nodded, only haf-ligening. Could it be? Could Erich Kaempffer have been last night's
vidim? It was too much to hope for. Woermann had never imagined he could hate another human being
as much as he had come to hate Kaempffer in the last day and a hlf.

It was with eager anticipation that he began waking toward the rear of the keep. If Kaempffer were
dead, not only would the world be a brighter place, but he would again be senior officer and would have
his men out of the keep by noon. The einsatzkommandos could come dong or stay behind to die until a
new SS officer arrived. He had no doubt they would fdl in right behind him as he I ft.

If, however, Kaempffer ill lived, it would be a disgppointment, but one with a bright sde For the
firg time snce they had arrived, a night would have passed without the death of a German soldier. And
that was good. It would boost morale immeasurably. It would mean there was perhaps a dim hope of
overcoming the death curse that blanketed them here like a shroud.

As Woermann crossed the courtyard with the sergeant hurrying behind him, Oster said, "Do you think
the Jews are responsible?”

"For what?'



"For nobody dying last night.”

Woermann paused and glanced between Oster and Kaempffer's window amost directly overhead.
Oster gpparently had no doubt that Kaempffer was ill dive.

"Why do you say that, Sergeant? What could they have done?’

Ogter's brow wrinkled. "I don't know. The men bdieve it.. a less my men— mean our
men—bdieveit. After dl, we lost someone every night except last night. And the Jews arrived last night.
Maybe they found something in those books we dug up.”

"Perhgps™ He led the way into the rear section of the keep and ran up the steps to the second leve.

Intriguing, but improbable. The old Jew and his daughter could not have come up with anything so
soon. Old Jew ... he was beginning to sound like Kaempffer! Awful.

Woermann was puffing by the time they reached Kaempffer's room. Too much sausage, he told
himsdf again. Too many hours gtting and brooding instead of moving about and burning up that paunch.
He was reaching for the latch on Kaempffer's door when it swung open and the magjor himsdf appeared.

"Ahl Klaud" he said biuffly. "I thought |1 heard someone out here” Kaempffer adjusted the black
leather strap of his officer's belt and holster across his chest. Satidfied that it was secure, he stepped out
into the hall.

"How nice to see you looking so wel,” Woermann said.

Kaempffer, struck by the obvious insncerity, glanced a him sharply, then at Oster.
"Wdl, Sergeant, who was it thistime?'

"G

"Dead! Who died lagt night? One of mine or one of yours? | want the Jew and his daughter brought
over to the corpse, and | want them to—"

"Pardon, gr," Oster said, "but no one died last night.”
Kaempffer's eyebrows shot up and he turned to Woermann. "No one? Is this true?"
"If the sergeant says so, that's good enough for me."

"Then welve doneit!" he smacked fig into his pam and puffed himsdf up, ganing an inch of heght in
the process. "Weve doneit!"

"'We? And pray tell, dear Mgor—just what did ‘we' do?'
"Why, we got through a night without a degth! | told you if we held on we could beat this thing!"

"Thet you did,” Woermann said, choosing his words carefully. He was enjoying this. "But just tdl me
Wha had the desired effect? Exactly what was it that protected us last night? | want to make sure | have
thisstraight so | can see to it that we repest the process tonight.”

Kaempffer's self-congratulatory dation faded as quickly as it had bloomed. "Let's go see that Jew.”
He pushed past Oster and Woermann and started for the steps.



"I thought that would occur to you before too long," Woermann said, following a a dower pace.

As they reached the courtyard, Woermann thought he heard the faint sound of a woman's voice
coming from the cdlar. He could not understand the words, but her distress was evident. The sounds
became louder, driller. The woman was shouting in anger and fear.

He ran over to the cdlar entry. The professor's daughter was there—he remembered now that her
name was Magda—and she was wedged into the angle formed by the steps and the wdl. Her sweater
hed been torn open, so had the blouse and other garments beneeth it, dl pulled down over one shoulder,
exposing the white globe of a breast. An einsatzkommando had his face buried againg that breast while
she kicked and raged and besat her figsineffectively againgt him.

Woermann recoiled for an ingant a the sght, then he was racing down the steps. So intent was the
soldier on Magdas breast that he did not seem to hear Woermann's approach. Clenching his teeth,
Woermann kicked the soldier in the right flank with al the force he could mugter. It fdt good—good to
hurt one of these bastards. With difficulty he resisted the urge to go on kicking him.

The SS trooper grunted with pain and reared up, ready to charge at whoever had struck the blow.
When he saw that he faced an officer, it was dill apparent in his eyes that he was debating whether or not

to lash out anyway.

For a few heartbeats, Woermann amost wished the private would do jugt that. He waited for the
dightest 9gn of a forward rush, his hand ready to draw his Luger. He would never have imagined himsdf
capable of shooting another German soldier, but something ingde him hungered to kill this man, to strike
out through him at everything that was wrong with the Fetherland, the army, his career.

The soldier backed off. Woermann fdt himsdf rdax.

What was happening to him? He had never hated before. He had killed in battle, a long range and
face to face, but never with hatred. It was an uncomfortable, disorienting sensation, as if a stranger had
taken up residence unbidden in his home and he could not find away to make him leave.

As the soldier stood and straightened his black uniform, Woermann glanced a Magda. She had her
clothes closed and rearranged, and was risng from a crouch on the steps. Without a hint of warning, she
soun and dapped the pam of her hand across her tormentor's face with singing force, rocking his head
back and sending him redling off the bottom step in surprise. Only an outflung hand againg the stone wall
prevented him from going over onto his back.

She spat something in Romanian, her tone and facid expresson conveying whatever meaning her
words did not, and walked past Woermann, retrieving her half-spilled waterpot as she moved.

It required dl of Woermann's Prussan reserve to keep from gpplauding her. Instead, he turned back
to the soldier who was planly torn between sanding at atention in the presence of an officer, and taking
reprisa on the girl.

Girl ... why did he think of her as a girl? She was perhaps a dozen years younger than he, but essly a
decade older than his son, Kurt, and he considered Kurt a man. Perhaps it was because of a certain
unsullied freshness about her, a certain innocence. Something there that was precious, to be preserved,
protected.

"What's your name, soldier?'
"Private Leeb, dr. Einsatzkommandos."



"Isit customary for you to attempt rape while on duty?'

No reply.

"Waswhat | just saw part of your assigned duties herein the cdlar?”
"She'sonly a Jew, gr.”

The man's tone implied that this particular fact was sufficent explanation for anything he might have
done to her.

"You did not answer my question, soldier!” His temper was nearing the bresking point. "Was
attempted rape part of your duty here?'

"No, gr." The reply was as rdluctant as it was defiant.

Woermann stepped down and snatched Private Leeb's Schmeisser from his shoulder. "You are
confined to quarters, Private—"

"But Sr!"

Woermann noted that the plea was not directed to him but to someone above and behind him. He did
not have to turn and look to know who it was, so he continued speaking without missng a best.

"—for desarting your post. Sergeant Oster will decide on a suitable disciplinary action for you'—he
paused and looked up to the head of the dairs, directly into Kaempffer's eyes—"unless, of course, the
mgor has a particular punishment in mind."

It was technicdly within Kaempffer's rights to interfere at this point, Snce their commands were
separate and they answered to different authority; and Kaempffer was here at the behest of the High
Command to which dl the uniformed forces mug ultimatdy answer. He was dso the senior officer. But
Kaempffer could do nothing here. To let Private Leeb off would be to condone desertion of an assgned
post. No officer could dlow that. Kaempffer was trapped. Woermann knew it and intended to take full
advantage.

The mgor spoke diffly. "Take him away, Sergeant. | will ded with him later.”

Woermann tossed the Schmeisser to Oster, who marched the credfdlen ensatzkommando up the
dairs.

"Inthe future" Kaempffer said acidly when the sergeant and the private were out of earshot, "you will
not discipline or give orders to my men. They are not under your command, they are under mine!”

Woermann started up the stairs. When he came abreast of Kaempffer, he wheded on him. "Then
keep them on their leashes!”

The mgor paled, sartled by the unexpected outburst.

“Ligen, Herr SS officer,” Woermann continued, letting dl his anger and disgugt rise to the surface,
"and ligen well. | don't know what | can say to get this through to you. I'd try reason but | think you're
immune to it. So Il try to apped to your indinct for self-preservation—we both know how wel
developed that is Think: Nobody died last night. And the only thing different about last night from dl the
other nights was the presence of the two Jews from Bucharest. There has to be a connection. Therefore,
if for no other reason than the chance that they may be able to come up with an answer to the killings and



away to stop them, you must keep your animas away from them!”

He did not wait for a reply, fearing he might try to throttle Kaempffer if he did not move away
immediady. He turned and walked toward the watchtower. After a few steps, he heard Kaempffer
begin to fallow him. He went to the door of the fird-level suite, knocked, but did not wait for a reply
before entering. Courtesy was one thing, but he intended to maintain an indisputable postion of authority
inthe eyes of these two dvilians.

The professor merdly glared at the two Germans as they entered. He was aone in the front room,
Spping at water in atin cup, dill seated in hiswhedchair before the book-laden table, just as they had left
him the night before. Woermann wondered if he had moved at dl during the night. His gaze strayed to the
books, then darted away. He remembered the excerpt he had seen in one of them last night... about
preparing sacrifices for some dety whose name was an unpronouncesble gring of consonants. He
shuddered even now at the memory of wha was to be sacrificed, and of how it was prepared. How
anyone could St and read that and not get sick...

He scanned the rest of the room. The gil wasn't there—probably in the back. This room seemed
gndler than his own, two stories up ... maybe it was just an impression created by the clutter of the
books and the luggege.

"Isthis morning an example of wha we mugt face to get drinking water?' the waxy masked old men
sad through histiny mouth, his voice dry, scay. "Ismy daughter to be assaulted every time she leaves the
room?"'

"Thet has been taken care of," Woermann told him. "The men will be punished.” He stared a
Kaempffer, who had sauntered to the other side of the room. "I can assure you it will not happen again.”

"l hope not," Cuza replied. "It is difficult enough trying to find any useful information in these texts
under the best conditions. But to labor under the threat of physca abuse a any moment... the mind
rebes.

"It had better not rebd, Jew!" Kaempffer said. "It had better do asit istold!”

"It's jugt that it's impossble for me to concentrate on these texts when I'm worried about my
daughter's safety. That should not be too hard to grasp.”

Woermann sensed that the professor was aiming an apped a him but he was not sure what it was.

"It's unavoidable, I'm afraid,” he told the old man. "She is the only woman on what is essentidly an
amy base. | don't like it any more than you. A woman doesn't belong here. Unless.." A thought struck
him. He glanced at Kaempffer. "Well put her up in the inn. She could take a couple of the books with
her and study them on her own, and come back to confer with her father.”

"Out of the question!” Kaempffer said. "She stays here where we can keep an eye on her.” He
approached Cuza a the table. "Right now I'm interested in what you learned last night that kept us dl
dive"

"l don't understand...”

"No one died lagt night,” Woermann said. He watched for reaction in the old man's face; it was
difficult, perhaps impossible, to discern a change of expression in that tight, immobile skin. But he thought
he saw the eyes widen dmost imperceptibly in surprise.

"Magdal" he called. "Come herd"



The door to the rear room opened and the girfl appeared. She looked composed after the incident on
the cdlar steps, but he saw that her hand trembled as it rested on the doorframe.

"Yes, Papa?'
"There were no deaths lagt night!” Cuza said. "It mugt have been one of those incantations | was
reading!”

"Lagt night?" the girl's expresson betrayed an indant of confusion, and something ese a fleding
horror a the mention of last night. She locked eyes with her father and a Sgnd seemed to pass between
them, perhaps the tiniest nod from the old man, then her face lit up.

"Wonderful! | wonder which incantation?'
Incantation? Woermann thought. He would have laughed at this conversation last Monday.

It smacked of abdief in spdls and black magic. But now ...he would accept anything that got them Al
through the night dive. Anything.

"Let me see thisincantation,” Kaempffer said, interest lighting his eyes.

"Cetanly." Cuza pulled over a weighty tome. "Thisis De Vermis Mysteriis by Ludwig Prinn. It'sin
Lain." He glanced up. "Do you read Lain, Mgor?'

A tightening of the lips was Kaempffer's only reply.
"A shame" the professor said. "Then | shdl trandate for—"
"You'relying to me, aren't you, Jew?' Kaempffer said softly.

But Cuza was not to be intimidated, and Woermann had to admire him for his courage. "The answer
ishere” he cried, pointing to the pile of books before him. "Lagt night proves it. | gill don't know what
haunts the keep, but with alittle time, alittle peace, and fewer interruptions, I'm sure | can find out. Now,
good day, gentlemen!”

He adjusted his thick glasses and pulled the book closer. Woermann hid a gmile at Kaempffer's
impotent rage and spoke before the mgor could do anything rash.

"I think it would be in our best interests to leave the professor to the task he was brought here for,
don't you, Mgor?'

Kaempffer clagped his hands behind him and strode through the door. Woermann took one last ook
a the professor and his daughter before following. They were hiding something, those two. Whether
about the keep itsdf or the murderous entity that stalked its corridors at night, he could not say. And right
now it redly didnt matter. As long as no more of his men died in the night, they were welcome to ther
secret. He was not sure he ever wanted to know. But should the deaths begin again, he would demand a
ful accounting.

Professor Cuza pushed the book away from him as soon as the door closed behind the captain. He
rubbed the fingers of his hands one a atime, each in turn.



Mornings were the worst. That was when everything hurt, especidly the hands. Each knuckle was like
arusted hinge on the door to an abandoned woodshed, protesting with pain and noise a the dightest
disturbance, fiercdy ressing any change in pogtion. But it wasn't just his hands. All his joints hurt.
Awakening, risng, and getting into the whedchair that circumscribed his life was a chorus of agony from
the hips, the knees, the wrigs, the elbows, and the shoulders. Only by midmorning, after two separate
doses of agpirin and perhaps some codeine when he had it, did the pain in his inflamed connective tissues
subside to atolerable level. He no longer thought of his body as flesh and blood; he saw it as a piece of
clockwork that had been left out in the rain and was now irreparably damaged.

Then there was the dry mouth which never let up. The doctors had told him it was "not uncommon for
scleroderma patients to experience a marked decrease in the volume of sdivary secretions” They said it
s0 matter-of-factly, but there was nathing matter-of-fact about living with a tongue that dways tasted like
plaster of Paris. He tried to keep some water a hand at dl times; if he didn't Sp occasondly his voice
began to sound like old shoes dragging across a sandy floor.

Swadlowing, too, was a chore. Even the water had trouble going down. And food—he had to chew
everything until his jaw muscles cramped and then hope it wouldn't get stuck hafway to his sscomach.

It was no way to live, and he had more than once considered putting an end to the whole charade.
But he had never made the attempt. Possibly because he lacked the courage; possibly because he dill
possessed enough courage to face life on whatever terms he was offered. He wasn't sure which.

"Youdl right, Papa?"

He looked up a Magda. She stood near the fireplace with her arms crossed tightly over her chest,
shivering. It wasn't from the cold. He knew she had been badly shaken by ther vistor last night and had
herdly dept. Neither had he. But then to be assaulted not thirty feet from her desping quarters...

Savages! What he would give to see them dl dead—not just the ones here, but every sinking Nazi
who stepped outside his border! And those dill ingde the German border as well. He wished for a way
to exterminate them before they could exterminate him. But what could he do? A crippled scholar who
looked half again his redl age, who could not even defend his own daughter—what could he do?

Nothing. He wanted to scream, to break something, to bring down the wals as Samson had done. He
wanted to cry. He cried too eeslly of late, despite his lack of tears. That wasn't manly. But then, he
wasn't much of aman anymore.

"I'mfine, Magda," he said. "No better, no worse than usud. It's you that worries me. Thisis no place
for you—no place for any woman."

She sighed. "I know. But there's no way to leave here urtil they let us”

"Always the devoted daughter,” he said, feding a burst of warmth for her. Magda was loving and
loyd, strong-willed yet dutiful. He wondered what he had ever done to deserve her. "I wasn't taking
about us. | was taking about you. | want you to leave the keep as soon as it's dark.”

“I'm not too good at scaing walls, Papa.” Her amile was wan. "And I've no intention of trying to
seduce the guard at the gate. | wouldn't know how."

"The escape route lies right below our feet. Remember?”
Her eyes widened. "Oh, yes. I'd forgotten about that!”

"How could you forget? Y ou found it."



It had happened on ther lagt trip to the pass. He had dill been able to get about on his own then but
had needed two canes to bolster thefailing strength in his legs. Unable to go himsdlf, he had sent Magda
down into the gorge in search of a cornerstone at the base of the keep, or perhaps a stone with an
inscription on it... anything to give hm a due as to the builders of the keep. There had been no
inscription. But Magda had come across a large, fla stoneinthe wdl at the very base of the watchtower;
it had moved when she leaned againg it. It was hinged on the left and perfectly baanced. Sunlight
pouring through the opening had reveded a set of stairs leading upward.

Over his protests she had inssted on exploring the base of the tower in the hope that some old
records might have been left within. All she found was a long, steep, winding set of stairs that ended in a
seemingly blind nichein the calling of the base. But it was not a blind end—the niche was in the very wal
that divided the two rooms they now occupied. Within it, Magda discovered another perfectly balanced
stone, scored to look like the smdler rectangular blocks that made up the rest of the wall, which swung
open into the larger of the two rooms, permitting secret ingress and egress from the bottom suite of the
tower.

Cuza had attached no dgnificance to the Sairway then—a castle or keep dways had a hidden escape
route. Now he saw it as Magda's Sairway to freedom.

"l want you to take the stairs down to the bottom as soon asit is dark, let yoursdf out into the gorge,
and start waking east. When you get to the Danube, fallow it to the Black Sea, and from there to Turkey
a._ll

"Without you?'

"Of course without mel™

"Put it out of your mind, Papal Where you stay, | stay.”
"Magda, I'm commanding you as your father to obey me!"
"Dont! | will not desert you. | couldn't live with mysdf if | did!"

Asmuch as he appreciated the sentiment, it did nothing to lessen his frudtration. It was clear that the
commanding approach was not going to work this time. He decided to plead. Over the years he had
become adept at getting his way with her. By one method or another, by browbesating or twiging her up
with guilt, he could usudly make her accede to whatever he desired. Sometimes he did not like himsdf
for the way he dominated her life, but she was his daughter, and he, her father. And he had needed her.
Y et now that it was time to cut her free so she could save hersdlf, she would not go.

"Please, Magda. As one lagt favor to a dying old man who would go amiling to his grave if he knew
you were safe from the Nazis"

"And me knowing | left you among them? Never!"

"Please ligen to mel You can teke the Al Azif with you. It's bulky | know, but it's probably the last
urviving copy in any language. There isn't a country in the world where you couldn't sdl it for enough
money to keep you comfortable for life"

"No, Papa," she said with a determination in her voice that he could not recdl ever hearing before.
She turned away and walked into the rear room, dosing the door behind her.
I've taught her too well, he thought. 1've bound her so tightly to me | cannot push her avay even for



her own good. Is that why she never married? Because of me?

Cuza rubbed his itching eyes with cotton-gloved fingers, thinking back over the years. Ever since
puberty Magda had been a congtant object of mae attention. Something in her appeded to different sorts
of men in different ways, she rardly left one untouched. She probably would have been married and a
mother a number of times over by now—and he, a grandfather—if her mother had not died so suddenly
deven years ago. Magda, only twenty then, had changed, teking on the roles of his companion,
Secretary, associate, and now nurse. The men about soon found her remote. Magda gradudly built up a
shdl of sdf-absorption. Cuza knew every weak spot in that shell—and could pierce it a will. To dl
others she was immune.

But there were more pressing concerns at the moment. Magda faced a very short future unless she
escaped the keep. Beyond that, there was the apparition they had encountered last night. Cuza was sure
it would return with the passng of the day, and he did not want Magda here when it did. There had been
something in its eyes that had caused fear to grip his heart like an icy fist. Such an unspeskable hunger
there ... he wanted Magda far away tonight.

But more than anything e se he wanted to stay here by himsdf and wait for it to return. This was the
moment of a lifelime—a dozen lifetimed To actudly come face to face with a myth, with a creature that
hed been used for centuries to frighten children. Adults, too. To document its existence! He had to speak
to thisthing again ... induce it to answer. He had to learn which of the myths surrounding it were true and
which, fdse.

The mere thought of the meeting made his heart race with excitement and anticipation. Strangely, he
did not fed terribly threatened by the creature. He knew its language and had even communicated with it
last night. It had understood and had left them unharmed. He sensed the possibility of a common ground
between them, a place for a medting of minds. He certainly did not wish to stop it or harm it—Theodor
Cuza was not an enemy of anything that reduced the ranks of the German Army.

He looked down at the littered table before him. He was sure he would find nothing threstening to it in
these despicable old books. He now understood why the books had been suppressed—they were
abominations. But they were ussful as props in the little play he was acting out for those two bickering
German officers. He had to remain in the keep urtil he had learned dl he could from the being that dwelt
here. Then the Germans could do what they wished with him.

But Magda ... Magda had to be on her way to safety before he could devote his attention to anything
else. She would not leave of her own accord ... what if she were driven out? Captain Woermann might
be the key there. He did not seem too happy about having a woman quartered in the keep. Yes, if
Woermann could be provoked...

Cuza despised himsdf for what he was about to do.

"Magdal" he cdled. "Magdal”

She opened the door and looked out. "I hope thisis not about my leaving the keep, because—"
"Not the keep; just the room. I'm hungry and the Germans told us they'd feed us from their kitchen."
"Did they bring us any food?"

"No. And I'm sure they won't. Youll have to go get some.”

She diffened. "Across the courtyard? Y ou want me to go back out there after what happened?”



“I'm sure it won't happen again." He hated lying to her, but it was the only way. "The men have been
warned by their officers. And besides, youll not be on any dark celar sairway. Youll be out in the

open.
"But the way they look a me..."
"We have to eqt."
There was along pause as his daughter stared at him. Then she nodded. "I suppose we do."

Magda buttoned her sweater dl the way to the neck as she crossed the room, saying nothing as she
[]8

Cuza fdt his throat condrict as the door closed behind her. She had courage, and trust in him ... a
trust he was betraying. And yet keeping. He knew what she faced out there, and yet he had knowingly
sent her into it. Supposedly for food.

He wasn't the dightest bit hungry.

SIXTEEN

The Danube Ddlta, Eastern Romania
Wednesday, April 30
1035 hours

Land was in 9ght again.

Sixteen unnavingly frugrating hours, each one like an endless day, were findly a an end. The
red-haired men stood on the weathered bow and looked shoreward. The sardiner had chugged across
the placid expanse of the Black Sea a a steady pace, a good pace, but one made maddeningly dow by
the sole passenger's relentless sense of urgency. At least they had not been stopped by ether of the two
military patrol boats they had passed, one Russan, one Romanian. That could have proved disastrous.

Directly ahead lay the multichanneled delta where the Danube emptied into the Black Sea. The shore
was green and swampy, pocked with countless coves. Getting ashore would be easy, but traveing
through the bogs to higher, drier land would be time consuming. And there was no timel

He had to find another way.

The red-haired man glanced over his shoulder at the old Turk at the hdm, then forward again to the
ddta The sardine boat didn't draw much—it could move comfortably in about four feet of water. It was



a possihbility—take one of these tiny ddta tributaries up to the Danube itsdf, then chug west dong the
river to apoint, say, just east of Gdati. They would be traveling againgt the current but it had to be faster
than scrambling on foot through miles of sucking mire.

He dug into his money belt and brought out two Mexican fifty-peso pieces. Together they gave a
weight of about two and a haf ounces of gold. Turning again, he held them up to the Turk, addressing
himin his native tongue.

"Kiamil! Two more coinsif youll take me upstream!”

The fisherman stared at the coins, saying nothing, chewing his lower lip. There was dready enough
goldin his pocket to make him the richest man in hisvillage. At least for awhile. But nothing lasts forever,
and soon he would be out on the water again, hauling in his nets. The two extra coins could forestdl that.
Who knew how many days on the water, how many hand cuts, how many pans in an aging back, how
many hauls of fish would have to be unloaded &t the cannery to earn an equivadent amount?

The red-haired man watched Kiamil's face as the caculaions of risks againg profits played across it.
And as he watched, he, too, cdculated the risks They would be traveling by day, never far from shore
because of the narrowness of the waterway dong most of the route, in Romanian waters in a boat of
Turkish regidry.

It was insane. Even if by some mirade of chance they reached the edge of Gaati without being
stopped, Kiamil could not expect a smilar miracle on the return trip downstream. He would be caught,
his boat impounded, and he imprisoned. Conversdly, there was little risk to the red-haired men. If they
were stopped and brought into port, he was sure he could find a way to escape and continue his trek.
But Kiamil at the very least would lose his boat. Possibly hislife

It wasn't worth it. And it wasn't fair. He lowered the coins just as the Turk was about to reach for
them.

"Never mind, Kiamil," he said. "I think it might be better if we just keep to our origind agreement. Put
me ashore anywhere dong here.”

The old man nodded, rdief rather than disappointment showing on his leethery face a the withdrawa
of the offer. The gght of the gold coins held out to him had dmost turned himinto afool.

Asthe boat nosed toward shore, the red-haired man dipped the cord that tied the blanket rall with al
his possessions over his shoulder and lifted the long, flat case under his arm. Kiamil reversed the engines
within a foot or two of the gray mixture of sand and dirt overgrown with rank, wiry grasses that served
for abank here. The red-haired man stepped onto the gunwale and legped ashore.

He turned to look back at Kiamil. The Turk waved and began to back the boat away from shore.

"Kiamil!" he shouted. "Here!" He tossed the two fifty-peso gold pieces out to the boat one at a time.
Each was unerringly snatched from the air by a brown, calused hand.

With loud and profuse thanks in the name of Mohammed and dl that was holy in Idam ringing in his
ears, the red-haired man turned and began to pick his way across the marsh. Clouds of insects,
poisonous snakes, and bottomless holes of quicksand lay directly ahead of him, and beyond that would
be units of Iron Guard. They could not stop him, but they could dow him down. As threats to his life they
were inggnificant compared to what he knew lay hdf a day's ride due west in the Dinu Pass.



SEVENTEEN

The Keep
Wednesday, 30 April
1647 hours

Woermann stood at his window and watched the men in the courtyard. Yesterday they had been
intermingled, the black uniforms interspersed with the gray ones. This afternoon they were separated, an
invigble line dividing the einsatzkommandos from the regular army men.

Y esterday they had had a common enemy, one who killed regardliess of the color of the uniform. But
lagt night the enemy had not killed, and by this afternoon they were dl acting like victors, each side
daming credit for the night of safety. It was a naturd rivary. The einssizkommandos saw themsalves as
dite troops, SS specidigtsin a gpecia kind of warfare. The regular army men saw themselves as the red
soldiers, dthough they feared what the black uniform of the SS represented, they looked on the
ensatzkommandos as little more than glorified policemen.

Unity had begun to break down at breakfast. It had been a norma mess period until the girl, Magda,
had shown up. There had been some good-natured jostling and dbowing for a place near her as she
moved past the food bins, filling a tray for hersdf and her father. Not an incident redly, but her very
appearance a morning mess had begun to divide the two groups. The SS contingent autometicaly
assumed that ance she was a Jew they had a pre-emptive right to do with her as they wished. The
regula amy men did not fed anyone had a pre-emptive right to the girl. She was beautiful. Try as she
might to cover her hair in that old kerchief and bundle her body in those shapeless clothes, she could not
conced her femininity. It radiated through al her attempts to minimizeit. It was there in the softness of her
skin, in the smoothness of her throat, the turn of her lips, theftilt of her sparkling brown eyes. She was far
game for anyone as far as the regular amy troops were concerned—with the real fighting men getting
fird chance, of course.

Woermann hadn't noticed it at the time but the fird cracks in the previous day's solidarity hed
appeared.

At the noon mess a shoving match between gray uniforms and black ones began, again while the gir
was going through the line. Two men dipped and fel on the floor during the minor fracas, and Woermann
sent the sergeant over to break it up before any serious blows could be struck. By that time Magda had
taken her food and departed.

Shortly after lunch she had wandered about, looking for him. She had told him that her father needed
across or acrudfix as part of his research into one of the manuscripts. Could the captain lend her one?
He could—alittle Slver cross removed from one of the dead soldiers.

And now the off-duty men sat apart in the courtyard while the rest worked at dismantling the rear of



the keep. Woermann was trying to think of ways to avoid certain trouble at the evening mess. Maybe the
best thing to do was to have someone load up atray a each med and bring it to the old man and his
daughter in the tower. The less seen of the girl, the better.

His eyes were drawn to movement directly below him. It was Magda, hestant & firdt, and then with
straight-backed, high-chinned decisiveness, marching bucket in hand toward the cdlar entry. The men
followed her at firg with ther eyes, then they were on thar feet, drifting toward her from dl corners of
the courtyard, like soap bubbles swirling toward an unstoppered drain.

When she came up from the cdlar with her bucket of water, they were waiting for her in a thick
semidirde, pushing and shoving toward the front for a good close look a her. They were cdling to her,
moving before, beside, and behind her as she tentatively made her way back to the tower. One of the
ensatzkommandos blocked her way but was pushed aside by a regular amy man who grabbed her
bucket with exaggerated gdlantry and carried it ahead of her, a dlown footman. But the SS man who had
been pushed out of the way snatched at the bucket; he only succeeded in spilling the contents over the
legs and the boots of the one who now held it.

As laughter started from the black uniforms, the face of the regular amy man turned a bright red.
Woermann could see what was coming but was helpless to stop it from his pogtion on the third leve of
the tower. He watched the soldier in gray swing the bucket at the SS man who had spilled the water on
him, saw the bucket connect full force with the head, then Woermann was away from the window and
running down the steps as fagt as hislegs would carry him.

As he reached the bottom landing, he saw the door to the Jews suite swing shut behind a flash of skirt
fabric, then he was out in the courtyard facing a full-scale brawl. He had to fire his pistal twice to get the
men's aitention and had to threaten to shoot the next one who threw a punch before the fighting actudly
stopped.

Thegirl had to go.

Asthings quieted down, Woermann left his men with Sergeant Oster and headed directly for the first
floor of the tower. While Kaempffer was busy squaring away the einsatzkommandaos, Woermann would
use the opportunity to start the girl on her way out of the keep. If he could get her across the causaway
and into the inn before Kaempffer was aware of what was hgppening, there was a good chance he could
keep her out.

He did not bother to knock this time, but pushed the door open and stepped indgde. "Fraulein
Cuzal"

The old man was dill Stting &t the table; the gil was nowhere in Sght. "What do you want with her?"
He ignored the father. "Fraulein Cuzal"

"Yes?' she said, sepping out of the rear room, her face anxious.

"l want you packed to leave for theinn immediately. Y ou have two minutes. No more.”

"But | can't leave my father!”

"Two minutes and you are leaving, with or without your thingd"



He would not be swayed, and he hoped his face showed it. He did nat like to separate the girl and
her father—the professor obvioudy needed care and she obvioudy was devoted to caring for him—but
the men under his command came fird, and she was a diguptive influence. The father would have to
reman in the keep; the daughter would have to stay in the inn. There was no room for argument.

Woermann watched her cast apleading look at her father, begging him to say something. But the old
men remained Slent. She took a deep breath and turned toward the back room.

"You now have aminute and a hdf," Woermann told her.
"A minute and a hdf for what?' said a voice behind him. It was Kaempffer.
Groaning inwardly and reedying himsdlf for a battle of wills Woermann faced the SS man.

"Your timing is superb as usud, Mgor," he sad. "l was just tdling Fréaulein Cuza to pack her things
and move hersdf over to theinn.”

Kaempffer opened his mouth to reply but was cut off by the professor.
"l forbid it!" he cried in his dry, dill voice. "'l will not permit you to send my daughter away!"

Kaempffer's eyes narrowed as his atention was drawn from Woermann to Cuza. Even Woermann
found himsdf turning in surprise to see what had prompted the outburst.

"Youforbid, old Jew?' Kaempffer said in a hoarse voice as he moved past Woermann to the
professor. "You forbid? Let metdl you something: Y ou forbid nothing around here! Nothing!"

The old man bowed his head in resignation.

Sidfied with the result of his vented anger, Kaempffer turned back to Woermann. "See that she's out
of here immediately. She's a troublemaker!™

Dazed and bemused, Woermann watched Kaempffer sorm out of the room as abruptly as he had
arived. He looked at Cuza whose head was no longer bowed, and who now appeared to be resigned to
nothing.

"Why didn't you protest before the mgjor arrived?' Woermann asked him. "I had the impresson you
wanted her out of the keep."

"Perhgps. But | changed my mind."

"S0 | noticed—and in a most provocative manner at a mogt strategic moment. Do you manipulate
everyone this way?'

"My dear Captain," Cuza said, his tone serious, ""'no one pays much atention to a cripple. People look
a the body and see that it's wrecked by an accident or wasted by illness, and they automaticdly carry
the infirmity to the mind within that body. 'He can't walk, therefore he can't have anything intdligent or
ussful or interegting to say." So a cripple like me soon learns how to make other people come up with an
idea he has dready thought of, and to have them arive at that idea in such a way that they beieve it
originated with them. It's not manipulation—it's aform of persuason.”

As Magda emerged from the rear room, suitcase in hand, Woermann redized with chagrin, and
perhaps a touch of admiration, that he, too, had been manipulated—or "persuaded,” to give the professor
his due. He now knew whose ideaiit had been for Magda to make those repeated trips to the mess and



the cdllar. Theredization did not bother him too much, though. His own indincts had dways been againgt
having a woman in the keep.

"I'm going to leave you at the inn unguarded,” he told Magda. "I'm sure you understand that if you run
off it will not go well with your father. I'm going to trust in your honor and your devation to him."

He did not add that it would be courting a riot to decide which soldiers would do guard duty on
her—compstition for the double benefit of separation from the keep and proximity to an attractive femde
would further widen the exigting rift between the two contingents of soldiers. He had no choice but to
trugt her.

A look passed between father and daughter.

"Have no fear, Captain,” Magda said, glaing a her father. "I have no intention of running off and
deserting him."

He watched the professor's hands bunch into two thick, angry fids.

"Youd better take this" Cuza said, pushing one of the books toward her, the one he had cdled the Al
Azf. "Sudy it tonight so we can discuss it tomorrow.”

There was a trace of mischief in her amile. "You know | don't read Arabic, Papa" She picked up
another, dimmer volume. "I think I'll take this one instead.”

They stared at each other across the table. They were at an impasse of wills, and Woermann thought
he had a good idea where the conflict lay.

Without warning, Magda stepped around the table and kissed her father on the cheek. She smoothed
his sparse white hairs, then straightened up and looked Woermann directly in the eye.

"Take care of my father, Captain. Please. He'sdl | have”
Woermann heard himsdf speaking before he could think: "Don't worry. I'll see to everything.”

He cursed himsdf. He shouldn't have said that! 1t went againg dl his officer training, dl his Prussan
rearing. But there was that ook in her eyes that made hm want to do as she asked. He had no daughter
of hisown, but if he had he would want her to care about him the way thisgirl cared about her father.

No ... he had no need to worry about her running off. But the father—he was a dy one. He would
bear watching. Woermann warned himsdf never to take anything about these two for granted.

The red-haired man sent his mount plunging through the foothills toward the southeast entrance to the
Dinu Pass. The greening terrain around him went by unnoticed in his haste. As the sun dipped down the
sky ahead of him, the hills on each side grew steeper and rockier, daosing on him, narrowing until he was
confined to a path a scant dozen feet wide. Once through the bottleneck up ahead he would be on the
wide floor of the Dinu Pass. From there on it would be an easy trip, even in the dark. He knew the way.

He was about to congratulate himsdf on avoiding the many military patrols in the area when he
spotted two soldiers up ahead blocking his path with ready rifles and fixed bayonets. Rearing his mount
to a hdt before the pair, he quickly decided on a course of action—he wanted no trouble, so he would



play it meek and mild.
"Where to in such a hurry, goatherd?'

It was the older of the two who spoke. He had a thick mustache and a pitted face. The younger man
laughed at the word "goatherd.” Apparently it hed some derogatory meaning for them.

"Up the pass to my village. My father is sick. Please let me by."
"All in good time. How far up do you intend to go?'

"To the keep."

" 'The keep'? Never heard of it. Where isit?"

That answered one question for the red-haired man. If the keep were involved in a military action in
the pass, these men a least would have heard of it.

"Why are you stopping me?' he asked them, trying to look puzzled. "Is something wrong?'

"It is not for the likes of you to question the Iron Guard,” Mustache said. "Get down from there so we
can have a better look at you."

So they werent just soldiers; they were members of the Iron Guard. Getting through here was going
to be tougher than he had thought. The red-haired man dismounted and stood glent, waiting as they
sorutinized him,

"Y ou're not from around here," Mustache said. "L et me see your papers.”

That was the question the red-haired man had feared throughout his trip. "I don't have them with me,
ar," he said in his mogt deferentia manner. "l left in such a hurry that | forgot them. I'll go back and get
themif you wish."

A look passed between the two soldiers. A traveler without papers had no legd rights to speak
of—his non-compliance with the law gave them a free hand to ded with himin any way they saw fit.

"No papers?" Mustache had hisrifle a the port position across the front of his chest. As he spoke he
emphasized his words with sharp outward thrusts of his rifle, damming the bolt assembly and the side of
the stock againg the red-haired man's ribs. "How do we know you're not running guns to the peasants
inthe hills?"

The red-haired man winced and backed away, showing more pan than he fdt; to absorb the blows
goicdly would only incite Mustache to greater violence.

Always the same, he thought. No matter what the time or place, no matter what the ruling power cdls
its=f, its bullyboys remain the same.

Mustache stepped back and pointed hisrifle at the red-haired man. " Search him!" he told his younger
partner.

The young one dung hisrifle over a shoulder and began roughly dapping his hands over the travder's
clothes. He stopped when he came to the money bet. With a few deft moves he opened the shirt and
removed the bet from beneath. When they saw the gold coins in the pouches, another look passed
between them.



"Whered you steal that?' Mustache said, once agan damming the sde of his rifle agang the
red-haired man's ribs.

"Its ming" he told them. "It's dl | have. But you can keep it if youll just let me be on my way." He
meant that. He didn't need the gold anymore,

"Oh, well keep it dl right,” Mustache said. "Buit firg well see what else you've got." He pointed to the
long, flat case strapped to the right flank of the horse. "Open that," he told his companion.

The red-haired man decided then that he had let this go as far as he could. He would not let them
open the case.

"Dont touch that!" he said.

They must have sensed menace in his voice, for both soldiers stopped and stared a him, Mustache's
lips worked in anger. He stepped forward to dam hisrifle againgt the red-haired man once more.

“Why you—"

Although the red-haired man's next moves looked carefully planned, they were dl reflex. As
Mustache made to thrust with his rifle, the red-haired man deftly ripped it out of his grasp. While
Mustache stared dumbly at his empty hands, the red-haired man swung the butt of the rifle up and
cracked the man's jaw; from there dl that was needed to crush the larynx was a short jab agang the
exposed throat. Tumning, he saw the other soldier undinging his weapon. The red-haired man took a
angle step and drove the bayonet on the other end of his borrowed rifle full length into the younger man's
chest. With asigh, the soldier sagged and died.

The red-haired man viewed the scene dispassionately. Mustache was ill dive, but barely. His back
was arched, his face tinged with blue as his hands tore a his throat, trying in vain to let some ar through
to hislungs.

As before, when he had killed Carlos the boatman, the red-haired man fdt nothing. No triumph, no
regret. He could not see how the world would be poorer for the pasing of two members of the Iron
Guard, and he knew that if he had waited much longer it might have been him on the ground, wounded or
dead.

By the time the red-haired man had replaced the money bdt around his waist, Mustache lay as il as
his companion. He hid the bodies and the riflesin the rocks on the northern dope and resumed his gdlop
toward the keep.

Magda paced about her tiny candldit room at the inn, anxioudy rubbing her hands together, stopping
every so often at the window to glance out a the keep. It was dark tonight, with high clouds moving in
from the south, and no moon.

The dark frightened her ... the dark and being done. She could not remember when she had last been
aone like this It was neither right nor proper for her to be staying unchaperoned at the inn. It helped
some to know thet Iuliu's wife, Lidia, would be around, but she would be litile help if thet thing in the
keep decided to cross the gorge and come to her.

She had aclear view of the keep from her window—in fact, hers was the only room with a window



fadng north. She had requested it for that reason. There had been no problem; she was the only guest.

Iuiu had been mogt gracious, dmog obsequious. That puzzled her. He had aways been courteous
during their previous stays, but in a rather perfunctory way. Now he virtudly fawned over her.

From where she stood she could pick out the lit window in the firgt leve of the tower where she knew
Papa now sat. There was no Sgn of movement; that meant he was done. She had been furious with him
earlier when she redlized how he had maneuvered her out of the keep. But as the hours passed, her anger
gave way to worry. How would he take care of himsdf?

She turned and leaned back againg the gll, looking at the four white stucco wals that confined her.
Her room was smdl: a narrow closet, a sngle dresser with a beveled mirror above it, a three-legged
stool, and alarge, too soft bed. Her mandalin lay on the bed, untouched since her arrivd. The book too,
Cultes des Goules, lay untouched in the bottom drawer of the dresser. She had no intention of sudying
it; she had taken it only for show.

She had to get out for awhile. She blew out two of the candles, but Ieft the third burning. She did not
want the room to be totdly dark. After last night's encounter, she would fear the dark forever.

A polished wood garway took her down to the fird floor. She found the innkeeper hunched on the
front stoop, stting and whittling dejectedly.

"Something wrong, luliu?’

He started at the sound of her voice, looked her once in the eye, then returned to his amless whittling.
"Your father—he iswdl?'

"For the moment, yes. Why?'

He put down the knife and covered his eyes with both hands, the words came out in a rush. "You're
both here because of me. I'm ashamed ... I'm not a man. But they wanted to know dl about the keep and
| couldn't tel them what they wanted. And then | thought of your father, who knows dl there is to know
about the keep. | didnt know how sick he was now, and | never thought they'd bring you, too. But |
couldn't help it! They were hurting me!"

Magda experienced a brief flare of anger—Iuliu had no right mentioning Papa to the Germand And
then she admitted that under smilar circumstances, she, too, might have told them anything they wanted
to know. At least now she knew how they had connected Papa with the keep, and she had an
explandtion for luliu's deferentid manner.

His pleading expression touched her as he looked up at her. "Do you hate me?'

Magda leaned over and placed a hand on his round shoulder. "No. Y ou didn't mean us any harm.”
He covered her hand with his. "I hope dl will go well for you.”

"Sodol."

She walked dowly dong the path to the gorge, the slence broken only by the pebbles crunching
underfoot, echoing in the moigt air. She stopped and stood in the thick, freshly budded brush to the right
of the causeway and hugged her sweater more tightly around her. It was midnight, and cool and damp;
but the chill she fet went deeper than any caused by a Smple drop in temperature. Behind her the inn
was a dim shadow; across the causaway lay the keep, ablaze with light in many of its windows. The fog



had risen up from the bottom of the pass, filling the gorge and surrounding the keep. Light from the
courtyard filtered up through the fine haze in the air, meking a glow like a phosphorescent cloud. The
keep looked like an unganly luxury liner adrift in a phantom sea of fog.

Fear settled over her as she stared & the keep.

Last night ... consdering the mortd threats of the day, it had been easy for her to avoid thinking
about lagt night. But hereinthe dark it dl came back—those eyes, that icy grip on her am. She ran her
hend over the spot near her ebow where the thing had touched her. There was dill a mark on the skin
there, pde gray. The area looked dead, and she hadn't been able to wash it off. She hadn't told Papa.
But it was proof: Last night had not been a dream. The nightmare was a redlity. A type of creature she
hed blithely assumed to be fantasy had become red, and it was over there in that stone building. So was
Papa. She knew that right now he was waiting for it. He hadn't told her so, but she knew. Papa hoped to
be vidted tonight, and she would not be there to hep him. The thing had spared them last night, but could
Papa count on such luck two nightsin a row?

And what if it did not vigt Papa tonight? What if it crossed the gorge and came to her? She could not
bear the thought of another encounter like lagt night'd

It was dl so unred! The undead were fiction!
And yet last night...

The sound of hoofbesats interrupted her musngs. She turned and dmly saw a horse and a rider
passing the inn at full galop. They approached the causeway, apparently with every intention of charging
over to the keep, but at the last minute the rider fiercdly reined his steed to a hdt at its edge. Horse and
men stood limned in the glow that filtered across the gorge from the keep. She noted a long, flat box
strapped to the horse's right flank. The rider dismounted and took a few tentative steps onto the
causaway, then stopped.

Magda crouched in the brush and watched him study the keep. She could not say exactly why she
chose to hide hersdlf, but the events of the past few days had made her distrust anyone she did not know.

He was tdl, leenly muscular, bare-headed, his hair wind-twisted and reddish, his breathing rapid but
unlabored. She could see his head move as his eyes followed the sentries atop the keep wdls. He
seemed to be counting them. His posture was tense, as if he were forably restraining himsdf from
battering his body againg the closed gates a the far end of the causeway. He appeared frustrated, angry,
and puzzled.

He stood dill and quiet for along time. Magda felt her calves begin to ache from squatting on them for
50 long, but she dared not move. At last he turned and walked back to his horse. His eyes scanned the
edge of the gorge, back and forth, as he moved. He suddenly stopped and stared directly at the spot
where Magda crouched. She held her breath as her heart began to pound in darm.

"You therel" he cdled. "Come out!" His tone was commanding, his accent hinting at the Meglenitic
didect.

Magda made no move. How could he possibly see her through the dark and the brush?
"Come out or I'll drag you out!"

Magda found a heavy stone near her right hand. Gripping it tightly, she rose quickly and stepped
forward. She would take her chances in the open. Neither this man nor anyone else was going to drag



her anywhere without a fight. She had been pushed around enough today.
"Why were you hiding in there?'
"Because | don't know who you are.” Magda made her voice sound as defiant as she could.
"Far enough." His head gave a curt nod as he spoke.

Magda could sense the tenson coiled within him, yet fdt it had nothing to do with her. That eased her
mind alittle.

He gestured toward the keep. "What's going on in there? Who has the keep lit up like a cheap tourist
atraction?'

"Gaman soldiers.”
"l thought those hemets looked German. But why here?!
"l don't know. I'm not sure they know, ether.”

She watched him stare at the keep a moment longer and heard him muitter something under his breath
that sounded like "Foold" But she was not sure. There was a remoteness about him, a feding that he was
not the least bit concerned with her, that the only thing he cared about was the keep. She relaxed her grip
on the stonein her hand but did not drop it. Not yet.

"Why are you so interested?’ she asked.

He looked at her, his features shadowed. "Jugt a tourist. 1've been this way before and thought I'd
stop by the keep on my way through the mountains.”

She knew immediatdy that was a lie. No sightseer rode at night through the Dinu Pass at the speed
with which this men had arrived. Not unless he was mad.

Magda took a step backward and started walking toward the inn. She feared to stay in the dark with
aman who told patent lies.

