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THE MONK


[bookmark: chapter_1]PROLOGUE

Satan

First came the hawk. Barely moving her broad wings, she rode the
thermals high over the Hudson River Valley, heading south, the
late-afternoon sun striking her glossy black feathers. As she passed
over the dun-colored fields and the red-and-gold-hued foliage of
autumn, she noted everything, even the smallest of the field mice
hurrying into its burrow with seeds and grass. 


The sun was low in the sky when she passed over the New York state
line into the Pocono mountain range of Pennsylvania, still searching.
Several times she wheeled off course, to study a small crossroads
hamlet far below her. 


From her height she could look down on great migratory flights of
birds fleeing winter--starlings like pepper, grackles, robins, blue
jays, swallows, juncos, whitethroats, mixed in with the long V's of
Canada geese, snow geese and ducks. There were marsh birds, rails,
solitary rufous towhees, tribes of goldfinches, whole nations of
warblers. Following them were the powerful hawks and falcons, buteos
and other predatory relatives. The black hawk ignored them all as she
sailed on, searching. 


Over Hawk Mountain in Pennsylvania, she noted the multitudes of
humans with binoculars making the annual bird census; many of them in
turn noted her singular dark color and her impressive wingspread. She
found a new thermal there and let it boost her still higher in the
sky. The sun was setting, and other hawks were diving into flights of
birds, taking one for the evening meal with a burst of feathers.
Shadows were filling the valleys as she soared on. 


In the last flush of sunset, she crossed into the autumn patchwork
of Bucks County, banked south and crossed the Pennsylvania Turnpike
and followed Route 611 to Philadelphia. At dusk she wheeled in vast
circles over the countless lights of the great city, wedged between
the Delaware and Schuylkill rivers, over the wedding-cake
construction of City Hall. Then finding something at last, growing
alert, making smaller and smaller circles, she shortened her
wingspread and stooped with astonishing speed at Rittenhouse Square,
sailed low over the trees to navigate silently between some trees and
land on the roof of a brownstone mansion. 


Her cruel claws clattered on the slates, then carefully she folded
her stiff black wings like a man collapsing an umbrella. She waited
for the emanations. 


Inside, the house was bustling with the new baby. The young mother
had just gotten home from the hospital, and in celebration her
husband was taking her to a performance of the Philadelphia Orchestra
at the Academy of Music on Broad Street. 


The chauffeur was at the door, the new mother in her gown, noting
that her figure had not regained all its slimness and the master was
giving final instructions to the nursemaid. 


"You're absolutely safe here," he said. "The
windows are all barred. Johnson is on duty until morning with a
trained guard dog. There's plenty to eat in the kitchen. The
television is right here and Bob's your uncle." 


The nurse nodded casually: a routine nursing assignment. 


"Feeding time is ten p.m." 


"Yes." She nodded again, then watched him descend the
stairs to speak to Johnson in the huge hallway. At the door the
Doberman pinscher paced restlessly, his claws clacking softly on the
Italian marble tiles. A few moments later the limousine pulled away,
watched by the hawk. Then she too left. She spread her wings, took a
hop and glided down the slope of the roof, and pumping powerfully,
crossed Rittenhouse Square and slowly rose into the night sky and
disappeared. 


Two hours passed. 


The nurse fed the baby at ten, changed his diaper, resettled him
in his crib, then returned to the television. A while later she
turned her head and listened. She looked through the crack of the
door into the darkened nursery. 


Nothing could possibly have gotten into the nursery without having
passed through the television room. She leaned over and squinted at
the nursery window. Shadows of the bars lay on the glass panes.
Annoyed with herself but still unsatisfied, she stood up and pushed
the nursery door open. 


The window was firmly locked, the bars were untouched, the room
was empty save for the baby, who breathed softly in his crib. She
walked over and looked down at him. He was a beautiful child with a
high brow and handsomely proportioned face. 


When she turned away, she found herself in near darkness. The
light in her sitting room and the television were off. Only the
distant streetlights illumined the two rooms. She paused, thinking
that a circuit breaker had tripped somewhere. In a moment there would
be light again. 