"Where are you going?'

"Back to my room. It's chilly out here”

"Il escort you back."

Uneasy, Magda quickened her pace. "I'll find my own way, thank you."

He did not seem to hear, or if he did he chose to ignore what she had said. He pulled his mount
around and came up beside her, matching her stride and leading the horse behind him. Ahead, the inn sat
like alarge two-story box. She could see dim light in her window from the candle she had left burning.

"You can put that rock down,” he said. "You won't need it."
Magda hid her startled reaction. Could this man seein the dark? "I'll be the judge of that."

He had a sour amdl, amixture of man sweat and horse sweat which she found unpleasant. She further
quickened her pace to leave him behind.

He did not bother to catch up.



Magda dropped the stone as she reached the front stoop of the inn and went insde. To her right, the
tiny dining area was dark and empty. To her left, Iuliu was at the table he used as a front desk, preparing
to blow out his candle.

"Better wait," she told him as she hurried past. "l think you have another guest coming.”
Hisface lit up. "Tonight?"
"Immediatdy.”

Beaming, he opened the regigtration book and unstoppered the inkwell. The inn had been in luliu's
family for generations. Some said it had been built to house the masons who had constructed the keep. It
was nothing more than a amdl two-story house, and not by aty means an income-producing
venture—the number of travelers who stopped at the inn during the course of a year was ludicroudy low.
But the firgt floor served as a home for the family and there was dways someone about in the rare event
that atraveler did appear. The mgor portion of lulius insubgtantial income came from the commisson he
received for acting as bursar to the workers in the keep. The rest came from woal from the flock of
sheep his son tended—those that had not been sacrificed to put a litle meat on the family table and
clothes on their backs.

Two of the inn's three rooms rented at one time—a bonanza

Magda ran lightly to the top of the tairs but did not enter her room immediately. She paused to ligen
to what the stranger would tdl Iuliu. She wondered at her interest as she stood there. She had found the
men unattractive in the extreme; in addition to his odor and grimy appearance, there was a trace of
arrogance and condescension that she found egudly offensve.

Why, then, was she eavesdropping? It was not like her.

She heard a heavy tread on the front stoop, and then on the floor as the man entered. His voice
echoed up the stairwell.

"Ah, innkeeper! Good! Y ou're dill up. Arrange for someone to rub down my horse and g4l her for a
few days. She's my second mount of the day and I've ridden her hard. | want her well dried before she's
put away for the night. Hello? Are you ligening?

"Yes ... yes, ar." lulius voice sounded hoarse, strained, frightened.

"Canyou do it?"

"Yes. |—I'll have my nephew come over right away."

"And aroom for mysdf."

"We have two left. Please sgn.”

There was a pause. "You can give me the one directly overhead—the one on the north Sde.”

"Uh, pardon, S, but you must put your surname. 'Glenn' is not enough.” Iuliu's voice trembled as he
spoke.

"Do you have anyone € se named Glenn gaying here?!

"No."



"Is there anyone dse in the area named Glenn?'

"No, but—"

"Then Glenn done will do."

"Very wdl, sr. But | mugt tdl you that the north room is occupied. Y ou may have the east room.”
"Whoever it is, tdl him to switch rooms. I'll pay extra

"Itsnot ahim, gr. It'saher, and | don't think shell move.”

How very true, [uliu, Magda thought.

"Tdl her!" It was a command, in a tone not to be denied.

As Magda heard luliu's scurrying feet approach the stairs, she ducked into her room and waited. The
stranger's atitude infuriated her. And what had he done to frighten luliu s0?

She opened her door at the firg knock and stared at the portly innkeeper, his hands nervoudy
dutching and twiding the fabric of his shirt front, his face pale and beaded, with so much swest that his
mustache had begun to droop. He was terrified.

"Please, Domnisoara Cuza," he blurted, "thereé's a man downgtairs who wants this room. Will you
please let im have it? Please?!

He was whining. Pleading. Magda fdt sorry for him, but she was not going to give up this room.
"Absolutdy not!" She began to close the door but he put his hand out.

"But you mus!"

"l will not, luliu. And that's findl!"

"Then would you ... would you tdl him. Please?!

"Why are you so afrad of hm?Who is he?'

"I don't know who he is. And I'm not redly..." His voice traled off. "Won't you please tdl him for
me?'

Iuiu was actudly quivering with fear. Magda's firg impulse was to let the innkeeper handle his own
dfars, but then it occurred to her that she would derive a certain pleasure from tdling the arrogant
newcomer that she was keegping her room. For two days now she had been alowed no say in what had
happened to her. Standing firm on this smdl matter would be a welcome change.

"Of course I'll tdl him."

She sueezed past Iuliu and hurried down the steps. The man was waiting impassvely in the foyer,
casudly and confidently leaning on the long, fla box she had previoudy seen strapped to the horse's
flank. 1t was the firg time she had seen him in the light and she reconsidered her initid assessment. Yes,
he was grimy, and she could smdl him from the foot of the gtairs, but his features were even, his nose
long and draight, his cheekbones high. She noticed how truly red his hair was, like a dark flane a bit
wild and overlong, perhaps, but that, like his odor, could well be the natura result of along, hard trip. His
eyes hdd her for amoment, gartling in their blueness, their clarity. The only jarring note in his appearance



was the dlive tone of his skin—out of place in the company of his hair and eyes.
"l thought it might be you.”
“I'm kegping my room."
"l requireit," he said, sraightening up.
"Itsmine for now. You're welcometo it when | leave.”
He took a step toward her. "It's important that | have a northern exposure. 1—"

"l have my own reasons for wanting to keep my eye on the keep," Magda said, cutting him off from
another lig, "judt as I'm sure you have yours. But mine are of great persona importance. | will not leave.

His eyes blazed suddenly, and for an instant Magda was afraid she had overstepped her bounds. Just
as suddenly, he cooled and stepped back, a hdf-amile playing about the corners of his mouth.

"Y ou're obvioudy not from around here."
"Buchares."

"I thought as much." Magda caught a hint of something in his eyes, something akin to grudging respect.
But that didn't seem right. Why would he look at her that way when she was blocking him from what he
wanted? "Y ou won't reconsder?’ he said.

"No."
"Ah, wdl," he Sghed, "an eastern exposure it is, then. Innkeeper! Show me to my room!"

Iuiu came rushing down the stairs, nearly tripping in his haste. "Right away, sr. The room to the right
a the top of the sairsisdl ready for you. I'll take this—" He reached for the case but Glenn snatched it

avay.

"l can handle that very wel by mysdf. But there's a blanket roll on the back of my horse thet I'll be
needing.” He started up the stairs. "And be sure to see to that horse! She's a good and true beast.” With
abrief parting glance a Magda, a glance that tirred an unfamiliar but not unpleasant sensation within her,
he went up the steps two a atime. "And draw me a bath immediatdy!”

"Yes gr!" Iuliu leaned over to Magda and clasped both her hands in his. "Thank you!" he whispered,
dill frightened, but apparently less so. He then rushed out to the horse.

Magda stood in the middle of the foyer for a moment, wondering a the evening's strange chain of
events. There were unanswered questions here at the inn but she couldnt think about them now, not
while there were more fearful questions to be answered at the keep—

The keep! She had forgotten about Papal She hurried up the dtairs, passng the closed door to
Glenn's room on her way, then pushed into her own room and rushed to the window. There in the
watchtower, Papa’s light burned the same as before.

She sghed with rdief and lay back on the bed. A bed ... ared bed. Maybe everything would turn out
dl right tonight after dl. She amiled to hersdf. No, that tactic wasn't going to work. Something was going
to happen. She closed her eyes againg the light of the guittering candle atop the dresser, its glow doubled
by the mirror behind it. She was tired. If for just a minute she could rest her eyes, sheld be better ... think
about good things, like Papa being dlowed to go back to Bucharest with her, fleeing the Germans and



that hideous manifestation...

The sound of movement out in the hdl drew her thoughts awvay from the keep. It sounded like that
men, Glenn, going down to the back room for a bath. At least he wouldn't dways smdl the way he did
tonight. But why should she care? He did seem concerned about the welfare of his horse, and that could
be read as a9gn of a compassionate man. Or just a practica one. Had he redly said it was his second
mount of the day? Could any man ride two horses into such a lather? She could not imagine why Iuliu
seemed o terrified of the newcomer. He seemed to know Glenn, and yet had not known his name until
he had sgned it. It didn't make sense.

Nothing made sense anymore ... her thoughts drifted...

The sound of a door cdosng startled her awake. It was not her own. It mugt have been Glenn's. There
was a creak on the sair. Magda bolted upright and looked at the candle—it had logst hdlf its length since
the last time she looked. She legped to the window. The light was ill on in her father's room.

There was no sound from below, but she could make out the dim shape of a man moving dong the
peth toward the causaway. His movements were catlike. Slent. She was sure it was Glenn. As Magda
watched, he stepped into the brush to the right of the causeway and stood there, precisdly where she had
stood earlier. The mist that filled the gorge overflowed and lapped at hisfeet. Like a sentind, he watched
the keep.

Magda fet a stab of anger. What was he doing out there? That was her spot. He had no right to take
it. She wished she had the courage to go out there and tel him to leave, but she did not. She did not fear
him, actudly, but he moved too quickly, too decisvely. This Glenn was a dangerous man. But not to her,
ghe fdt. To others. To those Germans in the keep, perhaps. And didn't that make him an dly of sorts?
Sill, she could not go unescorted to himin the dark and tdl him to leave and dlow her to keep her own

vigl.

But she could observe him. She could set hersdf up behind him and see what he was up to while
kegping her eye on Papa's window. Maybe shed learn why he was here. That was the question that
nagged her as she padded down the stairs, through the darkened foyer, and out onto the road. She crept
toward alarge rock not too far behind him. He would never know she was there.

"Come to redam your vantage point?'

Magda jumped at the sound of his voice—he had not even looked around!

"How did you know | was here?'

"I've been ligening to your approach ever snce you left theinn. You're redly rather dumsy.”
There it was again—that amug self-assurance.

He turned and gestured to her. "Come up here and tdl me why you think the Germans have the keep
lit up like that in the wee hours. Don't they ever deep?”

She held back, then decided to accept his invitation. She would stand at the edge there, but not too
close to him. As she neared, she noted he smdled worlds better.

"They're &rad of the dark,” she said.

"Afrad of the dark." Histone had gone flat. He did not seem surprised by her reply. "And just why is
thet?"



"A vampire, they think."

In the dim light filtering across the gorge from the keep, Magda saw his eyebrows rise. "Oh? Is that
what they've told you? Do you know someone in there?!

"I've been in there mysdf. And my father's in there right now." She pointed to the keep. "The
lowermogt window in the watchtower is his—the one that's lit." How she hoped he was dl right.

"But why would anyone think there's a vampire about?'
"BEght men dead, dl German soldiers, dl with their throats torn open.”
His mouth tightened into agrim line. "Still ... a vampire?"

"There was dso a matter of two corpses supposedly waking about. A vampire seems to be the only
thing that could explain dl that's happened in there. And after what | sav—"

"You saw him?" Glenn turned and leaned toward her, his eyes boring into hers, intent on her answer.
Magda retreated a step. "Yes"
"Whet did he look like?"

"Why do you want to know?' He was frightening her now. His words pounded a her as he leaned
closer.

"Tdl mel Was he dark? Was he pae? Handsome? Ugly? What?"

"I—I'm not even sure | can remember exactly. All | know isthat he looked insane and ... and unhaly,
if that makes any sense to you."

He sraightened. "Yes. That says much. And | didn't mean to upset you." He paused briefly. "What
about his eyes?'

Magda felt her throat tighten. "How did you know about his eyes?’
"l know nothing about his eyes™ he said quickly, "but it's said they are the windows to the soul.”

"If that's true," she said, her voice lowering of its own vdlition to a whisper, "his soul is a bottomless
pit."

Neither of them spoke for a while, both watching the keep in slence. Magda wondered what Glenn
was thinking. Findly, he spoke.

"One more thing: Do you know how it dl began?"

"My father and | weren't here, but we were told that the firs man died when he and a friend broke
through a cdlar wall."

She watched him grimace and close his eyes, asif in pain; and as she had seen hours earlier, hislips
again formed the word "Fools' without spesking it aoud.

He opened his eyes and suddenly pointed to the keep. "What's happening in your father's room?"

Magda looked and saw nothing a firs. Then terror clutched her. The light was fading. Without
thinking, she started toward the causeway. But Glenn grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her back.



"Dont be a fod!" he whispered harshly in her ear. "The sentries will shoot you! And if by some
chance they hdd ther fire, they'd never let you in! There's nothing you can do!™

Magda barely heard him. Franticaly, wordlesdy, she struggled againg him. She had to get away—she
hed to get to Papal But Glenn was strong and refused to release her. His fingers dug into her arms, and
the more she struggled, the tighter he held her.

Fndly, his words sank in: She could not get to Papa. There was nathing she could do.
In helpless, agonized slence, she watched the light in Papa’s room fade dowly, inexorably to black.

EIGHTEEN

The Keep
Thursday, 1 May
0217 hours

Theodor Cuza had waited patiently, eagerly, knowing without knowing how he knew that the thing he
hed seen lagt night would return to him. He had spoken to it in the old tongue. It would return. Tonight.

Nothing ese was certain tonight. He might unlock secrets sought by scholars for ages, or he might
never see the morning. He trembled, as much with anticipation as with fear of the unknown.

Everything was ready. He sat a his table, the old books piled in a neat stack to his Ieft, a smdl box
ful of traditiond vampire banes within easy reach to his right, the ever-present cup of water directly
before him. The only illumination was the cone of light from the hooded bulb directly overhead, the only
sound his own bresthing.

And suddenly he knew he was not aone.

Before he saw anything, he fdt it—a mdign presence, beyond his fidd of vison, beyond his capacity
to describe it. It was Imply there. Then the darkness began. It was different this time. Last night it had
pervaded the very ar of the room, growing and spreading from everywhere. Tonight he watched it
invade by a different route—dowly, ingdioudy seeping through the wals, blotting them from his view,
dognginon him.

Cuza pressed his gloved pams againg the tabletop to keep them from shaking. He could fed his heart
thumping in his chest, so loud, so hard, he feared one of the chambers would rupture. The moment was
here. Thiswasiit!

The walls were gone. Darkness surrounded him in an ebon dome that swallowed the glow from the



overhead bulb—no light passed beyond the end of the table. It was cold, but not so cold as last nigrt,
and there was no wind.

"Where are you?' He spoke in Old Savonic.

No reply. But in the darkness, beyond the point where light would not go, he sensed that something
stood and waited, taking his measure.

"Show yoursel f—pleasal™
There was alengthy pause, then a thickly accented voice spoke from the dark.

" can speak a more modern form of our language™ The words derived from a root verson of the
Daco-Romanian diaect spoken inthisregion a the time the keep was built.

The darkness on the far Sde of the little table began to recede. A shape took form out of the black.
Cuzaimmediatdy recognized the face and the eyes from last night, and then the rest of the figure became
vigble A giant of a man stood before him, a least 9x and a hdf feet tdl, broad shouldered, sanding
proudly, defiantly, legs spread, hands on hips. A floor-length cloak, as black as his har and eyes, was
fastened about his neck with a clasp of jeweled gold. Beneeth that Cuza could see a loose red blouse,
possibly slk, loose black breeches that looked like jodhpurs, and high boots of rough brown leather.

It was dl there—power, decadence, ruthlessness.
"How do you come to know the old tongue?' said the voice.

Cuza heard himsdf sammer. "I—I've sudied it for years. Many years." He found his mind had gone
numb, frozen. All the things he had wanted to say, the questions he had planned dl afternoon to ask, dl
fled, dl gone. Desperately, he verbdized the firg thought that came into his head.

"l had dmost expected you to be wearing evening clothes.”

The thick eyebrows, growing so near to each other, touched as the vistor's brow furrowed. "I do not
undergtand 'evening clothes." "

Cuza gave hmsdf a mentd kick—amazing how a sngle novel, written hdf a century ago by an
Englishman, could so dter one's perceptions of what was an essentidly Romanian myth. He leaned
forward in hiswhed chair. "Who are you?'

"l am the Viscount Radu Molasar. This region of Wadlachia was once mine”
He was saying that he was afeudd lord of histime. "A boyar?'

"Yes One of the few who stayed with Vlad—the one they cdled Tepes, the Impaer—until his end
outsde Buchared."

Even though he had expected such an answer, Cuza was ill aghast. "That was in 1476! Almog five
centuries ago! Are you that old?

" was there."
"But where have you been since the fifteenth century?'

IIHe,.e.ll



"But why?' Cuza's fear was vaporizing as he spoke, replaced by an intense excitement that sent his
mind racing. He wanted to know everything—now!

"l was being pursued.”
"By Turks?'

Molasar's eyes narrowed, leaving only the endless black of his pupils showing. "No. By ... others ...
meadmen who would pursue me across the world to destroy me. | knew | could not outrun them
forever"—he amiled here, reveding long, tapered, dightly yellowed teeth, none of them particularly sharp,
but dl strong-looking—"s0 | decided to outwait them. | built this keep, arranged for its maintenance, and
hid mysdf away."

"Are you..." There was a question Cuza had been burning to ask from the start but had dared not;
now he could contain himsdlf no longer. "Are you of the undead?"

Agan the amile, cold, dmost mocking. "Undead? Nosferatu? Moroi? Perhaps.”
"But how did you—"

Molasar dashed a hand through the air. "Enough! Enough of your bothersome questiond! | care not
for your idle curiogity. | care not for you but that you are a countryman of mine and there are invadersin
the land. Why are you with them? Do you betray Wallachia?'

"No!" Cuza fdt the fear that had been washed away in the excitement of contact creep back into him
as he saw Molasar's expression grow fierce. "They brought me here againgt my will!"

"Why?" The word was a jabbing knife.
"They thought | could find out what was killing the soldiers. And | guess| have... havent 17!

"Yes You have" Molasar underwent another mercuriad shift of mood, amiling again. "I need them to
restore my drength after my long repose. | will need them dl before | am agan a the peak of my

powers."
"But you musint!" Cuza blurted without thinking.

Molasar flared again. "Never say to me what | mugt or mugt not do in my home! And never when
invaders have taken it over! | saw to it that no Turk ever set foot in this pass while | was about, and now
| am awakened to find my keep overrun with Germand”

He was in a foaming rage, waking back and forth, snvinging his fists wildly about to punctuate his
words.

Cuza took the opportunity to lift the top off the box to his right and remove the fragment of broken
mirror Magda had given him earlier in the day. As Molasar stormed about, logt in a rage, Cuza hdd up
the mirror and tried to catch Molasar's reflection in it. He could glance to his left and see Molasar by the
stack of books on the corner of the table, but when he looked in the mirror he could see only the books.

Molasar cast no reflection!
Suddenly, the mirror was snatched from Cuza's hand.

"Sill curious?' He held up the mirror and looked into it. "Yes. The tales are true—I cast no reflection.
Long ago | did." His eyes clouded for an ingant. "But no more. What €lse have you in that box?'



"Garlic." Cuzareached under the cover and pulled out a clove. "It is said to ward away the undead.”

Molasar held out his pdm. There was har growing at its center. "Give it to me" When Cuza
complied, Molasar put the clove up to his mouth and took a bite, then tossed the rest into a corner. "l
love garlic.”

"And slver?' He pulled out a Slver locket that Magda had left him.

Molasar did not hesitate to take it and rub it between his pams. "I could not very wel have been a
boyar if | had feared dlver!" He seemed to be enjoying himsdf now.

"And this" Cuza sad, reaching for the lagt item in the box, "is supposed to be the most potent of
vampire banes." He pulled out the cross Captain Woermann had lent Magda.

With a sound that was part gasp and part growl, Molasar stepped away and averted his eyes. "Put it
avay!"

"It affects you?' Cuza was stunned. A heaviness grew in his chest as he watched Molasar cringe. "But
why should it? How—"

"PUT IT AWAY!"

Cuza did so immediady, bulging the sides of the cardboard box as he pressed the lid down as tightly
as he could over the offending object.

Molasar dl but legped upon him, baring his teeth and hissng his words through them. "I thought |
might find an dly in you againg the outlanders, but | see you are no different!”

" want to see them gone, too!" Cuza said, terrified, pressng himsdf back into the meager cushioning
of hiswhedchair. "More than you!"

"If that were true, you would never have brought that abomination into this room! And you would
never have exposed it to me”

"But | didn't know! It could have been ancther fdse folk tae like the garlic and the siver!™ He had to
convince him!

Molasar paused. "Perhaps” He whirled and stalked toward the darkness, his anger cooled, but
minimally. "But | have doubts about you, Crippled One."

"Don't go! Pleasa!”
Molasar stepped into the waiting dark and turned toward Cuza as it enveloped him. He said nothing.

“I'm on your Sde, Molasar!" Cuza cried. He couldn't leave now—not when there were so many
unanswered questions! "Please believe mel”

Only pinpoint glints of light off the surfaces of Molasar's eyes remained. The rest of him had been
swalowed up. Suddenly, a hand jabbed out of the blackness, pointing afinger at Cuza.

"I will watch you, Crippled One. Andif | see you are to be trusted, | will speak with you another time.
But if you betray our people, | shdl end your days."

The hand disappeared. Then the eyes. But the words remained, hanging in the ar. The darkness
gradualy receded, seeping back into the wals. Soon dl was as it had been. The partidly eaten cove of



galic that lay on the floor in the corner was the only evidence of Molasar's vist.

For along while, Cuza did not move. Then he noticed how thick his tongue was in his mouth, and
drier than usud. He picked up the cup of water and sipped from it; a mechanicd exercise requiring no
conscious thought. He swallowed with the usud difficulty, then reached for the box to his right. His hand
rested on the lid awhile before lifting it. His numbed mind balked at facing what was within, but he knew
he eventudly must. Compressing his strictured mouth into a short, grim line, he lifted the lid, removed the
cross, and laid it before him on the tabl etop.

Such alitle thing. Siver. Some ornate work at the ends of the upright and the crosspiece. No corpse
dfixed to it. Just a cross. If nothing ese, a symbal of man's inhumeanity to man.

From the millennia-old traditions and learning of his own fath that was so much a part of his dally life
and culture, Cuza had dways looked upon the wearing of crosses as a rather barbaric cusom, a sure
dgn of immaturity in a rdigion. But then, Chridianity was a rdatively young offshoot of Judaism. It
needed time. What had Molasar cdled the cross? An "abomination.” No, it was not thet; at least not to
Cuza. Grotesgue, yes, but never an abomination.

But now it took on new meaning, as did so many other things. The wals seemed to press in on him as
he stared at the little cross, dlowing it to become the focus of his attention. Crosses were 0 like the
banes used by primitives to ward off evil spirits. Eastern Europeans, especidly the Gypsies anong them,
hed countless banes, from garlic to icons. He had lumped the cross in with the rest, seeing no reason why
it should deserve more consderation than the rest.

Yet Molasar had been repulsed by the cross ... could not even bear to look &t it. Tradition gave it
power over demons and vampires because it was supposedly the symbol of the ultimate triumph of good
over evil. Cuza had aways told himsdf that if the undead did exist, and the cross did have power over
them, it was because of the innate faith of the person holding the object, not the object itsdf.

Y et he had just proved himsdf wrong.

Molasar was evil. That was given: Any entity thet leaves atral of corpsesin order to continue its own
exigenceisinherently evil. And when Cuza had hed up the cross, Molasar had shrunk away. Cuza had
no belief in the power of the cross, yet it had power over Molasar.

So it mudt be the cross itsdf which had the power, not its bearer.

His hands shook. He fdt dizzy and lightheaded as his mind ran over dl the implications. They were
shattering.

NINETEEN

The Keep



Thursday, 1 May
0640 hours

Two nights in a row without a death. Woermann found his mood edging into a sort of cautious
jubilance as he buckled on his belt. He had actudly dept last night, soundly and long, and was so much
the better for it thismorning.

The keep was no brighter or cheerier. There was dill that indefingble sense of a mdignant presence.
No, it was he who had changed. For some reason he now fet there might be a red chance of his getting
back to his homein Rathenow dive. For awhile he had serioudy come to doubt the possibility. But with
the hearty breakfast he had eaten in his room perking through his intestines, and the knowledge that the
men under his command numbered the same this morming as they had last night, al things seemed
possible—perhaps even the departure of Erich Kaempffer and his uniformed hoodlums.

Even the painting falled to bother him this morning. The shadow to the left of the window ill looked
like a gibbeted corpse, but it no longer disturbed him as it had when Kaempffer had firg pointed it out.

He descended the watchtower gtairs and reached the first leve in time to find Kaempffer gpproaching
the professor's rooms from the courtyard, looking more supremely confident than usud, and with as little
reason as ever.

"Good morning, dear Mgor!" Woermann cdled heartily, feding he could forgo any overt venting of
spleen this morning, congdering the imminence of Kaempffer's departure. But a veled jab was dways in
order. "l see we have the same idea: Y ou've come to express your deepest thanks to Professor Cuza for
the German lives he has saved again!”

"There's no evidence of his having done a damned thing!" Kaempffer said, his jauntiness disappearing
inasnarl. "Even he makes no dam!”

"But the timing of the end of the murders with his arivd is rather suggestive of some cause-effect
relationship, don't you think?"

"Coincidence! Nothing more!”
"Then why are you here?"

Kaempffer fdtered for an ingtant. "To interrogate the Jew about what he has learned from the books,
of course”

"Of course."

They entered the outer room, Kaempffer firs. They found Cuza kneding on the floor on his
spread-out bedroll. He was not praying. He was trying to hoist himsdf back into the whedchair. After
the briefest glance in ther direction as they waked in, he returned hisfull concentration to the task.

Woermann's initid impulse was to help the man—Cuzas hands appeared usdess for gripping and his
muscles seemed too wesk to pull him up even if he could manage a firm grip. But he had asked for no
ad, either with his eyes or with his voice. It was obvioudy a matter of pride for him to pull himsdf up into
the chair unasssted. Woermann redlized that beyond his daughter, the crippled man hed little left in which
to take any pride. He would not rob him of this smal accomplishment.



Cuza seemed to know what he was doing. As Woermann watched from Kaempffer's sde—he was
aure the mgor was enjoying the spectacle—he could see tha Cuza had braced the back of the
whedchar agang the wal beside the fireplace, could see the pain on his face as he drained his
weakened muscles to pull himsdf up, forang his frozen joints to bend. Findly, with a groan that broke
out beads of perspiration on his face, Cuza did up onto the seat and dumped on his Sde, hanging over
the armrest, panting and swesting. He ill had to dide up a little farther and turn over fuly onto his
buttocks before he was completely in the chair, but the worst part was over.

"What do you want of me?' he said when he had caught his breath. Gone was that staid, overly polite
manner that had typified his behavior snce hisariva in the keep; gone, too, was the congtant referrd to
them as "gentlemen.” At the moment there appeared to be too much pain, too much exhaudtion to cope
with to dlow him the luxury of sarcasm.

"What did you learn lagt night, Jew?' Kaempffer said.

Cuza heaved himsdf over onto his buttocks and leaned wearily againg the back of the char. He
closed his eyes a moment, then reopened them, squinting at Kaempffer. He appeared to be amog blind
without his glasses.

"Not much more. But there is evidence that the keep was built by a fifteenth-century boyar who was a
contemporary of Vlad Tepes."

"Isthat dl? Two days of sudy and that isdl?'

"One day, Mgor," the professor said, and Woermann sensed some of the old spark edging into the
reply. "One day and two nights That's not along time when the reference materias are not in one's naive

tongue.”
"l did not ask for excuses, Jew! | want resultd”
"And have you got them?' The answer seemed important to Cuza.

Kaempffer straightened his shoulders and pulled himsdf up to hisfull height as he replied. "There have
been two consecutive nights without a death, but | don't believe you have had anything to do with that."
He rotated the upper hdf of his body and gave Woermann a haughty look. "It seems | have
accomplished my misson here. But just for good measure, I'll tay one more night before continuing on

my way.”

"Ahl' Another night of your company!" Woermann said, feding his spirits soar. "Our cup runneth
over!" He could put up with anything for one more night—even Kaempffer.

"l see no need for you to reman here even that long, Herr Mgor,” Cuza sad, visbly brightening. "I'm
sure other countries have much grester need of your services.”

Kaempffer's upper Up curled into a amile "l shan't be leaving your beloved country, Jew. | go to
Poiedti from here”

"Moiegi? Why Ploiesti?'

"Youll learn soon enough." He turned to Woermann. "l shdl be ready to leave firg thing tomorrow
morming.”

" shdl persondly hold the gate open for you.”



Kaempffer shot him an angry look, then strode from the room. Woermann weatched him go. He
sensed that nothing had been solved, that the killings had stopped of their own accord, and that they
could begin again tonight, tomorrow night, or the next. It was only a brief hiaus they were enjoying, a
moratorium; they had learned nothing, accomplished nothing. But he had not voiced his doubts to
Kaempffer. He wanted the mgor out of the keep as much as the mgor wanted to be out. He would say
nothing that might delay his departure.

"Whet did he mean about Ploiesti?' Cuza asked from behind him.

"You don't want to know." He looked from Cuzas ravaged, troubled face to the table. The slver
cross his daughter had borrowed yesterday lay there next to the professor's spectacles.

"Please tdl me, Captain. Why is that man going to Ploiesti?"

Woermann ignored the question. The professor had enough problems. Tdling him that the Romanian
equivdent of Auschwitz was in the offing would do him no good. "You may vidt your daughter today if
you wish. But you must go to her. She cannot comein.”

He reached over and picked up the cross. "Did you find this useful in any way?'

Cuza glanced at the dlver object for only an ingant, then looked sharply away. "No. Not at dl."
"Shdll | take it back?'

"What? No—no! It ill might come in handy. Leave it right there”

The sudden intengty in Cuzas voice struck Woermann. The man seemed subtly changed since
yesterday, less sure of himsdf. Woermann could not put hisfinger oniit, but it was there.

He tossed the cross onto the table and turned away. He had too many other things on his mind to
worry about what was troubling the professor. If indeed Kaempffer were leaving, Woermann would have
to decide what his next move would be. To stay or to go? One thing was certain: He now would have to
arange for shipment of the corpses back to Germany. They had waited long enough. At least with
Kaempffer out of hishar he would be able to think sraight again.

Preoccupied with hisown concerns, he Ieft the professor without saying good-bye. As he closed the
door behind him, he noticed that Cuza had rolled his chair up to the table and fixed his spectacles over
his eyes. He sat there holding the crossin his hand, daring at it.

At least he was dive.

Magda waited impatiently while one of the gate sentries went to get Papa. They had dready kept her
waiting a good hour before they opened the gates. She had rushed over a fird light but they had ignored
her pounding. A deepless night had left her irritable and exhausted. Bt at least he was dive.

Her eyes roamed the courtyard. All quiet. There were piles of rubble strewn about the rear from the
dismantling work, but no one was working now. All a breakfast, no doubt. What was taking so long?
They should have et her go get him hersdif.

Agang her will, her thoughts drifted. She thought of Glenn. He had saved her life lagt night. If he



hedn't held her back when he had, she would have been shot to desth by the German sentries. Luckily,
he had been strong enough to hold her until she came to her senses. She kept remembering the fed of
him as he had pressed her againgt him. No man had ever done that—had ever been close enough to do
that. The memory of it was good. It had stirred something in her tha refused to return to its former
quiescent State.

Shetried to concentrate on the keep and on Papa, forcing her thoughts away from Glenn...

... yet he had been kind to her, soothing her, convinang her to go back to her room and keep her vigl
a the window. There was nothing to be done at the edge of the gorge. She had fdt so utterly helpless,
and he had understood. And when he had left her a her door, there had been alook in his eyes. sad, and
something ese. Guilt? But why should he fed quilty?

She naoticed a movement within the entrance to the tower and stepped across the threshold. All the
light and warmth of the morning drained away from her as she did—like stepping out of a warm house
into a blustery winter night. She backed up immediatdy and fdt the chill recede as soon as her feet were
back on the causeway. There seemed to be a different set of rules a work within the keep. The soldiers
didn't appear to notice; but she was an outsder. She could tdl.

Papa and his whedchar appeared, propelled from behind by a rductant sentry who seemed
embarrassed by the task. As soon as she saw her father's face, Magda knew something was wrong.
Something dreadful had happened lagt night. She wanted to run forward but knew they would not let her.
The soldier pushed the whedchair to the threshold and then let go, dlowing it to ral to Magda
unattended. Without letting it come to a complete hdt, she svung around behind and pushed her father
onto the causeway. When they were hdfway across and he had yet to speak to her, even to say good
morning, she fet she had to bresk the slence.

"What's wrong, Papa?’
"Nothing and everything.”
"Did he come lagt night?*

"Wait until we're over by the inn and I'll tdl you everything. Were too close here. Someone might
overhear."

Anxious to learn what had disturbed him so, she hurriedly whedled him around to the back of the inn
where the morning sun shone brightly on the awakening grass and reflected off the white stucco of the
building's wal.

SHting the chair faong north so the sun would warm him without shining in his eyes, she kndt and
gripped both his gloved hands with her own. He didn't look well at al; worse than usud; and that caused
her a degp pang of concern. He should be home in Bucharest. The srain here was too much for him.

"What happened, Papa? Tdl me everything. He came again, didn't he?'

His voice was cold when he spoke, his eyes on the keep, not on her: "It's warm here. Not just warm
for flesh and bone, but warm for the soul. A soul could wither away over thereif it stayed too long."

Il%a_ll
"Hisnameis Molasar. He daims he was a boyar loyd to Viad Tepes."
Magda gasped. "That would make him five hundred years old!"



"He's older, I'm sure, but he would not let me ask dl my questions. He has his own interests, and
primary among them is ridding the keep of dl trespassers.”

"Thet includes you."

"Not necessarily. He seems to think of me as a fdlow Romanian—a 'Walachian,' as he would
say—and doesn't appear to be paticularly bothered by my presence. It's the Germans—the thought of
themin his keep has driven him dmogt insane with rage. You should have seen his face when he talked
about them.”

"His keep?"
"Yes Hehuilt it to protect himsdf after Vlad was killed.”
Hesitantly, Magda asked the al-important question: "Is he a vampire?'

"Yes, | believe s0," Papa said, looking at her and nodding. "At least heis whatever the word ‘vampire
isgoing to mean from now on. | doubt very much that many of the old traditions will hold true. We are
going to have to redefine the word—no longer in terms of folklore, but in terms of Molasar." He closed
his eyes. "So many thingswill have to be redefined.”

With an effort, Magda pushed aside the primordid revulson that welled up in her at the thought of
vampires and tried to step back and andyze the Studion objectively, dlowing the long-trained,
long-disciplined scholar within her to take over. "A boyar under Vlad Tepes, was he? We should be able
to trace that name."

Papa was gaing at the keep again. "We may, and we may not. There were hundreds of boyars
associated with Vlad throughout his three reigns, some friendly to him, some hodlile ... he impaed most of
the hodtile ones. You know what a chaotic, fragmented mess the records from that period are: If the
Turks weren't invading Wallachia, someone else was. And even if we did find evidence of a Molasar
who was a contemporary of Vlad's, what would it prove?'

"Nothing, | guess.” She began filtering through her vast learning on the higtory of this region. A boyar,
loyd to Vlad Tepes...

Magda had dways thought of Vlad as a blood-red blot on Romanian higtory. As son of Vlad Dracul,
the Dragon, Prince Vlad was known as Vlad Dracula—Son of the Dragon. But he earned the name Vlad
Tepes, which meant Vlad the Impaler, after his favorite method of disposing of prisoners of war, didoyd
subjects, treacherous boyars, and virtudly anyone ese who displeased him. She remembered drawings
she had seen depicting Vlad's . Bartholomew's Day massacre a Amlas when 30,000 citizens of that
unfortunate city were impaed on long wooden poles which were then thrust into the ground,; the sufferers
were left pierced through and suspended in the ar until they died. There was occasondly a drategic
purpose for impding: In 1460 the sght of 20,000 impded corpses of Turkish prisoners rotting in the sun
outsde Targovige so horrified an invading army of Turks that they turned back and left VIad's kingdom
donefor awhile

"Imaging" she mused, "being loyd to Vlad Tepes.”

"Don't forget that the world was very different then,” Papa sad. "Vlad was a product of his times;
Molasar is a product of those sametimes. Vlad isill consdered a nationd hero in these parts—he was
Wallachias scourge, but he was dso its champion againg the Turks."

"I'm sure this Molasar found nothing offengve in Vlad's behavior." Her somach turned a the thought



of dl those men, women, and children impaed and left to die, dowly. "He probably found it entertaining.”

"Who is to say? But you can see why one of the undead would gravitate to someone like Vlad: never
ashortage of victims He could dake histhirg on the dying and no one would ever guess that the victims
hed died from anything other than impalement. With no unexplained desths around to raise questions, he
could feast with no one suspecting his true nature.”

"That does not make him any less a monger,” she whispered.

"How can you judge him, Magda? One should be judged by one's peers. Who is Molasar's peer?
Dont you redize what his exigence means? Don't you see how many things it changes? How many
cherished concepts assumed to be facts are going to wind up as so much garbage?"

Magda nodded dowly, the enormity of what they had found pressing on her with new weight. "Yes. A
form of immortdity.”

"More than that! Much more! It's like a new form of life, a new mode of exisence! No—that's not
right. An old mode—but new as far as higtorica and scientific knowledge is concerned. And beyond the
rationd, look at the spiritud implications” His voice fatered. "They're... devadtating.”

"But how can it be true? How?" Her mind ill balked.

"l don't know. There's so much to learn and | had <o little ime with him. He feeds on the blood of the
living—that seems sdf-evident from what | saw of the remains of the soldiers. They had dl been
exsanguinated through the neck. Last night | learned that he does not reflect in a mirror—that part of
traditiond vampire loreistrue. But the fear of garlic and slver, those parts are fase. He appears to be a
creature of the night—he has struck only at night, and appeared only a night. However, | doubt very
much that he spends the daylight hours adeep in anything so melodrametic as a coffin.”

"A vampire"" Magda said softly, bresthily. "Stting here with the sun overhead it seems so ludicrous,
m_ll

"Wasit ludicrous two nights ago when he sucked the light from our room? Was his grip on your arm
ludicrous?'

Magda rose to her feet, rubbing the spot above her right elbow, wondering if the marks were dill
there. She turned away from her father and pulled the deeve up. Yes ... dill there ... an oblong patch of
gray-white, dead-looking skin. As she began to pull the deeve back down, she noticed the mark begin to
fade—the skin was returning to a pink hedthy color under the direct light of the sun. As she watched, the
mark disappeared completely.

Feding suddenly weak, Magda staggered and had to clutch at the back of the whedchar to steady
hersdf. Struggling to maintain a neutrd expression, she turned back to Papa.

She needn't have bothered—he was again Saring at the keep, unaware that she had turned away.
"He's somewhere in there now," he was saying, "waiting for tonight. | must speak to him again.”

"Isheredly avampire, Papa? Could he redly have been a boyar five hundred years ago? How do we
know thisisnt dl a trick? Can he prove anything?'

"Prove?' he said, anger tingang his voice. "Why should he prove anything? What does he care wha
you or | believe? He has his own concerns and he thinks | may be of use to him. 'An dly againg the
oulanders he sad.”



"You musint let him use you!™

"And why not? If he has need of an dly againg the Germans who have invaded his keep, | just might
go dong with him—adthough | can't see what use I'd be. That's why I've told the Germans nathing.”

Magda sensed that the Germans might not be the only ones;, he was holding back from her as well.
And that waan't like him.

" Papa, you can't be serioud™
"We share a common enemy, Molasar and |, do we not?'
"For now, perhaps. But what about later?”

He ignored her question. "And don't forget that he can be of great use to mein my work. | mug learn
dl about him. I mugt talk to him again. | must!" His gaze drifted back to the keep. "So much is changed
now ... have to rethink so many things..."

Magda tried but could not comprehend his mood.

"What's bothering you, Papa? For years you've said you thought there might be something to the
vampire myth. You risked ridicule. Now that you're vindicated, you seem upset. Y ou should be eated.”

"Dont you understand anything? That was an intellectud exercise. It pleased me to play with the ides,
to useit for sdf-gimulation and to gtir up dl those rock-bound mindsin the History Department!™

"It was more then that and don't deny it."

"All right ... but | never dreamed such a creature dill existed. And | never thought | would actudly
meet him face to face!” Hisvoice sank to a whisper. "And | in no way considered the possbility that he
might redly fear..."

Magda waited for im to finish, but he did not. He had turned inward, his right hand absently reaching
into the breast pocket of his coat.

"Fear what, Papa? What does he fear?'

But he was rambling. His eyes had strayed again to the keep while his hand fumbled in his pocket.
"He is patently evil, Magda. A parasite with supranormd powers feeding on human blood. Evil in the
flesh. BEvil made tangible. So if that is so, where then does good resde?"

"What are you taking about?' His digointed thoughts were frightening her. "You're not making
sense!”

He pulled his hand from his pocket and thrust something toward her face. "This! This is wha I'm
telking about!"

It was the Slver cross she had borrowed from the captain. What did Papa mean? Why did he look
that way, with his eyes so bright? "l don't understand.”

"Molasax isterified of it!"
What was wrong with Papa? "So? By tradition a vampire is supposed to—"

"By tradition! This is no tradition! Thisis red! And it terrified hm! It nearly drove him from the



room! A cross!"
Suddenly, Magda knew what had been so sordly troubling Papa dl morning.
"Ah! Now you see, don't you," he said, nodding and amiling asmdl sad amile

Poor Papal To have spent dl night with dl that uncertainty. Magda's mind recoiled, refusng to accept
the meaning of what she had been told.

"But you can't redly mean—"

"We can't hide from a fact, Magda." He held up the cross, watching the light glint off its worn, shiny
surface. "It is part of our belief, our tradition, that Christ was not the Messiah. That the Messah is yet to
come. That Chrig was merdy a man and tha his followers were generdly goodhearted people but
misguided. If thet istrue..." He seemed to be hypnotized by the cross. "If thet istrue ... if Chrigt were just
aman ... why should a cross, the insrument of his death, so terrify a vampire? Why?'

"Pagpa, you're legping to conclusions. There has to be more to thig"

"I'm sure there is. But think: It's been with usdl dong, in dl the folk tales, the novels, and the moving
pictures derived from those folk tales. Yet who of us has ever given it a second thought? The vampire
fears the cross. Why? Because it's the symbal of human sdvation. You see what that implies? It never
even occurred to me until lagt night.”

Can it be? she asked hersdf as Papa paused. Can it really be?

Papa spoke again, his voice dull and mechanicd. "If a creature such as Molasar finds the symbol of
Chridianity so repulsve, the logicd conclusion is that Christ must have been more than a man. If that is
true, then our people, our traditions, our beiefs for two thousand years, have dl been misguided. The
Messiah did come and we failed to recognize him!"

"You can't say thet! | refuse to believe it! There has to be another answer!™

"You weren't there. You didn't see the loathing on his face when | pulled out the cross. You didn't see
how he shrank away in terror and cowered unil | returned it to the box. It has power over him!"

It had to be true. It went againg the most basic tenets of Magda's learning. But if Papa had sad it,
seen it, then it mugt be true. She yearned for something to say, something soothing, reassuring. But dl that
came out was a sad, Imple, "Papa.”

He amiled ruefully. "Don't worry, child. I'm not about to throw away my Torah and seek out a
monagtery. My faith goes deep. But this does give one pause, doesn't it? It does raise the question that
we could be wrong ... we dl could have missed a boat that salled twenty centuries ago.”

He was trying to make light of it for her sake, but Magda knew he was being flayed divein his mind.

She sank to the grass to think. And as she moved, she caught a flash of motion at the open window
above. A glimpse of rust-colored har. She clenched her fids as she redized that the window opened into
Glenn's room. He mugt have heard everything.

Magda kept watch for the next few minutes, hoping to catch him eavesdropping, but saw nothing. She
was about to give up when a voice Sartled her.

"Good morning!”



It was Glenn, rounding the southern corner of the inn, a amdl wooden ladderback chair in each hand.
"Who's there?' Papa asked, unable to twist around in his seat to see behind him.
"Someone | met yesterday. His name is Glenn. He has the room across the hdl from me"

Glenn nodded cheerily to Magda as he walked around her and stood before Papa, towering over him
like a giant. He wore woolen pants, dimbing boots, and a loose-fitting shirt open at the neck. He st the
two chairs down and thrust his hand toward her father.

"And good morning to you, Sir. I've dready met your daughter.”

"Theodor Cuza," Papa replied hesitantly, with poorly veiled suspicion. He placed his gloved hand, iff
and gnarled, ingde Glenn's. There followed a parody of a handshake, then Glenn indicated one of the
charsto Magda.

"Try this. The ground's dill too damp to St on.”

Magda rose. "I'll stand, thank you," she said with dl the haughtiness she could manage. She resented
his eavesdropping, and she resented his intruson into their company even more. "My father and | were

just leaving anyway.”
As Magda moved toward the back of the whedchair, Glenn laid a gentle hand on her arm.

"Please don't go yet. | awoke to the sound of two voices drifting through my window, discussng the
keep and something about a vampire. Let's tak about it, shdl we?' He amiled.

Magda found hersalf speechless, furious with the boldness of his intruson and the casud presumption
of histouching her. Y et she did not snatch her arm away. His touch made her tingle. It fdt good.

Papa, however, had nothing to hold him back: "You mug not mention one word of what you just
heard to anyone! It could mean our lived™

"Dont give yoursdlf a moment's worry over thet,” Glenn said, his amile fading. "The Germans and |
have nothing to say to each other.” He looked back to Magda. "Won't you St? | brought the chair for
you."

She looked & her father. "Papa?'
He nodded resignedly. "I don't think we have too much choice.”

Glenn's hand dipped avay as Magda moved to seat hersdf, and she fdt a amdl, unaccountable void
within her. She watched him swing the other chair around and seat himsdf on it backwards, straddling the
ladderback and resting his elbows on the top rung.

"Magda told me last night about the vampirein the keep,” he said, "but I'm not sure | caught the name
he gave you."

"Molasar," Papa sad.

"Molasar,” Glenn said dowly, ralling the name over on histongue, his expresson puzzled. "Mo ... la ...
sa." Then he brightened, asif he had solved a puzzle. "Y es—Molasar. An odd name, don't you think?'

"Unfamiliar,” Papa said, "but not so odd.”



"And that," Glenn, said, gesturing to the cross dill clutched in the twisted fingers. "Did | overhear you
sy that Molasar feared it?"

s
Magda noted that Papa was volunteering no information.

"You're a Jew, aren't you, Professor?’

A nod.

"Isit customary for Jews to carry crosses around?'

"My daughter borrowed it for me—atool in an experiment.”
Glenn turned to her. "Where did you get it?'

"From one of the officers at the keep." Where was dl this leading?
"It was his own?'

"No. He sad it came from one of the dead soldiers™ She began to grasp the thread of deduction he
seemed to be following.

"Srange,” Glenn said, returning his atention to Papa, "thet this cross did not save the soldier who firg
possessed it. One would think that a creature who feared the cross would pass up such a vicim and
search for another, one carrying no protective—what shdl we cdl it2—charm.”