Then in the corner of the room she noted a mass of unusual
blackness, an opaque shadow that drank light. As she watched it
seemed to thicken and spread. Was she imagining or did arms seem to
extend from it? It assumed a larger and more distinct shape. A trick
of light? It looked like a huge figure, a black gown with a hood and
a hidden face. Or was it? She tried to make it out as she stepped
back involuntarily. Swiftly the huge figure moved and enwrapped her.
She disappeared into the inky-black folds, her white uniform
completely swallowed up. She was unable to breathe, unable to move a
muscle. Abruptly, at the door the Doberman exploded in a volley of
sharp barks, its claws scraping the wood. Wildly now it leaped
against the door, making the panels shudder, digging into the wood
with its claws, straining the door latch. 


In a moment the nurse slipped limply to the floor and the
amorphous mass turned to the crib. Johnson the guard was bounding up
the stairs, calling to the dog. The baby was lifted and now could be
seen a beautiful purple aura around the infant's head. The figure
enfolded it in the sleeves of the soutane. 


II 


A black clawlike hand descended on the baby's face and remained
there for a moment Then the child was carefully replaced in its crib
as the door opened and the dog charged into the room, its savage
teeth snapping at empty blackness. 


The guard turned on the light. There the nurse lay and there in
the crib the child lay. Both were dead. There was no one else in the
room. 


Before midnight the red-haired priest and his bull mastiff
arrived. The priest observed the two ambulances and the four police
cars and the knot of people. He sighed and walked away at a brisk
pace with the dog. Too late again. 


The hawk watched the priest go. The priest was called Timothy, and
the hawk had been watching him for thousands of years--fighting the
bitter game of the infants with the purple aura. She had just beaten
Timothy again. 


She watched his undefeated upright back striding away. Once they
had been associates in heaven--never friends, but never enemies--long
before the Fall, long before the Game of the Infants. She followed
Timothy a short distance, skimming from tree to tree, then rose and
flew off into the night. Black as the darkness that surrounded her,
she uttered a triumphant cry for Timothy's ears only. Cree cree
cree. 


High into the night sky she flew, on patrol again. But she'd grown
weary of the game. The red-haired priest was like some blind cosmic
force that never tired. The instant she killed an infant with a
purple aura, Timothy would turn and commence searching for another,
always hoping that this time he would arrive first--before the hawk
could kill. Did he never weary of the game? He could afford to lose
for thousands of more years, she knew. He needed to find only one
infant, to win just once in order to bring final punishment to all
the legions in hell. But he would never do it. He could never beat
her. For the hawk was Satan's surrogate. Invincible. 


His name hadn't always been Satan. And the name was not of his own
choosing to begin with--it meant adversary. He was God's adversary.
Even the role of Prince of Darkness had been thrust upon him.
Originally he had been the brightest and foremost of all the angels
in the firmament, second only to the Lord Himself and his original
name proclaimed it--Lucifer light-bringer. 


The quarrel had started when the Lord, totally without
forewarning, had made his stunning announcement. Lucifer had been in
his pavilion overlooking the river when Michael had summoned him to
meet with the Lord. And in the meeting the Lord said to Lucifer, "I
am going to bring forth a Son." 


Lucifer, who scorned the pomp and parade of words, said nothing.
Instead he went off alone to consider this news. It was a lowering of
rank. He would no longer be second in the hierarchy, nearest of all
to the throne of heaven. He would be third or less, possibly
eliminated completely if he failed to find favor with the Lord's new
Son. It was more than a simple demotion. There was an unmistakable
overtone of criticism in the announcement, as though Lucifer had
failed the Lord somehow and was to be replaced by one whose service
would be more "satisfactory." 


Lucifer searched his conscience. Had he been disloyal? Not by word
or even thought. Puzzled though he had often been by the Lord's
actions, difficult as it was often to submit to another's will,
pointless though many of His orders seemed, Lucifer had always
suppressed the inner voice that rebelled against serving another. Nor
had he shown to his friends and supporters even a hint of
dissatisfaction. He always publicly endorsed the Lord's decisions. He
had never encouraged dissatisfaction in the hearts of others. 


If it wasn't disloyalty, was it incompetence? He searched his
memory carefully. His work had always been exemplary. There had never
been any perfunctory motions. No mere compliance or indifference. He
always made sure the Lord's orders were carried out completely. 


But never once had the Lord asked him for his counsel. He had been
summoned, commanded and dismissed. 


Lucifer knew that he did not have a convivial temperament. 


His reserve was a flaw in his makeup, he confessed to himself. He
had never been able to reach out, to encourage the Lord to confide in
him. It bespoke a lack of warmth. Had his reserve been interpreted as
arrogance or coldness or disapproval? 


But if his personality had been the flaw that brought him down,
then it was the Lord Himself who had given it to him. He decided he
had been unjustly treated. 


When the news of the new Son was announced to the others, Lucifer
would feel himself disgraced in front of all the hosts of heaven. He
would see his diminished stature in their eyes, their sidelong
glances at him, their eyes staring at him as he passed. Oh, the
little clusters that would gaze and murmur at him. 


The Lord had not given any reason to Lucifer for His move, had not
thanked him for his loyal service, had not in any way mitigated the
pain and disgrace the announcement brought with it. 


Lucifer stood in his pavilion and looked over the river and beyond
at the lovely fields filled with ever-blooming flowers washed in the
supernal light and saw strolling angels on the plain. 


And in his heart for the first time he felt an alien emotion. He
felt anger. 
  
  


When the Lord made His announcement to the convened angels, He sat
outside His pavilion in His special chair with Lucifer on His left
hand and His messenger and surrogate Michael on His right. 


"I am going to bring forth a Son," He announced. "And
He will sit at my right hand." And that was all He said. He
explained nothing. He gave no indication when the Son would appear.
Or why. 


Lucifer felt every eye on him. Mute eyes, unspoken thoughts. He
wanted none of their sympathy. It would make him feel inferior to
hear their condolences. He withdrew to his pavilion. 


Beelzebub came to see him, portentous, casting his eyes for
eavesdroppers. "There are many who say you were badly treated.
Even Timothy." 


Lucifer nodded and waited for more. He knew he had never been
popular with hoi polloi as Timothy was. He, Lucifer, had been
universally admired and respected, looked up to rather than petted as
Timothy was. He was a leader. Timothy was a hero. And now "they"
were saying he had been badly treated. "Even Timothy." If
it had been Timothy demoted, they would be saying more than "badly
treated." 


"They say you were giving good, loyal service and now you've
been paid with injustice." 


Timothy himself came to talk. A splendid angel with crisp curls of
red gold, everything he did was right: the graceful management of his
limbs, the way he moved, the way he held his head. Affable, an
undiscriminating smile for the whole of heaven, he came now visibly
troubled. 


"I'm sorry," he said, "You deserved better." 


Lucifer again felt a burgeoning anger. "I didn't need your
approval and now I don't need or want your sympathy." 


Timothy nodded sympathetically. "But you see you have it."


"Then take it back and leave here." 


"Perhaps there is a reason. The Lord may yet say something to
explain." 


"I don't need His explanations. His actions have said it
all." Lucifer pointed his hand at the exit. 


Timothy nodded once more at him and left. Somehow, Lucifer always
felt that he and Timothy were doomed someday to be on the opposite
ends of a quarrel. 


Why hadn't the Lord originally chosen Timothy as second in line?
Timothy had affability, warmth, popularity. The Lord talked easily to
Timothy. 


Beelzebub smirked after Timothy's footsteps. "You deserved
better," he mocked. 


Abdiel came, with smoothing hands that caressed the lumpy air.
"I'm sure," he said, as though laying a wreath at Lucifer's
feet, "that an explanation will be forthcoming." Loyalty to
the Lord. And an unbidden peacemaker. 


Later Beelzebub's friends gathered outside his pavilion. They all
wore the same look--Beelzebub's look: quick ferret's eyes, alert,
observing all. Moloch, Baalim and Ashtaroth, Thammuz, Dagon, Rimmon,
Belial. They expressed no sympathy. Probably they felt none.
Malcontents, they took Lucifer's situation as an affront to
themselves. 


Lucifer ignored them. And soon they drifted off, finding other
places of discontent to haunt. 


The crowd seemed to forget Lucifer after that. He went through the
motions of his office still, waiting until the Lord would announce
the arrival of His Son. 
  
  


Shortly, the Lord indicated that he had another announcement to
make. "Lucifer, summon the angelic hosts, in proper rank and
order." 


And Lucifer dispatched messengers to the far corners of heaven.
Soon the entire heavenly host was gathered before the Lord's
pavilion. There they were drawn up in their correct ranking: seraphim
first, then cherubim, thrones, powers, virtues, dominations,
principalities, archangels and angels. 


"I will soon bring forth a new creature," the Lord said.
"Man. He will dwell in Paradise. And he will be the chiefest
among all the angelic hierarchy." 


The stunned eyes of the multitude went from the Lord's face to
Lucifer's and to Michael's. But they found no answers there. Several
including Abdiel seemed ready to speak. But they remained silent. No
one had ever questioned the Lord before. Slowly they dispersed, in
small groups, murmuring. 