"Perhaps the cross was duffed indde his shirt," Papa said. "Or in his pocket. Or even back in his
room."

Glenn amiled. "Perhaps. Perhaps.”

"We didn't think of that, Papa," Magda said, eager to reinforce any idea that might bolster his sagging
Soirits.

"Quegtion everything,” Glenn said. "Always question everything. | should not have to remind a scholar
of thet."

"How do you know I'm a scholar?' Papa snapped, a spark of the old fire in his eyes. "Unless my
daughter told you."

"luiu told me. But there's something ese you've overlooked, and it's so obvious you're both going to
fed foolish when | tdl you."

"Make usfed foalish, then," Magda told him. Please!

"All right: Why would a vampire so afraid of the cross dwel in a structure whose walls are studded
with them? Can you explain that?"

Magda stared at her father and found him gtaring back at her.

"You know," Papa said, aniling sheepishly. "I've been in the keep 0 often, and I've puzzled over it for
30 long, | no longer even see the crosses!”

"That's understandable. 1've been through there a few times mysdf, and after a while they do seem to



blend in. But the question remains Why does a being who finds the cross repulsive surround himsdf with
countless crosses?' He rose and eedly swung the chair onto his shoulder. "And now | think Il go get
some breakfast from Lidia and leave you two to figure out an answer. If thereisone.”

"But what's your interest inthis?" Papa asked. "Why are you here?'

"Jud atraveer,” Glenn said. "l like this area and vist regularly.”

"You seem to be more then alittle interested in the keep. And quite knowledgeable about it.”
Glenn shrugged. "I'm sure you know far more than | do.”

"l wish | knew how to keep my father from going back over there tonight,” Magda said.

"I mugt go back, my dear. | must face Molasar again.”

Magda rubbed her hands together. They had gone cold at the thought of Papa’s returning to the keep.
"I just don't want them to find you with your throat torn open like the others."

"There are worse things that can happen to aman,” Glenn said.

Struck by the change in his tone, Magda looked up and found dl the sunniness and lightness gone
from his face. He was saring a Papa. The tableau held for only afew seconds, then he amiled again.

"Breekfast awaits. I'm sure I'll see you again during our respective stays. But one more thing before |
m.II

He stepped around to the rear of the whedchair and turned it in a 180-degree arc with his free hand.
"What are you doing?' Papa cried. Magda leaped to her fedt.

"Jud offering you a change of scenery, Professor. The keep-is, after dl, such a gloomy place. Thisis
much too beautiful a day to dwdl onit.”

He pointed to the floor of the pass. "Look south and east instead of north. For dl its severity, thisis a
most beautiful part of the world. See how the grass is greening up, how the wild flowers are garting to
bloom in the crags. Forget the keep for awhile”

For amoment he caught and held Magda's eyes with his own, then he was gone, turning the corner,
the chair balanced on his shoulder.

"A strange sort, that one" she heard Papa say, a touch of alaughin hisvoice.

"Yes. He mogt certainly is" But though she found Glenn strange, Magda fdt she owed him a debt of
grditude. For reasons known only to him, he had intruded on their conversation and made it his own,
lifting Papa's spirits from their lowest ebb, taking Papa's most painful doubts and cagting doubt in turn
upon them. He had handled it deftly and with tdling effect. But why? What did he care about the inner
torment of a crippled old Jew from Bucharest?

"He does raise some good points, though,” Papa went on. "Some excdlent points. How could they
not have occurred to me?'

"Nor to me?"

"Of course," his tone was softly defensive, "he's not fresh from a persona encounter with a creature



considered until now a mere figment of a gruesome imagination. It's easy for him to be more objective.
By the way, how did you meet him?'

"Ladt night, when | was out by the edge of the gorge keeping watch on your window—"
"You shouldn't fret over me so! You forget that | helped raise you, not the other way around.”

Magda ignored the interruption. "—he rode up on horseback, looking like he intended to charge right
into the keep. But when he saw the lights and the Germans, he stopped.”

Papa seemed to consder this briefly, then switched topics. "Spesking of Germans, I'd better be
getting back before they come looking for me. 1'd prefer to reenter the keep on my own rather then a

gunpoint.”
"lant there away we could—"

"Escape? Of course! Youll just whed me down the ledge road, dl the way to Campinal Or perhaps
you could help me onto the back of a horse—that would certainly shorten the trip!" His tone grew more
acid as he spoke. "Or best of dl, why don't we go and ask that SS mgor for a loan of one of his
lorries—just for an afternoon drive, well tdl him! I'm sure hell agree.”

"Thereé's no need to speak to methat way," she said, sung by his sarcasm.

"And there's no need for you to torture yoursdf with any hope of escape for the two of ud Those
Germans aren't fools. They know | can't escape, and they don't think youll leave without me. Although |
want you to. At least one of us would be safe then.”

"Bvenif you could get away, you'd return to the keep! Ian't that right, Pgpa?’ Magda said. She was
beginning to understand his attitude. Y ou want to go back there."

He would not meet her eyes. "We are trapped here, and | fed | must use the opportunity of a lifetime
| would be atraitor to my whole liféswork if | let it dip avay!"

"Bvenif aplane landed in the pass right now and the pilot offered to fly us to freedom, you wouldn't
go, would you!"

"l must see im again, Magdal | must ask him about dl those crosses on the wald How he came to
be what heid And mogt of dl, | must find out why he fears the cross. If | don't, I—I'll go mad!"

Nether spoke for the next few moments. Long moments. But Magda sensed more than dlence
between them. A widening gap. She felt Papa drawing away, drawing into himsdf, shutting her out. That
hed never happened before. They had aways been able to discuss things. Now he seemed to want no
discusson. He wanted only to get back to Molasar.

"Take me back," was dl he said as the slence went on and on, becoming unbearable.
"Stay alittle longer. Y ou've been in the keep too much. | think it's effecting you.”

"I'm perfectly fine, Magda. And I'll decide when I've been in the keep too long. Now, are you going
to whed me back or do | have to St here and wait until the Nazis come and get me?'

Biting her lipin anger and dismay, Magda moved behind the chair and turned it toward the keep.



TWENTY

He seated himsdf afew feet back from the window where he could hear the rest of the conversation
below yet remain out of Sght should Magda chance to look up again. He had been careless earlier. In his
eagerness to hear, he had leaned on the sll. Magda's unexpected upward glance had caught him. At that
point he had decided that a frontal assault wasin order and had gone downgtairs to join them.

Now dl tak seemed to have died. As he heard the cresky wheds of the professor's chair dart to
turn, he leaned forward and watched the pair move off, Magda pushing from behind, appearing cam
despite the turmail he knew to be raging within her. He poked his head out the window for one last 1ook
as she rounded the corner and passed from view.

On impulse, he dashed to his door and stepped out into the empty hdl; three long strides took him
diagondly across to Magda's room. Her door opened a his touch and he went directly to the window.
She was on the path to the causeway, pushing her father ahead of her.

He enjoyed waiching her.

She had interested him from their firs meeting on the gorge rim when she had faced him with such
outward cam, yet dl the while dutching a heavy stonein her hand. And later, when she had stood up to
hmin the foyer of the inn, refusing to give up her room, and he was seeing her then for the firg timein the
light with her eyes flashing, he had known that some of his defenses were softening. Deep-brown doe
eyes, high-colored cheeks ... he liked the way she looked, and she was lovdy when she amiled. She had
done that only oncein his presence, crinkling her eyes at the corners and reveding white, even teeth. And
her hair ... the little wisps he had seen of it were a glossy brown ... she would be griking with her har
down insteed of hidden away.

But the attraction was more than physicd. She was made of good duff, that Magda. He watched her
take her father to the gate and give him over to the guard there. The gate closed and she was |eft done
on the far end of the causaway. As she turned and walked back, he retreated to the middle of her room
50 he wouldn't be visble at the window. He watched her from there.

Look a her! How she waks away from the keep! She knows every pair of eyes on that wdl is upon
her, that at this very moment sheis being stripped and ravished in half a dozen minds. Y et she walks with
her shoulders back, her gat neither hurried nor ddliant. Perfectly composed, as if she's just made a
routine delivery and is on her way to the next. And dl the while she's cringing ingde!

He shook his head in slent admiration. He had long ago learned to immerse himsdf in a sheath of
impenetrable cam. It was a mechaniam that kept him insulated, kept him one step removed from too
inimate contact, reducing his chances for impuldve behavior. It dlowed hm a clear, serene,
digpassionate view of everything and everyone around him, even when dl wasin chaos.

Magda, he redized, was one of those rare people with the power to penetrate his sheeath, to cause
turbulencein his cam. He fdt attracted to her, and she had his respect—something he rarely awarded to

anyone.



But he could not afford to get involved now. He mugt maintain his distance. Yet ... he had been
without a woman for so long, and she was awakening fedings he had thought gone forever. It was good
to fed them again. She had dipped past his guard, and he sensed he was dipping past hers. It would be
nice to—

No! You can't get involved. You can't afford to care. Not now. Of all times, not now! Only a
fool —

And yet...

He sighed. Better to lock up his fedings again before things got out of hand. Otherwise, the result
could be disastrous. For both of them.

She was dmogt to the inn. He left the room, carefully dosing the door behind him, and returned to his
own. He dropped onto the bed and lay with his hands behind his head, waiting for her tread on the air.
But it did not come.

To Magda's surprise, she found that the closer she got to the inn, the less she thought about Papa and
the more she thought about Glenn. Guilt tugged at her. She had Ieft her crippled father done, surrounded
by Nazis, to face one of the undead tonight, and her thoughts turned to a stranger. Strolling around to the
rear of the inn, she experienced alight feding in her chest and a quickening of her pulse a the thought of
him.

Lack of food, she told hersdf. Should have had something to eat this morning.

There was no one there. The ladderback chair Glenn had brought for her sat empty and adone in the
aunlight. She glanced up to hiswindow. No one there, ether.

Magda picked up the chair and carried it around to the front, tdling hersdlf it wasn't disgppointment
she fdt, only hunger.

She remembered Glenn saying he intended to have breakfast. Perhaps he was dill indde. She
quickened her pace. Y es, she was hungry.

She stepped in and saw Iuliu gtting in the dining dcove to her right. He had diced a large wedge from
awhed of cheese and was Spping some goat's milk. He seemed to edt a least Sx times a day.

He was done.
"Domnisoara Cuza" he caled. "Would you like some cheese?"

Magda nodded and sat down. She now wasn't as hungry as she had thought, but she did need some
food to keep going. Besides, there were afew questions she wanted to ask Iuliu.

"Your new guest,” she said casudly, taking a dice of white cheese off the flat of the knife blade, "he
mug have taken breakfast to hisroom."

lulius brow furrowed. "Breskfast? He didn't have any bregkfast here. But many travelers bring thar
own food with them.”

Magda frowned. Why had he said he was going to see Lidia about breskfast? An excuse to get



away?

"Tdl me, luliv—you seemed to have camed down since lagt night. What upset you so about this
Glenn when he arrived?’

"It was nothing."

"Iuliu, you were trembling! 1'd like to know why—especidly since my room is across the hdl from his
| deserve to know if you think he's dangerous.”

The innkeeper concentrated hard on didng the cheese. ™Y ou will think me afoal.”
“No, | won't."

"Vay wdl." He put the knife down and spoke in a conspiratorid tone. "When | was a boy my father
ran the inn and, like me, paid the workersin the keep. There came atime when some of the gold that had
been ddivered was missng—stolen, my father said—and he could not pay the keep workers ther full
amount. The same thing happened after the next ddivery; some of the money disappeared. Then one
night a stranger came and began beating my father, punching him, hurling him about the room as if he
were made of straw, tdling him to find the money. 'Find the money! Find the money!" " He puffed out his
dready ample cheeks. "My father, | am ashamed to say, found the money. He had taken some and
hidden it. The stranger was furious. Never have | seen such wrath in a man. He began begting and
kicking my father again, leaving him with two broken ams."

"But whaet does this have to do—"

"You mugt understand,” Iuliu said, leaning forward and lowering his voice even further, "that my father
was an honest man and that the turn of the century was a terrible time for this region. He only kept a little
of the gold as a means of being certain that we would eat during the coming winter. He would have paid
it back when times were better. It was the only dishonest thing he had done in an otherwise good and
upright—"

“luiu" Magda said, findly hdting the flow of words. "Whéat has this to do with the man upstairs?

"They look the same, Domnisoara. | was only ten years old a the time, but |1 saw the man who beat
my father. 1 will never forget him. He had red hair and looked so very much like this man. But," he
laughed softly, "the man who beat my father was perhaps in his early thirties, just like this man, and that
was forty years ago. They couldn't be the same. But in the candidight last night, I—I thought he had
come to beat me, too."

Magda raised her eyebrows questioningly, and he hurried to explain.

"Not that there's any gold missing now, of course. It's just that the workers have not been dlowed to
enter the keep to do their work and I've been paying them anyway. Never et it be sad thet | kept any of
the gold for mysdf. Never!"

"Of course nat, Iuliu" She rose, taking another dice of cheese with her. "I think Il go upgtairs and
rest avhile”

He smiled and nodded. " Supper will be at x."

Magda climbed the gairs quickly, but found hersdf dowing as she passed Glenn's door, her eyes
drawing her head to the right and lingering there. She wondered what he was doing in there, or if he was
there at dl.



Her room was suffy, so she left the door open to dlow the breeze from the window to pass through.
The porcdain water pitcher on her dresser had been filled. She poured some of the cool water into the
bowl beside it and splashed her face. She was exhausted but knew deep was impossble ... too many
thoughts swirling in her head to dlow her to rest just yet.

A high pitched chorus of cheeps drew her to the window. Amid the budding branches of the tree that
grew next to the north wal of theinn was a bird's nest. She could see four tiny chicks, therr heads dl eyes
and gaping mouth, draining their scrawny necks upward for a piece of whatever the mother bird was
feeding them. Magda knew nothing about birds. This one was gray with black markings dong its wings.
Had she been home in Bucharest she might have looked it up. But with dl that had been happening, she
found she couldn't care less.

Tense, restless, she wandered about the tiny room. She checked the flaghlight she had brought with
her. It dill worked. Good. She would need it tonight. On her way back from the keep, she had reached a
decison.

Her eyesfdl on the mandolin propped in the corner by the window. She picked it up, seated hersdf
on the bed and began to play. Tentaivey a fird, adjuging the tuning as she plucked out a Smple
melody, then with greater ease and fluidity as she relaxed into the instrument, segueing from one falk tune
to another. As with many a proficient amateur, she achieved a form of transport with her insrument,
fixing her eyes on a point in space, her hands playing by touch, humming inwardly as she jumped from
song to song. Tensons eased away, replaced by an inner tranquility. She played on, unaware of time.

A hint of movement a her open door jarred her back to redity. It was Glenn.

"You're very good," he said from the doorway.

She was glad it was he, glad he was amiling at her, and glad he had found pleasure in her playing.
She amiled shyly. "Not so good. I've gotten cardless.”

"Maybe. But the range of your repertoire is wonderful. | know of only one other person who can play
S0 many songs with such accuracy.”

"Who?'
IIMe.II

There it was again: smugness. Or was he just teasing her? Magda decided to cdl his bluff. She hed
out the mandalin.

"Proveit.”

Grinning, Glenn stepped into the room, pulled the three-legged stool over to the bed, seated himsdf,
and reached for the mandalin. After making a show of "properly” tuning the insrument, he began to play.
Magda lisened in awe. For such a big man with such large hands, his touch on the mandolin was
adonishingly delicate. He was obvioudy showing off, playing many of the same tunes but in a more
intricate syle.

She studied him. She liked the way his blue shirt stretched across the width of his shoulders. His
deeves were rolled back to the elbows, and she watched the play of the muscles and tendons under the
skin of his forearms as he worked the mandalin. There were scars on those arms, crisscrossing the wrists
and trailing up to the point where the shirt hid the rest of him. She wanted to ask him about those scars
but decided it was too persona a question.



However, she could certainly question him about how he played some of the songs.
"You played the last one wrong,” she told him.
"Which one?"

"I cdl it The Bricklayer's Lady.' | know the lyrics vary from place to place, but the meody is dways
the same.”

"Not dways" Glenn said. "Thiswas how it was origindly played.”
"How can you be so sure?’ That irritating smugness again.

"Because the village tauter who taught me was ancient when we met, and she's now been dead many
years."

"What village?' Magda fdt indignation touch her. This was her area of expertise. Who was he to
correct her?

"Kranich—near Suceava.”
"Oh ... Moldavian. That might explain the difference.” She glanced up and caught im staring at her.
"Londy without your father?'

Magda thought about that. She had missed Papa sorely at first and had fdt at a loss as to what to do
with hersdf without him. But at the moment she was very content to be stting here with Glenn, ligening to
him play, and yes, even arguing with him. She should never have dlowed him in her room, even with the
door open, but he made her fed safe. And she liked his looks, especidly his blue eyes, even though he
seemed to be a master at preventing her from reading much in them.

"Yes" she sad. "And no."
He laughed. "A graightforward answer—two of them!"

A dlence grew between them, and Magda became aware that Glenn was very much a man, a
long-boned man with flesh packed tightly to those bones. There was an aura of maleness about him that
she had never noticed in anyone ese. It had escaped her lagt night and this morning, but here in this tiny
room it filled dl the empty spaces. It caressed her, making her fed strange and specid. A primitive
sensation. She had heard of animd magnetiam ... was that what she was experiencing now in his
presence? Or wasiit just that he seemed so dive? He fairly bristled with vitdity.

"You have a husband?' he asked, his gaze regting on the gold band on her right ring finger—her
mother's wedding band.

"No."

"A lover then?'
"Of course not."
"Why not?'

"Because..." Magda hesitated. She didn't dare tdl him that except in her dreams she had given up on
the possibility of life with a man. All the good men she had met in the past few years were married, and



the unmarried ones would remain so for reasons of their own or because no sef-respecting woman
would have them. But certainly dl the men she had ever met were stooped and pdlid things compared
with the one who sat across from her now. "Because I'm beyond the age when that sort of thing has any
importancel" she said findly.

"Y ou're a mere babe!"

"And you? Are you married?"
"Not a the moment."

"Have you been?'

"Many times"

"May another song!" Magda said in exasperation. Glenn seemed to prefer teesing to giving her draight
answers.

But after a while the playing stopped and the taking began. Their conversation ranged over a wide
aray of topics, but dways as they related to her. Magda found hersdf taking about everything that
interested her, garting with music and with the Gypsies and Romanian rurd folk who were the source of
the music she loved, and on to her hopes and dreams and opinions. The words trickled out fitfully at fird,
but swelled to a steady stream as Glenn encouraged her to go on. For one of the few times in her life,
Magda was doing dl the taking. And Glenn listened. He seemed genuindy interested in whatever she
hed to say, unlike so many other men who would ligen only as far as the firs opportunity to turn the
conversation to themsalves. Glenn kept turning the talk away from himsdf and back toward her.

Hours dipped by, until shadows began darkening the inn. Magda yawned.

"Excuse me" she sad, "I think I'm boring mysdf. Enough of me. What about you? Where are you
from?'

Glenn shrugged. "I grew up dl over western Europe, but | guess you could say I'm British."
"You speak Romanian exceptiondly wel—amod like anative.”
"I've vigted often, even lived with some Romanian families here and there.”

"But as a British subject, aren't you taking a chance being in Romania? Especidly with the Nazis so
close?'

Glenn hestated. "Actudly, | have no dtizenship anywhere. | have papers from various countries
prodaming my citizenship, but | have no country. In these mountains, one doesn't need a country.”

A man without a country? Magda had never heard of such a thing. To whom did he owe alegiance?
"Be careful. There aren't too many red-haired Romanians™

"True" He amiled and ran a hand through his hair. "But the Germans are in the keep and the Iron
Guard stays out of the mountains if it knows what's good for it. Il keep to mysdf while I'm here, and |
shouldn't be here that long.”

Magda fdt a stab of disgppointment—she liked having him around.

"How long?" She fdt she had asked the question too quickly, but it couldn't be helped. She wanted to
know.



"Long enough for alagt vigt before Germany and Romania declare war on Russa”
"Thet's not—!"

"It'sinevitable. And soon." He rose from the stool.

"Where are you going?'

"I'm going to let you rest. You need it."

Glenn leaned forward and pressed the mandalin back into her hands. For a moment ther fingers
touched and Magda fet a sensation like an eectric shock, jalting her, making her tingle dl over. But she
did not pull her hand away ... Oh, no ... because that would make the feding stop, would hdt the
ddicious warmth spreading throughout her body and down aong her legs.

She could see that Glenn fdt it, too, in his own way.

Then he broke contact and retreated to the door. The feding ebbed, leaving her a trifle weak. Magda
wanted to stop Glenn, to grasp his hand and tdl him to stay. But she could not imagine hersdlf doing such
athing and was shocked that she even wanted to. Uncertainty held her back, too. The emotions and
sensations bailing within were new to her. How would she control them?

As the door closed behind him, she fdt the warmth fade away, replaced by a hollow space deep
within her. She sat quietly for a few moments, and then told hersdlf that it was probably dl for the best
thet he had left her done now. She needed deep; she needed to be rested and fully aert later on.

For she had decided that Papa would not face Molasar aone tonight.

TWENTY-ONE

The Keep
Thursday, 1 May
1722 hours

Captain Woermann sat done in his room. He had watched the shadows grow long across the keep
until the sun was out of Sght. His uneasiness had grown with them. The shadows shouldn't have disturbed
him. After dl, for two nightsin a row there had been no deaths, and he saw no reason why tonight should
be different. Y et there was this sense of foreboding.

The morde of the men had improved immensdy. They had begun to act and fed like victors again. He
could see it inther eyes, in their faces. They had been threatened, afew had died, but they had persisted



and were dill in command of the keep. With the gil out of sght, and with none of their fdlows newly
dead, there was a tacit truce between the men in gray uniforms and those in black. They didn't mingle,
but there was a new sense of comradeship—they had dl triumphed. Woermann found himsdlf incapable
of sharing their optimism.

He looked over to his painting. All desire to do further work on it had fled, and he had no wish to
gart another. He did not even have enough ambition to get out his pigments and blot out the shadow of
the hanging corpse. His attention centered now on the shadow. Every time he looked it appeared more
diginct. The shape looked darker today, and the head seemed to have more definition. He shook himsdf
and looked away. Nonsense.

No ... not quite nonsense. There was dill Something foul afoot in the keep. There had been no desths
for two nights, but the keep had not changed. The evil had not gone away, it was merdy... resing.
Resting? Was thet the right word? Not redly. Holding back was better. It certainly had not gone away.
Thewadls dill pressed in on him; the air continued to fed heavy and laden with menace. The men could
dgp one another on the back and talk one another out of it. But Woermann could not. He had only to
look at his tainted painting and he knew with leaden certainty that there had been no red end to the
killings merely a pause, one that might last for days or might end tonight. Nothing had been overcome or
driven out. Death was dill here, waiting, ready to strike again when the occasion suited it.

He straightened his shoulders to ward off a growing chill. Something was going to happen soon. He
could fed it in the core of his pine.

One more night... just give me one more night.

If death held off until tomorrow morning, Kaempffer would depart for Ploiedti. After that, Woermann
could agan make his own rules—without the SS. And he could move his men out of the keep
immediatdy should trouble start again.

Kaempffer ... he wondered what dear sweet Erich was doing. He hadn't seen him dl afternoon.

SS-Sturmbannfiihrer Kaempffer sat hunched over the Ploiedti rall map spread out before him on his
cot. Daylight was fading fast and his eyes ached from draining &t the tiny interconnecting lines. Better to
quit now than try to continue under one of the harsh eectric bulbs.

Sraightening, he rubbed his eyes with a thumb and forefinger. At least the day had not been a totd
loss. The new map of the ral nexus had yidded some useful information. He would be garting from
scratch with the Romanians. Everything in the construction of the camp would be I€ft to him, even choice
of the gte. He thought he had found a good one. There was a row of old warehouses on the eastern edge
of the nexus. If they were not in use or not being put to any important use, they could act as the seed of
the Ploiegti camp. Wire fences could be strung within a matter of days, and then the Iron Guard could get
about the business of collecting Jews.

Kaempffer wanted to get started. He would let the Iron Guard gather up the firg "guests’ in whatever
haphazard fashion they wished while he oversaw the design of the physicd plant. Once that was under
way he would devote more of his time to teaching the Romanians the SS's proven methods of corraing
undesirables.

Folding the map, he found his thoughts turning to the immense profits to be earned from the camp, and



of ways to keep most of those profits for himsdf. Get the prisoners rings, watches, and jewdry
immediady; gold teeth and the women's hair could be taken later. Commandants in Germany and in
Poland were dl becoming rich. Kaempffer saw no reason why he should be an exception.

And there would be more. In the near future, after he got the camp running like a well-oiled machine,
there were certain to be opportunities to rent out some of the hedthier inmates to Romanian industry. A
growing practice at other camps, and very praofitable. He might wel be able to hire out large numbers of
inmates, especidly with Operation Barbarossa soon to be launched. The Romanian Army would be
invading Russa dong with the Wehrmacht, draining off much of the country's able-bodied work force.
Yes, the factories would be anxious for laborers. Ther pay, of course, would go to the camp
commandarnt.

He knew the tricks. Hoess had taught hm well at Auschwitz. It was not often that a man was given an
opportunity to serve his country, to improve the genetic balance of the human race, and to enrich himsdf
dl a once. He was alucky man...

Except for this damnable keep. At least the problem here seemed to be under contral. If things held
as they were, he could leave tomorrow morning and report success back to Berlin. The report would

look good:

He had arrived and had lost two men the firg night before he had been able to set up counteroffensive
action; after that, there were no further killings. (He would be vague as to how he had stopped the killings
but crystd clear as to whom the credit belonged.) After three nights with no further deaths, he departed.
Misson accomplished. If the killings resumed after his departure, it would be the fault of that bungler,
Woermann. By then Kaempffer would be too involved with setting up Camp Ploiesti. They would have
to send someone ese to ball Woermann out.

Lidids tap on the door to announce dinner startled Magda out of her deep. A few splashes of water
from the basin onto her face and she was fully awake. But not hungry. Her somach was so knotted she
knew it would be impossible to get down a bite of food.

She stood at the window. There were dlill traces of daylight Ieft in the sky, but none down in the pass.
Night had come to the keep, yet the bright courtyard lights had not been turned on. There were windows
illuminated here and there in the walls like eyes in the dark, Papas among them, but it was not yet it up
like—what was it Glenn had cdled it that first night?>—"a cheap tourig atraction.”

She wondered if Glenn was downdtairs at the dinner table now. Was he thinking of her? Waiting for
her, perhaps? Or was he intent solely on his med? No matter. She could not under any circumstances let
him see her. One look into her eyes and he would know what she intended and might try to stop her.

Magda tried to concentrate on the keep. Why was she thinking of Glenn? He obvioudy could take
care of himsdlf. She should be thinking about Papa and her misson tonight, not of Glenn.

And yet her thoughts persisted in turning to Glenn. She had even dreamed of him during her nap.
Details were fuzzy now, but the impressions thet lingered were dl warm and somehow erotic. What was
happening to her? She had never reacted to anyone thisway, ever. There had been timesin her late teens
when young men had courted her. She had been flaitered and brigfly charmed by two or three of them,
but nothing more. And even Mihail... they had been close, but she had never desired him.



That was it: Magda redlized with a shock that she desired Glenn, wanted him near her, making her
fed—

This was absurd! She was acting like a dmpleminded fam girl in heat upon meding her firg
smooth-talking man from the big city. No, she could not dlow hersdf to become involved with Glenn or
with any man. Not while Papa could not fend for himsdf. And especidly not while he was locked up in
the keep with the Germans and that thing. Papa came firs. He had no one ese, and she would never
desert him.

Ah, but Glenn ... if only there were more men like him. He made her fed important, as if being who
she was, was good, something to take pride in. She could tak to him and not fed like the book-bound
midfit others seemed to see.

It was past ten o'clock when Magda left the inn. From her window she had watched Glenn dink
down the path and take up a posgtion in the brush at the edge of the gorge. After waiting to make sure he
hed settled himsdf there, she tied her hair up in its kerchief, snatched her flaghlight from the bureau, and
left her room. She passed no one on her way down the dairs, through the foyer, and into the darkness
outsde.

Magda did not head for the causeway. Instead, she crossed the path and walked toward the towering
shadows of the mountains, feding her way in the dark. She could not use the flaghlight until she was ingde
the keep; turning it on out here or in the gorge would risk giving her presence away to one of the sentries
on thewdl. She lifted her sweater and tucked the flashlight into the waistband of her skirt, feding the cold
of itsmetd againg her skin.

She knew exactly where she was going. At the juncture of the gorge and the western wal of the pass
was alarge wedge-shaped pile of dirt, shale, and rocky rubble that had been diding down the mountain
and collecting there for ages. Its dope was gentle and the footing good—she had learned this years ago
when she had embarked on her fird trip into the gorge in search of the nonexistent cornerstone. She had
meade the dimb numerous times since then, but aways in sunlight. Tonight she would be hampered by
darkness and by fog. There would not even be moonlight snce the moon was not due to rise until after
midnight. This was going to be risky, but Magda felt certain she could do it.

She reached the mountain wall where the gorge came to an abrupt hdt. The wedge of rubble formed
a half-cone, its base on the floor of the fog-filled gorge some sixty feet below and its point ending two
paces from the ste where she stood.

Seting her jaw and breathing deeply once, twice, Magda began the descent. She moved dowly,
cautioudy, testing each foothold before putting her ful weight on it, holding on to the larger rocks for
balance. She wasin no great hurry. There was plenty of time. Caution was the key—caution and slence.
One wrong move and she would begin to dide. The jagged rocks dong the way would tear her flesh to
shreds by the time she reached bottom. And even if she survived the fall, the rock dide she caused would
dert the sentries on the wal. She had to be careful.

She made steady progress, dl the while shutting out the thought that Molasar might well be waiting for
her in the gorge below. There was one bad moment; it came after she had progressed below the gently
undulaing surface of the fog. For a moment she could not find any footing. She dung to a dab of rock
with both legs dangling below her in amigy chasm, unable to make contact with anything. It was as if the
whole world had falen away, leaving her hanging from thisjutting stone, aone, forever. But she fought off
her panic and inched to her Ieft until her questing feet found a bit of purchase.

The rest of the descent was easier. She reached the base of the wedge unharmed. More difficult



terrain lay ahead, however. Thefloor of the gorge was a never-never land, a redm of jagged rocks and
rank grasses, steeped in doying fog that swirled around her as she moved, dutching at her with wispy
tentacles. She moved dowly and with utmost care. The rocks were dick and treacherous, capable of
causng a bone-bregking fdl a her firsd unwary step. She was dl but blind in the fog, but she kept
moving. After an eternity, she passed her firg landmark: a dim, dark strip of shadow overhead. She was
under the causeway. The base of the tower would be ahead and to the léft.

She knew she was amost there when her |eft foot suddenly sank ankle deep in icy water. She quickly
drew back to remove her shoes, her heavy stockings, and to hike her skirt above her knees. Then she
deded hersdf. Teeth clenched, Magda waded ahead into the water, her breath escaping in a rush as
cold spiked into her feet and lower legs, driving nalls of pain into her marrow. Yet she kept her pace
dow, even, determinedly suppressing the urge to solash over to the warmth and dryness of the far bank.
Rushing would mean noise, and noise meant discovery.

She had walked a good dozen feet beyond the water's far edge before she redized she was out of it.
Her fegt were numb. Shivering, she sat on a rock and massaged her toes until sensation returned; then
she stepped into her stockings and shoes again.

A few more steps took her to the outcropping of granite that formed the base on which the keep
rested. Its rough surface was easy to follow to the spot where the leading edge of the tower stretched
down to the floor of the gorge. There she fdt the flat surfaces and right angles of man-made block begin.

She fdt around until she found the oversized block she sought, and pushed. With a 9gh and a barely
audible scrape, the dab swung inward. A dark rectangle awaited her like a gaping mouth. Magda didn't
let hersdf hesitate. Pulling the flashlight from her waistband, she stepped through.

The sensdtion of evil struck her like a blow as she entered, bresking her out in beads of icy
perspiration, meking her want to legp headlong back through the opening and into the fog. It was far
worse than when she and Papa had passed through the gate Tuesday night, and worse, too, than this
morming when she had stepped across the threshold at the gate. Had she become more sengtive to it, or
hed the evil grown stronger?

He drifted dowly, languidly, amlesdy, through the deepest recesses of the cavern that formed the
keep's subcdlar, moving from shadow to shadow, a part of the darkness, humean in form but long drained
of the essentids of humanness.

He stopped, sensng a new life that had not been present a moment ago. Someone had entered the
keep. After a moment's concentration, he recognized the presence of the crippled one's daughter, the one
he had touched two nights ago, the one so ripe with strength and goodness that his ever insatiable hunger
quickened to aravening need. He had been furious when the Germans had banished her from the keep.

Now she was back.

He began to drift again through the darkness, but his drifting was no longer languid, no longer amless

Magda stood in the sygian gloom, sheking and indecisive. Mold spores and dust motes, disturbed by



her entry, irritated her throat and nose, choking her. She had to get out. This was a fodl's errand. What
could she possibly do to hep Papa agang one of the undead? What had she actudly hoped to
accomplish by coming here? Slly heroics like this got people killed! Who did she think she was, anyway?
What made her think—

Sop!

A mentd scream hdted her terrified thoughts. She was thinking like a defeatist. This wasn't her way.
She could do something for Papal She did not know what, exactly, but at the very least she would be a
hisside to give mora support. She would go on.

Her origind intention had been to close the hinged dab behind her. But she could not bring hersdf to
do it. There would be comfort of a sort, scant comfort, in knowing her escape route lay open behind her.

She thought it safe to use the flasnlight now, so she flicked it on. The beam sruggled againg the
darkness, reveding the lower end of a long stone stairway that wound a spird path up the inner surface
of the tower's base. She flashed the beam upward but the light was completdly swalowed by the
darkness above.

She had no choice but to cimb.

After her shaky descent and her trek through the fog-enshrouded gorge, dtairs—even steep
ones—were aluxury. She played the flashlight back and forth before her as she moved, assuring hersdlf
thet each step was intact before she entrusted her weight to it. All was slence in the huge, dark cylinder
of stone except for the echo of her footfdls and remained so until she had completed two of the three
creuits that made up the Stairway.

Then from off to her right she fdt a draft. And heard a strange noise.

She stood motionless, frozen in the flow of cold air, ligening to a oft, far-away scraping. It was
irregular in pitch and in rhythm, but persistent. She quickly flashed the light to her right and saw a narrow
opening dmogt Sx feet highin the stone. She had seen it there on her previous explorations but had never
pad any atention to it. There had never been a draft flowing through it. Nor had she ever heard any
noise within.

Aiming the beam through the hole, Magda peered into the darkness, hoping and at the same time not
hoping to find the source of the scraping.

Aslong asit's not rats. Please, God, let there be no rats in there.

Ingde she saw nathing but an empty expanse of dirt floor. The scrgping seemed to come from deep
within the cavity. Far off to the right, perhaps fifty feet away, she noticed a dm glow. Dousng the
flashlight confirmed it: There was light back there, faint, coming from above. Magda squinted in the
darkness and dimly perceived the outline of a stairway.

Abruptly, she redized where she was. She was looking into the subcellar from the east. Which meant
that the light she saw to her right was seeping down through the ruptured cdllar floor. Just two nights ago
she had stood at the foot of those steps while Papa had examined the...

... corpses. If the steps were to her right, then off to her Ieft lay the eight dead German soldiers. And
dill that noise continued, floating toward her from the far end of the subcdlar—if it had an end.

Repressing a shudder, she turned her flashlight on again and continued her dimb. There was one last
turn to go. She shone the beam upward to the place where the steps disappeared into a dark niche at the



edge of the caling. The sght of it spurred her on, for she knew that the buttressed caling of the gairwell
was the floor of the tower's firg levd. Papas levd. And the niche lay within the dividing wal of his
rooms.

Magda quickly completed the dimb and eased into the space. She pressed her ear to the large stone
on theright; it was hinged in away smilar to the entrance stone sixty feet below. No sound came through
to her. Still she waited, forcing hersdf to listen longer. No footsteps, no voices. Papa was aone.

She pushed on the stone, expecting it to swing open eadly. It didn't move. She leaned againg it with
dl her weight and strength. No movement. Crouching, feding locked in atiny cave, Magda's mind raced
over the posshilities. Something had happened. Five years ago, she had moved the stone with little effort.
Had the keep settled in the intervening years, upsetting the delicate balance of the hinges?

She was tempted to rap the butt of her flashlight againg the stone. That at least would dert Papa to
her presence. But then what? He certainly couldnt hep her move the stone. And what if the sound
traveled up to one of the other levels and derted a sentry or one of the officers? No—she could not rap

on anything.

But she had to get into that room! She pushed once more, this time wedging her back againg the
stone and her feet againg the opposing wal, draining dl her muscles to ther limit. Still no movement.

As she huddled there, angry, bitterly frustrated, a thought occurred to her. Perhaps there was another
way—via the subcdlar. If there were no guards there, she might make it to the courtyard; and if the
bright courtyard lights were il off, she might be able to sted across the short distance to the tower and
to Papas room. So many ifs ... but if a any time she found her way blocked, she could dways turn
back, couldn't she?

Quickly, she descended to the opening in the wal. The cold draft was dill there, as were the far-off
scrgping sounds. She stepped through and began walking toward the gtairs that would take her up to the
cdlar, meking her way toward the light that filtered down from above. She played her flashlight beam
down and just ahead of her, careful not to let it stray off to the Ieft where she knew the corpses lay.

As she moved deeper into the subcdlar, she found it incressingly difficult to keep up her pace. Her
mind, her sense of duty, her love for her father—adll the higher Strata of her consciousness—were pushing
her forward. But something se was dragging at her, dowing her. Some primd part of her brain was
rebelling, trying to turn her around.

She pushed on, overiding dl warnings. She would not be stopped now ... dthough the way the
shadows seemed to move and twist and shift about her was ghaslly and unsettling. A trick of the light,
ghe told hersdlf. If she kept moving, she'd be dl right.

Magda had dmost reached the stairs when she saw something move within the shadow of the bottom
step. She dmogt screamed when it hopped up into the light.

A rat!

It sat hunched on the step with its fat body partialy encirded by a twitching tail as it licked its claws.
Loathing welled up in her. She wanted to retch. She knew she could not take another step forward with
that thing there. The rat looked up, glared at her, then scuttled off into the shadows. Magda didn't wait
for it to change its mind and come back. She hurried hdfway up the steps, then stopped and listened,
waiting for her somach to calm.

All was quiet above—not a word, not a cough, not a footstep. The only sound was the scraping,



persstent, louder now that she was in the subcdllar, but dill far away in the recesses of the cavern. She
tried to block it out. She could not imagine what it might be and did not warnt to try.

Agan she flashed her light around to make sure no more rats were about. Then she took the dtairs,
dowly, carefully, slently. Near the top, she peered cautioudy over the edge of the hale in the floor.
Through the ruptured wall to her right was the cellar's centra corridor, dight with a string of incandescent
bulbs, and apparently deserted. Three more steps brought her up to floor level, and another three took
her to the ruined wall. Again she waited for the sound of guards. Hearing none, she peeked into the
corridor: deserted.

Now came the truly risky part. She would have to trave the length of the corridor to the steps that led
up to the courtyard. And then up those two short flights. And after that-One step at a time, Magda told
hersdf. First the corridor. Conquer that before worrying about the stairs.

She waited, arad to step out into the light. Until now she had moved in darkness and seclusion.
Exposng hersdf under those bulbs would be like ganding naked in the center of Bucharest a noon. But
her only other dternative was to give up and go back.

She stepped forward into the light and moved quickly, slently, down the corridor. She was dmog a
the foot of the stairs when she heard a sound from above. Someone coming down. She had been ready
to dart into one of the side rooms at the first Sgn of anyone approaching, and now she made that move.

Ingde the doorway, Magda froze. She neither saw, heard, nor touched anyone, but she knew she
was not done. She had to get out! But that would expose her to whoever was coming down the steps.
Suddenly, there was movement in the darkness behind her and an arm went around her throat.

"What have we here?' said avoice in German. A sentry had been in the room! He dragged her back
toward the corridor. "Wdl, wel! Let's have alook a you in the light!"

Magda's heart pounded with terror as she waited to see the color of her captor's uniform. If gray, she
might have a chance, adim one, but a least a chance. If it was black...

It was black. And there was another ensatzkommando running toward them.

"It's the Jew girl!" sad the firg. His hdmet was off and his eyes were bleary. He must have been
dozing in the room when she dipped in.

"How'd she get in?' the second said as he came up.
Magda tried to srink ingde her clothes asthey stared at her.

"l don't know," said the firg, releasing her and pushing her toward the dairs to the courtyard, "but |
think we'd better get her up to the mgor.”

He leaned into the room to retrieve the hdmet he had removed for his nap. As he did, the second SS
men came aongsde her. Magda acted without thinking. She pushed the firg into the room and raced
back toward the break in the wall. She did not want to face that mgjor. If she could get below, she had a
chance to reach safety, for only she knew the way.

The back of her scdp suddenly turned to fire and her feet dmogt Ieft the ground as the second soldier
yanked vicioudy on the figful of hair and kerchief he had grabbed as she legped past him. But he was not
satisfied with that. As tears of pain sorang to her eyes, he pulled her toward him by her hair, placed a
hend between her breasts, and dammed her againg the wal.



Magda logt her breath and fdt consciousness fade as her shoulders and the back of her head struck
the stone with numbing force. The next few moments were a collage of blurs and disembodied voices

"You didn't kill her, did you?"

"Shell beall right.”

"Doesn't know her place, that one."

"Perhaps no one's ever taken the time to properly teach her."
A brief pause, then: "In there."

Sill in afog, her body numb, her vison blurred, Magda fdt hersdf dragged by the arms dong the cold
stone floor, pulled around a corner and out of the direct light. She redized she was in one of the rooms.
But why? When they released her arms, she heard the door close, saw the room go dark, fet them fdl
upon her, fumbling over each other in their urgency, one trying to pull her skirt down while the other tried
to lift it up to her waist to get a her undergarments.

She would have screamed but her voice was gone, would have fought back but her aams and legs
were leaden and usdess, would have been utterly terrified had it not dl seemed so far away and
dreamlike. Over the hunched shoulders of her assallants she could see the lighted outline of the door to
the corridor. She wanted to be out there.

Then the outline of the door changed, asif a shadow had moved across it. She sensed a presence
outsde the door. Suddenly, there was a thundering crash. The door split down the middle and smashed
open, showering them al with splinters and larger fragments of wood. A form—huge, masculine—filled
the doorway, blotting out most of the light.

Glenn! she thought at fird, but that hope was indantly doused by the wave of cold and maevolence
flooding in from the doorway.

The startled Germans cried out in terror as they rolled away from her. The form seemed to swell as it
legped forward. Magda fdt hersdf kicked and jostled as the two soldiers dove for the weapons they had
lain asde. But they were not quick enough. The newcomer was upon them with blinding swiftness,
bending down, grasping each soldier by the throat and then sraightening up again to hisfull height.

Magda's head began to clear as the horror of what she was watching broke through to her. It was
Molasar who stood over her, a huge, black figure slhouetted in the light from the corridor, two red points
of fire where his eyes should be, and in each hand a druggling, kicking, choking, gegging
ensatzkommando hed out a arm's length on either sde of him. He hdd them until their movements
dowed and ther srangled, agonized sounds died away, until they both hung limp in his hands. He then
shook them vidlently, so vidently that Magda could hear the bones and cartilage in their necks snap,
break, grind, and splinter. Then he threw them into a dark corner and disappeared after them.

Fghting her pain and weakness, Magda rolled over and struggled to a crouching postion on her
hands and knees. She 4ill was not able to get to her feet. It would take a few more minutes before her
legs would support her.

Then came a sound—a greedy, shilant sucking noise that made her want to retch. It drove her to her
feet and, after she leaned againg the wdl for an ingtant, propelled her out toward the light of the corridor.

She had to get out! Her father was forgotten in the wake of the unspeskable horror taking place in the
room behind her. The corridor wavered as she sumbled toward the ruptured wal, but she determinedly



held on to consciousness. She reached the opening without faling, but as she stepped through, she caught
amovement out of the corner of her eye.

Molasar was coming, his long, purposeful dride bringing him swiftly, gracefully closer, his cloak
hillowing behind him, his eyes bright, hislips and chin smeared with blood.

With asmdl cry, Magda ducked ingde thewdl and ran for the steps to the subcdllar. It did not seem
even remotely possible that she could outrun him, yet she refused to givein. She sensed him close behind
her but did not look around. Instead, she leaped for the steps.

As ghe landed, her hed skidded on dime and she began to fal. Strong arms, cold as the night, gripped
her from behind, one dipping around her back, the other under her knees. She opened her mouth to
scream out her terror and revulson but her voice was locked. She fdt hersdf lifted and carried
downward. After one brief, horrified glance a the angular lines of Molasar's pale, blood-flecked face, his
long, unkempt, Stringy hair, the madnessin his eyes, she was carried out of the light and into the subcdllar
and could no longer see anything. Molasar turned. He was bearing her toward the stairwel in the base of
the watchtower. She tried to fight him but his grip eesly overcame her best efforts. Findly she gave up.
She would save her strength until she saw a chance to escape.

As before, there was numbing cold where he touched her, despite her multiple layers of clothing.
There was a heavy, sde odor about him. And adthough he did not appear physcaly dirty, he seemed...
unclean.

He carried her through the narrow opening into the base of the tower.
"Where...?' Her voice croaked out the firs word of her question before her terror srangled it.
There was no answer.

Magda had begun to shiver as they had moved through the subcdllar; now, on the sairwell, her teeth
were chattering. Contact with Molasar seemed to be sphoning off her body hest.

All was dark around them, yet Molasar was taking the steps two at a time with ease and confidence.
After afdl drcuit around the inner surface of the tower's base, he stopped. Magda fdt the sides of the
niche within the cdiling press around her, heard stone grate upon stone, and then light poured in on her.

“Magdal”

It was Papa's voice. As her pupils adjusted to the change in light, she fdt hersdf placed on her fegt
and released. She put a hand out toward the voice and fdt it contact the armrest of Papas whedlchair.
She grasped it, dung to it like a drowning sailor dutching a floaing plank.

"What are you doing here?' he asked in a harsh, shocked whisper.

"Soldiers...” was dl she could say. As her vison adjusted, she found Papa daing a her open
mouthed.

"They abducted you from the inn?'
She shook her head. "No. | camein below.”
"But why would you do such afoalish thing?"

"So you would not have to face him done” Magda did not make any gesture toward Molasar. Her



meaning was clear.

The room had darkened noticegbly since her ariva. She knew Molasar was sanding somewhere
behind her in the shadows by the hinged stone, but she could not bring hersdlf to look in his direction.

She went on: "Two of the SS soldiers caught me. They pulled me into a room. They were going to..."
"What happened?' Papa asked, his eyes wide.

"l was..." Magda glanced briefly over her shoulder at the shadow... "saved.”

Papa continued to stare at her, no longer with shock or concern, but with something e se—disbelief.
"By Molasar?'

Magda nodded and findly found the strength to turn and face Molasar. "He killed them both!"”

She stared a him. He stood in shadow by the open dab of stone, cloaked in darkness, a figure out of
anightmare, his face dmly seen but his eyes bright. The blood was gone from his face, asiif it had been
absorbed through the skin rather than wiped away. Magda shuddered.

"Now you've ruined everything!" Papa said, sartling her with the anger in his voice. "Once the new
bodies are found I'll be subjected to the full force of the mgor's wrath! And dl because of you!"

" came here to be with you," Magda said, sung. Why was he angry with her?

"l did not ask you to come! | did not want you here before, and | do not want you here now!"

"Papa, plesse!”

He pointed a gnarled finger at the opening inthe wdl. "Leave, Magdal | have too much to do and too
litle ime in which to do it! The Naziswill soon be sorming in here asking me why two more of thar men
are dead and | will have no answer! | must speak to Molasar before they arivel™

"Gol"

Magda stood and stared at him. How could he speak to her this way? She wanted to cry, wanted to
plead, wanted to dgp some sense into him. But she could not. She could not defy him, even before
Molasar. He was her father, and dthough she knew he was being brutdly unfair, she could not defy him.

Magda turned and rushed past the impassve Molasar into the opening. The dab swung closed behind
her and she was again in darkness. She fdt in her waistband for the flashlight—gone! It mugt have fdlen
out somewhere.

Magda had two dterndives: return to Papa's room and ask for alamp or a candle, or descend in the
dark. After only afew seconds she chose the latter. She could not face Papa again tonight. He had hurt
her, more than she had ever known she could be hurt. A change had come over hm. He was somehow
losng his gentleness, and losng the empathy that had dways been part of him. He had dismissed her
tonight as though she were a stranger. And he hadn't even cared enough to be sure she had a light with
her!

Magda bit back a sob. She would not cry! But what was there to do? She fdt helpless. And worse,
she fdt betrayed.



The only thing left was to leave the keep. She began her descent, reying on touch aone. She could
see nothing, but knew that if she kept her left hand againg the wdl and took each step dowly and
carefully, she could make it to the bottom without falling to her death.

As she completed the fird spird, Magda haf expected to hear that odd scraping sound through the
opening into the subcdlar. But it did not come. Instead, there was a new sound in the dark—Iouder,
closer, heavier. She dowed her progress until her left hand did off the stone of the wal and met the cool
ar flowing through the opening. The noise grew as she listened.

It was a scuffling sound, a dragging, fulsome, shambling sound that set her teeth on edge and dried
her tongue so it stuck to the roof of her mouth. This could not be rats ... much too big. It seemed to come
from the deeper darkness to her left. Off to the right, dim light sill seeped down from the cellar above,
but it did not reach to the area where the sound was. Just as wel. Magda did not want to see wha was
over there.

She groped wildly across the opening, and for a mind-numbing moment, could not find the far edge.
Then her hand contacted cold, wonderfully solid stone and she continued downward, faster than before,
dangeroudy fast, her heart pounding, her breath coming in gulps. If the thing in the subcdlar was coming
her way, she had to be out of the keep by the timeit reached the sarwell.

She kept going down and endlesdy down, every so often looking back over her shoulder in an
indinctive and utterly fruitless attempt to see in the darkness. A dim rectangle beckoned to her as she
reached the bottom and she sumbled toward it, through it and out into the fog. She swung the dab
closed and leaned againdt it, gasping with relief.

After composing herself, Magda redized that she had not escaped the maevolent atmosphere of the
keep by merdy stepping outside its walls. This morning the vileness that permesated the keep had stopped
a the threshold; now it extended beyond the wadls. She began to walk, to sumble through the darkness.
It was not until she was amogt to the stream that she fdt she had escaped the aura of evil.

Suddenly from above there came fant shouts, and the fog brightened. The lights in the keep had been
turned up to maximum. Someone must have found the two newly dead bodies.

Magda continued to move away from the keep. The extra light was no threst, for none of it reached
her. It filtered down like sunshine viewed from the bottom of a murky lake. The light was caught and held
by the fog, thickening it, whitening it, concegling her rather then reveding her. She splashed cardesdy
across the stream this time without pausing to remove her shoes and stockings—she wanted to be away
from the keep as quickly as possible. The shadow of the causeway passed overhead and soon she was
a the base of the wedge of rubble. After a brief rest to caich her bresth, she began to dimb until she
reached the upper levd of the fog. It dmost completely filled the gorge now and there was only a short
distance to the top. A few seconds of exposure and she would be safe.

Magda pulled hersdlf up over the rim and ran in a haf-crouch. As she fdt the brush enfold her, her
foot caught on a root and she fdl headlong, griking her |eft knee on a stone. She hugged the knee to her
chest and began to cry, long, wracking sobs far out of proportion to the pain. It was anguish for Papa,
rdief at being ssfdy away from the keep, a reaction to dl she had seen and heard there, to dl that had
been done to her, or dmog done to her.

"Youve been to the keep."

It was Glenn. She could think of no one she wanted more to see a this moment. Hurriedly drying her
eyes on her deave, she stood up—or tried to. Her injured knee sent a knifing pain up her leg and Glenn
put out a hand to keep her from faling.



"Are you hurt?' His voice was gentle.
"Jud abruise”

Shetried to take a step but the leg refused to bear her weight. Without a word, Glenn scooped her up
inhis arms and began carrying her back to theinn.

It was the second time tonight she had been carried so. But thistime was different. Glenn's arms were
awam sanctuary, thawing al the cold left by Molasar's touch. As she leaned againgt him she fdt dl the
fear ooze out of her. But how had he come up behind her without her hearing hm? Or had he been
danding there dl dong, waiting for her?

Magda let her head rest on his shoulder, feding safe, a peace. If only | could fedl this way forever.

He carried her effortlesdy through the front door of the inn, through the empty foyer, up the stairs, and
into her room. After deposting her gently on the edge of the bed, he kndlt before her.

"Let'stake alook at that knee."

Magda hesitated at fird, then drew her skirt up over her left knee, leaving the right one covered and
keeping the rest of the heavy fabric tight around her thighs. In the back of her mind was the thought that
she should not be gtting here on a bed exposing her leg to a man she hardly knew. But somehow...

Her coarse, dark-blue stocking was torn, reveding a purpling bruise on the kneecap. The flesh was
swollen, puffy. Glenn stepped over to the near Sde of the dresser and dipped a washcloth into the water
pitcher, then brought the cloth over and placed it on her knee.

"Thet ought to hdp," he said.

"What's gone wrong with the keep?' she asked, daing a his red hair, trying to ignore, and yet
reveing in, the tingling warmth that crept steadily up her thigh from where his hand held the cloth againgt
her.

He looked up at her. "You were there tonight. Why don't you tdl me?"

"l was there, but | can't explan—or perhaps | can't accept—what's happening. | do know that
Molasar's awakening has changed the keep. | used to love that place. Now | fear it. Ther€s a very
definite ... wrongness there. You don't have to see it or touch it to be aware of its presence, just as
sometimes you don't have to look outside to know there's bad weather coming. It pervades the very air...

seeps right into your pores.”
"What kind of ‘wrongness do you sensein Molasar?'

"Hesevil. | know that's vague, but | mean evil. Inherently evil. A monstrous, ancient evil who thrives
on death, who vaues dl that is noxious to the living, who hates and fears everything we cherish." She
shrugged, embarrassed by the intendty of her words. "That's what | fed. Does it make any sense to
you?"

Glenn watched her dosdly for a long moment before replying. "You mugt be extremdy sengtive to
have fdt dl that."

"And yet..."
"And yet what?"



"And yet tonight Molasar saved me from the hands of two felow human beings who should have by
dl rights been dlied with me againg him."

The pupilsin Glenn's blue eyes dilated. "Molasar saved you?'

"Yes. Killed two German soldiers'—she winced a the memory—"horribly ... but didnt harm me.
Strange, it it?'

"Vey." Leaving the damp clath in place, Glenn did his hand off her knee and ran it through the red of
his har. Magda wanted him to put it back where it had been, but he seemed preoccupied. "You escaped
him?'

"No. He ddivered me to my father.” She watched Glenn mul this, then nod as if it made some sort of
sense to him. "And there was something dse."

"About Molasar?"

"No. Something elsein the keep. In the subcellar ... something moving around in there. Maybe it was
whet had been making the scraping noise earlier.”

"Scraping noise” Glenn repeated, his voice low.
"Rasping, scraping ... from far back in the sub-cellar.”

Without a word, Glenn rose and went to the window. Mationless, he stood gtaring out at the keep.
"Tdl me everything that happened to you tonight—from the moment you stepped into the keep until the
moment you left. Spare no detall.”

Magda told him everything she could remember up to the time Molasar deposited her in Papa's room.
Then her voice choked off.

"What's wrong?'
"Nothing."
"How was your father?' Glenn asked. "Was he dl right?'

Pain gathered in her throat. "Oh, he wasfine" In spite of her brave amile, tears Sarted in her eyes and
began to sill onto her cheeks. Try as she might to will them back, they kept coming. "He told me to get
out ... to leave him done with Molasar. Can you imegine that? After what | went through to reach him, he
tdlsme to get out!"

The anguish in her voice mugt have penetrated Glenn's preoccupied state, for he turned away from the
window and stared at her.

"He didn't care that | had been assaulted and amost raped by two Nazi brutes ... didn't even ask if |
was hurt! All he cared was that | had shortened his precious time with Molasar. I'm his daughter and he
cares more about taking to that... that creature!”

Glemn stepped over to the bed and seated himsdf beside her. He put his am around her back and
gently pulled her againg him.

"Your father's under aterrible strain. Y ou must remember that."

"And he should remember he's my father!"



"Yes" Glenn said softly. "Yes, he should" He swiveled hdf around and lay back on the bed, then
tugged gently on Magda's shoulders. "Here. Lie down beside me and close your eyes. Youll be dl right.”

With her heart pounding in her throat, Magda dlowed hersdf to be drawvn nearer to him. She ignored
the pain in her knee as she swung her legs off the floor and turned to face him. They lay stretched out
together on the narrow bed, Glenn with his am under her, Magda with her head in the nook of his
shoulder, her body dmost touching his, her left hand pressed againg the muscles of his chest. Thoughts of
Papa and the hurt he had caused her washed away as waves of sensation crashed over and through her.
She had never lain beside a man before. It was frightening and wonderful. The aura of his maeness
engulfed her, making her mind spin. She tingled wherever they made contact, tiny dectric shocks arcing
through her dothing ... dothing that was suffocating her.

On impulse, she lifted her head and kissed him on the lips. He responded ardently for a moment, then
pulled back.

"Magda—"

She watched his eyes, seeing a mixture of desire, hestation, and surprise there. He could be no more
aurprised than she. There had been no thought behind that kiss, only a newly awakened need, burning in
itsintengty. Her body was acting of its own accord, and she was not trying to stop it. This moment might
never come again. It had to be now. She wanted to tdl Glenn to make love to her but could not say it.

"Someday, Magda," he said, seeming to read her thoughts. He gently drew her head back down to his
shoulder. "Someday. But not now. Not tonight.”

He stroked her hair and told her to deep. Strangdy, the promise was enough. The heat seeped out of
her, and with it dl the trids of the night. Even worries about Papa and what he might be doing ebbed
away. Occasond bubbles of concern dill broke the surface of her spreading cam, but they became
progressively fewer and farther between, therr ripples smdler and more widdy spaced. Questions about
Glenn floated by: who he redlly was, and the wisdom, et done the propriety, of dlowing hersdf to be this
closeto him.

Glemn ... he seemed to know more about the keep and about Molasar than he was admitting. She had
found hersdf talking to him about the keep as if he were as intimatdy familiar with it as she; and he had
not seemed surprised about the gairwdl in the watchtower's base, or about the opening from the
darwdl into the subcellar, despite her offhand references to them. To her mind there was only one
reason for that: He dready knew about them.

But these were niggling little quams. If she had discovered the hidden entrance to the tower years
ago, there was no reason why he could not have found it, too. The important thing now was that for the
fird time tonight she fet completely safe and warm and wanted.

She drifted off to deep.

TWENTY-TWO



As soon as the sone dab swung shut behind his daughter, Cuza turned to Molasar and found the
bottomless black of the creature's pupils dready fixed on him from the shadows. All night he had waited
to cross-examine Molasar, to penetrate the contradictions that had been pointed out by that odd
red-haired stranger this morning. But then Molasar had appeared, holding Magdain hisarms,

"Why did you do it?' Cuza asked, looking up from his whedchair.
Molasar continued to stare a him, saying nothing.
"Why? | should think sheld be no more than another tempting morsdl for you!"

"You try my patience, cripplel” Molasar's face grew whiter as he spoke. "l could no more stand by
now and weatch two Germans rape and defile a woman of my country than | could stand idly by five
hundred years ago and watch the Turks do the same. That iswhy | dlied mysdf with Vlad Tepes! But
tonight the Germans went further than any Turk ever dared—they tried to commit the act within the very
wadls of my home" Abruptly, he rlaxed and smiled. "And | rather enjoyed ending their miserable lives™

"As| am sure you rather enjoyed your dliance with Viad."

"His penchant for impaement left me with ample opportunities to satisfy my needs without attracting
atention. Vlad came to trust me. At the end, | was one of the few boyars he could truly count on.”

" don't understand you."
"You are not expected to. You are not cagpable of it. | am beyond your experience.”

Cuzatried to clear away the confusion that smudged his thoughts. So many contradictions ... nothing
was as it should be. And hanging over it dl was the unsettling knowledge that he owed his daughter's
safety, and perhaps her life, to one of the undead.

"Nevertheless, | amninyour debt.”
Molasar made no reply.

Cuza hesitated, then began leading up to the question he most wanted to ask. "Are there more like
you?"

"You mean undead? Moroi? There used to be. | don't know about now. Since awakening, I've
sensed such reluctance on the part of the living to accept my existence that | must assume we were dl
killed off over the last five hundred years."

"And were dl the others so terrified of the cross?'
Molasar siffened. "You don't have it with you, do you? | warn you—"

"It's safdly away. But | wonder at your fear of it" Cuza gestured to the walls. "You've surrounded
yoursdf with brass-and-nickel crosses, thousands of them, and yet you panicked at the Sght of the tiny
glver one |l had last night.”

Molasar stepped to the nearest cross and laid his hand againg it. "These are a ruse. See how high the
cross-piece is set? So high that it isamost no longer a cross. This configuration has no ll effect on me. |
hed thousands of them built into the walls of the keep to throw off my pursuers when | went into hiding.
They could not conceive of one of my kind dwdling in a structure studded with ‘crosses.” And as you will



leanif | decide | can trust you, this particular configuration has specia meaning for me™

Cuza had desperately hoped to find aflaw in Molasar's fear of the cross, he fdt that hope wither and
die. A great heaviness settled on him. He had to think! And he had to keep Molasar here—taking! He
couldn't let him go. Not yet.

"Who are 'they'? Who was pursuing you?'

"Does the name Glaeken mean anything to you?'

“No."

Molasar stepped closer. "Nothing at dl?'

" assure you | never heard the word before.” Why was it so important?

"Then perhaps they are gone" Molasar muttered, more to himsdf than to Cuza
"Please explain yoursdf. Who or what is a Glagken?'

"The Glagken were a fandicd sect that started as an am of the Church in the Dark Ages. Its
members enforced orthodoxy and were answerable only to the Pope at firs; after a while, however, they
became a lawv unto themsdves They sought to infiltrate dl the seats of power, to bring dl the royd
families under their control in order to place the world under a Sngle power—one religion, one rule.”

"Impossiblel | am an authority on European history, especidly this part of Europe, and there was
never any such sect!”

Molasar leaned closer and bared his teeth. "You dare cdl me a liar within the wadls of my home?
Fool! What do you know of higory? What did you know of me—of my kind—before | reveded
mysdf? What did you know of the hisory of the keep? Nothing! The Glagken were a secret
brotherhood. The roya families had never heard of them, and if the later Church knew of their continued
exigence, it never admitted it."

Cuza turned away from the blood-stench of Molasar's breath. "How did you learn of their existence?"

"At one time, there was little afoot in the world that the moroi were not privy to. And when we
learned of the Glaeken's plans, we decided to take action.” He sraightened with obvious pride. "The
moroi opposed the Glaeken for centuries. It was clear that the successful culmination of ther plans
would be inimicd to us, and so we repeatedly foiled their schemes by draining the life from anyone in
power who came under ther thral.”

He began to roam the room.

"At firg the Glagken were not even sure we existed. But once they became convinced, they waged
dl-out war. One by one my brother moroi went down to true death. When | saw the circle tightening
around me, | built the keep and locked mysdf away, determined to outlast the Glagken and their plans
for world dominion. Now it appears thet | have succeeded.”

"Very dever,” Cuza sad. "You surrounded yoursdf with ersatz crosses and went into hibernation. But
| must ask you, and please answer me Why do you fear the cross?'

"l cannot discussit."”

"You mus tdl mel The Messah—was Jesus Chrig—7"



"No!" Molasar staggered away and leaned againg the wal, gagging.

"What's wrong?"

He glared at Cuza. "If you were not a countryman, | would tear your tongue out here and now!"
Even the sound of Christ's name repels him! Cuza thought. "But | never—"

"Never say it agan! If you vaue whatever ad | can give you, never say that name agan!”

"But its only aword."

"NEVER!" Molasar had regained some of his composure. "You have been warned. Never agan or
your body will lie beside the Germans below."

Cuzafdt asif he were drowning. He had to try something.
"What about these words? Yitgadal veyitkadash shemei raba bealma divera chireutei, veyamlich

"What is that meaningless jumble of sounds?' Molasar said. "Some sort of chant? An incantation? Are
you trying to drive me off?* He took a step closer. "Have you sided with the Germans?

"No!" It was dl Cuza could say before his voice cracked and broke off. His mind reded as if from a
blow; he gripped the arms of his whedlchair with his crippled hands, waiting for the room to tilt and saill
him out. It was a nightmare! This creature of the Dark cringed at the Sght of a cross and retched a the
mention of the name Jesus Chrigt. Y et the words of the Kaddish, the Hebrew prayer for the dead, were
just SO much meaningless noise. It could not be! And yet it was.

Molasar was spesking, oblivious to the painful maelstrom that swirled within his listener. Cuza tried to
falow the words. They might be crucid to Magda's survivd, and his own.

"My drength is growing steadily. | can fed it coming back to me. Before long—two nights a& most—I
shdl have the power to rid my keep of dl these oulanders.”

Cuzatried to assmilate the meaening of the words: strength ... two more nights... rid my keep ... But
other words kept rearing up in his consciousness, a persstent undertone ... Yitgadal veyitkadash
shemei... blocking their meaning.

And then came the sound of heavy boots running into the watchtower and pounding up the stone
steps to the upper leves, the faint sound of humean voices raised in anger and fear in the courtyard, the
momentary dimming of the Sngle bulb overhead, Ignding a sudden draw on the power supply.

Molasar showed his teeth in awolfish grin. "It seems they have found their two comrades-in-arms.”

"And soon they will come here to place the blame on me" Cuza said, dam pulling him from his
torpor.

"You are a man of the mind," Molasar said, Sepping to the wal and giving the hinged dab a casud
shove. It swung open eadly. "Useit.”

Cuza watched Molasar blend and disappear into the deeper shadow of the opening, wishing he could
fallow. Asthe stone dab siwung shut, Cuza whedled his chair around to the table and leaned over the Al
Azf, fagning sudy; waiting, trembling.



It was not along wait.
Kaempffer burgt into the room.

"Jaw!" he shouted, jabbing an accusng finger a Cuza as he assumed a wide-legged stance he no
doubt consdered a once powerful and threstening. "Youve faled, Jew! | should have expected no
morel"

Cuza could only gt and stare dumbly at the mgor. What was he going to say? He had no srength |eft.
He fdt miserable, Sck a heart as wdl as in body. Everything hurt him, every bone, every joint, every
muscle. His mind was numb from his encounter with Molasar. He couldn't think. His mouth was parched,
yet he dared not take any more water, for his bladder longed to empty itsdf a the very sght of
Kaempffer.

He wasn't cut out for such stress. He was a teacher, a scholar, aman of letters. He was not equipped
to ded with this strutting popinjay who had the power of life and desth over him. He wanted desperately
to strike back yet did not have the faintest hope of doing so. Was living through dl this redly worth the
trouble?

How much more could he take?
And yet there was Magda. Somewhere dong the line there must be hope for her.

Two nights ... Molasar had said he would have sufficient strength two nights from now. Forty-eight
hours. Cuza asked himsdf: Could he hold out that long? Y es, he would force himsdif to last until Saturday
night. Saturday night... the Sabbath would be over ... what did the Sabbath mean anymore? What did
anything mean anymore?

"Did you hear me, Jew?' The mgor's voice was draning toward a scream.
Another voice spoke: "He doesn't even know what you're talking about.”

The captain had entered the room. Cuza sensed a core of decency within Cgptain Woermann; a
flawed nobility. Not atrait he expected to find in a German officer.

"“Then helll learn soon enough!™ Two long strides took Kaempffer to Cuza's sde. He leaned down and
forward until his perfect Aryan face was only inches away.

"What's wrong, Mgor?' Cuza said, fagning ignorance, but dlowing his genuine fear of the man to
show on hisface. "What have | done?"

"Youve done nothing, Jew! And that's the problem. For two nights youve sat here with these
moldering books, taking credit for the sudden hdt in the deaths. But tonight—"

"l never—" Cuza began, but Kaempffer stopped him by damming hisfis on the table.

"Slence! Tonight two more of my men were found dead in the cellar, ther throats torn out like the
otherd"

Cuza had a flegting image of the two dead men. After viewing the other cadavers, it was easy to
imagine thar wounds. He visudized their gory throats with a certain reish. Those two had attempted to
defile his daughter and deserved dl they had suffered. Deserved worse. Molasar was welcome to their
blood.



But it was he who wasin danger now. The fury in the mgor's face made that clear. He mus think of
something or he would not live to see Saturday night.

"It's now evident that you deserve no credit for the last two nights of peace. There is no connection
between your arrival and the two nights without a death—just lucky coincidence for you! But you led us
to believe it was your doing. Which proves what we have learned in Germany: Never trust a Jew!"”

" never took credit for anything! | never even—"

"You're trying to detain me here, aren't you?' Kaempffer said, his eyes narrowing, his voice lowering
to a menacing tone as he studied him. ™Y ou're doing your best to keep me from my misson a Ploiedti,
aren't you?'

Cuzas mind reded from the mgor's sudden change of tack. The man was mad ... as mad as Abdul
Alhazred must have been after writing the Al Azif ... which lay before them on the table...

He had an idea.

"But Mgor! I'vefindly found something in one of the books!"

Captain Woermann stepped forward at this. "Found? What have you found?"

"He's found nothing!" Kaempffer snarled. "Just another Jew lieto let him go on living!"

How right you are, Major.

"Let him speak, for God's sakel" Woermann said. He turned to Cuza. "Wha does it say? Show me"

Cuzaindicated the Al Azf, writtenin the origind Arabic. The book dated from the eghth century and
hed absolutely nothing to do with the keep, or even Romania for that matter. But he hoped the two
Germans would not know that.

Doubt furrowed Woermann's brow as he looked down a the scroll. "l can't read those chicken
tracks"

"Heslying!" Kaempffer shouted.

"This book does not lie, Mgor," Cuza said. He paused an ingant, praying that the Germans would not
know the difference between Turkish and ancient Arabic, then plunged into his lie. "It was written by a
Turk who invaded this region with Mohammed 11. He says there was a amd| castle—his description of dl
the crosses can only mean he wasin this keep—in which one of the old Walachian lords had dwet. The
shade of the deceased lord would dlow natives of the region to deep unmolested in his keep, but should
outlanders or invaders dare to pass through the portals of his former home, he would day them at the rate
of one per night for every night they stayed. Do you understand? The same thing that is happening here
now happened to aunit of the Turkish Army haf amillennium ago!™

Cuza watched the faces of the two officers as he finished. His own reaction was one of amazement a
his facile fabrication from what he knew of Molasar and the region. There were holes in the story, but
amdl ones, and they had a good chance of being overlooked.

Kaempffer sneered. "Utter nonsensal”

"Not necessarily,” Woermann said. "Think about it: The Turks were dways on the march back then.
And count up our corpses—with the two new ones tonight, we have averaged one death a night since |



arived on April 22."

"It's ill..." Kaempffer's voice tralled off as his confidence ebbed. He looked uncertainly a Cuza
"Then we're not the firg?"

"No. At leest not according to this™

It was working! The biggest lie Cuza had ever told in his life, composed on the spot, was working!
They didn't know what to believel He wanted to laugh.

"How did they findly solve the problem?’ Woermann asked.

"They I€ft”

Slence followed Cuzas ample reply.

Woermann findly turned to Kaempffer: "I've been tdling you that for—"

"We cannot leavel" Kaempffer said, ahint of hygeriain hisvoice. "Not before Sunday.” He turned to
Cuza "Andif you do not come up with an answer for this problem by then, Jew, | shdl see to it that you
and your daughter persondly accompany me to Ploieti!”

“But why?

"Youll find out when you get there” Kaempffer paused a moment, then seemed to come to a
decison. "No, | believe I'll tdl you now. Perhaps it will speed your efforts. You've heard of Auschwitz,
no doubt? And Buchenwad?'

Cuzds somach imploded. "Death camps.”

"We prefer to cdl them 'Resettlement’ camps. Romania lacks such a fadlity. It is my misson to
correct that deficiency. Your kind, plus Gypsies and Freemasons and other humen dross will be
processed through the camp | will set up a Ploiedti. If you prove to be of sarvice to me, | will see to it
that your entry into the camp is delayed, perhaps even until your naturd death. But if you impede mein
any way, you and your daughter will have the honor of being our firg resdents.”

Cuza sat hdlplessin his chair. He could fed his lips and tongue working, but he could not speak. His
mind was too shocked, too appdled at what he had just heard. It was impossblel Yet the glee in
Kaempffer's eyes told himit was true. Findly, a word escaped him.

"Beast!"

Kaempffer's amile broadened. "Strangdy enough, | don't mind the sound of that word on a Jew's lips.
It is proof pogitive that | am successfully discharging my duties” He strode to the door, then turned back.
"S0 look wel through your books, Jew. Work hard for me. Find me an answer. It's not just your own
well-being that hangs on it, but your daughter's too." He turned and was gone.

Cuza looked at Woermann pleadingly. "Captain...?"

"l can do nothing, Herr Professor,” he replied in alow voice full of regret. "I can only suggest that you
work at those books. Y ou've found one reference to the keep; that means there's a good chance you can
find another. And | might suggest that you tdl your daughter to find a safer place of residence than the imn
... perhaps somewherein the hills”

He could not admit to the captain that he had lied about finding a reference to the keep, that there was



no hope of ever finding one. And as for Magda: "My daughter is stubborn. She will say at theinn.”

"I thought as much. But beyond what | have just said, | an powerless. | am no longer in command of
the keep." He grimaced. "I wonder if | ever was. Good evening.”

"Wait!" Cuzadumgly fished the cross out of his pocket. "Take this. | have no use for it."
Woermann enclosed the crossin hisfig and stared at him a moment. Then he, too, was gone.

Cuza sat in his whedlchair, enveloped in the blackest depression he had ever known. There was no
way of winning here. If Molasar stopped killing the Germans, Kaempffer would leave for Ploiesti to begin
the sysematic extermination of Romanian Jewry. If Molasar perssted, Kaempffer would destroy the
keep and drag him and Magda to Ploiedti as his fird victims, He thought of Magda in their hands and
truly understood the old diché, a fate worse than degth.

There had to be a way out. Far more than his own life and Magda's rested on what happened here.
Hundreds of thousands—perhaps amillion or more—lives were a stake. There had to be a way to stop
Kaempffer. He had to be prevented from going off on his misson ... it seemed of utmost importance to
him to arive in Ploiesti on Monday. Would he lose his postion if ddayed? If so, that might give the
doomed a grace period.

What if Keempffer never Ieft the keep? What if he met with a fatd accident? But how? How to stop
him?

He sobbed in his helplessness. He was a crippled Jew amid squads of German soldiers. He needed
guidance. He needed an answer. And soon. He folded his siff fingers and bowed his head.

O God. Help me, your humble servant, find the answer to the trials of your other servants.
Hep me help them. Help me find a way to preserve them...

The glent prayer tralled off into the oblivion of his despair. What was the use? How many of the
countless thousands dying a the hands of the Germans had lifted their hearts and minds and voicesin a
gmilar plea? And where were they now? Dead! And where would he be if he waited for an answer to his
own supplication? Dead. And worse for Magda.

He sat in quiet desperation...

There was ill Molasar.

Woermann stood for a moment outside the professor's door after dosing it. He had experienced a
drange sensation while the old man was explaining what he had found in that indecipherable book, a
feding that Cuza was tdling the truth, and yet lying at the same time. Odd. What was the professor's

game?

He strolled out to the bright courtyard, catching the anxious expressons on the faces of the sentries.
Ah, wdl, it had been too good to be true. Two nights without a casualty—too much to hope for three.
Now they were dl back to square one ... except for the body count which continued to rise. Ten now.
One per night for ten nights. A dhilling satidtic. If only the killer, Cuza's "Wallachian lord," had hdd off
until tomorrow night. Kaempffer would have been gone by then and he could have marched his own men
out. But as things looked now, they would dl have to stay through the weekend. Friday, Saturday, and



Sunday nightsto go. A death potentid of three. Maybe more.

Woermann turned right and walked the short distance to the cdlar entrance. The interment detall
should have the two fresh corpses down in the subcdlar by now. He decided to see that they were lad
out properly. Even einsatzkommandos should be accorded a modicum of dignity in desth.

In the cellar he glanced into the room in which the two bodies had been found; their throats had not
only been torn open but their heads had lolled a obscene angles. The killer had broken their necks for
some reason. That was a new atrocity. The room was empty now except for pieces of the shattered
door. What had happened here? The dead men's weapons had been found unfired. Had they tried to
save themselves by locking the door againg ther attacker? Why had no one heard their shouts? Or
hadn't they shouted?

He walked farther down the central corridor to the broached wal and heard voices coming from
below. On the way down the stairs he met the interment detall coming up, blowing into their chilled
hands. He directed them back down the gairs.

"Let's go see what sort of job you did.”

In the subcdlar the glow from flashlights and handheld kerosene lamps glimmered dully off the ten
white-sheeted figures on the ground.

"We neatened them up a bit, 9r," said a privae in gray. "Some of the sheets needed sraightening.”

Woermann surveyed the scene. Everything seemed in order. He was going to have to come to a
decison on disposition of the bodies. He would have to ship them out soon. But how?

He clapped his hands together. Of course—Kaempffer! The mgor was planing to leave Sunday
evening no matter what. He could transport the corpses to Ploiesti, and from there they could be flown
back to Germany. Perfect... and fitting.

He noticed that the left foot of the third corpse from the end was gicking out from under its sheet. As
he stooped to adjust the cover, he saw that the boot was filthy. It dmogt looked as if the wearer had
been dragged to hisregting place by the arms. Both boots were caked with dirt.

Woermann fdt a surge of anger, then let it dip away. What did it redly matter? The dead were dead.
Why make afuss over amuddy pair of boots? Last week it would have seemed important. Now it was
no more than a quibble. A trifle. Yet the dirty boots bothered him. He could not say why, exactly. But
they did bother him.

"Let's go, men," he said, tumning away and letting his breath fog past hm as he moved. The men
reedily complied. It was cold down there.

Woermann paused at the foot of the steps and looked back. The corpses were barely visble in the
receding light. Those boots ... he thought of those dirty, muddy boots again. Then he followed the others
up to the cdlar.

From his quarters at the rear of the keep, Kaempffer stood at his window and looked out over the
courtyard. He had watched Woermann go down to the cdlar and return. And dill he stood. He should
have fdt rdaively safe, a least for the rest of the night. Not because of the guards dl around, but



because the thing that killed his men a will had done its work for the night and would not Strike again.
Instead, his terror was a a peak.

For a paticularly horrifying thought had occurred to him. It derived from the fact that so far dl the
viims had been enliged men. The officers had remaned untouched. Why? It could be due purdy to
chance since enlisted men outnumbered officers by better than twenty to one in the keep. But deep within
Kaempffer was a gnawing suspicion that he and Woermann were being hed in reserve for something

especidly ghadtly.

He didn't know why he fdt this way, but he could not escape the dreadful certainty of it. If he could
tdl someone—anyone—about it, he would a least be patidly freed of the burden. Perhaps then he
could deep.

But there was no one.

And s0 he would stand here at this window until dawn, not daring to close his eyes until the sun filled
the sky with light.

TWENTY-THREE

The Keep
Friday, 2 May
0732 hours

Magda waited a the gate, awioudy shifting her weght from one foot to the other. Despite the
moming sun, she was cold. The soul-chilling sensation of evil that had been confined to the keep before
seemed to be lesking out into the pass. Last night it had followed her dmogt as far as the stream below;
thismorning it had struck her as soon as she had set foot on the causeway.

The high wooden gates had been siwvung inward and now rested againg the stone sides of the short,
tunndlike entry arch. Magda's eyes roamed from the tower entrance from which she expected Papa to
emerge, to the dark opening directly across the courtyard that led down to the cdlar, to the rear section
of the keep. There soldiers were a work, hecking away a the stones. Whereas yesterday their
movements had been lackadaisicd, today they were frantic. They worked liked madmen—frightened
madmen.

Why don't they just leave? She couldn't understand why they remained here night after night waiting
for more of their number to die. It didnt make sense.

She had been feverish with concern for Papa. What had they done to him lagt night after finding the



bodies of her two would-be rapists? As he had approached on the causeway, the awful thought that they
might have executed him filled her mind. But that fear had been negated by the sentry's quick agreement
to her request to see her father. And now that the initid anxiety had been relieved, her thoughts began to
drift.

The cheeping of the hungry baby birds outsde her window and the dull throb of pain in her left knee
hed awakened her this morning. She had found hersdf done in her bed, fully clothed, under the covers.
She had been o terribly vulnerable last night, and Glenn eesily could have taken advantage of that. But
he hadn't, even when it had been so obvious that she had wanted him.

Magda cringed ingde, unable to comprehend what had come over her, shocked by the memory of
her own brazenness. Fortunately, Glenn had rejected her... no, that was too strong a word ... demurred
was a better way to put it. She wondered at that, glad he had held back, and yet dighted that he had
found her so0 easy to refuse.

Why should she fed dighted? She had never vaued hersdf in terms of her ahility to seduce a man.
And yet, there was that nasty whigper in afar corner of her mind hinting that she lacked something.

But maybe it had nothing to do with her. It could be he was one of those ... those men who could not
love a woman, only another man. But that, she knew, was not the case. She remembered their one
kiss—even now it caused a wave of welcome heat to brush over her—and remembered the response
she had fdt on his part.

Jugst as wdl. Just as wel he had not accepted her offer. How would she have faced him again if he
hed? Mortified by her wantonness, she would be forced to avoid him, and that would mean depriving
hersdf of his company. And she so wanted his company.

Lagt night had been an aberration. A chance combination of circumstances that would not repeat
itsdf. She redlized now what had happened: Physicd and emotiond exhaudtion, the near escape from the
soldiers, the rescue by Molasar, Papa's rgjection of her offer to stay by his sde—al had combined to
leave her temporarily deranged. That had not been Magda Cuza lying next to Glenn on the bed last night;
it had been someone else, someone she did not know. It would not happen again.

She had passed his room this morning, limping from the pain in her knee. She had been tempted to
knock on his door to thank him for his aid and to apologize for her behavior. But after ligening a minute
and hearing no sound, she hadn't wanted to wake him.

She had come directly to the keep, not soldly to see that Papa was well, but to tdl hm how much he
hed hurt her, how he had no right to treat her in such a manner, and how she had a good mind to heed his
advice and leave the Dinu Pass. The last was an empty threat, but she wanted to strike back a him in
some way, to make him react, or at least gpologize for his cdlous behavior. She had rehearsed exactly
what she was going to say and exactly the tone of voice in which she would say it. She was ready.

Then Papa appeared a the entrance to the tower with a soldier pushing his chair from behind. One
look at his ravaged face and dl the anger and hurt went out of her. He looked terrible; he seemed to have
aged twenty years overnight. She hadn't thought it possible, but he looked more feeble.

How he has suffered! More than any man should. Pitted against his countrymen, his own bodly,
and now the German Army. | can't Sde against him, too.

The soldier pushing him this moming was more courteous than the one who had wheded him
yesterday. He brought the whedchar to a hdt before Magda, then turned away. Wordlesdy, she moved
behind and began to push Papa across the causeway. They had not gone a dozen feet when he hdd up



his hand.
"Stop here, Magda.”

"What's wrong?' She didn't want to stop. She could dill fed the keep here. Papa didn't seem to
notice.

" didn't deep at dl lagt night.”

"Did they keep you up?' she asked, coming around to crouch before him, her fierce protective
indincts kindling anger within her. "They didn't hurt you, did they?"

His eyes were rheumy as they looked into hers. "They didn't touch me, but they hurt me."
"How?'

He began speaking in the Gypsy didect they both knew: "Ligen to me, Magda. I've found out why
the SS men are here. Thisis just a stop dong their way to Ploiesti where that mgor is going to set up a
death camp—for our people.”

Magda fdt a wave of nausea. "Oh, no! That's not true! The government would never let Germans
comein and—"

"They are already here! You know the Germans have been building fortifications around the Ploiedti
refineries; they've been training Romanian soldiers to fight. If they're doing dl that, why is it so hard to
bdlieve that they intend to start teaching Romanians how to kill Jews? From what | can gather, the mgor
is experienced in killing. He loves his work. He will make a good teacher. | can tdl.”

It couldnt be! And yet hadn't she dso said that Molasar couldnt be? There had been sories in
Bucharest about the desth camps, whispered taes of the atrocities, of the countless dead; tales which at
firs no one believed, but as testimony piled upon testimony, even the most skeptical Jew had to accept.
The Gentiles did not believe. They were not threatened. It was not in ther interet—in fact it could wdl
prove to their detriment—to believe.

"An excelent location,” Papa said in a tired voice devoid of emation. "Easy to get us there. And
should one of ther enemies try to bomb the ail fields, the resulting inferno would do the Nazis job for
them. And who knows? Perhaps the knowledge of the camp's existence might even cause an enamy to
hestate to bomb the fidds, dthough | doubt it."

He paused, winded. Then: "Kaempffer must be stopped.”

Magda shot to her feet, windng at the pain in her knee. "You don't think you can stop him, do you?
Y oud be dead a dozen times over before you could even scratch him!"

"I mugt find away. It's no longer just your life | worry about. Now it's thousands. And they dl hang on
Kaempffer."

"But even if something does ... stop him, they'll only send another in his placel”

"Yes But that will take time, and any delay isin our favor. Perhaps in the interva Russia will attack
the Germans, or vice versa. | can't see two mad dogs like Hitler and Stdin keeping away from each
other's throats for too long. And in the ensuing conflict perhaps the Ploiesti Camp will be forgotten.”

"But how can the mgjor be stopped?’ She had to make Papa think, make him see how crazy this was.



"Perhaps Molasar.”
Magda was unwilling to believe what she had just heard. " Papa, no!"

He held up a cotton-gloved hand. "Wait, now. Molasar has hinted that he might use me as an dly
agang the Germans. | don't know how | could be of service to him, but tonight I'll find out. And in return
Il ask that he be sure to put a stop to Mgjor Kaempffer.”

"But you can't deal with something like Molasar! Y ou can't trust him not to kill you in the end!"

"l don't care for my own life. | told you, there's more a stake here. And besides, | detect a certain
rough honor in Molasar. Y ou judge him too harshly, | think. You react to hm as a woman and not as a
scholar. He is a product of his times, and they were bloodthirsy times. Yet he has a sense of naiond
pride that has been deeply offended by the very presence of the Germans. | may be able to use that. He
thinks of us as fdlow Wallachians and is better disposed toward us. Didn't he save you from the two
Germans you blundered into last night? He could just as eadly have made you a third victim. We must
try to use him! There's no dterndive.

Magda stood before hm and searched for another option. She could not find one. And dthough she
was repdled by it, Papas scheme did offer aglimmer of hope. Was she being too hard on Molasar? Did
he seem 0 evil because he was s0 different, so implacably other? Could he be more of an dementd
force than something conscioudy evil? Wasn't Mgjor Kaempffer a better example of a truly evil being?
She had no answers. She was groping.

" don't likeit, Papa," was dl she could say.

"No one said you should like it. No one promised us an easy solution—or any solution at dl, for that
meatter." He tried to difle a yawn, but logt the battle. "And now I'd like to go back to my room. | need
deep for tonight's encounter. I'll require dl my wits about meif I'm to strike a bargain with Molasar.”

"A ded with the devil," Magda said, her voicefdling to a quavering whisper. She was more frightened
then ever for her father.

"No, my dear. The devil in the keep wears a black uniform with a Slver Desth's Head on his cap, and
cdlshimsdf a Sturmbannfihrer.”

Magda rductantly had returned him to the gate, then had watched until he had been wheded back
into the tower. She hurried back toward the inn in a state of confuson. Everything was moving too
quickly for her. Her life until now had been filled with books and research, meodies and black music
notes on white paper. She was not cut out for intrigue. Her head ill spun with the monstrous implications
of what she had been told.

She hoped Papa knew what he was doing. Inginctively, she had opposed his planned liason with
Molasar until she had seen that look on Papas face. A spark of hope had glimmered there, a shining
fragment of the old zest that had once made his company such a pleasure. It was a chance for Papato do
something rather than just St in hiswhedchair and have things done to him. He desperately needed to fed
he could be of some use to his people ... to anybody. She could not rob him of that.

As she approached the inn, Magda fdt the chill of the keep findly dip away. She drolled around the
building in search of Glenn, thinking he might be taking the morning sun at the rear. He was not outside,



nor was he in the dining acove when she passed. She went upstairs and stopped at his door, ligening.
There was 4ill no sound from within. He hadn't struck her as a late riser; perhaps he was reading.

She raised her hand to knock, then lowered it. Better to run into him around the inn than come looking
for him—he might think she was chaang him.

Back in her room she heard the plaintive chegping of the baby birds and went to the window to look
a the nest. She could see ther four tiny heads sraining up from the nest, but the mother wasn't there.
Magda hoped she hurried back—her babies sounded terribly hungry.

She picked up her mandolin but after afew chords put it down again. She was edgy, and the constant
noise of the baby birds was making her more so. With a sudden surge of determination, she strode out
into the hall.

She rapped twice on the wooden door to Glenn's room. No answer, no sound of movement within.
She hesitated, then gave way to impulse and lifted the latch. The door swung open.

"Glen?'

The room was empty. It was identicd to her own; in fact she had stayed in this room on the last trip
she and Papa had made to the keep. Something was wrong, though. She sudied the wals The
mirror—the mirror over the bureau was gone. A rectangle of whiter stucco marked its former spot on the
wadl. It must have been broken since her lagt vist and never replaced.

Magda stepped indde and waked in a dow circle. This was where he stayed, and here was the
unmeade bed where he dept. She fdt excited, wondering what she would say if he came back now. How
could she explain her presence? She couldn't. She decided sheld better leave.

As she turned to go, she saw that the closet door was gar. Something glittered from within. It was
pressing her luck, but how much could a quick peek hurt? She pulled the door open dl the way.

The mirror that was supposed to hang over the bureau lay propped up in the corner of the closet:
Why would Glenn take down the mirror? Maybe he hadn't. Maybe it had fdlen off the wal and Iuliu had
yet to rehang it. There were afew items of dothing in the closet and something dse: A long case of some
sort, nearly aslong as she was tdl, stood in the other corner.

Curious, Magda kndt and touched the leather of the case—rough, warped, puckered. It was ather
very old or poorly cared for. She could not imegine what could be init. A quick look over her shoulder
assured her that the room was Hill empty, the door dill open, and dl quiet in the hdlway. 1t would take
only a second to release the catches on the case, peek ingde, reclose it, then be on her way. She had to
know. Fedling the delicious apprehension of a naughty, inquigtive child exploring a forbidden area of the
house, she reached for the brass clasps; there were three of them and they grated as she opened them, as
if there were sand in their works. The hinges made a 9milar sound as she swung the cover open.

At firs Magda did not know what it was. The color was blue, a deep, dark, sedy blue; the object
was metd, but what type of metd she could not say. Its shape was that of an elongated wedge—a long,
tapering piece of metd, pointed at the top and very sharp dong both its beveled edges. Like a sword.
That was it! A sword! A broadsword. Only there was no hilt to this sword, only a thick, sx-inch spike at
its squared-off lower end, which looked like it was designed to fit into the top of a hilt. What a huge,
fearsome weapon this would make when attached to its hilt!

Her eyes were drawn to the markings on the blade—it was covered with odd symbols. These were
not merely etched into the shiny blue surface of the metd, they were carved into in. She could dip the tip



of her little finger dong the grooves. The symbols were runes, but not like any runes she had ever seen.
She was familiar with Germanic and Scandinavian runes, which went back to the Dark Ages, back as far
asthe third century. But these were older. Much older. They possessed a qudlity of ddritch antiquity that
disturbed her, seeming to shift and move as she studied them. This broadsword blade was old—so old
she wondered who or what had made it.

The door to the room dammed closed.
"Hnd what you're looking for?'

Magda jumped &t the sound, causng the lid of the case to snap closed over the blade. She legped to
her feet and turned around to face Glenn, her heart thumping with surprise—and guilt.

"Glemn, I—"
He looked furious. "I thought | could trust you! What did you hope to find in here?"

"Nothing ...I came looking for you." She did not understand the intengty of his anger. He had a right
to be annoyed, but this—

"Did you think you'd find mein the closet?"

"No! 1..." Why try to explain it away? It would only sound lame. She had no business being here. She
was in the wrong, she knew it, and she fdt terribly guilty Sanding here after being caught in the act. But it
wasn't asif she had come here to stedl from him. As she fdt her own anger begin to grow at the way he
was overreacting, she found the will to meet his glare with her own. "I'm curious about you. | came in to
tak with you. I—I like to be with you, and yet | know nothing about you." She tossed her head. "It won't

happen again.”

She moved toward the hdl, intending to leave him with his precious privacy, but she never reached the
door. As she passed between Glenn and the bureau, he reached out and gripped her shoulders, gently
but with a firmness that was not to be denied. He turned her toward him. Their eyes locked.

"Magda..." he began, then he was pulling her to him, pressing hislips againg hers, crushing her againg
him. Magda experienced a fleding urge to ress, to pound her fids agang him and pull away, but this
was mere reflex and was gone before she could recognize it, engulfed by the heet of desire that surged
over her. She dipped her ams around Glenn's neck and pulled closer to him, losing hersdf in the glow
that enveloped her. His tongue pushed through to hers, shocking her with its audacity—she hadn't known
anyone kissed like this—and jolting her with the pleasure it gave. Glenn's hands began to roam her body,
caressing her buttocks through the layers of her clothes, moving over her compressed breasts, leaving
tinging trails of warmth wherever they went. They rose to her neck, untied her kerchief and hurled it
away, then came to rest on the buttons of her sweater and began opening them. She didn't stop him. Her
clothes had shrunken on her and the room had grown so hot ... she had to be rid of them.