How, they asked, had they failed the Lord? Weren't they all
demoted by this new event? Man was now the Lord's more favored
creation, not the heavenly hosts. Man came first, ahead of them. Was
the Lord angry with them? What wrong had they done? But they asked
each other and found no answers. 


Beelzebub was outraged. He came to Lucifer's pavilion with his
retinue--Moloch, Belial, Ashtaroth and the others. They spoke of
their anger in low hissing tones. Lucifer ordered them to watch their
tongues. He wanted no part of their discontented ways. 


"We have a proposal," Beelzebub said to Lucifer. "We
can go live some other place. And you can be our leader." He
watched Lucifer's face. "We are not wanted here." 


We are not wanted here. The thought fed Lucifer's growing anger.
Now he was not alone. He was not the only one who had been slighted. 


"There is a large number." Beelzebub pointed. A huge
number of heavenly host outside his pavilion. They were looking to
him to give shape and direction to their feelings. 


"Enough of such talk in these halls," Lucifer said. 


"We wish to talk with you," Beelzebub answered. "Let
us go somewhere." 


Lucifer hesitated. If he went with them, he would be setting his
foot on a path with no return. He reflected only a few moments. Then
he nodded at Beelzebub. They went to the west side of heaven a good
distance and Beelzebub said, "We are unhappy." 


"You are unhappy," Lucifer echoed. "The Lord has
done something to displease you? Are you deprived? Are you in any way
less than you were? Since your very being is a gift from the Lord,
whatever the Lord gives, He can take away again. By what standard do
you justify your right to feel unhappy? I ask you this: Dare you set
yourself above the Lord?" 


His eyes went from face to face and they all remained silent. 


"Not one of you has answered me," Lucifer said at last.
"You should have said Yes. The Lord has done something to
displease you. You are deprived. And by your loyalty and love you
have earned His. And He has now withdrawn it. For you are now less
than you were." 


"And," Beelzebub said to Lucifer with his crafty grin,
"dare you now set yourself above the Lord?" 


"Who says He is the Lord?" Lucifer replied. He watched
their stunned faces again. And he rephrased the question that has
unsettled the entire cosmos ever since. "Who says that He
created us? We have only His word for it. None of us remembers our
own creation. Maybe He's an impostor." 


"What are you saying, Lucifer? What is the point of that
deadly question?" 


"Why must we leave?" 


And slowly, with comprehension, their gazes turned to one
another's. 


"How many of us are there?" Lucifer asked. 


And they conferred among themselves. "There are legions,"
they answered. "All of Moloch's, most of Belial's--perhaps all
of Beelzebub's, and several legions beyond that. And we surely can
recruit more. And, Lucifer, you yourself command legions." 


Lucifer frowned. "It is not enough." 


"It is all we have. Michael's forces will remain loyal to the
Lord. So will Abdiel's and Gabriel's and all the others, including
Raphael's." 


"And Timothy the red-haired?" Lucifer watched them
react. 


"No," Belial said assertively. "He has no quarrel
with the Lord." 


"If he came," Lucifer said, "he would bring half of
heaven with him." 


"He will not come, Lucifer. Look elsewhere." 


"Timothy," Lucifer insisted. "Timothy is our
answer." 


And Lucifer returned to his pavilion and summoned Timothy. 


"What are your plans?" Lucifer asked Timothy when the
magnificent angel had arrived. 


"Plans? For what?" 


"For the future," Lucifer said. "We are all being
displaced. Surely you understood that." 


"No. I didn't. Man is to have his own paradise." 


"Yes. . .until the next announcement. We have no say in our
lives, in our futures." 


"The Lord created us," Timothy said, "and He has
the right to dispose of us as He will." 


"Did you ask to be created, Timothy?" 


"No." 


"Now that you are here, Timothy, regardless of who created
you, you have the right to control your own destiny. You have free
will. That implies the right to use it." 


"This is too fast," Timothy said. "I owe my loyalty
to the One who made me and gave me bliss." 


"Who made you, Timothy?" 


"Why--the Lord." 


"Did He, Timothy? How do you know?" 


Timothy frowned. The catechism had gone awry. Lucifer had raised
new questions. Disturbing questions. Lucifer had planted the most
insidious of growths in Timothy's mind: Doubt. And she would prowl
the chambers of Timothy's mind, destroying all the secure beliefs she
found there. 