There was a brief moment then when she could have stopped it, could have pulled back and
retreated. With the parting of the front of her sweater a smdl voice cried out in her mind—Is this me?
What's happening to me? Thisisinsane! It was the voice of the old Magda, the Magda who had faced
the world snce her mother's death. But that voice was swept avay by another Magda, a stranger, a
Magda who had dowly grown amid the ruins of everything the old Magda had believed in. A new
Magda, awakened by the vitd force that burned white hot within the man who now hdd her. The past,
tradition, and propriety had lost dl meaning; tomorrow was a faraway place she might never see. There
was only now. And Glenn.



The swesater dipped from her shoulders, then the white blouse. Magda fet fire where her hair brushed
the bare skin of her upper back and shoulders. Glenn pushed the tight bandeau down to her wagt,
dlowing her breasts to soring free. Sill holding his lips to hers, he ran his fingertips lightly over each
breast, zeroing in on the taut nipples and tracing tiny circles that caused her to moan deep in her throat.
His lips findly broke from hers, diding dong her throat to the valey between her breasts, from there to
her nipples, each in turn, his tongue making little wet circles over the dry ones hisfingers had drawn. With
agndl cy she clutched the back of his head and arched her breasts againg his face, shuddering as
waves of ecstasy began to pulsate from deep within her pdvis.

He lifted her and carried her to the bed, removing the rest of her clothes while his lips continued to
pleasure her. Then his own clothes were off and he was leaning over her. Magda's hands had taken on a
life of their own, running over im asif to be sure that he was red. And then he was on her and dipping
into her, and &fter the fird jab of pain he was there and it was wonderful.

Oh, God! she thought as spasms of pleasure shot through her. Is this what it's like? Is this what 1've
been missing dl these years? Can this be the anvful act I've heard the married women taking about? It
cant be! Thisis too wonderful! And | haven't been missng anything because it never could be like this
with any man but Glenn.

He began to move indde her and she matched his rhythm. The pleasure increased, doubling and
redoubling until she was sure her flesh would mdt. She fdt Glenn's body begin to diffen as she fdt the
inevitability within hersdlf, too. It happened. With her back arched, her ankles hooked on ether sde of
the narrow mattress, and her knees wide in the air, Magda Cuza saw the world swdl, crack, and come
gpart in ablazing burst of flame.

And after a while, to the accompaniment of her spent body's labored bregthing, she watched it fdll
together again through the lids of her closed eyes.

They spent the day on that narrow little bed, whispering, laughing, talking, exploring each other. Glenn
knew so much, taught her so much, it was asif he were introducing her to her own body. He was gentle
and patient and tender, bringing her to peaks of pleasure time and time again. He was her fird—she
didn't say so; she didn't have to. She was far from his firg; that, too, required no comment, and Magda
found it didn't matter. Yet she sensed a grest release within him, asif he had denied himsdf for a long
time

His body fascinated her. The mde physque was terra incognita to Magda. She wondered if al
men's muscles were 0 hard and so close to the skin. All of Glenn's hair was red, and there were so
meany scars on his chest and abdomen; old scars, thin and white on his dlive skin. When she asked about
them, he told her they were from accidents. Then he quieted her questions by making love to her again.

After the sun had dipped behind the western ridge, they dressed and went for a walk, am in arm,
dretching their limbs, stopping every so often to embrace and kiss. When they returned to the inn, Lidia
was putting supper on the table. Magda redlized she was famished and so they both sat down and helped
themsdlves, Magda trying to do her best to keep her eyes off Glenn and concentrate on the food, feeding
one hunger while another grew. A whole new world had been opened to her today and she was eager to
exploreit further.

They ate hurriedly and excused themsdlves the ingant they were finished, like schoolchildren hurrying
out to play before dark. From the table it was a race to the second floor, Magda ahead, laughing, leading
Glenn to her room thistime. Her bed. As soon as the door closed behind them they were pulling a each
other's clothes, throwing them in dl directions, then dutching each other in the growing dark.



As she lay in his arms hours later, fully spent, a peace with hersdf and the world as she had never
been before, Magda knew she was in love. Magda Cuza, the spingter bookworm, in love. Never,
anywhere, a any time, had there been another man like Glenn. And he wanted her. She loved him. She
hadn't said so, and neither had he. She fdt she should wait until he said it first. It might not be for a while,
but that was dl right. She could tdl hefdt it, too, and that was enough.

She snuggled more dosdy againg him. Today aone was enough for the rest of her life It was dmost
gluttonous to look forward to tomorrow. Yet she did. Avidly. Surely no one had ever derived so much
pleasure from body and emotions as she had today. No one. Tonight she went to deep a different
Magda Cuza than the one who had awakened in this very bed this morning. It seemed so long ago ... a
lifeime ago. And that other Magda seemed like such a sranger now. A deepwalker, redly. The new
Magda was wide awake and in love. Everything was going to be dl right.

Magda closed her eyes. Fantly, she heard the cheeping of the baby birds outsde the window. Ther
peeps were fanter than this morning and seemed to have taken on a desperate qudity. But before she
could wonder about what might be wrong, she was adeep.

He looked & Magda's face in the dark. Peaceful and innocent. The face of a desping child. He
tightened his arms around her, afraid she might dip away.

He should have kept his distance; he had known that dl dong. But he had been drawn to her. He had
let her tir the ashes of fedings he had thought long dead and gone, and she had found live cods beneath.
And then this morning, in the heat of his anger at finding her snooping through his closet, the cods had
burt into flame.

It was dmogt like fate. Like kismet. He had seen and experienced far too much to believe that
anything was truly ordained to be. There were, however, certain ... inevitabilities The difference was
subtle, yet most important.

Sill, it was wrong to let her care when he didn't even know if he would be waking away from here.
Perhaps that was why he had been driven to be with her. If he died here, at least the taste of her would
be fresh upon him. He couldn't afford to care now. Caring could distract him, further reducing his
chances of surviving the coming battle. And yet if he did manage to survive, would Magda want anything
to do with him when she knew the truth about him?

He drew the cover over her bare shoulder. He did not want to lose her. If there were any way to
keep her after dl this was over, he would do everything he could to find it.

TWENTY-FOUR



The Keep
Friday, 1 May
2137 hours

Captain Woermann sat before his easdl. It had been his intention to force hmsdf to blot out that
shadow of the hanging corpse. But now, with his palette in his left hand and a tube of pigment in his right,
he found himsdf unwilling to change it. Let the shadow remain. It didn't matter. He would leave the
painting behind anyway. He wanted no reminders of this place when he departed. If he departed.

Outside, the keep lights were on full force, the men on guard in pairs, armed to the teeth and ready to
shoot at the dightest provocation. Woermann's own weapon lay on his bedroll, holstered and forgotten.

He had devel oped his own theory about the keep, not one he took serioudy, but one that fit mogt of
the facts and explained most of the mysteries. The keep was dive. That would explan why no one had
even seen what killed the men, and why no one could track it down, and why no one had been able to
find its hiding place despite dl the walls they had torn down. It was the keep itsdf doing the killing.

One fact was left dangling by this explanation, however. A mgor fact. The keep had not been
maevolent when they had entered, at least not in a way one could sense. True, birds seemed to avoid
nesting here, but Woermann had fdt nothing wrong until that firs night when the cdlar wall had been
broached. The keep had changed then. It had become bloodthirsty.

No one had fully explored the subcdllar. Thereredly didn't seem to be any reason to. Men had been
on guard in the cdlar while a comrade had been murdered above them, and they had seen nothing
coming or going through the break in the floor. Maybe they should explore the subcdlar. Perhaps the
keep's heart lay buried in those caverns. That's where they should search. No ... that could take forever.
Those caverns could extend for miles, and frankly, no one redly wanted to search them. It was adways
night down there. And night had become a dread enemy. Only the corpses were willing to stay.

The corpses ... with their dirty boots and smudged shrouds. They dill bothered Woermann & the
oddest times. Like now. And dl day long, ever since he had overseen the placement of the last two dead
soldiers, those dirty boots had trudged unbidden into his thoughts, scattering them, smearing them with
mud.

Those dirty, muddy boots. They made him uncomfortable in away he could not pin down.

He continued to St and Stare at the painting.

Kaempffer sat cross-legged on his cot, a Schmeisser across his knees. A shiver rippled over him. He
tried to dill it but didn't have strength. He had never redized how exhaugting constant fear could be.

He had to get out of here!

Blow up the keep tomorrow—that's what he should do! Set the charges and reduce it to grave after
lunch. That way he could spend Saturday night in Ploiedti in a bunk with a red mattress and not worry
about every sound, every vagrant current of air. No more would he have to st and shake and sweat and



wonder what might be making its way down the hdll to his door.

But tomorrow was too soon. It wouldn't look good on his record. He wasn't due in Ploiesti until
Monday and would be expected to use up dl the avaladle time until then to solve the problem here.
Blowing up the keep was the last resort, to be considered only when dl ese faled. The High Command
had ordered tha this pass be watched and had desgnated the keep as the chosen watchpoint.
Dedtruction had to be the last resort.

He heard the measured treads of a pair of einsatizkommandos pass his locked door. The halway out
there was doubly guarded. He had made sure of that. Not that there was the dightest chance a stream of
lead from a Schmeisser could actudly stop whatever was behind the killings here—he smply hoped the
guards would be taken fird, thereby sparing him another night. And those guards had better stay awake
and on duty, no matter how tired they were! He had driven the men hard today to dismantle the rear
section of the keep, concentrating their efforts on the area around his quarters. They had opened every
wall within fifty feet of where he now huddled, and had found nothing. There were no secret passages
leading to his room, no hiding places anywhere.

He shivered again.

The cold and the darkness came as they had before, but Cuza was feding too weak and sick tonight
to turn his chair around and face Molasar. He was out of codeine and the pain in his joints was a Steady

agony.

"How do you enter and leave this room?" he asked for want of anything better to say. He had been
fadng the hinged dab that opened into the base of the watchtower, assuming Molasar would arrive
through there. But Molasar had somehow appeared behind him.

"I have my own means of moving about which does not require doors or secret passages. A method
quite beyond your comprehension.”

"Along with many other things™ Cuza said, unable to keep the despair from his voice.

It had been a bad day. Beyond the unremitting pain was the sick redization that this morning's glimmer
of hope for a reprieve for his people had been a chimera, a usdess pipe dream. He had planned to
bargain with Molasar, to srike a dedl. But for what? The end of the major? Magda had been right this
morming. Stopping Kaempffer would only delay the inevitable; his desth might even make the Stuation
worse. There would most certainly be vicious reprisals on Romanian Jewsif an SS officer sent to set up a
degth camp were brutdly murdered. And the SS would merdy send another officer to Ploiesti, maybe
next week, maybe next month. What did it matter? The Germans had plenty of time. They were winning
every battle, overrunning one country after another. There did not seem to be any way of stiopping them.
And when they findly held the seats of power in dl the countries they wanted, they could pursue ther
insane leader's gods of racid purity at their leisure.

In the long run there was nothing a crippled history professor could do that would make the least bit
of difference.

And worsening it dl was the indstent knowledge that Molasar feared the cross ...feared the cross

Molasar glided around into his fidd of vison and stood there sudying him. Strange, Cuza thought.



Either I've immersed myself in such a morass of sdlf-pity that I'm insulated from him, or I'm
getting used to Molasar. Tonight he did not fed the crawling sensation that dways accompanied
Molasar's presence. Maybe he just didn't care anymore.

"l think you may die" Molasar said without preamble.
The bluntness of the words jolted Cuza "At your hands?'
"No. At your own."

Could Molasar read minds? Cuzas thoughts had dwelt on that very subject for most of the afternoon.
Ending his life would solve so many problems. It would set Magda free. Without him to hold her back,
she could flee into the hills and escape Kaempffer, the Iron Guard, and dl the rest. Yes, the idea had
occurred to him. But he dill lacked the means ... and the resolve.

Cuza averted his gaze. "Perhaps. But if not by my own doing, then soon in Mgor Kaempffer's deeth
camp.”

"Degth camp?' Molasar leaned forward into the light, his brow furrowed in curiosity. "A place where
people gather to die?!

"No. A place where people are dragged off to be murdered. The mgor will be setting up one such
camp not far south of here”

"To kill Wallachians?' Sudden fury drew Molasar's lips back from his abnormdly long teeth. "A
Geaman is here to kill my people?*

"They are not your people,”" Cuza said, unable to shake his despondency. The more he thought about
it, the worse he felt. "They are Jews. Not the sort you would concern yoursdf with."

" shl decide what concerns mel But Jews? There are no Jews in Walachia—at least not enough to
metter."

"When you built the keep that was true. But in the following century we were driven here from Spain
and the rest of western Europe. Most settled in Turkey, but many strayed into Poland and Hungary and
Wadlachia"

"'We? " Molasar looked puzzled. "You are a Jew?"

Cuza nodded, hdf expecting a blast of anti-Semitism from the ancient boyar. Instead, Molasar sad,
"But you are a Wdlachian, too."

"Wallachia was joined with Moldavia into what is now called Romania

"Names change. Were you born here? Were these other Jews who are destined for the death
camps?'

"YS’ mt_ll
“Then they are Wallachiang!"

Cuza sensed Molasar's patience growing short, yet he had to spesk: "But therr ancestors were
immigrants.”

"It matters not! My grandfather came from Hungary. Am |, who was born on this soil, any less a



Walachian for that?"
"No, of course not." This was a sensdess conversation. Let it end.

"Then neither are these Jews you speak of. They are Wadlachians, and as such they are my
countrymen!” Molasar straightened up and threw back his shoulders. "No German may come into my
country and kill my countrymen!”

Typical! Cuza thought.l bet he never objected to his fellow boyars depredations among the
Wallachian peasants during his day. And he obviously never objected to Vlad's impalements. It
was all right for the Wallachian nobility to decimate the populace, but don't |et a foreigner dare!

Molasar had retreated to the shadows outsde the bulb's cone of light. "Tdl me about these degth
camps.”

"I'd rather not. It's too—"
"Tel mel"

Cuzasghed. "I'l tdl you what | know. The first one was set up in Buchenwald, or perhaps Dachau,
around eight years ago. There are others. FHossenburg, Ravensbruck, Natzweiler, Auschwitz, and many
others I've probably never heard of. Soon there will be one in Romania—Walachia, as you would have
it—and maybe more within ayear or two. The camps serve one purpose: the collection of certain types
of people, millions of them, for torture, debasement, forced labor, and eventud extermination.”

"Millions?'

Cuza could not read Molasar's tone completely, but there was no doubt that he was having trouble
bdieving what he had been told. Molasar was a shadow among the shadows, his movements agitated,
amod frantic.

"Millions" Cuza sad firmly.
"I will kill this German mgor!"

"That won't help. There are thousands like him, and they will come one after another. You may kill a
few and you may kill many, but eventudly they will learn to kill you."

"Who sends them?'

"Their leader is aman named Hitler who—"

"A king? A prince?'

"No..." Cuzafumbled for the word. "I guess voevod would be the closest word you have for it."
"Ahl A warlord! Then | shdl kill him and he shall send no more!”

Molasar had spoken so matter-of-factly that the full meaning of his words was dow to penetrate the
shroud of gloom over Cuzas mind. When it did:

"What did you say?'
"Lord Hitle—when I've regained my full srength I'l drink hislife”



Cuzafdt asif he had spent the whole day sruggling upward from the floor of the deepest part of the
ocean with no hope of reaching air. With Molasar's words he broke surface and gulped life. Yet it would
be easy to Snk again.

"But you can't! He'swdl protected! And he'sin Berlin!™

Molasar came forward into the light again. His teeth were bared, thistimein a rough approximation of
agmile

"Lord Hitler's protection will be no more effective than dl the measures taken by his lackeys here in
my keep. No matter how many locked doors and armed men protect him, | shdl take himif 1 wish. And
no metter how far away heis, | hdl reach himwhen | have the srength.”

Cuza could bardly contain his excitement. Here a last was hope—a greater hope than he had ever
dreamed possible. "When will that be? When can you go to Belin?'

"| Sl be ready tomorrow night. | shal be strong enough then, especidly after | kill dl the invaders”

"Then I'm glad they didn't heed me when | told them the best thing they could do was to evacuate the
keep."

"You what?" It was a shout.

Cuza could not take his eyes off Molasar's hands—they clutched at him, ready to tear into him,
restrained only by their owner's will.

"I'm sorry!" he said, pressing himsdf back in his chair. "'l thought that's what you wanted!™

"l want ther lives!" The hands retreated. "When | want anything ese | will tdl you what it is, and you
will do exactly as | say!"

"Of course! Of course!” Cuza could never fully and truly agree to that, but he was in no postion to put
on a show of resstance. He reminded himsdf that he mugt never forget what sort of a being he was
deding with. Molasar would not tolerate being thwarted in any way; he had no thought other than having
his own way. Nothing else was acceptable or even conceivable to him.

"Good. For | have need of mortal aid. It has dways been so. Limited as | am to the dark hours, |
need someone who can move about in the day to prepare the way for me, to make certain arrangements
that can only be made in the day. It was so when | built this keep and arranged for its upkeep, and it is so
now. In the past | have made use of human outcasts, men with appetites different from mine but no more
acceptable to thar fdlows. | bought their services by providing them the means to sate those appetites.
But you—your price, | fed, will be in accord with my own desires. We share a common cause for now.”

Cuzalooked down at his twisted hands. "'l fear you could have a better agent than 1."

"The task | will require of you tomorrow night is a Smple one: An object precious to me mug be
removed from the keep and hidden in a secure place in the hills With that safe | shdl fed free to pursue
and destroy those who wish to kill our countrymen.”

Cuza experienced a drange floating sensation, a new emotiond buoyancy as he imagined Hitler and
Himmler cowering before Molasar, and then their torn and lifeless—better yet, headless—bodies strung
up for viewing at the entrance to an empty desth camp. It would mean an end to the war and the
svaion of his people; not merdy Romanian Jewry, but his entire race! It promised a tomorrow for
Magda. It meant an end to Antonescu and the Iron Guard. It might even mean rendatement a the



univergty.

But then redity brought him back down from those heights, back down to his whedchair. How could
he carry anything from the keep? How could he hide it in the hills when his strength could barely whed
him through the door?

"Youwill need a whole man," he said to Molasar in a voice that threatened to break. "A cripple like
meis usdessto you."

He sensed rather than saw Molasar move around the table to his Sde. He fdt light pressure on his
right shoulde—M olasar's hand. He looked up to see Molasar looking down at him. Smiling.

"You have much to learn about the scope of my powers.”

TWENTY-HVE

Thelnn
Saturday, 3 May
7020 hours

Joy.

That's what it was. Magda had never imagined how wonderful it could be to awaken in the morming
and find hersdf wrapped in the ams of someone she loved. Such a peaceful feding, a safe feding. It
meade the prospect of the coming day so much brighter to know that there would be Glenn to share it
with.

Glenn lay on his Sde, she on hers, the two of them face to face. He was ill adeep, and dthough
Magda did not want to wake him, she found she could not keep her hands off him. Gently, she ran her
pam over his shoulder, fingered the scars on his chest, smoothed the red tumble of his hair. She moved
her bare leg agang his. It was so sensuoudy warm under covers, skin to skin, pore to pore. Desire
began to add its own kind of heat to her skin. She wished he would wake up.

Magda watched his face as she waited for im to stir. So much to learn about this man. Where exactly
was he from? What had his childhood been like? What was he doing here? Why did he have that sword
blade with him? Why was he so wonderful? She was like a schoolgirl. She was thrilled with hersdf. She
could not remember being happier.

She wanted Papa to know him. The two of them would get dong marveloudy. But she wondered
how Papa would react to ther reaionship. Glenn was not Jewish ... she didn't know what he was, but he
was certainly not Jewish. Not that it made any difference to her, but such matters had dways been



important to Papa.

Papa...

A sudden wave of guilt doused her burgeoning desire. While she had been suggling in Glenn's arms;,
safe and secure between bouts of thrashing ecstasy, Papa had sat cold and done in a stone room,
surrounded by humen devils while he awaited an audience with a creature from Hell. She should be
ashamed!

And yet, why shouldn't she have solen a little pleasure for hersdf? She had not deserted Papa. She
was dill here a the inn. He had driven her away from the keep the night before and had refused to leave
it a dl yesterday. And now tha she thought of it, if Papa had come back to the inn with her yesterday
morming she would not have entered Glenn's room, and they would not be together this morning.

Strange, how things worked.

But yesterday and last night don't redly change things she told hersdf. I'm changed, but our
predicament remains undtered. This morning Papa and | are a the mercy of the Germans, just as we
were yesterday morning and the morning before that. We are ill Jews. They are dill Nazis.

Magda dipped from Glenn's side and rose to her fedt, taking the thin bedspread with her. As she
moved to the window she wrapped the fabric around her. Much had changed within her, many inhibitions
hed fdlen away like scde from a buried bronze artifact, but dill she could not stand naked a a window in
broad daylight.

The keep—she could fed it before she reached the window. The sense of evil within it had stretched
to the village during the night ... dmogt as if Molasar were reaching out for her. Across the gorge it sat,
gray stone under a gray, overcast sky, the last remnants of night fog receding around it. Sentries were dill
visble on its parapets; the front gate was open. And there was someone or something moving dong the
causaway toward the inn. Magda squinted in the morning light to see what it was.

It was awhedchair. Andinit ... Papa. But no one was pushing him. He was propdling himsdf. With
grong, rapid, rhythmic motions, Papa's hands were gripping the whed rims and his aams were turning
them, speeding him dong the causeway.

It was impossible, but she was seeing it. And he was coming to theinn!

Cdling to Glenn to wake up, she began to run around the room gathering her strewn-about garments
and pulling them on. Glenn was up in an indant, laughing at her awkward movements and helping her find
her clothes. Magda did not find the Stuation even dightly amusing. Franticaly, she pulled her clothes on
and ran from the room. She wanted to be downstairs when Papa arrived.

Theodor Cuza was finding his own kind of joy in the morning.

He had been cured. His hands were bare and open to the cool morming ar as they gripped the wheds
of his chair and rolled them dong the causeway. All without pain, without siffness For the fird time in
longer than he wished to remember, Cuza had awakened without feding as if someone had solen in on
him during the night and firmly splinted every one of hisjoints. His upper arms moved back and forth like
well-oiled pistons, his head fredy pivoted to ether Sde without pain or protesting creaks. His tongue was
mois—there was adequate sdiva again to swalow, and it went down easly. His face had thawed so that



he could once again amilein away that did not cause others around him to wince and glance away.

And he was amiling now, grinning idicticaly with the joy of mohility, of saf-aufficiency, of being able
once agan to take an active physcd role in the world around him.

Teard There were tears on his cheeks. He had cried often since the disease had firmed its grip upon
him, but the tears had long since dried up with the sdiva Now his eyes were wet and his cheeks were
dick with them. He was crying, joyfully, unabashedly, as he wheded himsdf toward the inn.

Cuza had not known what to expect as Molasar stood over him last night and placed a hand on his
shoulder, but he had fdt something change within him. He had not known what it was then, but Molasar
hed told him to go to deep, tha things would be different come morning. He had dept wdl, without the
usud repeated awakenings during the night to grope for the water cup to wet his parched mouth and
throat, and had risen later than usud.

Risn ... that was the word for it. He had risen from aliving death. On hisfirg try he had been able to
gt up, and then stand up without pain, without gripping the wall or the chair for support. He had known
then that he would be able to hep Molasar, and help him he would. Anything Molasar wanted him to do,
he would do.

There had been some rough moments leaving the keep. He could not Iet anyone know he could walk,
%0 heimitated his former infirmities as he whedled himsdf toward the gate. The sentries had looked at him
curioudy as he rolled by, but they did not stop him—he had dways been free to vist his daughter.
Fortunately, neither of the officers had been in the courtyard as he had passed through.

And now, with the Germans behind and an unobstructed causeway ahead, Professor Theodor Cuza
spoun the whedls of his chair as fast as he could. He had to show Magda. She had to see what Molasar
hed done for him.

The whed chair bounced off the end of the causeway with ajolt that dmogt tipped him headfirg out of
it, but he kept ralling. It was rougher going in the dirt but he didnt mind. It gave him a chance to siretch
his muscles, which fet unnaturaly strong despite their years of disuse. He rolled by the front door of the
inn, then turned left around its south Sde. There was only one firg floor window there, opening into the
dining acove. He stopped after he passed that and wheded up close to the stucco wal. He was out of
sght here—no one from theinn or the keep could see him, and he smply had to do it once more.

He faced the wdl and locked the brakes on his chair. A push agang the armrests and there he was:
ganding on his own two feet, supported by no one and nothing. Alone. Standing. By himsdf. He was a
men again. He could look other men draight in the eyes indead of ever up a them. No more a
child's-eye view of exisence from down there, where he was aways treated as a child. Now he was up
here... aman agan!

II%!II
He turned to see Magda at the corner of the building, ggping a him.

"Lovdy morning, isnt it?" he said and opened his ams to her. After a heartbeat's hestation, she
rushed into them.

"Oh, Pgpal" she sad in a voice that was muffled by the folds of his jacket as he crushed her aganst
him. ™Y ou can sand!”

"l can do more then that." He stepped away from her and began to wak around the whedchair,



seadying himsdf at firg with a hand atop the backrest, then rdeasing it as he redized he didn't need it.
Hislegs fdt strong, even stronger than they had fdt earlier this morning. He could walk! He fdt as if he
could run, dance. On impulse, he bent, turned, and soun around in a poor imitation of a step in the Gypsy
abulea, dmog fdling over in the process. But he kept his baance and ended up a Magdas sde,
laughing at her astonished expression.

"Papa, what's happened? It'samiracle!”

Sill gasping from laughter and exertion, he grasped her hands. "Yes, a miracle. A miracle in the truest
sense of the word."

"But how—"
"Molasar did it. He cured me. I'm free of scleroderma—completdly free of it! It's asif | never had it!"

He looked a Magda and saw how her face shone with happiness for him, how her eyes blinked to
hold back tears of joy. She was truly sharing this moment with him. And as he looked more closdly, he
sensed that she was somehow different. There was another, deeper joy in her that he had never seen
before. He fdt he should probe for its source but could not be bothered with that now. He fet too good,
too alive!

A movement caught the corner of his eye and he looked up. Magda followed his glance. Her eyes
danced when she saw who it was.

"Glenn, look! 1sn't it wonderful? Molasar has cured my father!"

The red-haired man with the strange dlive skin said nothing as he stood by the corner of the inn. His
pae-blue eyes bored into Cuzas own, making him fed as if his very soul were being examined. Magda
kept taking excitedly, rushing over to Glenn and pulling him forward by the arm. She seemed dmost
drunk with happiness.

"Itsamirade A true miraclel Now well be able to get away from here before—"
"What price have you paid?' Glenn said in alow voice that cut through Magda's chatter.

Cuza tiffened and tried to hold Glenn's gaze. He found he could not. There was no happiness for him
inthe cold blue eyes. Only sadness and disgppoi ntment.

"I've paid no price. Molasar did it for afdlow countryman.”
"Nothing isfree. Ever."

"Wdl, he did ask me to perform a few services for him, to hep make arrangements for him after he
leaves the keep snce he cannot move about in the day.”

"What, spedifically?"

Cuza was becoming annoyed with this type of interrogetion. Glenn had no right to an answer and he
was determined not to give im one. "He didn't say.”

"Odd, it it, to receive payment for a service you've not yet rendered, nor even agreed to render?
Y ou don't even know what will be required of you and yet you have dready accepted payment.”

"This is not payment,” Cuza said with renewed confidence. "This merdy enables me to hep him.
Weve made no bargan for there is no need of one. Our bond is the common cause we share—the



dimination of Germans from Romanian soil and the dimination of Hitler and Nazism from the world!™
Glenn's eyes widened and Cuza dmogt laughed at the expression on his face.
"He promised you that?'

"It was not a promise! Molasar was incensed when | told him of Kaempffer's plans for a desth camp
a Ploiesti. And when he learned that there was aman in Germany named Hitler who was behind it dl, he
vowed to destroy him as soon as he was strong enough to leave the keep. There was no need of a dedl
or abargan or payment—we have a common cause!"

He must have been shouting because he noticed that Magda took a step away from him as he
finished, a concerned look on her face. She clutched Glenn's am and leaned againg him. Cuza fdt
himsdf go cold. He tried to keep his voice cdm as he spoke.

"And what have you been doing with yourself since we parted yesterday morning, child?'
"Oh, |—I've been with Glenn most of the time"

She needed to say no more. He knew. Yes, she had been with Glenn. Cuza looked at his daughter,
dinging to the sranger with a wanton familiarity, her head bare, her hair blowing in the wind. She had
been with Glenn. It angered him. Out of his 9ght less than two days and she had given hersdf to this
heathen. He would put a stop to that! But not now. Soon. There were too many other important matters
a hand. As soon as he and Molasar had finished ther business in Berlin, he would see to it that this
Glenn character with the accusng eyes was taken care of, too.

... taken care of...? He didn't even know what he meant by that. He wondered at the scope of his
hodtility toward Glenn.

"But don't you see what this means?' Magda was saying, obvioudy trying to soothe him. "We can
leave, Papal We can escape down into the pass and get awvay from here. You don't have to go back to
the keep again! And Glenn will help us, won't you, Glenn?'

"Of course. But | think you'd better ask your father firg if he wants to leave."
Damn him! Cuza thought as Magda turned wondering eyes on him. Thinks he knows everything!
"Papa...?" she began, but the look on his face must have told her what the answer would be.

"I must go back,” he told her. "Not for mysdf. | don't matter anymore. It's for our people. Our
culture. For the world. Tonight he will be strong enough to put an end to Kaempffer and the rest of the
Gearmans here. After that, | just have to perform afew ample tasks for him and we can wak away from
here without worrying about hiding from search parties. And after Molasar kills Hitler—!"

"Can he redly do that?' Magda asked, her expresson questioning the enormity of the possbility he
was decribing.

"| asked mysdf that very question. And then | thought about how he has 0 terrified these Germans
until they are ready to shoot at each other, and has euded them in that tiny keep for a week and a hdlf,
killing them at will." He held up his hands bare to the wind and watched with a renewed sense of awe as
the fingers flexed and extended easily, painlesdy. "And after what he has done for me, I've come to the
concdusion that there is very little he cannot do."

"Can you trust hm?" Magda asked.



Cuza stared a her. This Glenn had gpparently tainted her with his suspicious nature. He was no good
for her.

"Can | dford not to?' he sad after a pause. "My child, don't you see that this will mean a return to
normacy for usdl? Our friends the Gypsieswill no longer be hunted down, serilized, and put to work as
daves. We Jews will not be driven from our homes and our jobs, our property will no longer be
confiscated, and we will no longer face the certain extinction of our race. How can | do anything ese but
trust Molasar?'

His daughter was slent. There was no rebutta forthcoming, for no rebuttal existed.
"And for me" he continued, "it will mean a return to the university.”
"Yes ... your work." Magda seemed to bein a sort of daze.

"My work was my firg thought, yes. But now that | am fit again, | don't see why | should not be made
chancdlor.”

Magda glanced up sharply. "You never wanted to be in adminigration before.”
She was right. He never had. But things were different now.

"That was before. Thisis now. And if | help rid Romania of the fascigts ruining it, don't you think |
should deserve some sort of recognition?!

"You will so have set Molasar loose upon the world,” Glenn said, bresking his prolonged slence.
"That may earn you a kind of recognition you don't want.”

Cuzafdt his jaw muscles bunch in anger. Why didnt this outsider just go away? "He's already |oose!
Il merdly be channding his power. There mugt be away we can come to some sort of an ... arangement
with him. We can learn so much from a being such as Molasar, and he can offer so much. Who knows
what other supposedly ‘incurable€ diseases he can remedy? We will owe him an enormous debt for
ridding us of Nazism. | would consider it a mord obligation to find some way of coming to terms with
him."

"Terms?' Glenn said. "What kind of terms are you prepared to offer him?”'
"Something can be arranged.”
"What, goecificaly?'

"l don't know—we can offer him the Nazis who started this war and who run the death camps. That's
agood sart.”

"And after they're gone? Who next? Remember, Molasar will go on and on. You will have to provide
sugtenance forever. Who next?'

"l will not be interrogated like thid" Cuza shouted as his temper frayed to the bresking point.
"Something will be worked out! If an entire nation can accommodeate itsdf to Adolf Hitler, surdy we can
find away to coexigt with Molasar!"

"There can be no coexistence with mongers” Glenn said, "be they Nazis or Nosferatu. Excuse me.”

He turned and strode away. Magda stood 4ill and quiet, garing after him. And Cuza in turn stared at
his daughter, knowing that dthough she had not run after the stranger in body, she had done so in pirit.



He had lost his daughter.

The redlization should have hurt, should have cut him to the bone and made him bleed. Yet he fdt no
pan or sense of loss. Only anger. He fdt two steps removed from dl emotions except rage a the man
who had taken his daughter away from him.

Why didnit he hurt?

After watching Glenn until he had rounded the corner of the inn, Magda turned back to her father. She
dudied his angry face, trying to understand what was going on indde him, trying to sort out her own
confused fedings

Papa had been cured, and that was wonderful. But at what price? He had changed so—not just in
body, but in mind, in persondity even. There was a note of arrogance in his voice she had never heard
before. And his defensiveness about Molasar was totdly out of character. It was as if Papa had been
fragmented and then put back together with fine wire ... but with some of the pieces missng.

"And you?' Papa asked. "Are you going to wak away from me, too?"

Magda studied him before answering. He was dmost a stranger. "Of course not," she said, hoping her
voice did not show how much she ached to be with Glenn right now. "But..."

"'But' what?' His voice cut her like awhip.
"Have you redly thought about what dediing with a creature like Molasar means?’

The contortions of Papas newly mohilized face as he replied shocked her. His lips writhed as he
grimaced with fury.

"So! Your lover has managed to turn you againg your own father and againgt your own people, has
he?' His words struck like blows. He barked a harsh, bitter laugh. "How eesly you are swayed, my
child! A pair of blue eyes, some muscles, and you're ready to turn your back on your people as they are
about to be daughtered!”

Magda swayed on her feet asif buffeted by a gde. This could not be Papa taking! He had never
been crud to her or to anyone, and yet now he was utterly vicioud But she refused to let him see how
much he had just hurt her.

"My only concern was for you,” she said through tight lips that would have quivered had she dlowed
them to. "You don't know that you can trust Molasar!"

"And you don't know that | can't! Y ou've never spoken with him, never heard him out, never seen the
look in his eyes when he talks of the Germans who have invaded his keep and his country.”

"I've fdt his touch,” Magda said, shivering despite the sunlight. "Twice. There was nothing there to
convince me that he could care a bit for the Jeaws—or for any living thing."

"I've fdt his touch, too," Papa said, rasng his ams and waking in a quick circle around the empty
whedchair. " See for yoursdlf what that touch has done for mel Asfor Molasar saving our people, | have
no delusons. He doesn't care about Jews in other lands; only in his own. Only Romanian Jews. The key



word is Romanian! He was a nobleman in this land, and he ill considers it his land. Cal it nationaism
or patriotism or whatever—it doesn't matter. The fact is that he wants dl Germans off what he cdls
'Wallachian soil' and he intends to do something about it. Our people will benefit. And | intend to do
anything | can to hdp him!"

The words rang true. Magda couldn't help but admit that. They were logicd, plausble. And it could
be a noble thing Papa was doing. Right now he could run off and save himsdf and her; ingtead, he was
committing himsdf to return to the keep to try to save more than two lives. He was risking his own life for
agreater god. Maybe it was the right thing to do. Magda so wanted to believe that.

But she could not. The numbing cold of Molasar's touch had Ieft her with a permanent rime of
mistrust. And there was something else, too: the look in Papas eyes as he spoke to her now. A wild
look. Tainted...

"l only want you safe” It was dl she could say.

"And | want you safe)" hetold her.

She noted a softening in his eyes and in his voice. He was more like his old sdf for a moment.
" dso want you to stay away from that Glenn," he said. "He's no good for you."

Magda looked away, downward to the floor of the pass. She would never agree to give up Glenn.
"He's the best thing that ever happened to me”

"Isthat 07"
She sensed the hardness cregping back into Papa's tone.

"Yes" Her voice sank to a whisper. "He's made me see that 1've never redly known the meaning of
living until now."

"How touching! How mdodramatic!" Papa said, his voice dripping scorn. "But he's not a Jew!"

Magda had been expecting this. "I don't carel” she said, facing him. And somehow she knew that

Papa no longer cared ethe—it was just another objection to fling a her. "He's a good man. And if and
when we get out of here, I'll stay with him, if hell have me™

"Well see about that!" There was menace in his expression. "But for now | can see that we have no
more to discus3” He threw himsdf into the whedchair.

"Pepa?
"Push me back to the keep!”

Anger flared in Magda. "Push yoursdlf back!" She regretted her words immediaidly. She had never
spoken to her father that way in her entire life What was worse: Papa did not seem to notice. Either that,
or he had noticed and did not care enough to react.

"It was foolish of me to whed mysdf over thismorning,” he said asiif she had not spoken &t al. "But |
could not wait around for you to come and get me. | must be more careful. | want no suspicions raised
about the true state of my hedth. | want no extra watch on me. So get behind me and push.”

Magda did so, rductantly and resentfully. For once, she was glad to leave him at the gate and wak
back done.



Matel Stephanescu was angry. Rage burned in his chest like a glowing coa. He did not know why.
He sat tense and rigid in the front room of histiny house a the southern end of the village, a cup of tea
and aloaf of bread on the table before him. He thought of many things. And his rage grew steadily hotter.

He thought of Alexandra and his sons and how it wasn't right that they should get to work at the keep
dl ther lives and earn gold while he had to chase a herd of goats up and down the pass until they grew
big enough to I or barter for his needs. He had never envied Alexandra before, but this morning it
seemed that Alexandra and his sons were at the core of dl hisills

Matel thought about his own sons. He needed them here. He was forty-seven and dready gray in the
har and knobby in the joints. But where were his sons? They had deserted him—gone to Bucharest two
years ago to seek ther fortunes, leaving their father and mother adone. They had not cared enough for
ther father to stay near m and help him as he grew older. He hadn't heard from either of them since
they'd left. If he indtead of Alexandra had had the work &t the keep, Matel was sure his own sons would
now be at his Sde and perhaps Alexandra's would have run off to Bucharest.

It was a rotten world and getting rottener. Even his own wife did not care enough about him to get out
of bed for im this morning. 1oan had aways been anxious to see that he got off with a good breakfast.
But this morning was different. She wasn't sick. She had merdy told him, "Go fix it yoursdf!" And so he
hed fixed his own tea, which now sat cold and untasted before him. He picked up the knife that lay next
to the teacup and cut athick dice of bread. But after hisfirg bite he spit it out.

Sale!

Matel dammed his hand down on the table. He could not take much more of this. With the knife il
in his hand he marched into the bedroom and stood over the prone form of his wife dill bundled under
the covers.

"The bread's gdle" he said.
"Then bake some fresh for yoursdf,” came the muffled reply.

"Y ou're amiserable wife" he cried in a hoarse voice. The handle of the knife was sweaty in his hand.
His temper was reaching the breaking point.

loan threw the covers off and rose to her knees on the bed, hands on hips, her black har in wild
disarray, her face puffy with deep and fired with a rage that mirrored his own.

"And you are a poor excuse for aman!"

Matel stood and stared at hiswifein shock. For a heartbeat he seemed to step outside himsdf to view
the scene. It was not like loan to say such a thing. She loved him. And he loved her. But right now he
wanted to kill her.

What was hagppening? It was as if there were something in the air they breathed that brought out the
worgt in them.

And then he was back behind his own eyes, bailing with insensate rage, driving the knife toward his
wife. He fdt the impact rattle up his aam as the blade rammed into loan's flesh, heard her scream in fear
and pain. And then he turned and waked out, never tuming back to see where the knife had struck, or



whether loan was 4ill dive or dead.

As Captain Woermann tightened the collar on his tunic before going down to the mess for lunch, he
glanced out hiswindow and saw the professor and his daughter gpproaching the keep on the causeway.
He studied the pair, taking a certain grim satisfaction in the knowledge that his decison to make the girl
day a theinn rather than at the keep, and to dlow the two of them to meet fredy and confer during the
day, had been a good one. There had been greater harmony among the men with her out of sght, and
she had not bolted despite the fact that she had been Ieft unguarded. He had made the proper assessment
of her: loyd and devoted. As he watched, he saw tha they were embroiled in a congderably animated
discusson.

Something about the scene struck Woermann as wrong. He scrutinized them until he noticed that the
old man's gloves were off. He had yet to see the professor's hands uncovered since hisarivd. And Cuza
seemed to be heping the chair dong by pushing againg the whedls.

Woermann shrugged. Perhaps the professor was just having a good day. He trotted down the steps,
Srapping on his belt and holster as he went. The courtyard was a shambles, a confusion of jeeps, lorries,
generators, and granite block torn from the wadls. The men on the work detail were in the mess in the
rear having lunch. They did not seem to be working so hard today as they had been yesterday; but then,
there had been no degth last night to spur them on.

He heard voices raised from the gate and turned to look. It was the professor and the girl, arguing as
the sentry stood by impassvely. Woermann did not have to understand Romanian to know that there
was contention between them. The girl seemed to be on the defensive but was holding her ground. Good
for her. The old man seemed too much of atyrant to Woermann, usng hisillness as a weapon againg the

girl.

But he seemed lessiill today. His usudly frail voice sounded strong and vibrant. The professor must be
having a very good day indeed.

Woermann turned and began walking toward the mess area. After a few firm steps, however, his
pace fatered and dowed as his gaze was drawn to the right where an open arch sat dark and 4ill, giving
access viaits stone gullet to the cdlar and beyond.

Those boots... those damned muddy boots...

They haunted him, taunted him ... something nasty about them. He had to check them again. Just
once.

He descended the steps quickly and hurried down the cdlar hdl. No need to prolong this. Just a
quick look and then back up to the light. He snatched a lantern from the floor by the break in the wal, lit
it, and then made hisway down into the cold, slent night of the sub-cdllar.

At the base of the steps were three large rats siffing around in the dime and dirt. Grimacing with
disgugt, Woermann pawed for his Luger while the rats glared a him defiantly. By the time his wegpon
hed been freed and a cartridge chambered, the rats had scurried away.

Keeping the pistol raised before him, Woermann hurried over to the row of sheeted cadavers. He
saw no more rats on the way. The question of the muddy boots had been blotted from his mind. All he



cared about now was the condition of the dead soldiers. If those rats had been a them he would never
forgive himsdf for ddaying shipment of the remains.

Nothing seemed amiss. The sheets were dl in place. He lifted the covers one by one to ingpect the
dead faces, but there was no Sgn that the rats had been gnawing at them. He touched the flesh of one of
the faces—cold ... icy cold and hard. Probably not at dl gopetizing to arat.

Still, he could take no chances now that he had seen rats here. The bodies would be shipped out first
thing tomorrow morning. He had waited long enough. As he draightened up and turned to leave, he
noticed a hand of one of the corpses dicking out from under its sheet. He bent again to tuck it back
under the cover but snatched his hand away as it came in contact with the dead fingertips.

They were shredded.

Curdang the rats, he hdd the lamp closer to see how much damage they had done. A crawling
sensation ran down his spine as he ingpected the hand. It was filthy. The nalls were shattered and caked
with dirt, the flesh of each fingertip torn and shredded dmogt to the bone.

Woermann fdt sick. He had seen hands like this once before. They had belonged to a soldier in the
last war who had received a head wound and migtakenly had been pronounced dead. He had been
buried dive. After awvakening in his coffin he had clawed his way through a pine box and five or six feet
of dirt. Despite his superhuman efforts, the poor fellow never made it to the surface. But before his lungs
gave out, his hands had broken through to the air.

And those hands, both of them, had looked like this.

Shuddering, Woermann backed away toward the steps. He did not want to see the dead soldier's
other hand. He did not want to see any more down here. Ever again.

He turned and ran for daylight.

Magda returned directly to her room, intending to spend a few hours done there. So many things to
think about; she needed time with hersdlf. But she could not think. The room was too full of Glenn and of
memories of last night. The rumpled bed in the corner was a continud distraction.

She wandered to the window, drawn as ever to the sght of the keep. The maase that had once been
confined within its walls now saturated the ar she breathed, further frudrating her atempts a coherent
thought. The keep sat out there on its stone perch like some dimy sea thing sending out tentacles of evil in
dl directions.

As she turned away, the bird's nest caught her eye. The chicks were drangdy dlent. After ther
inggent cheeping al yesterday and into the night, it was odd they should be so quiet now. Unless they
hed flown the nest. But that couldn't be. Magda did not know much about birds but she knew those tiny
things had been far from ready for flight.

Concerned, she pulled the stool over to the window and stepped up for a view into the nest. The
chicks were there: dill, limp, fuzzy forms with open, slent mouths and huge, glassy, sSghtless eyes.
Looking a them, Magda fdt an unaccountable sense of loss. She jumped down from the stool and
leaned againgt the windowsll, puzzled. No violence had been done to the baby birds. They had smply
died. Disease? Or had they starved to death? Had the mother fdlen victim to one of the village cats? Or



hed she deserted them?
Magda didn't want to be done anymore.

She crossed the hdl and knocked on Glenn's door. When there was no reply she pushed it open and
stepped ingde. Empty. She went to the window and looked out to see if Glenn might be taking the sun a
the rear of the building, but there was no one there.

Where could he be?

She went downgtairs. The sght of dirty dishes Ieft on the table in the acove struck her. Magda had
adways known Lidia to be an immaculate housekeeper. The dishes reminded her that she had missed
breakfast. It was dmost lunchtime now and she was hungry.

Magda stepped through the front door and found Iuliu anding outside, looking toward the other end
of the village.

"Good morning,” she said. "Any chance of lunch baing served early?'

[uiu swiveled hisbulk to look at her. The expression on his stubbly face was doof and hodlile, asif he
could not imagine dignifying such a request with areply. After awhile he turned away again.

Magda followed his gaze down the road to a knot of people outside one of the village huts.
"What happened?' she asked.

"Nothing that would interest an outsder,” Iuliu replied in a surly tone. Then he seemed to change his
mind. "But perhaps you should know." There was a mdicious dant to his amile "Alexandras boys have
been fighting with each other. One is dead and the other badly hurt.”

"How awful!" Magda said. She had met Alexandru and his sons, questioned them about the keep a
number of times. They had dl seemed so close. She was as shocked by the news of the desth as she was
by the pleasure luliu seemed to have taken intdling her.

"Not avful, Domnisoara Cuza. Alexandru and his family have long thought themsdves better than the
rest of us. Serves them right!" His eyes narrowed. "And it serves as a lesson to outsiders who come here
thinking themsalves better than the people who live here.”

Magda backed away from the threet in luliu's voice. He had dways been such a placid fdlow. What
had gotten into him?

She turned and walked around the inn. Now more than ever she needed to be with Glenn. But he was
nowherein gght. Nor was he a his usud spot in the brush where he watched the keep.

Glenn was gone.

Worried and despondent, Magda walked back to the inn. As she stepped up to the door she saw a
hunched figure limping up from the village. It was a woman and she appeared to be hurt.

"Hep me"
Magda started toward her but luliu appeared at the doorway and pulled her back.
"You day herel" he told Magda gruffly, then turned toward the injured woman. "Go away, loan!"



"I'm hurt!" she cried. "Mae stabbed ma*

Magda saw that the woman's left am hung limp a her side and her dothing—it looked like a
nightgown—was soaked with blood on the left sde from shoulder to knee.

"Don' bring your troubles here,”" Iuliu told her. "We have our own."
The woman continued forward. "Help me, pleasa!”

Iuiu stepped away from the door and picked up an apple-sized rock.
"No!" Magda cried and reached to stay hisarm.

Iuiu elbowed her aside and threw the rock, grunting with the force he put behind it. Fortunately for
the woman hisam was poor and the missle whizzed harmlesdy past her head. But its message was not
logt on her. With a sob, she turned and began hobbling away.

Magda started after her. "Wait! I'll help you!"

But Iuliu grabbed her roughly by the arm and shoved her through the doorway into the inn. Magda
sumbled and fdl to the floor.

"Youll mind your business" he shouted. "l don't need anyone bringing trouble to my house! Now get
updtairs and stay there!”

"You cant—" Magda began, but then saw Iuliu step forward with bared teeth and a raised am.
Frightened, she leaped to her feet and retreated to the dairs.

What had come over luliu? He was a different person! The whole village seemed to have falen under
avidous spell—stabhings, killings and no one willing to give the dightest aid to a neighbor in need. What
was happening here?

Once upstairs, Magda went directly to Glenn's room. It was unlikey he could have returned without
her spotting him, but she had to check.

Stll empty.
Where was he?

She wandered about the tiny room. She checked the closet and found everything as it had been
yesterday—the clothes, the case with the hiltless sword blade in it, the mirror. The mirror bothered her.
She looked over to the space above the bureau. The nal was 4ill in the wal there. She reached behind
the mirror and found the wire dill intact. Which meant it hadn't fdlen from the wall; someone had taken it
down. Glenn? Why would he do that?

Uneasy, she closed the closet door and left the room. Papa's crud words of the morning and Glenn's
unexplained disappearance were combining, she decided, to make her suspicious of everything. She had
to hold hersdlf together. She had to bdieve that Papa would be dl right, that Glenn would come back to
her soon, and that the people in the village would return to their former gentle selves.

Glemn ... where could he have gone? And why? Y esterday had been atime of complete togetherness
for the two of them, and today she couldn't even find him. Had he used her? Had he taken his pleasure
with her and now abandoned her? No, she couldn't believe that.

He had seemed grestly disturbed by what Papa had told him this morning. Glenn's absence might have



something to do with that. Still, she fdt he had deserted her.

As the sun sank closer to the mountaintops, Magda became dmog frantic. She checked his room
agan—no change. Disconsolately, she wandered back to her own room and to the window facing the
keep. Avoiding the slent nest, her eyes ranged the brush adong the edge of the gorge, looking for
something, anything that might lead her to Glenn.

And then she saw movement within the brush to the right of the causeway. Without waiting for a
second ook to be sure, Magda ran for the stairs. It had to be Glenn! It had to be!

Iuiu was nowhere about and she I&ft the inn without any trouble. As she approached the brush, she
spied hisred hair anong the leaves. Her heart leaped. Joy and rdief flooded through he—aong with a
hint of resentment for the torment she had been through dl day.

She found him perched on a rock, wetching the keep from the cover of the branches. She wanted to
throw her ams around him and laugh because he was safe, and she wanted to scream a him for
disgppearing without a word.

"Where have you been dl day?' Magda asked as she came up behind him, trying her best to keep her
voice cam.

He answered without turning around. "Waking. | had some thinking to do, so | took a wak dong the
floor of the pass. A longwak."

"l missed you."

"And | you." He turned and held out his arm. "There's room enough here for two." His amile was not
aswide or as reassuring as it could have been. He seemed strangely subdued, preoccupied.

Magda ducked under hisarm and hugged againg him. Good ... it fdt good within the carapace of that
am. "What's worrying you?'

"A number of things. These leaves for indance.” He grabbed a handful from the branches nearest him
and crumbled them in hisfist. "They're drying out. Dying. And it's only April. And the villagers...”

"It'sthe keep, it it?" Magda said.

"It ssemsthat way, doesn't it? The longer the Germans Stay in there, the more they chip away at the
interior of the structure, the further the evil within spreads. Or so it seems.”

"Or 0 it seems” Magda echoed him.
"And then ther€'s your father..."

"He worries me, too. | don't want Molasar to turn on him and leave him"—she could not say it; her
mind refused to picture it—"like the others.”

"Worse things can happen to aman than having his blood drained.”

The solemnity of Glenn's tone struck her. "You said that once before, on the firs morning you met
Papa. But what could be worse?!

"He could lose his Hf."

"Himsdf?'



"No. Sdf. Hisown sdf. What he is, what he has struggled dl hislife to be. That can be log.”

"Glenn, | don't understand.” And she didn't. Or perhaps didnt want to. There was a faraway look in
Glenn's eyes that disturbed her.

"Let's suppose something,” he said. "Let's suppose that the vampire, or moroi, or undead, as he exists
in legend—a spirit confined to the grave by day, riang a night to feed on the blood of the living—is
nothing more than the legend you aways thought it to be. Suppose ingtead that the vampire myth is the
result of ancient taletellers attempts to conceptudize something beyond thelr understanding; thet the red
basis for the legend is a being who thirgts for nothing so Smple as blood, but who feeds instead on human
weakness, who thrives on madness and pain, who steadily gains strength and power from human misery,
fear, and degradation.”

His voice, his tone, made her uncomfortable. "Glenn, don't tak like that. That's awful. How could
anything feed on pain and misery? Y ou're not saying that Molasar—"

"I'm just supposing.”

"Wdl, youre wrong," she said with true conviction. "l know Molasar is evil, and perhaps insane.
That's because of what he is. But he's not evil in the way you describe. He can't be! Before we arrived he
saved the villagers the mgor had taken prisoner. And remember what he did for me when those two
soldiers attacked me"" Magda closed her eyes at the memory. "He saved me. And what could be more
degrading than rape at the hands of two Nazis? Something that feeds on degradation could have had a
ardl feast a my expense. But Molasar pulled them off me and killed them.”

"Yes Rather brutdly, | believe, from what you told me”

Queasly, Magda remembered the soldiers gurgling death rattles, the grinding of the bones in their
necks as Molasar shook them. "So?"

"S0o he did not go completely unappeased.”

“But he could have killed me, too, if that would have given him pleasure. But he didn't. He returned
meto my father."

Glenn's eyes pierced her. "Exactly!"
Puzzled by Glenn's response, Magda fdtered, then hurried on.

"And as for my father, he's spent the last few years in dmogt continud agony. Completely miserable.
And now he's cured of his scleroderma. It's as if he never had it! If human misery nourishes Molasar,
why has he not let my father remainill and in pain and feed on that? Why cut off a source of 'nourishment’
by heding my father?"

"Why indeed?"

"Oh, Glenn!" she said, dutching hersdf to him. "Don't frighten me any more than | dready am! | don't
want to argue with you—I've aready had such an awful time with my father. | couldn't bear to be a odds
with you, too!"

Glenn's arm tightened around her. "All right, then. But think on this Your father is hedthier now in
body than he has been for many years. But what of the man within? Is he the same man you came here
with four days ago?'



That was a question that had plagued Magda dl day—one she didn't know how to answer.

"Yes... No ... | don't know! | think he's just as confused as | am right now. But I'm sure hell be dl
right. HE's just had a shock, that's al. Being suddenly cured of a supposedly incurable, steedily crippling
disease would make anyone behave srangdy for awhile. But helll get over it. You wait and see”

Glenn said nothing, and Magda was glad of that. It meant that he, too, wanted peace between them.
She watched the fog form dong the floor of the pass and dart to rise as the sun ducked behind the
peaks. Night was coming.

Night. Papa had said that Molasar would rid the keep of Germans tonight. That should have given her
hope, but somehow it seemed terrible and ominous to her. Even the fed of Glenn's aam around her could
not entirely dlay her fear.

"Let's go back to theinn," she said at last.

Glenn shook his head. "No. | want to see what happens over there”

"It could be along night.”

"It might be the longest night ever,” he said without looking at her. "Endless.”

Magda glanced up and caught a look of terrible guilt passng over his face. What was tearing him up
indde? Why wouldn't he share it with her?

TWENTY-SIX

"Areyou ready?'

Thewords did not sartle Cuza. After seeing the last dying rays of the sun fade from the sky, he had
been anticipating Molasar's arrival. At the sound of the hollow voice, he rose from the whedchair, proud
and grateful to be able to do so. He had waited dl day for the sun to go down, cursing it a times for
baing so dow in its course across the sky.

And now the moment was findly here. Tonight would be his night and no one else's. Cuza had waited
for this. It was his. No one could take it from him.

"Ready!" he said, turning to find Molasar standing close behind him, bardy visble in the glow of a
dngle candle on the table. Cuza had unscrewed the dectric bulb overhead. He found himsdf more
comfortable in the wan flicker of the candle. More a ease. More a home. More a one with Molasar.
"Thanks to you, I'm able to hdp."

Molasar's expression was neutrd. "It took little to hed the wounds caused by your illness. Had | been
stronger, | could have heded you in an indant; in my relatively weakened condition, however, it took dl
night.”"



"No doctor could have done it in alifetime—two lifaimed"

"Nothing!" Molasar said with a quick, deprecating gesture of his right hand. "I have great powers for
bringing death, but o great powers for heding. There is dways a baance. Always™"

He thought Molasar's mood uncharacterigticaly philosophica. But Cuza had no time for philosophy
tonight. "What do we do now?'

"Wewait," Molasar said. "All isnot yet ready.”
"And after—what?' Cuza could barely contain hisimpatience. "What then?"

Molasar grolled to the window and looked out a the darkening mountains. After a long pause, he
spoke in alow tone.

"Tonight | am going to entrust you with the source of my power. You mug take it, remove it from the
keep, and find a safe hiding place for it somewhere up in those crags. You mugt not let anyone stop you.
You mugt not dlow anyone to take it from you."

Cuza was baffled. "The source of your power?' He racked his memory. "l never heard of the undead
having such athing."

"That is because we never wished it to be known," Molasar said, turning and facing him. "My powers
flow from it, but it is aso the mogt vulnerable point in my defenses. It dlows meto exis as | do, butin the
wrong hands it can be used to end my exisence. That is why | dways keep it near me where | can
protect it."

"Wha wit? Where—"

"A tdisman, hidden now in the depths of the sub-cellar. If | am to depart the keep, | cannot leave it
behind unprotected. Nor can | risk teking it with me to Germany. So | must give it over for safekeeping
to someone | can trust." He moved closer.

Cuza fdt a chill ged over his skin as the depthless black of Molasar's pupils fixed on him, but he
forced himsdf to stand his ground.

"You can trust me. I'l hide it so wel that even a mountain goat will be hard pressed to find it. |
swear!"

"Do you?' Molasar moved even closer. Candldight flickered off his waxy face. "It will be the most
important task you have ever undertaken.”

"l can do it—now," Cuza said, baling his fists and feding strength rather than pain in the movemen.
"No one will take it away from me"

“Itisunlikely that anyonewill try. And even if someone does, it is doubtful anyone dive today would
know how to useit againgt me. But on the other hand, it is made of gold and slver. Should someone find
it and try to mdt it down..."

A twinge of uncertainty plucked at Cuza. "Nothing can stay hidden forever.”

"Forever is not necessary. Only until | have finished with Lord Hitler and his cohorts. It need reman
safe only until | return. After that | shall again take charge of its protection.”

"It will be safel™ Cuza's self-confidence flowed back into him. He could hide anything in these hills for



afew days. "When you return it shdl be waiting for you. Hitler gone—what a glorious day that will be!
Freedom for Romania, for the Jews. And for me—vindication!"

"Vindication?'
"My daughter—she does not think | should trust you."
Molasar's eyes narrowed. "It was not wise to discuss thiswith anyone, even your own daughter.”

"Sheis as anxious to see Hitler gone as | am. She amply finds it hard to believe that you are sincere.
She's being influenced by the man | fear has become her lover."

"Whatman?"

Cuza thought he saw Molasar flinch, thought the pdlid face had grown a shade paer. "I don't know
much about him. His name is Glenn and he seems to have an interest in the keep. But as to—"

Cuza suddenly fdt himsdf jerked forward and upward. In ablur of motion, Molasar's hands had shot
out, grasped the fabric of his coat, and lifted him clear off the floor.

"What does he look like?" The words were harsh, forced through clenched teeth.

"He—he'stdl!" Cuza blurted, terrified by the enormous strength in the cold hands just inches from his
throat, and the long ydlow teeth so near. "Almog astal as you, and—"

"His hair! What about his har?'
"Red!"

Molasar hurled him away through the air, sending him tumbling across the room, ralling and skidding
hdplesdy, bruisngly dong the floor. And as he did, a gutturd sound escaped Molasar's throat, distorted
by rage but recognizable to Cuza as—

"Glaeken!"

Cuza thudded againg the far wdl of the room and lay dazed for a moment. As his vison dowly
cleared, he saw something he had never expected to seein Molasar's face: fear.

Glaeken? Cuza thought, crouching, afrad to speak. Wasn't that the name of the secret sect Molasar
had mentioned two nights ago? The fanatics who used to pursue him? The ones he had built the keep to
hide from? He watched Molasar go to the window and stare out toward the village, his expression
unreadable. Findly, he turned again toward Cuza. His mouth was set in atight, thin line.

"How long has he been here?!
"Three days—since Wednesday evening." Cuza fdt compelled to add: "Why? What's wrong?'

Molasar did not answer immediately. He paced back and forth in the growing darkness beyond the
candldight—three steps this way, three steps that way, deep in thought. And then he stopped.

"The Glaeken sect mug 4ill exigt," he sad in a hushed voice. "I should have known! They were
aways too tenacious, their zed for world domination too fanatica for them to die out! These Nazis you
gpeak of ... this Hitler... it dl makes sense now. Of course!™

Cuzafdt it might be safe to rise. "What makes sense?"



"The Glagken aways chose to work behind the scenes, using popular movements to hide their identity
and their true ams" Molasar stood there, a towering shadow, and raised his fids "I see it now. Lord
Hitler and his followers are just another facade for the Glagken. I've been a fool! | should have
recognized ther methods when you firg told me about the death camps. And then that twisted cross
these Nazis have painted on everything—how obvious! The Glagken were once an am of the Church!”

"But Glenn—"

"Heis one of them! Not one of their puppets like the Nazis, but one of the inner circle. A true member
of the Glaeken—one of its assassind”

Cuzafdt his throat condtrict. "But how can you be sure?’

"The Glagken breed ther assassins true to a certain form: dways blue eyes, dways fantly dlive skin,
aways red hair. They are trained in every method of killing, induding ways of killing the undead. This one
who cdls himsdf Glenn meansto see that | never leave my keep!”

Cuza leaned againg the wall, reding at the thought of Magda in the arms of a man who was part of
the red power behind Hitler. 1t was too fantadtic to believel And yet it dl seemed to fit. That was the red
horror of it—it dl fit. No wonder Glenn had been so upset a hearing hm say he was going to hep
Molasar rid the world of Hitler. It dso explained Glenn's unceasing efforts to cast doubt on everything
Molasar had told him. And it explained, too, why Cuza had indinctivdly come to loathe the red-haired
man. The mongter was not Molasar—it was Glenn! And at this very moment Magda was no doubt with
him! Something had to be done!

He steadied himsdf and looked at Molasar. Cuza could not dlow himsdf to panic now. He needed
answers before deciding whet to do. "How can he possibly stop you?'

"He knows ways ... ways perfected by his sect over centuries of conflict with my kind. He aone
would be adle to use my tdisman agangt me. If he gains possession of it hewill destroy me!™

"Dedroy you..." Cuza stood in a daze. Glenn could ruin everything. If Glenn destroyed Molasar it
would mean more desth camps, more conquests by Hitler's armies... the eradication of the Jews as a

people.

"He mugt be diminated,” Molasar said. "I cannot risk leaving my source of power here behind me
while heis about.”

"Then do it!" Cuza said. "Kill him like you killed the otherg"

Molasar shook his head. "I am not yet strong enough to face one such as he—at least not outside
these wdls. I'm stronger in the keep. If there were some way to bring hm here, | could ded with him. |
could then see that he would never interfere with me—ever!"

"l haveit!" The solution was suddenly clear in Cuzas brain, cryddlizing even as he spoke. It was 0
smple "WEell have him brought here."

Molasar's expresson was dubious but interested. "By whom?"

"Mgor Kaempffer will be more than happy to do it!" Cuza heard himsdf laugh and was sartled at the
sound. But why not laugh? He could not suppress his glee a the idea of usng an SS mgor to hdp rid the
world of Nazism.

"Why should he want to do that?'



"Leaveit to md"

Cuza seated himsdf in the whedchar and began rdling toward the door. His mind was working
furioudy. He would have to find the right way to bend the mgor to his way of thinking, to let Kaempffer
reach the decison to bring Glenn over to the keep on his own. He wheded himsdf out of the tower and
into the courtyard.

"Guard! Guard!" he shouted. Sergeant Oster hurried over immediady, two other soldiers behind him.
"Get the mgjor!" he caled, puffing with feigned exertion. "I musgt speak to him immediatdy!”

"l relay the message,” the sergeant said, "but don't expect him to come running.” The other two
soldiers grinned & this

"Tdl him I've learned something important about the keep, something that must be acted upon tonight.
Tomorrow may be too lae”

The sergeant looked & one of the privates and jerked his head toward the rear of the keep. "Move"
To the other, he gestured toward the whedlchair. "Let's see to it that Mgor Kaempffer doesn't have to
walk too far to see what the professor has to say.”

Cuza was whedled as far across the courtyard as the rubble would dlow, then left to wait. He sat
quietly, composing what he would say. After many long minutes, Kaempffer appeared at the opening in
the rear wall, his head bare. He was obvioudy annoyed.

"What do you have to tdl me, Jew?' he called.

"It's of utmost importance, Mgor," Cuza replied, weekening his voice so Kaempffer would have to
drain to hear. "And not for shouting.”

As Mgor Kaempffer picked his way through the maze of fdlen stone, his lips were moving,
indubitably forming slent curses.

Cuza had not redlized how much he would enjoy thislittle charade.

Kaempffer findly arrived a the whedchar's sde and waved the others away. "This had better be
good, Jew. If you've brought me out here for nothing—"

"I believe I've discovered a new source of information about the keep," Cuza told him in a low,
conspiratorid tone. "Therés a stranger over a theinn. | met im today. He seems very interested in what
isgoing on here—too interested. He questioned me very closdy on it this morning.”

"Why should thet interest me?'

"Wdl, he made a few statements which struck me as odd. So odd that | looked into the forbidden
books when | returned and found references there which backed up his statements.”

"What satements?’

"They are unimportant in themsdves. What isimportant is that they indicate that he knows more about
the keep than hel's tdling. | think he may be connected in some way to the people who are paying for the
keep's maintenance.”

Cuza paused to let this settle in. He didnt want to overburden the maor with information. After
aufficent time, he added:



"If I were you, Mgjor, | would ask the gentleman to stop in tomorrow for a chat. Maybe he would be
good enough to tdl us something.”

Kaempffer sneered. "You aren't me, Jew! | do not waste my time asking dalts to vist—and | don't
wait until morning!" He turned and gestured to Sergeant Oster. "Get four of my troopers down here on
the double!" Then back to Cuza "Y oull come dong with us to assure we arrest the right man.”

Cuza hid hisamile It was dl so smple—so hdlishly smple.

"Another objection that my father has is that you're not a Jew," Magda said. The two of them were
dill seated amid the dying leaves, facing the keep. Dusk was degpening and the keep had dl itslights on.

"Hésright."

"What isyour rdigion?

" have none."

"But you must have been born into one"

Glenn shrugged. "Perhaps. If s0, I've long since forgotten it.”

"How can you forget something like thet?"

She was beginning to fed annoyed at his insstence on frugtrating her curiosity.

"Do you bdievein God, Glenn?"

He turned and flashed the amile that never faled to move her. I bdievein you... isnt that enough?"
Magda leaned againg him. "Yes. | supposeitis”

What was she to do with this man who was so unlike her yet stirred her emotions s0? He seemed wel
educated, even erudite, yet she could not imagine him ever opening a book. He exuded strength, yet with
her he could be so gentle.

Glenn was a tangled mass of contradictions. Y et Magda fdt she had found in him the man with whom
she wanted to share her life. And the life she pictured with Glenn was nathing like anything she had ever
imagined in the past. No coal lingering days of quiet scholarship in this future, but rather endless nights of
tangled limbs and hesated passion. If she were to have a life after the keep, she wanted it to be with
Glenn.

She didn't understand how this man could affect her so. All she knew was how she fdt ... and she
desperatdy wanted to be with him. Always. To ding to him through the night and bear his children and
see him amile a her the way he had a moment ago.

But he wasn't amiling now. He was saring at the keep. Something was tormenting him terribly, egting
away a him from the insde. Magda wanted to share that pain, ease it if she could. But she was helpless
until he opened up to her. Perhaps now was thetimeto try...



"Glenn," she said softly. "Why are you really here?!
Instead of answering, he pointed to the keep. " Something's happening.”

Magda looked. In the light that poured from the main gate as it opened, six figures could be seen on
the causeway, one of them in awhedchar.

"Where could they be going with Papa?' she asked, tengon tightening her throat.
"Totheinn, mogt likdy. It's the only thing within walking distance.”
"They've come for me" Magda said. It was the only explanation that occurred to her.

"No, | doubt that. They wouldn't have brought your father dong if they meant to drag you back to the
keep. They have something dsein mind."

Chewing her lower lip uneedly, Magda watched the knot of dark figures move dong the causeway
over the rigng river of fog, flashlights illuminating their way. They were passng not twenty feet away
when Magda whispered to Glenn.

"Let's stay hidden until we know what they're after.”

"I they don't find you they may think you've run off ... and they may take thelr anger out on your
father. If they decide to search for you, they'll find you—we're trapped between here and the edge of the
gorge. Nowhere to go. Better to go out and meet them.”

"And you?'
"Il be hereif you need me. But for now | think the less they see of me the better.”

Reuctantly, Magda rose and pushed her way through the brush. The group had aready passed by the
time she reached the road. She watched them before speaking. There was something wrong here. She
could not say what, but neither could she deny the feding of danger that stole over her as she stood there
on the Sde of the path. The SS mgor was there, and the troopers were SS, too; yet Papa appeared to
be traveling with them willingly, even appeared to be making amdl talk. It must be dl right.

"Pape?

The soldiers, even the one assgned to pushing the whedchair, goun around as one, weapons raised
and leveled. Papa spoke to them in rapid German.

"Hold—please! That ismy daughter! Let me speak to her.”

Magda hurried to his side, skirting the menacing quintet of black uniformed shapes. When she spoke
she used the Gypsy didect.

"Why have they brought you here?'
He answered her inkind: "Il explain later. Wheré's Glenn?'

"In the bushes behind me" She replied without hestation. After dl, it was Papa who was asking.
"Why do you want to know?"

Papa immediady turned to the mgor and spoke in German. "Over therd" He was pointing to the
veary spot Magda had told him. The four troopers quickly fanned out into a semicircle and began moving



into the brush.

Magda gaped in shock at her father. "Papa, what are you doing?' She indinctivdly moved toward the
brush but he gripped her wrigt.

"It'sdl right," he told her, reverting to the Gypsy didect. "l learned only a few moments ago that Glenn
isone of them!"

Magda heard her own voice spesking Romanian. She was too appdled by her father's treachery to
reply in anything but her netive tongue.

"No! That's—"

"He belongs to a group that directs the Nazis, that is usng them for its own foul ends! He's worse than
aNaz!"

"That'salie" Papa's gone mad!

"No it's not! And I'm sorry to be the one to tdl you. But better you hear it from me now than later
when it'stoo laie!”

"Theyll kill im!" she cried as panic filled her. Franticaly, she tried to pull away. But Papa hed her
tight with his newfound strength, al the time whispering to her, filling her ears with awvful things

"No! They'll never kill him. They'll just take him over for questioning, and that's when hell be forced to
reved hislink with Hitler so as to save hisskin." Papa’s eyes were bright, feverish, his voice intense as he
spoke. "And that's when youll thank me, Magdal That's when youll know | did thisfor you!"

"Youve done it for yoursdf!" she screamed, dill trying to twist free of his grip. "You hate him
because—"

There was shouting in the brush, some minor scuffling, and then Glenn was led out into the open at
gunpoint by two of the troopers. He was soon surrounded by dl four of them, each with an automatic
wegpon trained on Glenn's middle.

"Leave hm donel" Magda cried, lunging toward the group. But Papa's grip on her wrig would not
yidd.

"Stay back, Magda," Glenn said, his expresson grim in the dusky light as his eyes bored into Papa's.
"Youll accomplish nothing by getting yoursdf shot.”

"How gdlant!" Kaempffer said from behind her.
"And all a show!" Papa whispered.
"Take him across and well find out what he knows."

The troopers prodded Glenn toward the causeway with the muzzes of their weapons. He was just a
dm figure now, backlit in the glow from the keep's open gate. He walked steadily urtil he reached the
causaway, then appeared to sumble on its leading edge and fdl forward. Magda gasped and then saw
that he hadn't actudly fdlen—he was diving for the sde of the causeway. What could he possibly—?
She suddenly redized what he intended. He was going to swing over the Side and try to hide benegth the
causaway—iperhaps even try to dimb down the rocky wal of the gorge under protection of its overhang.

Magda began to run forward. God, let him escape! If he could just get under the causeway he would



be logt in the fog and darkness. By the time the Germans could bring scaling ropes to go after him, Glenn
might be able to reach the floor of the gorge and be on hisway—if he didn't dip and fdl to his death.

Magda was within a dozen feet of the scene when the fird Schmeisser burped a spray of bullets at
Glenn. Then the others chorused in, lighting the night with then-muzzle flashes, deafening her with their
prolonged roar as she skidded to a stop, watching in open-mouthed horror as the wooden planking of
the causeway burst into countless flying splinters. Glenn was leaning over the edge of the causeway when
the firg bullets caught him. She saw his body twist and jerk as streams of lead stitched red perforations in
lines across his legs and back, saw him twitch and spin around with the impact of the bullets, saw more
red lines crisscross his chest and abdomen. He went limp. His body seemed to fold in on itsdf as he fell
over the edge.

He was gone.

The next few moments were a nightmare as Magda stood pardyzed and temporarily blinded by the
afterimages of the flashes. Glenn could not be dead—he couldn't be! It wasn't possblel He was too
diveto be dead! It was dl abad dream and soon she would awaken in his arms. But for now she mugt
play out the dream: She mug force hersdf forward, screaming Slently through ar that had thickened to
Clear jdly.

Oh no! Oh-no-oh-no-oh-no!
She could only think the words—speech was utterly impossible.

The soldiers were at the rim of the gorge, flashing their hand lamps down into the fog when she
reached them. She pushed through to the edge but saw nothing below. She fought an urge to legp after
Glenn, turning instead on the soldiers and flalling her fists againgt the nearest one, driking him on the chest
and face. His reaction was automatic, dmost casud. With the dightest tightening of his lips as the only
warning, he brought the short barrd of his Schmeisser around and dammed it againg the sde of her
head.

The world spun as she went down. She logt her breath as she struck the ground. Papa’s voice came
from far off, caling her name. Blackness surged around her but she fought it off long enough to see him
being whedled onto the causeway and back toward the keep. He was twisted around in his chair, looking
back at her, shouting.

"Magda It will be dl rignt—youll see! Everything will work out for the best and then youll
understand! Then youll thank me! Don't hate me, Magdal™

But Magda did hate him. She swore to aways hate him. That was her last thought before the world
dipped away.

An unidentified man had been shot ressting arrest and had falen into the gorge. Woermann had seen
the smug faces of the einsatzkommandos as they marched back into the keep. And he had seen the
distraught look on the professor's face. Both were understandable: The former had killed an unarmed
mean, the thing they did best; the latter for the first timein hislife had witnessed a senseless killing.

But Woermann could not explain Kaempffer's angry, disappointed expresson. He stopped him in the
courtyard.



"One man? All that shooting for one men?'

"The men are edgy,” Kaempffer said, obvioudy edgy himsdf. "He shouldn't have tried to get away.”
"What did you want him for?*

"The Jaw seemed to think he knew something about the keep."

"l don't suppose you told him that he was only wanted for questioning.”

"Hetried to escape.”

"And the net result is that you now know no more than you did before. You probably frightened the
poor man out of hiswits. Of course he ran! And now he can't tdl you anything! You and your kind will
never learn."

Kaempffer turned toward his quarters without replying, leaving Woermann done in the courtyard. The
blaze of anger that Kaempffer usudly provoked did not ignite this time. All he fdt was cold resentment...
and resgnaion.

He stood and watched the men who were not on guard duty shuffle digpiritedly back to their quarters.
Only moments ago when guntfire had erupted at the far end of the causeway, he had cdled them dl to
battle stations. But no beattle had ensued and they were disappointed. He understood that. He, too,
wished for a flesh-and-blood enemy to fight, to see, to drike at, to draw blood from. But the enemy
remained unseen, dusve

Woermann turned toward the cdllar Sairway. He was going to go down there again tonight. One find
time Alone.

It had to be done. He could not et anyone know what he suspected. Not how—not after deciding to
resgn his commisson. It had been a difficult decison, but he had made it: He would retire and have no
more to do with this war. It was what the Party members in the High Command wanted from him. But if
even a whisper of what he thought he'd find in the subcellar escaped, he would be discharged as a
lunatic. He could not let these Nazis smear his name with insanity.

... muddied boots and shredded fingers... muddied boots and shredded fingers ... a litany of
lunacy drawing hm downward. Something foul and beyond dl reason was afoot in those depths. He
thought he knew what it might be but could not alow himsdf to vocdize it, or even form a mentd image
of it. Hismind shied away from the image, leaving it blurred and murky, asif viewed from a safe distance
through fidd glasses that refused to focus.

He crossed to the arched opening and went down the steps.

He had turned his back too long waiting for what was wrong with the Wehrmacht and the war it was
fighting to work itsdf out. But the problems were not going to work themsdves out. He could see that
now. FAndly he could admit to himsdf that the atrocities fallowing in the wake of the fighting were no
momentary aberrations. He had been afraid to face the truth that everything had gone wrong with this
war. Now he could, and he was ashamed of having been a part of it.

The subcdlar would be his place of redemption. He would see with his own eyes what was hagppening
there. He would face it done and he would rectify it. There would be no peace for him until he did. Only
after he had redeemed his honor would he be able to return to Rathenow and Helga. His mind would be
satisfied, hisguilt somewhat purged. He could then be ared father to Fitz ... and would keep him out of
the Jugendfuhrer evenif it meant breaking both his legs.



The guards assigned to the opening into the subcellar had not yet returned from their beattle stations.
All the better. Now he could enter unobserved and avoid offers of escort. He picked up one of the
flashlights and stood uncertainly at the top of the stairway, looking down into the beckoning darkness.

It struck Woermann then that he must be mad. It would be insane to give up his commisson! He had
closed his eyes this long—why not keep them shut? Why not? He thought of the painting up in his room,
the one with the shadow of the hanging corpse ... a corpse tha seemed to have developed a dight
paunch when he had lagt looked at it. Yes, he mugt be mad. He didn't have to go down there. Not aone.
And certainly not after sundown. Why not wait until morning?

... muddied boots and shredded fingers...

Now. It had to be now. He would not be venturing down there unarmed. He had his Luger, and he
hed the slver cross he had lent the professor. He started down.

He had descended hdf the steps when he heard the noise. He stopped to ligen ... soft, chaotic
scraping sounds off to his right, toward the rear, a the very heart of the keep. Rats? He swiveed the
beam of hisflashlight around but could see none. The trio of vermin that had greeted him on these steps
a noon were nowhere in sght. He completed his descent and hurried to where the corpses had been lad
out, but came to a gsumbling, shuddering hdt as he reached the spot.

They were gone,

As soon as he wheded into his darkened quarters and heard the door dam behind him, Cuza lesped
from his chair and went to the window. He strained his eyes toward the causeway, looking for Magda.
Eveninthelignt of the moon that had just crested the mountains, he could not see dearly to the far sde
of the gorge. But luliu and Lidiamust have seen what had happened. They would help her. He was sure
of thet.

It had been the ultimate test of hiswill to remain in his chair instead of running to her sde when that
German animd had knocked her down. But he had had to St fast. Reveding his ability to walk then might
have ruined everything he and Molasar had planned. And the plan now was more important than
anything. The destruction of Hitler had to take precedence over the wefare of a sngle woman, even if
she was his own daughter.

"Where is he?'

Cuza soun around at the sound of the voice behind him. There was menace in Molasar's tone as he
spoke from the darkness. Had he just arrived or had he been waiting there dl aong?

"Dead," he said, searching for the source of the voice. He sensed Molasar moving closer.
"Impossble!”

"It's true. | saw it mysdf. He tried to get away and the Germans riddled him with bullets. He must
have been desperate. | guess he redlized what would happen to himif he were brought into the keep."

"Where's the body?'

"In the gorge.”



"It must be found!" Molasar had moved close enough so that some of the moonlight from the window
glinted off hisface. "I mugt be absolutdly certain!”

"He's dead. No one could have survived that many bullets. He suffered enough mortd wounds for a
dozen men. He had to be dead even before hefdl into the gorge. And the fall..." Cuza shook his head a
the memory. At another time, in another place, under different circumstances, Cuza would have been
aghagt & what he had witnessed. Now ... "Hé's doubly dead.”

Molasar ill appeared reuctant to accept this "I needed to kill hm mysdf, to fed the life go out of
him by my own hand. Then and only then can | be sure heis out of my way. Asit is | am forced to rdy
on your judgment that he cannot have survived.”

"Don't rdy on me—see for yoursdf. His body is down in the gorge. Why don't you go find it and
assure yoursdlf?'

Molasar nodded dowly. "Yes.... Yes, | beieve | will do that ... for | must be sure”” He backed away
and was swalowed by the darkness. "'l will return for you when dl is ready."

Cuza glanced once more out the window toward the inn, then returned to his whedchair. Molasar's
discovery that the Glagken dill existed seemed to have shaken him profoundly. Perhaps it was not going
to be so easy to rid the world of Adalf Hitler. But ill he had to try. He had to!

He sat in the dark without bothering to rdight the candle, hoping Magda was dl right.

His temples pounded and the flashlight wavered in his hand as Woermann stood in the chill sygian
darkness and stared at the rumpled shrouds that covered nothing but the ground beneath them. Lutz's
head was there, open-eyed, open-mouthed, lying on its left ear. All the rest were gone ... just as
Woermann had suspected. But the fact that he had half-expected to face this scene did nothing to blunt
its mincknumbing impact.

Where were they?
And dill, from far off to the right, came those scrgping sounds.

Woermann knew he had to follow them to their source. Honor demanded it. But first... holstering the
Luger, he dug into the breast pocket of his tunic and pulled out the Slver cross. He fdt it might give him
more protection than a pigal.

With the cross held out before him, he started in the direction of the scraping. The subcdlar cavern
narrowed down to alow tunnd that wound a serpentine path toward the rear of the keep. As he moved,
the sound grew louder. Nearer. Then he began seeing the rats. A few at fird—hig fat ones, perched on
gmd| out-croppings of rock and staring a him as he passed. Farther on there were more, hundreds of
them, dinging to the wadlls, packed more and more tightly until the tunnd seemed to be lined with dull
meatted fur that squirmed and rippled and glared out a him with countless beady black eyes. Contralling
his repugnance, he continued ahead. The rats on the floor scuttled out of his path but exhibited no red
fear of him. He wished for a Schmeisser, yet it was unlikdy any wesgpon could save him were they to
pounce on im en masse.

Up ahead the tunnd turned sharply to the right, and Woermann stopped to lisen. The scraping noises
were louder dill. So close he could dmost imagine them originating around that next turn. Which meant



he had to be very careful. He had to find away of seeing what was going on without being seen.
He would have to turn hislight off.

Woermann did not want to do that. The undulating layer of rats on the ground and on the walls made
hm fear the dark. Suppose the light were dl that kept them at bay? Suppose ... It didn't matter. He had
to know what lay beyond. He estimated he could reach the turn in five long paces. He would go that far
in the dark, then turn Ieft and force himsdf to take another three paces. If by then he found nothing, he
would turn the flashlight back on and continue ahead. For dl he knew there might be nothing there. The
nearness of the sounds could be an acoudtical trick of the tunnd... he might have another hundred yards
to go yet. Or he might not.

Bracing himsdf, Woermann flicked the flaghlight off but kept his finger on the switch just in case
something happened with the rats. He heard nothing, felt nothing. As he stood and waited for his eyes to
adjust to the darkness, he noted that the noise had grown louder, as if amplified by the absence of light.
Utter absence. There was no glow, not even a hint of illumination from around the bend. Whatever was
meking that noise had to have a least some light, didn't it? Didn't it?

He pushed himsdf forward, slently counting off the paces while every nerve in his body howled for
him to turn and run. But he had to know! Where were those bodies? And what was making that noise?
Maybe then the mysteries of the keep would be solved. It was his duty to learn. His duty ...

Completing the fifth and find pace, he turned Ieft and, in so doing, lost his balance. His left hand—the
one with the flashlight—shot out reflexivdy to keep him from fdling and came in contact with something
furry that squealed and moved and bit with razor-sharp teeth. Pain knifed up his arm from the hed of his
pam. He snatched his hand away and clamped his teeth on his lower lip until the pain subsided. It didn't
take long, and he had managed to hold on to the flashlight.

The scraping noises sounded much louder now, and directly ahead. Y et there was no light. No matter
how he strained his eyes, he could see nothing. He began to perspire as fear reached deep into his
intestines and squeezed. There had to be light somewhere ahead.

He took one pace—not so long as the previous ones—and stopped.

The sounds now came from directly in front of him, ahead ... and down ... scrgping, scratching,
scrabbling.

Ancther pace.

Whatever the sounds were, they gave him the impression of concerted effort, yet he could hear no
labored bregthing accompanying them. Only his own ragged respirations and the sound of his blood
pounding in his ears. That and the scratching.

One more pace and he would turn the light on again. He lifted his foot but found he could not move
himsdf forward. Of its own valition, his body refused to take another step until he could see where he

was going.
Woermann stood trembling. He wanted to go back. He didn't want to see what was ahead. Nothing

sane or of thisworld could move and exis in this blackness. It was better not to know. But the bodies ...
he had to know.

He made a sound that was dmogt a whimper, and flicked the switch on the flashlight. It took a
moment for his pupils to congtrict in the sudden glare, and a much longer moment for his mind to register



the horror of what the light revesled.

And then Woermann screamed ... an agonized sound that started low and built in volume and pitch,
echoing and re-echoing around him as he turned and fled back the way he had come. He rushed
headlong past the daring rats and beyond. There were perhaps thirty more feet of tunnd to go when
Woermann brought himsdf to a wavering halt.

There was someone up ahead.

He flashed his beam at the figure blocking his path. He saw the waxy face, the cape, the clothes, the
lank hair, the twin pools of madness where the eyes should be. And he knew. Here was the magter of the
house.

Woermann stood and stared in horrified fascination for a moment, then marshaled his quarter-century
of military training.

"Let me pass” he said and directed the beam onto the crossin hisright hand, confident thet he held an
effective weapon. "In the name of God, in the name of Jesus Chrigt, in the name of dl thet is haly, let me

pass!

Instead of retregting, the figure moved forward, closer to Woermann, close enough o that the light
picked up his sdlow features. He was amiling—a gloating vulpine grimace that weakened Woermann's
knees and made his uphdd hands shake vidlently.

His eyes... oh, God, his eyes... Woermann stood rooted to the spot, unable to retreat because of
what he had seen behind him, and blocked from escape ahead. He kept the quaking light trained on the
slver cross—the crossl Vampires fear the crossl—as he thrugt it forward, fighting fear as he had never
known it.

Dear God, if you are my God, don't desert me!

Unseen, a hand dipped through the dark and snatched the cross from Woermann's grasp. The
creature hdd it between his thumb and forefinger and let Woermann watch in horror and dismay as he
began to bend it, folding it until it was doubled over on itsdf. Then he bent the crosspiece down until al
that was left was a misshgpen lump of siver. This he flipped away with no more thought than a soldier on
leave would give to a cigarette buit.

Woermann shouted in terror as he saw the same hand dart toward him. He ducked away. But he was
not quick enough.

TWENTY-SEVEN

Magda drifted dowly back to consciousness, drawn by rough prodding a her dothing and by a
panful pressure in her right hand. She opened her eyes. The stars were out. There was a dark shadow



over her, pulling and pulling a her hand.
Where was she? And why did her head hurt so?
Images flashed through her mind—Glenn ... the causeway... gunfire... the gorge...
Glenn was dead! It hadn't been a dream—Glenn was dead!

With a groan she sat up, causing whoever was pulling at her to scream in terror and run back toward
the village. When the vertigo that rocked and spun the world about her subsided, she lifted her hand to
the tender, swollen area near her right temple and winced in pain when she touched it.

She dso became aware of athrobbing in her right ring finger. The flesh around her mother's wedding
band was cut and swollen. Whoever had been leaning over her must have been trying to pull it off her
finger! One of the villagerd He had probably thought her dead and had been terrified when she had
moved.

Magda rose to her feet and again the world began to spin and tilt. When the ground had steadied,
when her nausea had faded away and the roaring in her ears had dimmed to a steady thrum, she began to
wak. Every step she took caused a stab of painin her head but she kept going, crossing to the far side of
the path and pushing into the brush. A hdf-moon drifted in a cloud-streaked sky. It hadn't been out
before. How long had she been unconscious? She had to get to Glenn!

He's il alive, she told hersdf. He has to bel It was the only way she could imagine him. Y et how
could he live? How could anyone survive dl those bullets... and that fadl into the gorge...?

Magda began to sob, as much for Glenn as for her own overwhdming sense of loss. She despised
herdf for that sdfishness, yet it would not be denied. Thoughts of dl the things they would never do
together rushed in on her. After thirty-one years she findly had found a men she could love. She had
spent oneful day at his Sde, an incredible twenty-four hours immerang hersdf in the true magnificence of
life, only to have him torn from her and brutaly murdered.

It's not fair!

She came to the rubble fal at the end of the gorge and paused to glare across the risng migt thet filled
it. Could you hate a stone building? She hated the keep. It held nothing but evil. Had she possessed the
power she would have willed it to tumble into Hell, taking everyone insde—Y esl Even Papal—with it.

But the keep floated, slent and implacable, on its sea of fog, lit from within, dark and glowering
without, ignoring her.

She prepared to descend into the gorge as she had two nights ago. Two nights ... it seemed like an
age. Thefog was right up to the rim, making the descent even more dangerous. It was insane to risk her
lifetrying to find Glenn's body in the dark down there. But her life did not matter as much now as it had a
few hours ago. She had to find him ... had to touch hiswounds, fed his dill heart and cold skin. She had
to know for certain he was beyond dl help. There would be no rest for her until then.

As she began to swing her legs over the edge she heard some pebbles dide and bounce down the
dope beneath her. At fird she thought her weight had didodged a dump of dirt from the edge. But an
indant later she heard it again. She stopped and listened. There was another sound, too—Iabored
breething. Someone was dimbing up through the fog!

Frightened, Magda backed away from the edge and waited in the brush, ready to run. She hdd her
breath as she saw a hand rise out of the fog and claw the soft earth at the gorge's rim, followed by



another hand, followed by a head. Magda indantly recognized the shape of that head.
"Glem!”

He did not seem to hear, but continued sruggling to pull himsdf over the edge. Magda ran to him.
Gripping im under both arms and cdling on reserves of grength she never knew she possessed, she
pulled m up onto levd ground where he lay face down, panting and groaning. She knet over him,
helpless and confused.

"Oh, Glenn, you're'—her hands were wet and glistened darkly in the moonlight—"bleeding!" It was
inane, it was obvious, it was expected, but it was dl she could say at the moment.

You should be dead! she thought but held back the words. If she didn't say it, maybe it wouldn't
happen. But his dathing was soaked with blood oozing from dozens of morta wounds. That he was ill
bresthing was a miracle. That he had managed to pull himsdf out of the gorge was beyond belief! Yet
here he was, prostrate before her ... dive. If he had lasted this long, perhaps...

"Il get adoctor!" Another supid remark—a reflex. There was no doctor anywhere in the Dinu Pass.
"Il get luliu and Lidia They'll hep me get you back to the—"

Glenn mumbled something, Magda bent over him, touching her ear to hislips.

"Go to my room,” he said in aweak, dry, tortured voice. The odor of blood was fresh on his breath.
He's bleeding inside!

"Il take you there as soon as | get luliu—" But would luliu help?

Hisfingers plucked a her deeve. "Ligento mel Get the case ... you saw it yesterday ... the one with
the blade init.

"That's not going to help you now! Y ou need medicd carel”
"You must! Nothing €se can save mel”

She draightened up, hesitated a moment, then jumped to her feet and ran. Her head started pounding
again but now she found it easy to ignore the pain. Glenn wanted that sword blade. It didn't make sense,
but his voice had been so full of conviction ... urgency ... need. She had to get it for him.

Magda did not dacken her pace as she entered the inn, taking the stairs up to the second floor two at
atime, dowing only when she entered the darkness of Glenn's room. She fdt her way to the closet and
lifted the case. With a high-pitched creak it fdl open—she hadn't closed the catches when Glenn had
aurprised her here yesterday! The blade dipped out of the case and fdl againg the mirror with a crash.
The glass shattered and cascaded onto the floor. Magda bent and quickly replaced the blade in its case,
found the catches, closed them, then lifted the case into her arms, groaning under its unexpected weight.
As she turned to leave, she pulled the blanket from the bed, then hurried across to her room for a second
blanket.

Iuiu and Lidia, derted by the commoation she was making on the second floor, stood with startled
expressions at the foot of the gairs as she descended.

"Dont try to stop me" Magda said as she rushed by. Something in her voice must have warned them
away, for they stepped asde and let her pass.

She sumbled back through the brush, the case and the blankets weighing her down, snegging on the



branches, dowing her as she rushed toward Glenn, praying he was dill dive. She found him lying on his
back, weaker, his voice fanter.

"The blade," he whigpered as she leaned over him. "Take it out of the case."

For an avful moment Magda feared he would ask for a coup de grace. She would do anything for
Glenn—anything but that. But would a man with his injuries make so desperate a dimb out of the gorge
just to ask for death? She opened the case. Two large pieces of the shattered mirror lay within. She
brushed them aside and lifted the dark, cold blade with both her hands, feding the shape of the runes
carved inits surface press againg her pams.

She passed it to his outstretched arms and dmogt dropped it when a faint blue glow, blue like a gas
flame, leaped dong its edges at histouch. As she released it to him, he Sghed; his features relaxed, losng
their pain, alook of contentment settling on them ... the look of a man who has come home to a warm
and familiar room after along, arduous winter journey.

Glenn positioned the blade dong the length of his battered, punctured, blood-soaked body, the point
resing afew inches short of his ankles, the spike of the butt where the missng hilt should be amogt to his
chin. Folding hisarms over the blade and across his chest, he closed his eyes.

"You shouldn't stay here" he said in afant, durred voice. "Come back later."
“I'm not leaving you."

He made no reply. His breathing became shdlower and steadier. He appeared to be adeep. Magda
watched him closaly. The blue glow spread to his forearms, sheathing them in a faint patina of light. She
covered him with a blanket, as much for warmth as to hide the glow from the keep. Then she moved
away, wrapped the second blanket around her shoulders, and seated hersdf with her back agang a
rock. Myriad questions, held at bay until now, rushed in on her.

Who was he, redly? What manner of man was this who suffered wounds enough to kill him many
times over and then climbed a dope that would tax a strong men in perfect hedth? What manner of men
hid his room's mirror in a closet dong with an ancient sword with no hilt? Who now clasped that sword
to his breast as he lay on the borderland of death? How could she entrust her love and her life to such a
man? She knew nothing about him.

Then Papal’s ranting came back to her: He belongs to a group that directs the Nazs, that is using
them for its own foul ends! He's worse than a Naz!

Could Papa be right? Could she be so blinded by her infatuation that she could not or would not see
this? Glenn certainly was no ordinary man. And he did have secrets—he had been far from totaly open
with her. Wasiit possible that Glenn was the enemy and Molasar the dly?

She drew the blanket closer around her. All she could do was wait.

Magda's eydids began to droop—the aftereffects of the concussion and the rhythmic sounds of
Glenn's breathing lulled her. She struggled briefly, then succumbed ... just for a moment... just to rest her

eyes.

Klaus Woermann knew he was dead. And yet... not dead.



He dealy remembered his dying. He had been dtrangled with deliberate downess here in the
subcdlar in darkness lit only by the feeble glow of hisfdlen flashlight. Icy fingers with incaculable strength
hed closed on his throat, choking off the air until his blood had thundered in his ears and blackness had
closed in.

But not eterna blackness. Not yet.

He could not understand his continued awareness. He lay on his back, his eyes open and saring into
the darkness. He did not know how long he had been thisway. Time had lost dl meaning. Except for his
vidon, he was cut off from the rest of his body. It was as if it belonged to someone ese. He could fed
nathing, not the rocky earth againg his back or the cold ar agang his face. He could hear nothing. He
was not breathing. He could not move—not even a finger. When a rat had crawled over his face,
dragging its matted fur across his eyes, he could not even blink.

He was dead. And yet not dead.

Gone was dl fear, dl pan. He was devoid of dl feding except regret. He had ventured into the
subcellar to find redemption and had found only horror and desth—his own death.

Woermann suddenly redlized that he was being moved. Although he could 4ill fed nothing, he sensed
he was being roughly dragged through the darkness by the back of histunic, dong a narrow passage, into
adark room—

—and into light.

Woermann's line of vison was dong the limp length of his body. As he was dragged dong a corridor
grewn with granite rubble, his gaze swept across a wal he immediatdy recognized—a wal upon which
words of an ancient tongue had been written in blood. The wall had been washed but brown smudges
were dill visble on the stone.

He was dropped to the floor. His fidd of vison was now limited to a section of the partidly
dismantled caling directly above him. At the periphery of his vison, moving about, was a dark shape.
Woermann saw a length of heavy rope snake over an exposed celing beam, saw a loop of that same
rope go over his face, and then he was moving again...

... upward...

... until his feet Ieft the ground and his lifdess body began to sway and swing and twigt in the ar. A
shadowy figure melted into a doorway down the corridor and Woermann was left lone, hanging by his
neck from a rope.

He wanted to scream a protest to God. For he now knew that the dark being who ruled the keep was
waging war not only againg the bodies of the soldiers who had entered his domain, but againg their
minds and ther spirits as wll.

And Woermann redlized the role he was being forced to play in that war: a suicide. His men would
think he had killed himsdf! It would completely demoraize them. Ther officer, the man they looked to
for leadership, had hanged himsdf—the ultimate cowardice, the ultimate desertion.

He could not dlow that to happen. And yet he could do nothing to ater the course of events. He was
dead.

Wes this to be his penance for dosing his eyes to the monstrousness of the war? If so, it was too
much—too much to pay! To hang here and watch his own men and the ensatzkommandos come and



gawk a him. And thefind ignominy: to see Erich Kaempffer amiling up a him!

Weas this why he had been left tegtering on the edge of eternd oblivion? To witness his own
humiligtion as a suicide?

If only he could do something!

One find act to redeem his pride and—yes—his manhood. One last gesture to give meaning to his
desth.

Something!

Anything!
But dl he could do was hang and sway and wait to be found.

Cuzalooked up as a grating sound filled the room. The section of thewdl that led into the base of the
tower was swinging open. When it stopped moving, Molasar's voice came from the darkness beyond.

"All is ready."

At lagt! The wait had been dmaost unbearable. As the hours had edged by, Cuza had dmogt given up
on seeing Molasar again tonight. Never had he been a patient man, but a no time could he remember
being so consumed by an urgency such as he had known tonight. He had tried to distract himsdf by
dredging up worries about how Magda was faring after that blow to the head ... it was no use. The
coming destruction of "Lord Hitler" banished dl other considerations from his mind. Cuza had paced the
length, breadth, and perimeters of both rooms again and again, obsessed by his fierce longing to get on
with it and yet unable to do athing until word came from Molasar.

And now Molasar was here. As Cuza ducked through the opening, leaving his whedchair behind
forever, he fdt a cold metd cylinder pressed againg the bare skin of his pam.

"Wha—7?" It was aflaghlight.
"Youwill need this"

Cuza switched the flashlight on. It was German Army issue. The lens was cracked. He wondered
who—

"Fdlow me"

Molasar surefootedly led the way down the winding steps that dung to the inner surface of the tower
wadl. He did not seem to need any light to find his way. Cuza did. He stayed close behind Molasar,
keeping the flashlight beam trained on the steps before him. He wished he could take a moment to look
around. For along time, he had desperately wanted to explore the base of the tower and until now had
hed to do so vicarioudy through Magda. But there was no time to drink in the details. When dl this was
over he promised himsdf to return here and do a thorough ingpection on his own.

After awhile they came to a narrow opening in the wall. He followed Molasar through and found
himsdf in the subcdllar. Molasar quickened his pace and Cuza had to drain to keep up. But he voiced no
complaint, so thankful was he to be able to wak at dl, to brave the cold without his hands losng ther



creulaion or his arthritic joints sszing up on him. He was actudly working up a swest! Wonderful!

Off to hisright he saw light filtering down the stairway up to the celar. He flashed his lamp to the I€ft.
The corpses were gone. The Germans mug have shipped them out. Strange, ther leaving the shrouds in
apile there.

Over the sound of his hurried footsteps Cuza began to hear another noise. A fant scraping. As he
followed Molasar out of the large cavern that made up the sub-cellar and into a narrower, tunndlike
passage, the sound became progressively louder. He trailed Molasar through various turns until, after one
particularly sharp left turn, Molasar stopped and beckoned Cuza to his Sde. The scraping sound was
loud, echoing dl about them.

"Prepare yourdf," Molasar said, his expresson unreadable. "I have made certain use of the remains
of the dead soldiers. What you see next may offend you, but it was necessary to retrieve my taisman. |
could have found another way, but this was convenient ... and fitting."

Cuza doubted there was much Molasar could do with the bodies of German soldiers that would truly
offend him.

He then followed him into a large hemispherical chamber with aroof of icy living rock and a dirt floor.
A deep excavation had been sunk into the middle of that floor. And ill the scraping, louder. Where was
it coming from? Cuza looked about, the beam from his flashlight reflecting off the glisening walls and
caling, diffusng light throughout the chamber.

He noticed movement near his feet and dl around the periphery of the excavation. Smdl movements.
He gasped—rats! Hundreds of rats surrounded the pit, squirming and jostling one another, agitated ...

expectant...

Cuza saw something much larger than a rat crawling up the wadl of the excavation. He stepped
forward and pointed the flashlight directly into the pit—and dmost dropped it. It was like looking into
one of the outer rings of Hell. Feding suddenly weak, he lurched away from the edge and pressed his
shoulder againg the nearest wal to keep from toppling over. He closed his eyes and panted like a dog on
adifling Augud day, trying to cdm himsdlf, trying to hold down his rigng gorge, trying to accept what he
hed seen.

There were dead men in the pit, ten of them, dl in German uniforms of ether gray or black, all
moving about—even the one without the head!

Cuza opened his eyes again. In the hdlish hdf-light that suffused the chamber he watched one of the
corpses crawl crablike up the sde of the pit and throw an amful of dirt over the far edge, then dide back
down to the bottom.

Cuza pushed himsdf away from the wal and staggered to the edge for another 1ook.

They appeared not to need ther eyes, for they never looked a their hands as they dug in the cold
hard earth. Their dead joints moved diffly, awkwardly, as if ressting the power that impdled them, yet
they worked tirdesdy, in utter sllence, surpriangly efficient despite their ataxic movements. The scuffling
and shuffling of thelr boots, the scraping of their bare hands on the near-frozen soil as they deepened and
widened the excavation ... the noise rose and echoed off the walls and cdling of the chamber, edily
amplified.

Suddenly, the noise stopped, gone asif it had never been. They had dl hdted ther movements and
now stood perfecly ill.



Molasar spoke beside him. "My taisman lies buried beneeth the last few inches of soil. You must
remove it from the earth.”

"Can't they—?" Cuzads ssomach turned at the thought of going down there.
"They are too dumsy.”

Looking pleadingly at Molasar, he asked, "Couldn't you unearth it yoursdf? I'll take it anywhere you
want me to after that."

Molasar's eyes blazed with impatience. "It is part of your task! A smple one! With so much at stake
do you balk now at dirtying your hands?'

"No! No, of course not! It'sjust..." He glanced again at the corpses.

Molasar followed his gaze. Although he said nothing, made no sgnd, the corpses began to move,
turning smultaneoudy and crawling out of the pit. When they were dl out, they stood in a ring dong its
edge. The rats crawled around and over their feet. Molasar's eyes swung back to Cuza.

Without waiting to be told again, Cuza eased himsdf over the edge and did dong the damp dirt to the
bottom. He baanced the flaghlight on a rock and began to scrape away the loose earth at the nadir point
of the conicd pit. The cold and thefilth didn't bother his hands. After the initid revulson a digging in the
same spot as the corpses, he found he actudly enjoyed being able to work with his hands again, even a
0 menid atask asthis. And he owed it dl to Molasar. It was good to snk his fingers into the earth and
fed the soil come away in chunks. It exhilarated him and he increased his pace, working feverishly.

His hands soon contacted something other then dirt. He pulled at it and unearthed a square packet,
perhaps a foot long on each sde and a few inches thick. And heavy—very heavy. He pulled off the
haf-rotted cloth wrapper and then unfolded the coarse fabric that made up the inner packing.

Something bright, metdlic, and heavy lay within. Cuza caught his breath—at first he thought it was a
cross. But that couldnt be. It was an amogt-cross, designed dong the same eccentric lines as the
thousands laid into the walls of the keep. Yet none of those could compare with this one. For here was
the origind, an inch thick dl around, the template on which al the others had been modeled. The upright
was rounded, dmost cylindricd and, except for a deep dot in its top, appeared to be of solid gold. The
crosspiece looked like slver. He studied it briefly through the lower lenses of his bifocds but could find
no designs or inscriptions.

Molasar's tdisman—the key to his power. It stirred Cuza with awe. There was power in it—he could
fed the power surge into his hands as he hdd it. He lifted it for Molasar to see and thought he detected a
glow around it—or was that merely areflection of the flashlight beam off its bright surface?

"I've found it!"

He could not see Molasar above but noticed the animated corpses backing away as he lifted the
crosdike object over his head.

"Molasar! Do you hear me?'

"Yes" The voice seemed to come from somewhere back in the tunnd. "My power now resides in
your hands. Guard it carefully until you have hidden it where no one will find it."

Exhilarated, Cuza tightened his grip on the talisman.



"When do | leave? And how?"

"Within the hour—as soon as | have finished with the German interlopers. They mug dl pay now for
invading my keep."

The pounding on the door was accompanied by someone's cdling his name. It sounded like Sergeant
Oster's voice ... on the verge of hyderia But Mgor Kaempffer was taking no chances. As he shook
himsdf out of his bedroll, he grabbed his Luger.

"Who isit?' He le&t his annoyance show in his tone. This was the second time tonight he had been
disturbed. Thefirg for that fruitless sortie across the causeway with the Jew, and now this. He glanced a
his waich: dmog four o'clock! It would be light soon. What could anyone want at this hour?
Unless—someone dse had been killed.

"It's Sergeant Oster, ar.”

"What isit thistime?' Kaempffer said, opening the door. One look at the sergeant’s white face and he
knew something was terribly wrong. More than just another degath.

"It'sthe captain, gir... Captain Woermann—"

"It got im?" Woermann? Murdered? An officer?

"He killed himsdf, sir."

Kaempffer stared at the sergeant in mute shock, recovering only with greet effort.

"Wait here" Kaempffer closed the door and hurriedly pulled on his trousers, dipped into his boots,
and threw his uniform jacket over his undershirt without bothering to button it. Then he returned to the
door. "Take me to where you found him."

As he followed Oster through the disassembled portions of the keep, Kaempffer redized that the
thought of Klaus Woermann killing himsdf disturbed him more than if he had been killed like dl the rest.
It wasn't in Woermann's makeup. People do change, but Kaempffer could not imeagine the teenager who
hed sngle-handedly sent a company of British soldiers running in the last war to be a man who would
take his own lifein this war, no matter what the circumstances.

Sill ... Woermann was dead. The only man who could point to hm and say "Coward!" had been
rendered forever mute. That was worth everything Kaempffer had endured since his arriva at this charnd
house. And there was a specid satisfaction to be gained from the manner of Woermann's death. The find
report would hide nothing: Captain Klaus Woermann would go down on record as a suicide. A
diggraceful death. Worse than desertion. Kaempffer would give much to see the look on the faces of the
wife and the two boys Woermann had been so proud of—what would they think of ther father, thar
hero, when they heard the news?

Instead of leading him across the courtyard to Woermann's quarters, Oster made a sharp right turn
that led Kaempffer down the corridor to where he had imprisoned the villagers on the night of his arriva.
The area had been partidly dismantled during the past few days. They made the find turn and there was
Woermann.



He hung by athick rope, his body swaying gently as if in a breeze; but the ar was dill. The rope had
been thrown over an exposed cdling beam and tied to it. Kaempffer saw no stool and wondered how
Woermann had got himsdf up there. Perhaps he had stood on one of the piles of stone block here and
there...

... the eyes. Woermann's eyes bulged in ther sockets. For an indant Kaempffer had the impresson
that the eyes shifted as he approached, then redized it was just a trick of the light from the bulbs dong
the calling.

He stopped before the dangling form of his fdlow officer. Woermann's belt buckle swung two inches
infront of Kaempffer's nose. He looked up at the engorged, puffed face, purple with stagnant blood.

... the eyes again. They seemed to be looking down a him. He glanced away and saw Woermann's
shadow on the wdl. Its outline was the same—exactly the same—as the shadow of the hanging corpse
he had seen in Woermann's painting.

A chill ran over his skin.

Precognition? Had Woermann foreseen his death? Or had suicide been in the back of his mind
adong?

Kaempffer's exultation began to die as he redized he was now the only officer in the keep. All the
respongbility from this moment on rested soldy on him. In fact, he himsdf might be marked for death
next. What was he to—

—Gunfire sounded from the courtyard.

Startled, Kaempffer wheded, saw Oster look down the corridor, then back to him. But the
questioning look on the sergeant's face turned to one of wide-eyed horror as his gaze rose to a point
above Kaempffer. The SS maor was turning to see what could cause such a reaction when he fdt thick,
stone-cold fingers dip around his throat and begin to squeeze.

Kaempffer tried to legp away, tried to kick behind him at whoever it was, but his feet struck only air.
He opened his mouth to scream but no more than a strangled gurgle escaped. Rulling, dawing at the
fingers that were inexorably cutting off his life, he twisted franticaly to see who was attacking him. He
dready knew—in a horror-dimmed corner of his mind he knew. But he had to see! He twisted further,
saw his attacker's deeve, gray, regular amy gray, and he followed the deeve back ...up... to Woermann.

But he's dead!

In desperate terror, Kaempffer began to writhe and daw at the dead hands that encircled his throat.
To no avall. He was being lifted into the ar by his neck, dowly, steadily, until only his toes were touching
the floor. Soon even they did not reach. He flung hisarms out to Oster but the sergeant was usdess. His
face amask of horror, Oster had flattened himsdf againg the wal and was dowly inching himsdf away—
away!'—from him. He gave no 9gn that he even saw Kaempffer. His gaze was fixed higher, on his former
commeanding officer ... dead... but committing murder.

Digointed images flashed through Kaempffer's mind, a parade of sghts and sounds becoming more
blurred and garbled with each thump of his dowing heart.

... gunfire continuing to echo from the courtyard, mixing with screams of pain and terror ... Oster
inching away down the corridor, not seeing the two waking dead men rounding the corner, one of them
recognizable as einsatzkommando Private Flick, dead snce hisfirg night in the keep... Oster seeing them



too late and not knowing which way to run ... more shooting from without, barrages of bullets ... shooting
from within as Oster emptied his Schmeisser a the approaching corpses, ripping up their uniforms,
rocking them backward, but doing little to impede their progress ... screams from Oster as each of the
corpses grabbed one of hisarms to swing him headfirst toward the stone wall... the screams ending with
agckening thud as hisskull cracked like an egg...

Kaempffer's vison dimmed ... sounds became muted... a prayer formed in hismind:
O God! Please let me livel I'll do anything you ask if you'll just let me livel

A sngp ... asudden fdl to the floor ... the hangman's rope had broken under the weight of two bodies
.. but no break inthe pressure on his throat ... a great lethargy settled upon him ... in the fading light he
saw Sergeant Oster's bloody-headed corpse rise and follow his two murderers out to the courtyard ..
and a the very end, in histermind spasms, Kaempffer caught sght of Woermann's distorted features...

... and saw a9nile there.

Chaos in the courtyard.

Thewadking corpses were everywhere, ravaging soldiers in their beds, a their posts. Bullets couldn't
kill them—they were dready dead. Ther horrified former comrades pumped round after round into them
but the dead kept coming. And worse—as soon as one of the living was killed, the fresh corpse rose to
its feet and joined the ranks of the attackers.

Two desperate, black-uniformed soldiers pulled the bar from the gate and began to swing it open; but
before they could squeeze through to safety, they were caught from behind and dragged to the ground. A
moment later they were standing again, arrayed with other corpses before the open gate, making sure
thet none of their live comrades passed through.

Suddenly, dl the lights went out as awild burst of 9mm dugs dammed into the generators.

An SS corporal legped into a jeep and darted it up, hoping to ram his way to freedom; but when he
dipped the dutch too quickly, the cold engine stalled. He was pulled from the seat and strangled before
he could get it started again.

A private, quaking and shivering under his cot, was smothered with his bedroll by the headless corpse
he had once known as Lutz.

The gunfire soon began to die off. From a continuous barrage of overlgpping fuslladesit diminished to
random burdts, then to isolated shots. The men's screaming faded to a lone voice walling in the barracks.
Then that, too, was cut off. Fndly, slence. All quiet as the cadavers, fresh and old, stood scattered
about the courtyard, motionless, asif walting.

Suddenly, soundlesdy, dl but two of them fdl to the courtyard floor and lay ill. The remaining pair
began to move, shuffling through the entry to the cdlar, leaving a tdl, dark figure sanding done in the
center of the courtyard, undisputed master of the keep a las.

Asthe fog swirled in through the open gates, inching across the stone, layering the courtyard and the
inert cadavers with an undulating carpet of haze, he turned and made his way down to the subcdllar.



TWENTY-EIGHT

Magda awoke with a start at the sound of gunfire from the keep. At fird she feared the Germans had
learned of Papa's complicity and were executing him. But that hideous thought lasted only an ingant. This
was not the orderly sound of firing on command. This was the chaotic sound of a battle.

It was a short beattle.

Huddled on the damp ground, Magda noted thet the stars had faded in the graying sky. The echoes of
gunfire were soon swallowed by the chill, predawn ar. Someone or something had emerged victorious
over there. Magda fdt sure it was Molasar.

She rose and went to Glenn's sSide. His face was beaded with sweat and he was breathing repidly. As
she pulled back the blanket to check his wounds, a amdl cry escaped her: His body was bathed
completely in the blue glow from the blade. Cautioudy, she touched him. The glow didn't burn, but it did
make her hand tingle with warmth. Within the torn fabric of Glenn's shirt she fdt something hard, heavy,
thimbldike. She pulled it out.

Inthe dim light it took her a moment to recognize the object that rolled about in her pam. It was made
of lead. A bullet.

Magda ran her hands over Glenn again. There were more of them—dl over him. And his
wounds—there weren't nearly so many now. The mgority had disappeared, leaving only dimpled scars
instead of gaping finger holes. She pulled the ripped and bloody shirt away from his abdomen to expose
an area where she fdt alump benesth his skin. There to the right of the blade he clutched so tightly to his
chest was an open wound with a hard lump just beneath its surface. As she watched, the lump broke
through. 1t was another bullet, dowly, painfully extruding from the wound. It was as wonderful as it was
terrifying: The sword blade and its glow were drawing the bullets from Glenn's body and heding his
wounds! Magda watched in awe.

The glow began to fade.
"Magda..."

She jumped at the sound. Glenn's voice was much stronger than it had been when she had covered
him. She pulled the blanket back over him, tucking it around his neck. His eyes were open, saring a the

keep.
"Rest some more," she whispered.
"What's hgppening over there?'
"Some shooting before—allat of it."
With a groan, Glenn tried to St up. Magda pushed him back eesily. He was dill very wesk.



"Got to get to the keep ... stop Rasdom.”
"Who's Rasdlom?"

"The one you and your father cdl Molasar. He reversed the letters of hisname for you ... red name is
Rasdom... got to stop him!"

He tried to rise again and again Magda pushed him back.

"It'sdmost dawn. A vampire can't go anywhere after sunrise, so jus—"
"Hée's no more afraid of sunlight than you are!”

"But avampire—"

"He's not avampire! Never was! If he were" Glenn said, a note of despair cregping into his voice, "I
wouldn't bother trying to stop him."

Dread caressed her, a cold hand againg the middle of her back. "Not a vampire?'

"He's the source of the vampire legends, but what he craves is nothing so Smple as blood. That notion
crept into the folk tales because people can see blood, and touch it. What Rasdom feeds on no one can
See or touch.”

"Y ou mean what you were trying to tdl me last night before the soldiers ... came?' She did not want
to remember lagt night.

"Yes He draws strength from human pain, misery, and madness. He can feed on the agony of those
who die by his hand but gains far more from man's inhumanity to other men.”

"That's ridiculous! Nothing could live on such things They're too ... too insubgtantid!™

"Is aunlight ‘too insubstantid' for a flower to need for growth? Believe me Rasdom feeds on things
that cannot be seen or touched—all of them bad.”

"Y ou make him sound like the Serpent himsdf!”

"You mean Satan? The Devil?' Glenn amiled weskly. "Put aside every rdigion you've ever heard of.
They mean nothing here. Rasdom predates them dl.”

"l can't bdieve—"

"Heisasurvivor of the Firs Age. He pretended to be a five-hundred-year-old vampire because that
fit the higtory of the keep and the region. And because it generated fear so easlly—another one of his
delights. But he's much, much older. Everything he told your father—everything—was alie ... except for
the part about being weak and having to build his strength.”

"BEverything? But what about saving me? What about curing Papa? And what about those villagers the
mgor took hostage? They would have been executed if he had not saved them!”

"He saved no one. You told me he killed the two soldiers guarding the villagers But did he set the
villagers free? No! He added insuit to injury by marching the dead soldiers up to the mgjor's quarters and
meking afool out of him. Rasdom was trying to provoke the mgor into executing dl the villagers on the
spot. That's the sort of atrocity that swels his strength. And after hdf a millennium of imprisonment, he
needed much strengthening. Fortunatdly, events conspired againgt him and the villagers survived.”



"Imprisonment? But he told Papa..." Her voice trailed off. "Another lie?"

Glenn nodded. "Rasdom did not build the keep as he said. Nor was he hiding in it. The keep was
built to trap and hold him... forever. Who could have foretold that it or anything dse in the Dinu Pass
might someday be considered of military vaue? Or that some fool would break the sed on his cdl?
Now, if he ever gets loose in the world—"

"But he's loose now."

"No. Not yet. That's another one of hislies. He wanted your father to believe he was free, but he's il
confined to the keep by the other piece of this" He pulled the blanket down and showed her the butt end
of the sword blade. "The hilt to this blade is the only thing on earth Rasdlom fears. It's the only thing that
hes power over him. It can bind him. The hilt isthe key. 1t locks hm within the keep. The blade is usdess
without it, but the two joined together can destroy him.”

Magda shook her head in an attempt to clear it. This was becoming more incredible every minute!
"But the hilt—where isit? What doesiit ook like?"
"Y ouve seen itsimage thousands of timesin the walls of the keep."

"The crosses!” Magda's mind whirled. Then they weren't crosses after dl! They were modded on the
hilt of a sword—no wonder the crosspiece was set so high! She had been looking at them for years and
hed never even come close to guessing. And if Molasar—or should she gtart thinking of him as Rasdlom
now?—were truly the source of the vampire legends, she could see how his fear of the sword hilt might
have been transmuted into a fear of the cross in the folk tales. "But where—"

"Buried deep in the subcdlar. As long as the hilt remains within the wals of the keep, Rasdom is
bound by them."

"But dl he hasto do isdig it up and dispose of it."

"He can't touch it, or even get too closeto it.”

"Then he's trapped forever!"

"No," Glenn said in avery low voice as he looked into Magdas eyes. "He has your father.”

Magda wanted to be sick, to shout No! a the top of her lungs, but she could not. She had been
turned to stone by Glenn's quiet words ... words which for the life of her she could not deny.

"Let me tdl you what | think has happened,” he sad into the lengthening slence. "Rasdom was
released the firg night the Germans moved into the keep. He had strength enough then to kill only one.
After that he rested and took stock. Hisinitid strategy, | think, was to kill them one at a time, to feed on
that daily agony and on the fear that increased among the living each time he cdlamed one of them. He
was careful not to kill too many at once, especiadly not the officers, for that might drive them dl away. He
probably hoped for one of three things to occur: The Germans would become so frustrated that they
would blow up the keep, thereby fresing him; or they would bring in more and more reinforcements,
afording him more lives to take, more fear to grow strong on; or that he might find among the men a
corruptible innocent.”

Magda could barely hear her own voice. "Pgpa.”

"Or you. From what you told me, Rasdlom's attention seemed to be centered on you when he firs



revealed himsdf. But the captain put you over here, out of reach. Therefore Rasdom had to concentrate
on your father."

"But he could have used one of the soldier9™

"He gans his greatest srength from the destruction of everything that is good in a person. The
corruption of the values of a sngle decent human being enriches im more than a thousand murders. It's a
feast for Rasdlom! The soldiers were usdess to him. Veterans of Poland and other campaigns, they had
killed proudly for ther Fuhrer. Little of value in them for Rasdom. And their reinforcements—deeth
camp troopers! Nothing left in those creatures to debase! So the only red use he's had for the Germans,
besides the fear and death-agony gleaned from them, is as digging tools™

Magda couldn't imagine... "Digging?"

"To unearth the hilt. | suspect tha the 'thing' you heard dhuffling around in the subcellar after your
father sent you away was a group of the dead soldiers returning to their shrouds.”

Waking corpses ... the thought was grotesque, too fantastic even to condder, and ye she
remembered that story the mgor had told about the two dead soldiers who had walked from the place of
their dying to his room.

"But if he has the power to make the dead walk, why can't he have one of them dispose of the hilt?'

"Impossible. The hilt negates his power. A corpse under his control would return to its inanimate state
the ingant it touched the hilt." He paused. "Y our father will be the one to carry the hilt from the keep."

"But as soon as Papa touches the hilt, won't Rasdlom lose control over him?'

Glemn shook his head sadly. "You mud redize by now that he's hdping Rasdom willingly ...
enthusiastically. Your father will be able to handle the hilt with ease because hell be acting of his own
freewill."

Magda fet dead ingde. "But Papa doesn't know! Why didn't you tdl him?'

"Because it was his battle, not mine. And because | couldn't risk letting Rasdom know | was here.
Y our father wouldn't have believed me anyway—he preferred to hate me. Rasdlom has done a magterful
job on him, destroying his character by tiny increments, peding away layer after layer of dl the things he
bdieved in, leaving only the base, vend aspects of his nature.”

It was true. Magda had seen it hgppening and had been afraid to admit it, but it was true!
"You could have helped him!*

"Perhaps. But | doubt it. Your father's battle was againg himsdf as much as againg Rasdom. And in
the end, evil mugt be faced done. Your father made excuses for the evil he sensed within Rasdlom, and
soon he came to see Rasdom as the answer to dl his problems. Rasdom started with your father's
religion. He does not fear the cross, yet he pretended to, causng your father to question his entire
heritage, undermining @l the beliefs and vaues derived from that heritage. Then Rasdom rescued you
from your would-be rapists—a testimony to the quickness and adaptability of his mind—putting your
father deep in his debt. Rasdom went on to promise him a chance to destroy Nazism and save your
people. And then, the find stroke—the dimination of al the symptoms of the disease your father has
auffered with for years. Rasdom had a willing dave then, one who would do just about anything he
asked. He has not only stripped away most of the man you cdled 'Papa,’ but has fashioned him into an
ingrument that will effect the release of mankind's greatest enemy from the keep.”



Glenn struggled to a tting position. "l must stop Rasdlom once and for dl!™

"Let m go," Magda said through her misary as she contemplated what had happened to Papa—or
rather, what Papa had dlowed to happen to himsdf. She had to wonder: Would she or anybody dse
have been able to withstand such an assault on oné's character? "Perhaps that will free my father from
Rasdom's influence and we can go back to the way we were.”

"You will have no lives to go about if Rasdom is set freg!"
"Inthisworld of Hitler and the Iron Guard, what can Rasdom do that hasn't been done aready?!

"You haven't been ligening!" Glenn said angrily. "Once free, Rasdlom will make Hitler seem a suitable
playmate for whatever children you might have planned on having.”

"Nothing could be worse than Hitler!" Magda said. "Nothing!™

"Rasdom could. Don't you see, Magda, that with Hitler, as evil as he is, there is dill hope? Hitler is
but amen. Heis mortd. He will die or be killed someday ... maybe tomorrow, maybe thirty years from
now, but he will die. He only controls a smal part of the world. And athough he appears invincible now,
he has yet to ded with Russa. Britain ill defies him. And there is America—if those Americans decide
to turn their vitdity and productive capacity to war, no country, not even Hitler's Germany, will be able to
gtand againg them for long. So you see, there is dill hope in this very dark hour.”

Magda nodded dowly. What Glenn said pardleed her own fedings—she had never given up hope.
"But Resdlom—"

"Rasdom, as | told you, feeds on human debasement. And never in the higtory of humankind has there
been such aglut of it as thereistoday in eastern Europe. Aslong as the hilt remains within the keep walls,
Rasdom is not only trapped, but is insulated from what goes on outsde. Remove the hilt and it will dl
rushin on him at once—dl the death, misery, and butchery of Buchenwad, Dachau, Auschwitz, and dl
the other desth camps, dl the monstrousness of modern war. Hell absorb it like a sponge, feast on it and
grow incredibly strong. His power will balloon beyond dl comprehension.

"But hell not be satisfied. Hell want more. Hell move swiftly around the world, daying heads of state,
throwing governmentsinto confusion, reducing nations to terrified mobs. What army could stand againgt
the legions of the dead heis capable of radng agang it?

"Soon dl will be in chaos. And then the red horror will begin. Nothing worse than Hitler, you say?
Think of the entire world as a desth camp!™

Magda's mind rebelled at the vista Glenn was describing. "It couldn't happen!™

"Why not? Do you think there will be a shortage of volunteers to run Rasdom's death camps? The
Nazis have shown that there are plenty of men more then willing to daughter their fdlows. But it will go
far beyond that. Y ou've seen what has happened to the villagers today, haven't you? All the worst in their
natures has been drawn to the surface. Their responses to the world have been reduced to anger, hate,
and violence"

"But how?'

"Rasdom's influence. He has grown gsteedily stronger within the keep, feeding on the death and fear
there, and on the dow disintegration of your father's character. And as he has gained strength, the wals
of the keep have been weakened by the soldiers. Every day they tear down a little more of the interna
structure, compromising its integrity. And every day the influence of Rasdom's presence extends farther



beyond those walls.

"The keep was built to an ancient design, the images of the hilt placed in a specific pattern in the wals
to cut Rasdom off from the world, to contain his power, to sed him in. Now that pattern has been
tampered with and the villagers are paying the price. If Rasdom escapes and feeds on the death camps,
the whole world will pay asmilar price. For Rasdlom will not be as selective as Hitler when it comes to
vidims Everyone will be targeted. Race, rdigion, none of that will matter. Rasdom will be truly
egditarian. The rich will not be able to buy their way out, the piouswill not be able to pray their way out,
the crafty will not be able to sneak or lie their way out. Everyone will suffer. Women and children the
most. People will be born into misery; they will spend their days in despair; they will die in agony.
Generdion after generation, dl suffering to feed Rasdom.”

He paused for breath, then: "And the worgt of it dl, Magda, isthat there will be no hope. And no end
to it! Rasdom will be untouchable ... invindble ... deathless. If he is freed now, there will be no stopping
him. Always in the past the sword has hedd him back. But now ...with the world asiit is ... he will grow
too strong for even this blade reunited with its hilt to stop him. He must never |eave the keep!™

Magda saw that Glenn meant to go into the keep. "No!" she shouted, her arms reaching to hold him
back. She couldn't let him go. "Hell destroy you in your condition! Isn't there anybody ese?"

"Only me. No one ese can do this. Like your father, | have to face this alone. After dl, it's redly my
fault that Rasdom il exigs e dl."

"How can that be?’

Glenn didn't answer. Magda tried another approach.

"Where did Rasalom come from?'

"Hewas aman ... once. But he gave himsdf over to dark power and was forever changed by it."
Magda fdt a catch in her throat. "But if Rasdlom serves a 'dark power,’ who do you serve?!
"Another power."

She sensed his resistance, but she pressed on.

"A power for good?'

"Perhaps.”

"For how long?'

"All my life”

"How can it be...?" She was afraid of the answer. "How can it be your fault, Glenn?'

He looked away. "My name isnt Glenn—it's Glaeken. I'm as old as Rasdom. | built the keep.”

Cuza had not seen Molasar since descending into the pit to uncover the tdisman. He had said
something about making the Germans pay for invading his keep, then his voice had trailed off and he was



gone. The corpses had begun to move then, filing out behind the miraculous being who controlled them.

Cuza was left done with the cold, the rats, and the tdisman. He wished he could have gone dong. But
he supposed what redly mattered was that soon they would dl be dead, officers and enlisged men dike.
Yet he would have enjoyed seeing Mgor Kaempffer die, seeing him suffer some of the agonies he had
inflicted on countless innocent and helpless people.

But Molasar had sad to wait here. And now, with the faint echoes of gunfire seeping down from
above, Cuza knew why: Molasar had not wanted the man to whom he had entrusted his source of power
to be endangered by any Stray bullets. After a while the shooting stopped. Leaving the talisman behind,
Cuza took hisflashlight and climbed to the top of the pit where he stood among the clustered rats. They
no longer bothered him; he was too intent on ligening for Molasar's return.

Soon he heard it. Footsteps approaching. More than one pair. He flashed his light toward the
entrance to the chamber and saw Magor Kaempffer round the corner and approach him. A cry escaped
Cuza and he dmog fdl over into the pit, but then he saw the glazed eyes, the dack expresson, and
redlized that the SS mgor was dead. Woermann camefilingin behind him, equaly dead, a length of rope
traling from his neck.

"I thought you might like to see these two," Molasar said, following the dead officers into the chamber.
"Especidly the one who proposed to build the so-called desth camp for our fdlow Wallachians. Now |
shdl seek out this Hitler and dispose of him and his minions™ He paused. "But firdt, my taisman. You
mud see to it thet it is hidden securdly in the hills Only then can | devote my energies to ridding the world
of our common foe."

"Yed" Cuza said, feding his pulse begin to race. "It'sright here!”

He scrambled down into the pit and grabbed the tdisman. As he tucked it under hisarm and began to
dimb up again, he saw Molasar step back.

"Wrap it up,” he said. "Its precious metaswill attract unwanted attention should someone see them.”

"Of course.” Cuza reached for the wadded wrapper and packing. "I'll tieit up securdy when | get into
the better light upgtairs. Don't worry. I'll see to it that it'sadl—"

"Cover it now!" The command echoed through the chamber.

Cuza hdted, struck by Molasar's vehemence. He didnt think he should be spoken to in such a
manner. But then, one had to make alowances for fifteenth-century boyars.

He sghed. "Very wel." He squatted in the bottom of the pit and folded the coarse doth packing over
the tdisman, then covered it dl with the tattered wrapper.

"Good!" sad the voice from above and behind him. Cuza looked up and saw that Molasar had
moved to the other Side of the pit, away from the entry. "Now hurry. The sooner | know the tdisman is
safe, the sooner | can depart for Germany.”

Cuza hurried. He crawled from the pit as swiftly as he could and began to make his way through the
tunnd to the steps that would take him upward to a new day, not only for himsdf and for his people, but
for dl the world.



"It'salong story, Magda ... ageslong. And | fear there's no time left to tell it to you.”

His voice sounded to Magda asif it were coming from the far end of a long, dark tunnd. He had sad
Rasdom predated Judaiam ... and then he had said he was as old as Rasdom. But that couldn't be! The
men who had loved her could not be some leftover from a forgotten age! He was red! He was human!
Hesh and blood!

Movement caught her eye and brought her back to the here and now. Glenn was attempting to rise to
his feet, usng the sword blade for support. He managed to get to his knees but was too weak to rise
farther.

"Who are you?' she said, saring a him, feding as if she were seeing him for the firg time. "And who
isRasdom?'

"The story startslong ago,” he said, sweeting and swaying, leening on the hiltless blade. "Long before
the time of the Pharaohs, before Babylonia, even before Mesopotamia. There was another dvilization
then, in another age.”

"'The Firs Age,' " Magda said. "You mentioned that before.” It was not a new idea to her. She had
run across the theory now and then in the historicad and archeologica journas she had read at various
times while hdping Papa with his research. The obscure theory contended that dl of recorded history
represented only the Second Age of Man; that long, long ago there had been a great dvilization across
Europe and Asa—some of its gpologists even went so far as to indlude the idand continents of Atlantis
and Mu in this ancient world, a world they camed had been destroyed in a globd cataclysm. "It's a
discredited idea," Magda said, a defengve quaver in her voice. "All historians and archeologidts of any
repute condemn it as lunecy.”

"Yes, | know," Glenn said with a sardonic twigt to hislips. "The same type of ‘authorities who scoffed
a the posshility that Troy might have truly existed—and then Schliemann found it. But I'm not going to
debate you. The First Agewas red. | was born into it."

“But how—"

"Let mefinish quickly. There isnt much time and | want you to understand a few things before | go to
face Rasdlom. Things were different in the First Age. This world was then a battleground between two..."
He appeared to be groping for a word. "I don't want to say ‘gods because that would give you the
impression that they had discrete identities and persondities. There were two vast, incomprehengble ...
forces ... Powers abroad in the land then. One, the Dark Power, which was caled Chaos, reveled in
anything inimica to mankind. The other Power was..."

He paused again, and Magda could not help but prompt him.
"You mean the White Power ... the power of Good?'

"It's not so Imple as that. We merdly cdled it Light. What mattered was that it opposed Chaos. The
Firg Age eventudly became divided into two camps. those who sought dominion through Chaos and
those who resisted. Rasdom was a necromancer of his time, a brilliant adept to the Dark Power. He
gave himsdf over to it completely and eventualy became the champion of Chaos.”

"And you chose to be champion of Light—of Good." She wanted him to say yes.

"No ... | didn't exactly choose. And | can't say the Power | serveisdl that good, or dl that light. |
was ... conscripted, you might say. Circumstances too involved to explain now—circumstances that have



long since logt any shred of meaning for me—led me to become involved with the armies of Light. | soon
found it impossible to extricate mysdf, and before long | was at ther forefront, leading them. | was given
the sword. Its blade and hilt were forged by a race of smdl folk now long extinct. It was fashioned for
one purpose; to destroy Rasdlom. There came afind battle between the opposing forces—Armageddon,
Ragnardk, dl the doomsday battles rolled into one. The resulting cataclysm—earthquakes, fire storms,
tidd waves—wiped out every trace of the First Age of Man. Only a few humans were left to begin dl
over agan."

"But what of the Powers?"

Glenn shrugged. "They dill exigt, but their interest waned after the cataclysm. There was not much left
for them in a ruined world whose inhabitants were reverting to savagery. They turned ther atention
elsawhere while Rasdom and | fought on across the world and across the ages, neither one gaining the
upper hand for long, neither one Sckening or aging. And somewhere dong the way we lost something..."

He glanced down at a broken fragment of mirror that had fdlen out of the blade case and now lay
near his knees.

"Hold that up to my face" he told Magda.
Magda lifted the fragment and positioned it next to his cheek.
"How do | look init?' he asked.

Magda glanced at the glass—and dropped it with atiny scream. The mirror was empty! Just as Papa
had said of Rasdom!

The man she loved cast no reflection!

"Our reflections were taken away by the Powers we serve, perhaps as a condant reminder to
Rasdom and me that our lives were no longer our own."

His mind seemed to drift for a moment "It's strange not to see yoursdf in a mirror or a pool of water.
You never get used to it He amiled sadly. "I believe I've forgotten what | look like"

Magda's heart went out to him. "Glenn...?"

"But | never stopped pursuiing Rasdom,” he said, shaking himsdf. "Wherever there was news of
butchery and death, | would find him and drive him off. But as dvilization gradudly rebuilt itsdlf, and
people began to crowd together again, Rasalom became more ingenious in his methods. He was dways
goreading death and misery in any way he could, and in the fourteenth century, when he traveled from
Congtantinople throughout Europe, leaving plague-ridden rats in every city dong his way—"

"The Black Death!"

"Yes. It would have been a minor epidemic without Rasalom, but as you know, it turned out to be one
of the mgor catastrophes of the Middle Ages. That was when | knew | had to find a way to stop him
before he devised something even more hideous. And if I'd done the job right, neither of us would be
here right now."

"But how can you blame yoursdf? How can Rasalom's escape be your fault? The Germans let him
loose"

"He should be dead! | could have killed him half amillennium ago but | didn't. | came here looking for



Vlad the Impder. | had heard of his atrocities and they fit Rasdom's pattern. | expected to find him
posing as Vlad. But | was wrong. Vlad was just a madman under Rasalom's influence, feeding Rasdlom's
grength by impaling thousands of innocents. But even at his worst, Vlad could not match by one tenth
what is happening every day in today's death camps. | built the keep. | tricked Rasdlom by luring him
indde. | bound him with the power of the hilt and seded him in the cdlar wal where he would stay
forever." He 9ghed. "At least | thought it would be forever. | could have killed him then—I should have
killed him then—but | didn't."

"Why not?'

Glenn closed his eyes and was quiet for along time before replying. "Thisisn't easy to say ... but | was
afraid. You see, I'velived on as a counterbalance to Rasdom. But what happens if I'm findly victorious
and kill him? When his threat is extinguished, what happens to me? I've lived for what seems like eons,
but I've never grown tired of life It may be hard to believe, but theres dways something new." He
opened his eyes again and looked squardly at Magda. "Always. But | fear Rasdom and | are a pair, the
continued existence of one dependent on the other. | am Yang to his Yin. I'm not ready to die yet."

Magda had to know: " Can you die?"

"Yes It takes alot to kill me, but | can die. Theinjuries | received tonight would have done me in had
you not brought the blade to me. | had gone asfar as | could ... | would have died right here without
you." His eyes rested on her for a moment, then he looked over to the keep. "Rasdom probably thinks
I'm dead. That could work to my advantage.”

Magda wanted to throw her arms around him but could not bring hersdlf to touch him again just yet.
At least now she understood the guilt she had seen in his face at unguarded moments.

"Don't go over there, Glenn."
"Cdl me Glaegken," he said softly. "It's been so long Snce someone cdled me by my red name”

"All right... Glaeken." The word fdt good on her tongue, as if saying his true name linked her more
closdy to him. But there were ill so many unanswered questions. "What about those awful books? Who
hid them there?"

"l did. They can be dangerous in the wrong hands, but | couldn't let them be destroyed. Knowledge
of any kind—especidly of evil—must be preserved.”

There was another question, one which Magda hestated to ask. She had come to redize as he spoke
that it mattered little to her how old he was—it didn't change him from the man she had come to know.
But how did he fed about her?

"What of me?' she said findly. "You never told me..." She wanted to ask him if she were just a stop
dong the way, another conquest. Was the love she had sensed inhim and seen in his eyes just a trick he
hed learned? Was he even capable of love anymore? She couldn't voice the thoughts. Even thinking
them, was painful.

Glaeken seemed to read her mind. "Would you have believed meif | had told you?'
"But yesterday—"

"l love you, Magda," he said, reaching for her hand. "I've been closed off for so long. You reached
me. No one has been able to do that for along time. | may be older than anyone or anything you've ever
imagined, but I'm dill a man. That was never taken away from me”



Magda dowly put her arms around his shoulders, holding him gently but firmly. She wanted to hold
him to this spot, root him here where held be safe outside the keep.

After along moment he spoke into her ear. "Help meto my feet, Magda. I've got to stop your father."

Magda knew she had to help him, even though she feared for him. She gripped hisarm and tried to lift
him but his knees buckled repestedly. Findly, he dumped to the ground and pounded it with a closed fid.

"l need more time!”

"Il go," Magda said, half wondering where the words came from. "I can meet my father at the gate.”
"No! It's too dangeroud”

"l can talk to him. Helll ligen to me"

"He's beyond dl reason now. Hell ligen only to Rasdlom.”

"l have to try. Can you think of anything better?'

Glaeken was glent.

"Then Il go." She wished she could have stood there and tossed her head in defiance to show him
she wasn't afraid. But she was terrified.

"Don't cross the threshold,” Glagken warned her. "Whatever you do, don't step across into the keep.
That's Rasdom's domain now!"

| know, Magda thought as she broke into a run toward the causeway. And | can't allow Papa to
step across to this side, either—at least not if he's holding the hilt to a sword.

Cuza had hoped to be done with the flashlight after reaching the cdlar levd, but dl the dectric lights
were dead. He found, however, that the corridor was not completely dark. There were glowing spots in
the wdls. He looked more closdly and saw that the images of the crosdike tdisman set in the stones were
gowing softly. They brightened as he neared and faded dowly after he had passed, responding to the
object he carried.

Theodor Cuza moved dong the centrd corridor in a state of awe. Never had the supernatural been so
red to him. Never would he be able to view the world or existence itsdf as he had before. He thought
about how smug he had been, thinking he had seen it dl, yet never redizing the blinders that had limited
hisvison. Well, now his blinders were off and there was awhole new world dl around him.

He hugged the wrapped tdisman swugly againg his chest, feding close to the supernaturd... and yet
far from his God. But then, what had God done for his Chosen People? How many thousands, millions,
hed died in the past few years cdling out his name, and had never been answered?

Soon there would be an answer, and Theodor Cuza was hdping to bring it.

As he ascended toward the courtyard he fdt a twinge of uneasness and paused hdfway up. He
watched trailers of fog ooze down the steps like white honey while his thoughts whirled.



His moment of persona triumph was a hand. He was findly able to do something, to take an active
role againg the Nazis. Why, then, this feding that dl was not quite right? He had to admit to some
negging doubts about Molasar, but nothing specific. All the piecesfit...

Or did they? Cuza could not help but find the shape of the talisman bothersome: It was too close to
the shape of the cross Molasar feared so. But perhaps that was Molasar's way of protecting it—make it
resemble a holy object to throw his pursuers off the track, just as he had done with the keep. But then
there was Molasar's seeming reluctance to handle the tdisman himsdf, his inagtence that Cuza teke
charge of it immediately. If the talisman were so important to Molasar, if it were truly the source of dl his
power, why didn't he find a hiding place for it himsdlf?

Sowly, mechanicaly, Cuza took the find steps up to the courtyard. At the top he squinted into the
unaccustomed gray light of predawn and found the answer to his questions. daylight. Of course! Molasar
could not move around in the day and he needed someone who could! What ardief it was to erase those

doubts—daylight explained everything!

As Cuzas eyes adjusted to the growing light, he looked across the foggy ruin of the courtyard to the
gate and saw afigure sanding there, waiting. For asngle terrified moment he thought one of the sentries
hed escaped the daughter; then he saw that the figure was too amdl and dim to be a German soldier.

It was Magda. Filled with joy, he hurried toward her.

From the threshold of the keep, Magda looked in on the courtyard; it was utterly slent and deserted
but showed ggns of beattle everywhere: bullet holes in the fabric and the metd of the lorries, smashed
windshidds, pock marks in the stone blocks of the wals, smoke rigng from the shattered ruins of the
generators. Nothing moved. She wondered what gore lay beneeth the fog that floated knee deep over
the courtyard floor.

She dso wondered what she was doing here shivering in the predawn chill, waiting for Papa, who
might or might not be carrying the future of the world in his hands. Now that she had a quiet moment to
think, to camly consider dl that Glenn—Glaeken—had told her, doubt began to ingnuate its way into her
mind. Words whispered in the dark logt their impact with the approach of day. It had been s0 easy to
believe Glagken while she was ligening to his voice and looking into his eyes. But now that she was away
from him, standing here done, waiting... she fet unsure.

It was mad—immense, unseen, unknowable forces ... Light ... Chaos ... in opposition for control of
hurmanity! Absurd! It was the suff of fantasy, the deranged dream of an opium eater!

And yet...

... there was Molasar—or Rasdom or whatever he was truly caled. He was no dream, yet certainly
more than human, certainly beyond anything she had ever experienced or wished to experience agan.
And certainly evil. She had known that from the firgt time he had touched her.

And then there was Glaeken—if that was his true name—who did not seem evil but who might well
be mad. He was redl, and he had a sword blade that glowed and healed wounds that were enough to kill
ascore of men. She had seen that with her own eyes. And he cast no reflection...

Perhaps it was she who was mad.



But oh, if she was not mad. If the world truly stood on the brink here in this remote mountain pass ...
whom was she to trust? Trust Rasdlom, who by his own admission and confirmed by Glaeken had been
locked away in some sort of limbo for five centuries and, now that he was free, was promisng to put an
end to Hitler and his arocities? Or trust the red-haired man who had become the love of her life but had
lied to her about so many things, even his name? Whom her own father accused of beng an dly of the
Nazis?

Why isit all coming to rest on me?

Why did she have to be the one to choose when everything was so confused? Whom to believe? The
father she had trusted dl her life, or the stranger who had unlocked a part of her being she never even
knew existed? It wasn' fair!

She sghed. But nobody ever said life was fair.
She had to decide. And soon.

Glenn's parting words came back to her: Whatever you do, don't step across into the keep. That's
Rasalom's domain now. But she knew she had to step across. The mdignant aura around the keep had
made it an effort merely to walk across the causeway. Now she had to fed what it was like ingde. It
would help her decide.

She edged her foot forward, then pulled it back. Perspiration had broken out al over her body. She
didn't want to do this but circumstances left her little choice. Setting her jaw, she closed her eyes and
stepped across the threshold.

The evil exploded againgt her, snatching her breath away, knotting her stomach, meking her weave
drunkenly about. It was more powerful, more intense than ever. She wavered in her resolve, wanting
desperately to step back outsde. But she fought this down, willing hersdf to weether the sorm of mdice
she fdt raging about her. The very ar she was breathing confirmed what she had known dl dong: No
good would ever come from within the keep.

And it was here ingde the threshold where she would have to meet Papa. And stop him here if he
carried the hilt to a sword.

A movement across the courtyard caught her eye. Papa had emerged from the cdlar entry. He stood
daing about for a moment, then spotted her and ran forward. After adjuding to the Sght of her
once-crippled father running, she noticed that his clothes were caked with dirt. He was carrying a
package of some sort, something heavy and cardesdy wrapped.

"Magda | haveit!" he cdled, panting as he stopped before her.

"What do you have, Papa?' The sound of her own voice was fla and wooden in her ears. She
dreaded his answer.

"Molasar's taisman—the source of his power!"
"Youve golen it from him?"
"No. He gaveit to me. I'm to find a safe hiding place for it while he goes to Germany.”

Magda went cold insde. Papa was removing an object from the keep, just as Glaeken had sad he
would.



She had to know what it looked like. "Let me seeit.”
"Theres no timefor that now. I've got to—"

He stepped to the Sde to go around her, but Magda moved in front of him, blocking his way, keeping
him within the boundary of the keep.

"Please?’ she pleaded. "Show it to me?'

He hesitated, sudying her face questioningly, then pulled off the wrapper and showed her what he had
cdled "Molasar's taisman.”

Magda heard her breath suck in at the Sght of it. Oh, God! It was obvioudy heavy, and appeared to
be gold and slve—exactly like the strange crosses throughout the keep. And there was even a dot in its
top, the perfect gze to accept the spike she had seen at the butt end of Glagken's sword blade.

It was the hilt to Glagken's sword. The hilt ... the key to the keep ... the only thing that protected the
world from Rasdom.

Magda stood and stared at it while her father said something she could not hear. The words would
not reach her. All she could hear was Glaeken's description of what would become of the world should
Rasdom be dlowed to escape the keep. Everything within her revolted at the decison that faced her, but
she had no choice. She had to stop her fathe—at any cost.

"Go back, Papa,”" she said, searching his eyes for some remnant of the man she had loved so dearly dl
her life "Leave it in the keep. Molasar has been lying to you dl adong. That's not the source of his
power—it's the only thing that can withstand his power! He's the enemy of everything good in this
world! You can't set him freel™

"Ridiculoud He's dready free! And he's an dly—Ilook what he's done for mel | can wak!"

"But only as far as the other 9de of this gateway. Only far enough to remove that from the keep—he
can't leave here as long as the hilt remains within the wallg"

"Lied Molasar isgoing to kill Hitler and stop the death campdl™

"Hell feed on the desth camps, Papal” It was like talking to a deaf man. "For once in your lifeligen to
me! Trust me! Do as | say! Don't remove that thing from the keep!"

He ignored her and pressed forward. "Let me by!"

Magda placed her hands againg his chest, seding hersdf to defy the man who had raised her, taught
her so much, given her so much. "Ligen to me, Papal”

“No!"

Magda set her feet and shoved with dl her strength, sending him sumbling backward. She hated
hersdf for doing it but he had Ieft her no dternaive. She had to stop thinking of him as a cripple; he was
wel and strong now—and as determined as she.

"You drike your own father?' he said in a hoarse, hushed voice. Shock and anger roiled on his face.
"Isthiswhat anight of rutting with your red-headed lover has done to you? | am your father! 1 command
you to let me passl™

"No, Papa," she sad, tears darting in her eyes. She had never dared to stand up to him before, but



she had to see this through—for both their sakes and for dl the world.

The dght of her tears seemed to disconcert him. For an indant his features softened and he was
himsdf again. He opened his mouth to speak, then closed it with a snap. Snarling with fury, he lesped
forward and swung the hilt at her head.

Rasdom stood waiting in the subterranean chamber, immersed in darkness, the silence broken only by
the sound of the rats crawling over the cadavers of the two officers which he had dlowed to tumble to
the dirt after the crippled one had left with that accursed hilt. Soon it would be gone from the keep and
he would be free again.

Soon his hunger would be appeased. If what the crippled one had told hm was true—and what he
hed heard from some of the German soldiers during ther stay seemed to confirm it—Europe had now
become a snkhole of human misery. It meant that after ages of druggling, after so many defeats a
Glagken's hands, his destiny at last was about to come to pass. He had feared dl lost when Glagken had
trapped himin this stone prison, but in the end he had prevailed. Human greed had released him from the
tiny cdl that had held him for five centuries. Human hate and powerlust were about to give him the
grength to become master of this globe,

He waited. And dill his hunger remained untouched. The expected surge of power did not come.
Something was wrong. The crippled one could have journeyed through that gate twice by now. Three
timed

Something had gone wrong. He let his senses range the keep until he detected the presence of the
crippled one's daughter. It was she who mugt be the cause of the delay. But why? She couldn't know—

—unless Glagken had told her about the hilt before he died.

Rasdom made a tiny gesture with his left hand, and behind him in the dark the corpses of Magor
Kaempffer and Captain Woermann began to struggle to their feet again, to stand diffly erect, waiting.

In a cold rage, Rasdom strode from the chamber. The daughter would be easy to handle. The two
corpses sumbled after him. And after them followed the army of rats.

Magda watched in dumb awe as the gold-and-silver hilt swung toward her head with crushing force.
Never had it occurred to her that Papa might actudly try to harm her. Y et he was aming a killing blow at
her skull. Only an inginctive reflex for salf-preservation saved her—she stepped back at the last moment,
then dove forward, knocking her father to the ground as he tried to recover his balance &fter the wild
swing. Shefdl on top of him, dutching & the Slver crosspiece, findly gripping it with one hand on each
dde and twiding the hilt out of his grasp.

He clawed at her like an animd, scratching the flesh of her arms, trying to pull her down again to the
point where the hilt would be in reach, screaming:

"Giveit to me! Giveit to me! You're going to ruin everything!”



Magda regained her feet and backed away to the sde of the gateway arch, holding the hilt with both
hands by its golden handle. She was uncomfortably close to the threshold, but she had managed to retain
the hilt within the bounds of the keep.

He struggled to hisfeet and ran at her with his head down, his arms outstretched. Magda dodged the
full force of his charge but he managed to catch her ebow as he went by, twiding her around. Then he
was on her, driking at her face and screeching incoherently.

"Stop it, Papal" she cried, but he seemed not to hear. He was like a wild beast. As his ragged dirty
fingernalls raked toward her eyes, she swung the hilt a him; she didn't think about what she was
doing—it was an automatic move. "Sop it!"

The sound of the heavy metd driking Papa's skull sickened her. Stunned, she stood and watched as
his eyes rolled back behind his glasses and he dipped to the ground and lay dill, tendrils of fog drifting
over him.

What have | done?

"Why did you make me hit you?' she screamed at his unconscious form. "Couldn't you trust me just
once? Just once?"

She had to get him out—just a few feet beyond the threshold would be enough. Bt firs she had to
dispose of the hilt, put it somewhere wdl indde the keep. Then she would try to drag Papa out to sefety.

Across the courtyard lay the entrance to the cdlar. She could throw the hilt down there. She began
running toward the entrance but stopped hafway there. Someone was coming up the steps.

Rasdom!

He seemed to float, risng from the cdllar as a huge dead fish might rise from the bottom of a stagnant
pond. At the Sght of her, his eyes became twin spheres of dark fury, assaulting her, stabbing her. He
bared his teeth as he seemed to glide through the mist toward her.

Magda held her ground. Glaeken had said the hilt had the power to counter Rasdlom. She fdt strong.
She could face him.

There was movement behind Rasdom as he approached. Two other figures were emerging from the
subcdllar, figures with dack, white faces that followed Rasdlom as he stalked forward. Magda recognized
them: the captain and that anful major. She did not need a closer look to know that they were dead.
Glaeken had told her about the walking corpses and she had been hdf expecting to see them, but that did
not keep her blood from running cold at the Sght of them. Y et she fdt strangdy safe.

Rasdom stopped within a dozen feet of her and dowly raised his arms until they were spread put like
wings For a moment, nothing happened. Then Magda noticed Hirrings in the fog that blanketed the
courtyard and swirled about her knees. All around her, hands rose out of the mig, dutching at the air,
followed by heads, and then torsos. Like loathsome fungd growths sprouting from moldy soil, the
German soldiers who had occupied the keep were risng from the dead.

Magda saw their ravaged bodies, thar torn throats, yet she stood firm. She had the hilt. Glaeken had
sad the hilt could negate Rasalom's animating power. She believed him. She had to!

The corpses arrayed themselves behind Rasalom and to hisright and left. No one moved.
Maybe they're afraid of the hilt! Magda thought, her heart legping. Maybe they can't get any



closer!

Then she naticed a curious rippling in the fog around the corpses feet. She looked down. Through
gaps in the mig she glimpsad scuttling forms, gray and brown. Rats! Revulson tightened her throat and
swept over her skin. Magda began to back away. They were moving toward her, not in a solid front, but
in a chaotic scramble of crisscrossing paths and squat, budtling bodies. She could face anything—even
the walking dead—anything but rats.

She saw a gmile spread over Rasdlom's face and knew she was responding just as he had
hoped—retreating from his find threat, edging ever closer to the gateway. She tried to stop, to will her
legs to be 4ill, but they kept backing her away from the rats.

Dark stone walls closed around her—she was back within the gate arch. Another yard or two and
she would be over the threshold ... and Rasdlom would be set oose upon the world.

Magda closed her eyes and stopped moving.

This far will I go, shetold hersdf. This far and no farther ... this far and no farther... repesting it
over and over in her mind—until something brushed her ankle and skittered away. Something smal and
furry. Another. Then another. She bit her lip to keep from screaming. The hilt wasn't working! The rats
were atacking her! They'd be dl over her soon.

In a panic, she opened her eyes. Rasdom was closer now, his depthless eyes fixed on her through the
midy haf-light, his legion of the dead fanned out behind him, and the rats massed before hm. He was
driving the rats forward, forcing them againg her feet and ankles. Magda knew she was going to break
and run any second now ... she could fed the overpowering terror weling up insde her, ready to drown
and wash away dl her resolve ... the hilt isn't protecting me! She started to turn and then stopped. The
rats were brushing againg her, but they didn't bite or claw her. They made contact and then ran. It was
the hilt! Because she held the hilt, Rasdlom logt control over the rats as soon as they touched her. Magda
took heart and camed hersdf.

They can't bite me. They can't touch me for more than an instant. Her greatest horror had been
that they might crawl up her legs. Now she knew they could not. She stood firm again.

Rasdom mug have sensed this. He scowled and made a motion with his hands.

The corpses again began to move. They parted around him, then rgoined into a near-solid moving
wal of dead flesh, scuffling, sumbling forward, crowding up to where she stood, stopping within inches
of her. They gaped a her with dack, expressionless faces and glazed, empty eyes. There was no
maevolence in ther movements, no hatred, no red purpose. They were merdy dead flesh. But they
were s0 close! Had they been dive, their breath would have wafted againg her face. Asit was, a few of
them amdlled asiif they had aready begun to putrefy.

She closed her eyes again, fighting the loathing that weakened her knees, hugging the hilt againgt her.

... this far and no farther... this far and no farther ... for Glaeken, for me, for what's left of
Papa, for everyone... this far and no farther...

Something heavy and cold dumped againg her. She staggered back, crying out in surprise and
disgudt. The corpses nearest her had begun to go limp and fdl againgt her. Another one dammed into her
and she was rocked back again. She twigted to the Side and let its dack bulk dip by her. Magda redized
what Rasdom was doing—if he couldn't frighten her out of the keep, then he would push her out by
hurling the physical bulk of his dead army againgt her. He was succeeding. There were only inches left to



her.

As more corpses pressed forward, Magda made a desperate move. She grasped the gold handle of
the hilt firmly with both hands and swung it out in a wide arc, dragging it againg the dead flesh of those
closest to her.

Bright flashes of light and Szzing noises erupted upon contact with the bodies, wisps of acrid,
ydlow-white smoke stung her nodtrils ... and the corpses—they jerked spasmodicdly and fdl away like
marionettes with severed strings. She stepped forward, waving the hilt again, thistimein a wider arc, and
agan the flashes, the szzle, the sudden limpness.

Even Rasdom retreated a step.

Magda alowed a smdl, grim amile to touch her lips. Now at least she had breathing room. She had a
wespon and she was learning how to use it. She saw Rasdom's gaze shift to her Ieft and looked to see
what had caught his atention.

Papal He had regained consciousness and was on his feet, leaning againg the wal of the gateway
arch. It sckened Magda to see the thin trickle of blood running down the sde of his face—blood from
the blow she had struck.

"You!" Rasalom said, pointing to Papa. "Take the taligman from her! She has joined our enemied”
Magda saw her father shake his head, and her heart leaped with new hope.

No!" Papas voice was a fegble croak, yet it echoed off the stone wadls around them. "I've been
watching! If what she holdsis truly the source of your power, you do not need me to redam it. Take it
yoursdf!”

Magda knew she had never been so proud of her father as at that moment when he stood up to the
creature who had tried to plunder his soul. And had come so close to succeeding. She brushed away
tears and amiled, taking strength from Papa and giving it back to him.

"Ingrate” Rasalom hissed, his face contorted with rage. "Youve falled mel Very wdl, then—welcome
back your illness Revd inyour pan!™

Papa dumped to his knees with a gifled moan. He held his hands before him, watching them turn
white and lock once again into the gnarled deformity that until yesterday had rendered them usdless. His
spine curved and he crumpled forward with a groan. Sowly, with agony seeping from every pore, his
body curled in on itsdf. When it was over he lay whimpering in a twisted, tortured parody of the fetd
position.

Magda stepped toward him, shouting through her horror. "Papal” She could dmog fed his pain
hersdf.

Yet he suffered through it dl with no plea for mercy. This seemed to indte Rasdlom further. Amid a
chorus of dill squeaks, the rats started forward, a dun wave that duiced around Papa, then swept over
him, teering at him with tiny razor teeth.

Magda forgot her loathing and rushed to his sSide, baiting at the rats with the hilt, swatting them away
with her free hand. But for every few she swept away, more sets of tiny jaws darted in to redden
themsealves on Papal's flesh. She cried, she sobbed, she cdled out to God in every language she knew.

The only answer came from Rasalom, a taunting whisper behind her. "Throw the hilt through the gate



and you will save him! Remove that thing from these walls and he lived™

Magda forced hersdf to ignore him, but deep within she sensed that Rasdlom had won. She could not
let this horror go on—Papa was being eaten dive by verminl And she seemed helpless to save him. She
hed lost. She would have to surrender.

But not yet. The rats were not biting her, only Papa.
She sprawled across her father, covering his body with her own, pressing the hilt between them.

"Hewill die" the hated voice whispered. "He will die and there will be no one to blame but you! Y our
fault! All you—"

Rasalom's words suddenly broke off as his voice dimbed to a screech—a sound full of rage, fear, and
dishelief.

“yYout*"

Magda twisted her head upward and saw Glaeken—week, pae, caked with dried blood, leaning
agang the keep's gate a few feet away. There was no one in the world she wanted more to see right
now than him.

"l knew you would come.”

But the way he looked, it seemed a mirade he had made it across the causeway. He could never
gand up to Rasdom in his present condition.

And yet he was here. The sword blade was in one hand, the other he held out to her. No words were
necessary. She knew what he had come for and knew what she must do. She lifted hersdf away from
Papa and placed the hilt in Glagken's hand.

Somewhere behind her, Rasdom was screaming, "Nooooo! "

Glaeken amiled weskly at her, then in a Sngle motion, smooth and swift, he stood the blade point
down and poised the top of the hilt over the butt spike. As it did home with a solid rasping dlick, there
came a flash of light brighter than the sun at summer solstice, intolerably bright, spreading in a bdl from
Glaeken and his sword to be caught and amplified by the images of the hilt inlaid throughout the keep.

The light struck Magda like a blast from a furnace, good and clean, dry and warm. Shadows
disappeared as everything within Sght was etched in blinding white light. The fog melted away as though
it had never existed. The rats fled squeding in dl directions. The light scythed through the standing
corpses, toppling them like stalks of dry wheet. Even Rasdom reded away with both arms covering his
face.

The true master of the keep had returned.

The light faded dowly, drawing back into the sword, and a moment passed before Magda could see
agan. When she could, there stood Glagken, his clothes ill ripped and bloodied, but the man within
renewed. All fatigue, dl weakness, dl injury, had been wiped away. He was a man made whole again,
radigting awesome power and implacable resolve. And his eyes were so fierce, so0 terible in ther
determination that she was glad he was a friend and not a foe. This was the man who led the forces of
Light againgt Chaos ages ago ... the man she loved.

Glaeken held the reassembled sword out before him, its runes swirling and cascading over the blade.



His blue eyes shining, he turned to Magda and sduted her with it.
"Thank you, my Lady," he said softly. "I knew you had courage—I never dreamed how much.”
Magda glowed in his praise. My Lady ... he called me his Lady.

Glaeken gestured to Papa. "Take him through the gate. Il stand guard urtil you're safe on the
causeway."

Magda's knees wobbled as she stood up. A quick glance around showed a jumble of fadlen corpses.
Rasdom had disappeared. "Where—?"

"l find him," Glaeken said. "But first | must see you where | know youll be safe”

Magda bent and grabbed Papa under the arms and dragged his pitifully light form the few feet that
took them across the threshold and onto the causeway. His bresthing was shdlow. He was bleeding from
athousand tiny wounds. She began dabbing at them with her skirt.

"Good-bye, Magda."

It was Glagken's voice and it held a terrible note of findity. She looked up to see hm saring a her
with alook of infinite sadness on his face.

"Good-bye? Where are you going?'

"Tofinish awar that should have been over ages ago." His voice fatered. "l wish..."
Dread gripped her. "Y ou're coming back to me, aren't you?"

Glaeken turned and walked toward the courtyard.

"Glagken?'

He disappeared into the maw of the tower. Her cry was hdf wall, hdf sob.
"Glaeken!"

TWENTY-NINE

There was darkness within the tower. More than mere shadow—it was the blackness that only
Rasdom could spawn. It engulfed Glaeken, but he was not entirdly helpless againg it. His rune sword
began to glow with a pae blue light as soon as he stepped through the tower entrance. The images of the
hilt laid into the walls responded immediatdy to the presence of the origind and lit with white-and-yellow
firethat pulsated dowly, dimly, asif to the rhythm of a massve and faraway heart.

The sound of Magda's voice followed Glagken within and he stood at the foot of the tower dtairs



trying to shut out the pain he heard as she cdled his name, knowing that if he listened he would weaken.
He had to cut her off, just as he had to sever dl other tiesto the world outside the keep. There was only
he and Rasdlom now. Their millennia.of conflict would end here today. He would see to that.

He let the power of the glowing sword surge through him. It was good to hold it agan—like beng
reunited with alost part of his body. But even the power of the sword could not reach the growing knot
of despair tangled deep within him.

He was not going to win today. Even if he succeeded in killing Rasdom, the victory would cost him
everything ... for victory would diminate the purpose of his continued existence. He would no longer be
of use. to the Power he served.

If he could defeat Rasalom...

He pushed dl that behind him. This was no way to enter battle He had to set his mind to
victory—tha was the Only way to win. And he must win.

He looked around. He sensed Rasalom somewhere above. Why? There was no escape that way.

Glaeken ran up the steps to the second-level landing and stood there, dert, wary, his senses brigling.
He could 4ill sense Rasdom far above him, yet the dark ar here was thick with danger. The replicas of
the hilts pulsed dully from the wadls, cruciform beacons in a black fog. A short distance to hisright he saw
the dim outline of the steps to the third leve. Nothing moved.

He started for the next set of steps, then stopped. Suddenly, there was movement dl around him. As
he watched, a crowd of dark shapes rose from the floor and the shadowed corners. Glaeken swiveled
left and right, quickly counting a dozen German corpses.

S ... Rasalom wasn't alone when he retreated.

As the corpses lurched toward him, Glaeken positioned himsdf with the next flight of stairs to his rear
and prepared to meet them. They didn't frighten him—he knew the scope and limits of Rasdlom's powers
and was familiar with dl histricks. Those animated lumps of dead flesh could not hurt him.

But they did puzzle hm. What did Rasalom hope to gain by this gridy diverson?

With no conscious effort on his part, Glaeken's body set itsdf for battle—legs spread, the right dightly
rearward of the left, sword held ready before him in a two-handed grip—as the corpses closed in. He
did not have to do battle with them; he knew he could grall through their ranks and make them fal away
to dl sdes by merdy touching them. But that was not enough for him. His warrior inginct demanded that
he drike out a them. And Glagken willingly gave in to that demand. He ached to dash a anything
connected with Rasdlom. These dead Germans would feed the fire he would need for his find
confrontation with their master.

The corpses had gained momentum and were now a dosng semicircle of dim forms rushing toward
him, arms outstretched, hands set into claws. Asthe first came within reach, Glagken began to swing the
sword in short, didng arcs, severing an am to his right, lopping off a head to his left. There was a white
flash dong the length of the blade each time it made contact, a hiss and Szze as it seared its way
effortlesdy through the dead flesh, and arigng curl of aily ydlow smoke from the wound as each cadaver
went limp and sank to the floor.

Glaeken spun and swung and spun again, his mouth twising at the nightmarish quality of the scene
around him. It was not the pae voids of the oncoming faces, gray in the muted light, that disconcerted



him, or the stench of them. It was the silence. There were no commands from officers, no cries of pain or
rage, no shouts of bloodlust. Only shuffling feet, the sound of his own breathing, and the szze of the
sword asit did its work.

This was not battle, this was cutting meat. He was only adding to the carnage the Germans had
wrought upon one another hours earlier. Sill they pressed toward him, undaunted, undauntable, the ones
behind pushing againg those closest to Glaeken, ever tightening the ring.

With hdf of the cadavers piled at his feet, Glagken took a step backward to give himsdf more room
to swing. His hed caught on one of the fadlen bodies and he began to stagger back, off balance. In that
indant he sensed movement above and behind him. Startled, he glanced up to see two cadavers come
hurtling down off the steps leading to the next level. There was no time to dodge. Their combined weight
struck him with numbing force and bore him to the floor. Before he could throw them off, the remaining
cadavers were upon him, piling on one ancther and pinning Glaeken under haf aton of dead flesh.

He remained cam, dthough he could barely breathe under the weight. The little air that did reach him
reeked with amixture of burnt flesh, dried blood, and excrement from those cadavers with gut wounds.
Gagging, grunting, he marshaled dl his strength and forced his body upward through the suffocating pile.

As he raised himddf to his hands and knees, he fdt the stone blocks of the floor beneath him begin to
vibrate. He did not know what it meant or what was causng it—Glaeken knew only that he had to get
away from here. With afind convulsve heave, he threw off the remaining bodies and leaped to the steps.

Behind him there came a loud grinding and scraping of stone upon stone. From the safety of the steps
he turned and saw the section of the floor where he had been pinned disappear. It shattered and fell
away, taking many of the cadavers with it. There was a muffled crash as the tumbling stone and flesh
struck the firg-floor landing directly below.

Shaken, Glaeken leaned againg the wdl to catch his breath and clear the stench of the cadavers from
his nogtrils. There was a reason behind these attempts to hinder his progress—Rasdom never acted
without a purpose—but what? As Glagken turned to make his way up to the third leve, movement on
the floor caught his eye. At the edge of the hole a severed am from one of the corpses had begun
dragging itsdf toward him, dawing its way dong the floor with its fingers. Shaking his head in bafflement,
Glaeken continued up the steps, his thoughts racing through what he knew of Rasalom, trying to guess
what was going on in that twisted mind. Halfway up, hefdt a trickle of faling dust brush againg his face.
Without looking up, he dammed himsdf fla againg the wal just in time to avoid a stone block fdling
from above. It landed with a shattering crash on the spot he had occupied an ingant before,

An upward glance showed that the stone had didodged itsdf from the inner edge of the stairwell.
Rasdom'’s doing again. Did Rasalom dill harbor hopes of maming or disabling him? Rasdom must know
that he was only forestaling the inevitable confrontation.

But the outcome of that confrontation ... that was anything but inevitable. In the powers each of them
hed been dlotted, Rasdom had dways had the upper hand. Chief among his powers were command
over light and darkness, and the power to make animds and inanimate objects obey his will. Above dl,
Rasdom was invulnerable to trauma of any kind, from any weapon—save Glagken's rune sword.

Glaeken was not so wel armed. Although he never aged or sickened and had been imbued with a
fierce vitdity and supernd strength, he could succumb to catastrophic injury. He had come close to
succumbing in the gorge. Never indl hismillenniahad he fdt desth's chill breath so close on the nape of
his neck. He had managed to outrun it, but only with Magda's help.

The scales were nearly balanced now. The hilt and blade were reunited—the sword was intact in



Glaeken's hands. Rasdlom had his superior powers but was hemmed in by the wals of the keep; he
could not retreat and plan to meet Glaeken another day. It had to be now. Now!

Glaeken approached the third levd cautioudy. It was deserted—nothing moving, nothing hiding in the
dark. As he waked across the landing to the next flight of stairs, he fet the tower tremble. The landing
shook, then cracked, then fdl awvay, dmost beneath his feet, leaving him pressed againg a wdl with his
heds resting precarioudy on atiny ledge. Peering over the toes of his boots, he saw the crumbling stone
block of the floor crash down to the landing below in a choking cloud of dust.

Too close, he thought, dlowing himsdf to breathe again. And yet, not close enough.

He surveyed the wreckage. Only the landing had falen away. The third-levd rooms were il intact
behind the wdl againg his back. He turned around and inched his way dong the ledge toward the next
st of steps. As he passed the door to the rooms, it was suddenly jerked open and Glaeken found
himsdf facing the lunging forms of two more German cadavers. They flung themsdlves againg him as one,
going dack as soon as they made contact with him, but striking with enough force to knock him
backwards. Only the fingertips of his free hand saved him from fdling by catching and dinging to the
doorjamb as he swung out in awide arc over the yavning opening below.

Thepair of corpses, unable to ding to anything, fdl limp and slent through the darkness to the rubble
below.

Glaeken pulled himsdf ingde the doorway and rested. Much too close.

But he could now venture a guess as to what his ancient enemy had in mind: Had Rasdom hoped to
push him into the opening and then collgpse dl or part of the tower's inner structure down on him? If the
fdling tons of rock did not kill Glagken once and for dl, they would &t least trap him.

It could work, Glagken thought, his eyes searching the shadows for more cadavers lying in wait. And
if successful, Rasdom would be able to use the German corpses to remove just enough rubble to expose
the sword. After that he would have to wait for some villager or traveler to happen by—someone he
could induce to take the sword and carry it across the threshold. It might work, but Glaeken sensed that
Rasdom had something esein mind.

Magda watched with dread and dismay as Glagken disappeared into the tower. She yearned to run
after him and pull him back, but Papa needed her—more now than at anytime before. She tore her heart
and mind away from Glagken and bent to the task of tending her father's wounds.

They were terrible wounds. Despite her best efforts to stanch its flow, Papa's blood was soon pooled
around him, seeping between the timbers of the causeway and making the long fdl to the stream that
trickled below.

With a sudden flutter his eyes opened and looked at her from a mask that was ghedly in its whiteness,
"Magda," he said. She could barely hear him.
"Dont tak, Papa. Save your srength.”

"Therés none l€ft to save ... I'm sorry..."



"Shush!" She bit her lower lip. He's not going to die—I won't let him!

" have to say it now. | won't have another chance.”

"That's not—"

"Only wanted to make things right again. That was dl. | meant you no harm. | want you to know—"

His voice was drowned out by a deep crashing rumble from within the keep. The causeway vibrated
with the force of it. Magda saw clouds of dust billowing out of the second- and third-level windows of
the tower. Glaeken...?

"I've been a fool," Papa was saying, his voice even weaker than before. "I forsook our faith and
evaything dse | beieve in—even my own daughter—because of his lies | even caused the man you
loved to be killed."

"It'sdl right," shetold him. "Theman | love dill lived He'sin the keep right now. He's gaing to put an
end to this horror once and for dl."

Papa tried to smile "I can seein your eyes how you fed about him ... if you have any sons..."

There was another rumble, much louder than the firs. Magda saw dust gush out from dl the leves of
the tower thistime. Someone was standing done on the edge of the tower roof. When she turned back
to Papa his eyes were glazed and his chest was dill.

"Papa?' She shook him. She pounded his chest and shoulders, refusing to believe what dl her senses
and indincts told her. "Papa, wake up! Wake up!"

She remembered how she had hated him lagt night, how she had wished him dead. And now ... now
she wanted to take it dl back, to have him ligen to her for just a angle minute, to have him hear her say
she had forgiven him, that she loved and revered him and that nothing had redly changed. Papa couldn't
leave without Ietting her tdl him that!

Glaeken! Glaeken would know what to do! She looked up at the tower and saw that there were now
two figures facing each other on the parapet.

Glaeken sprinted up the next two flights to the fifth level, dodging fdling stone, skirting sudden holes in
the floors. From thereit was a quick vertica dimb out of the darkness to the tower roof.

He found Rasdlom standing on the parapet at the far Sde of the roof, his cloak hanging limp in the
expectant hush before sunrise. Below and behind Rasdom lay the mist-choked Dinu Pass, and beyond
that, the high eastern wall of the pass, its crest etched in fire by the avakening sun, as yet unseen.

As he darted forward, Glaeken wondered why Rasdom waited so cdmly in such a precarious
pasition. When the roof suddenly began to crumble and fal awvay benesth his feet, he knew. In a purdy
reflexive move, Glagken made a headlong lunge to his right and managed to fling his free am over the
parapet. By the time he had pulled himsdf up to a crouching position, the roof and dl the inner structure
of the third, fourth, and fifth levels had fdlen away to crash onto and break through the second leve with
an impact that shook the remaning structure of the tower. The tons of debris came to rest on the firg
levd, leaving Glaeken and Rasdom balanced on the rim of a giant hollow cylinder of stone. But Rasdlom



could do nothing more to the tower. The images of the hilt laid into the outer wals made them proof
agang his powers.

Glaeken moved counterclockwise around the rim, expecting Rasdom to back away.
He did not. Instead, he spoke in the Forgotten Tongue.
"0, barbarian, it's down to the two of us again, isn't it?'

Glagken did not reply. He was feeding his hatred, stoking the fires of rage with thoughts of what
Magda had endured at Rasalom's hands. Glaeken needed that rage to dtrike the find blow. He couldnt
dlow himsdf to think or ligen or reason or hestate. He had to strike. He had weakened five centuries
ago when he had imprisoned Rasdom ingtead of daying him. He would not weaken now. This conflict
hed to find its end.

"Come now, Glaeken," Rasdom sad in a soft, conciliatory tone. "Iant it time we put an end to this
war of ours?'

"Yed" Glaeken sad through clenched teeth. He glanced down at the causeway and saw the minigture
figure of Magda bending over her gtricken father. The old berserker fury reared up in him, pushing him to
run the last four paces with his sword poised for a two-handed decapitating blow.

"Truce!" Rasdom screamed and cowered back, his composure shattered at last.
"No truce!"

"Hdf aworld! | offer you hdf a world, Glagken! WElIl divide it evenly and you can keep whomever
you wish with you! The other hdf will be mine

Glaeken dowed, then raised the sword again. "No! No hdf measures thistime™
Rasalom ferreted out Glagken's worst fear and flung it at him. "Kill me and you sedl your own doom!"
"Whereis that written?' Despite dl his prior resolve, Glagken could not help but hesitate.

"It doesn't need to be written! It's obvious! You continue to exist only to oppose me. Eliminate me
and you diminate your reason for being. Kill me and you kill yoursdf."

It was obvious. Glaeken had dreaded this moment since that night in Tavirawhen he had first become
aware of Rasdlom's release from the cdll. Yet dl the while, in the back of his mind, there had been a tiny
hope that killing Rasalom would not be a suicidd act.

But it was a futile hope. He had to face that. The choice was dear: Strike now and end it dl or
congder atruce.

Why not a truce? Half aworld was better than desth. At least he would be dive ... and he could have
Magda a his sde.

Rasdom mugt have guessed his thoughts.

"You seem to like the girl," Rasdom said, looking down toward the causeway. "You could keep her
with you. Y ou wouldn't have to lose her. She's a brave little insect, isn't she?”

"That'sdl we are to you? Insects?



" "We'? Are you such aromantic that you dill count yoursdf among them? We are above and beyond
anything they could ever hope to be—as close to gods as they'll ever see! We should unite and act the
part instead of warring as we do."

"I've never set mysdf gpart from them. I've tried dl dong to live as a norma man.”

"But you're not a norma man and you can't live as one! They die while you go on living! You can't be
one of them. Don' try! Be what you are—their superior! Join me and well rule them. Kill me and well
both die!"

Glagken wavered. If only he could have alittle more time to decide. He wanted to be rid of Rasdlom
once and for al. But he didn't want to die. Especidly not now after he had just found Magda. He couldn't
bear the thought of leaving her behind. He needed more time with her.

Magda ... Glagken dared not look, but he could fed her eyes on him at this very moment. A great
heaviness settled in his chest. Only moments ago she had risked everything to hold Rasalom in the keep
and give himtime. Could he do any less and 4ill deserve her? He remembered her glowing eyes as she
hed handed him the hilt: "1 knew you would come.”

He had lowered his sword while battling with himsdf. Seeing this, Rasdlom amiled. And that smile was
the find impetus.

For Magda! Glaeken thought and lifted the point. At that moment the sun topped the eastern ridge
and poured into his eyes. Through the glare he saw Rasdlom diving toward him.

Glaeken redized in that indant why Rasdom had been so takative, why he had tried so many
seamingly fruitless ddaying tactics, and why Rasalom had dlowed him to approach within griking range
of the sword: He had been waiting for the sun to crest the mountains behind him and momentarily blind
Glaeken. And now Rasdom was making his move, alast, desperate attempt to remove Glagken and the
hilt from the keep by pushing them both over the edge of the tower.

He came in low under the point of Glagken's sword, his ams outstretched. There was no room for
Glaeken to maneuver—he could not sidestep, nor could he safdy retreat. All he could do was brace
himsdf and lift the sword higher, dangeroudy high until his arms were dmogt straight up over his head.
Glaeken knew it raised his center of gravity to a precarious levd, but he was no less desperate than
Rasdom. It had to end here and now.

When the impact came—Rasdom's hands ramming againg his lower rib cage with numbing
force—Glaeken fdt hmsdf driven backwards. He concentrated on the sword, driving the point down
into Rasdlom's exposed back, piercing him through. With a scream of rage and agony, Rasdom tried to
graighten up, but Glagken held on to the sword as he continued to fdl backwards.

Together they toppled over the edge and plummeted down.

Glaeken found himsdf unnaurdly cadm as they seemed to drift through the ar toward the gorge
below, locked in combat to the very end. He had won.

And he hed los.

Rasdom's scream wavered to a hdt. His black, incredulous eyes bulged toward Glagken, refusing to
believe even now tha he was dying. And then he began to shrivel—the rune sword was devouring him
body and essence as they fdl. Rasdom's skin began to dry, ped, crack, flake off, and fly awvay. Before
Glaeken's eyes, his ancient enemy crumbled into dust.



As he approached the levd of the fog, Glaeken looked away. He caught a glimpse of Magdas
horrified expression as she watched from the causeway. He began to lift his hand in farewd | but the fog
engulfed him too soon.

All that remained now was the shattering impact with the stones invisble below.

Magda stared at the two figures atop the tower parapet. They were close, dmogt touching. She saw
the red of Glagken's hair turn to fire as it caught the light of the rigng sun, saw a flash of metd, and then
the two figures grappled. They twisted and teetered on the edge. Then they fdl as one.

Her own scream rose to join the fading wail from one of the sruggling pair as ther intertwined forms
fdl into the ebbing mist and were lost from sght.

For along frozen moment time stood ill for Magda. She did not move, did not bresthe. Glaeken and
Rasdom had fdlen together, and had been swalowed up by the fog in the gorge. Glaeken had fallen!
She had watched helplesdy as he plunged to certain death.

Dazed, she stepped to the edge of the causaeway and looked down at the spot where this man who
had come to mean everything to her had disappeared. Her mind and body were completely numb.
Darkness encroached on the periphery of her vison, threatening to overwhem her. With a gart she
shook off the awful lethargy, the creeping desire to lean farther and farther over the edge until she, too,
toppled forward and joined Glaeken below. She turned and began to run dong the causeway.

It can't be! she thought as her feet pounded the timbers. Not both of them! First Papa and now
Glaeken—not the two of them at oncel

Off the causaway, she ran to the right toward the closed end of the gorge. Glagken had survived one
fdl into the gorge—he could survive two! Please, yed But this fal was so much farther! She scrambled
down the wedge of rocky debris, unmindful of the scrapes and bruises she collected dong the way. The
sun, dthough not high enough yet to shine directly into the gorge, was warming the air in the pass and
thinning the mist. She made her way swiftly across the floor of the gorge, sumbling, fdling, picking herself
up and pushing on, as close to arun as the broken, rutted terrain permitted. Passing under the causeway,
she blotted out the thought of Papa's body lying up there aone, unattended. She splashed across the
dream to the base of the tower.

Panting, Magda stopped and turned in a dow circle, her frantic eyes searching among the boulders
and rocks for some 9gn of life She saw no one... nathing.

"Glaeken?' Her voice sounded weak and raspy. She called again, "Glagken?"
No answer.
He has to be herel

Something glittered not far away. Magda ran over to look. It was the sword ... what was left of it. The
blade had shattered into countless fragments, and among the fragments lay the hilt, bereft of its glossy
gold and slver hues. An immessurable sense of loss settled over Magda as she lifted the hilt and ran her
hands over its dull-gray surface. A reverse dchemy had occurred; it had turned to lead. Magda fought
againg the conclusion, but deep within her she knew that the hilt had served the purpose for which it had
been designed.



Rasdom was dead, therefore the sword was no longer necessary. Neither was the man who had
wielded it.

There would be no miradle thistime.

Magda cried out in anguish, a formless sound that escaped her lips involuntarily and continued for as
long and as loud as her lungs and voice could sudtain it. A sound full of loss and despair, reverberating off
the walls of the keep and the gorge, echoing away into the pass.

And when the lagt trace of it had died away, she stood with bowed head and dumped shoulders,
wanting to cry but dl cried out; wanting to strike out & whoever or whatever was to blame for this, but
knowing everyone—everyone but her—was dead; wanting to scream and rage a the blind injudtice of it
dl but too dead ingde to do anything more than give way to deep, dry, wracking sobs from the very core
of her being.

Magda stood there for what seemed like a long time and tried to find a reason to go on living. There
was nothing left. Every sngle thing she had cherished in life had been torn from her. She could not think
of one reason to go on...

And yet there had to be. Glaeken had lived so long and had never run out of reasons to go on living.
He had admired her courage. Would it be an act of courage now to give up everything?

No. Glaeken would have wanted her to live. Everything he was, everything he did, had been for life
Even his death had been for life.

She hugged the hilt againg her until the sobs stopped, then turned and began waking away, not
knowing where she would go or what she would do, but knowing she would somehow find a way and a

reason to keep going.
And she would keep the hilt. It was dl she had |€ft.

EPILOGUE

I'malive.

He sat in the darkness, touching his body to reassure himsdf that he dill existed. Rasdlom was gone,
reduced to a handful of dust flung into the air. At lagt, after ages, Rasdlom was no more.

Yet | live on. Why?

He had plummeted through the fog, landing on the rocks with force enough to shatter every bone in
his body. The blade had broken, the hilt had changed.

Yet helived on.



At the moment of impact he had fdt something go out of him and he had lain there waiting to die.
Yet he hadntt.

Hisright leg hurt terribly. But he could see, he could fed, breathe, move. And he could hear. When he
had picked up the sound of Magda approaching across the floor of the gorge, he had dragged himsdf to
the hinged stone at the base of the tower, opened it, and crawled within. He had waited in Slence as she
cdled out his name, covering his ears to shut out the pain and bewilderment in her voice, longing to
answer her, yet unable to. Not yet. Not until he was sure.

And now he heard her splashing away through the stream. He siwung the stone open dl the way and
tried to stand. His right leg wouldn't support him. Was it broken?—he had never had a broken bone
before. Unable to walk, he crawled down to the water. He had to look. He had to know before he did
another thing.

At the edge of the stream he hesitated. He could see the growing blue of the sky in the rippled surface
of the water. Would he see anything e se when he leaned over it?

Please, he said in his mind to the Power he had served, the Power that might no longer be ligening.
Please let this be the end of it. Let me live out the rest of my allotted years like a normal man. Let
me have this woman to grow old with instead of watching her wither away while | remain young.
Let this be the end of it. | have completed the task. Set me free!

SHting his jaw, he thrust his head over the water. A weary red-haired man with blue eyes and an dlive
complexion stared back. Hisimage was there! He could see himsdf! His reflection had been returned to
him!

Joy and rdlief flooded through Glaeken. It's over! It's finally over!

He lifted his head and looked across the gorge to the dowly receding figure of the woman he loved
like no other woman indl hislong life

"Magda" Hetried to stand but the damn leg ill wouldn't hold him up. He was going to have to let it
hed like anybody ese. "Magda"

She turned and stood immohbile for an eternity. He waved both his arms over his head. He would have
sobbed aoud had he remembered how. Among other things, he would have to learn how to cry again.

“Magdal”

Something fdl from her hands, something that 1ooked like the hilt to his sword. Then she was running
toward him, running as fast as her long legs would carry her, her expresson a mixture of joy and doulbt,
as if she wanted him to be there more than anything in the world but could not dlow hersdf to beieve
until she had touched him.

Glaeken was there, walting to be touched.

And far above, a blue-winged bird with a beak full of straw fluttered to a gentle perch on a window
ledge of the keep in search of a place to build a nest.