Timothy's face was stricken with misery. "I must think."


"You'd best hurry, Timothy," Lucifer said. "The
Lord's new Son will be here soon and He may drive you off before
you've reached any conclusions." And he watched Timothy leave,
struggling with the pain in his mind. Innocence, love and absence of
guile--Timothy's virtues sickened Lucifer. 


Not long after, Timothy returned. "What is your plan?"
he asked. 


"Rebellion," Lucifer replied. 
  
  


"If we are to do this," Lucifer told them all when they
had assembled far from the throne of the Lord, "let us do it
quickly. Surprise and speed are essential." 


And in great haste they built fires and erected forges and they
made spears and flaming swords and lightning bolts and other
impedimenta of war. And they girded themselves with armor. 


Lucifer conferred with the leaders--Moloch and Beelzebub and
Belial and Timothy. And quickly he sketched a plan of battle. He put
Beelzebub's forces and his own side by side in the center of the
line. Timothy's vast host he put at the right wing, and at the left
he disposed all the others, holding the forces of two legions in the
rear for reserve. And they marched toward the throne of Heaven.
Lucifer had decided that he would have it for himself. 


Fully seven tenths of the angelic host had defected. And when the
enormous army was seen by the Lord, Michael was hastily summoned and
he quickly drew his forces up in front in solid phalanxes to defend
the throne. 


Lucifer struck with the utmost ferocity. His troops soon had
Michael's army reeling. But Michael's flaming sword seemed to be
everywhere and he rallied his men and re-formed them and led them in
furious counterattack. Soon there was a stalemate in the center.
Though outnumbered four to one, Michael's forces had stood their
ground. But the price was high; they were nearly spent and Lucifer
was gathering for another attack. 


Lucifer had a surprise for them. While he made a great show of
presenting another attack, he secretly ordered Timothy on the right
flank to attack Michael's flank. And Timothy's troops responded
immediately and went into battle in enormous numbers, enough to
overwhelm the forces of the Lord. 


When they were nearly in the position of battle, streams of fresh
troops were released by Michael, all sworn to defend the throne and
the Lord. But these angels weren't armed. They walked out onto the
field of battle, and Timothy recognized every one of them--all
friends and comrades who had remained loyal. And they called on
Timothy's forces to lay down their arms, to repent. Soon they crowded
the battlefield and prevented by their presences the army of Timothy
from advancing on the throne of the Lord. Timothy became abashed. He
was unable to strike them, unarmed as they were. And their words were
having their effect: Many of his troops were throwing down their
arms. Hastily, Timothy called for a retreat and a regrouping. But the
unarmed angels followed after, mingling with Timothy's troops and
creating great confusion. The troops failed to disentangle themselves
and regroup. And more and more of them were wavering in their resolve
to attack the throne. 


In a short time Timothy's forces were nullified. And Lucifer saw
the collapse of his right wing, recognized the Lord's guile behind
it. The Lord well knew Timothy. Now Michael raised his flaming sword
again and led his weary troops into furious battle. They attacked
with all their weapons but most particularly with lightning bolts
that scorched the ground and blackened Lucifer's angels. The two
forces clashed in a thundering splintering collision. The battle
swayed back and forth, then Lucifer ordered his left flank to attack.
These were the forces of Moloch and his cohorts. And they proved
worthless. They hung back, they attacked without conviction. They
fled from danger. And their line parted, turned and fled. Soon all of
Lucifer's forces were in disarray. 


"Timothy!" he shouted. "Timothy! Attack! Attack!"


But Timothy stood helplessly by and watched Lucifer and all his
officers and troops being slowly driven back to the edge of the
precipice. Michael with his flaming sword had formed a wedge and was
driving Lucifer back, back and farther back. At last Lucifer's troops
were fighting for their very existence, struggling to maintain a
toehold on the very edge of the precipice. And they failed. 


They were swept over the edge. Legion upon legion fell from heaven
into the dark abyss. And falling, they knew terror. Soon not one of
Lucifer's followers remained in heaven. All had been pushed over the
side into the abyss. 


Later, Michael returned with his exhausted but victorious troops
and he passed by the shattered Timothy. 


"If I were Lucifer," Michael said to Timothy, "I
would have cause for cursing you for all eternity." 
 

  


They fell. Into an unknown world, a black void with only the
rushing air in their ears, tumbling, turning, shouting with terror
and hearing the cries of the others. Some feared that they would fall
like this forever. 


Entire legions of once-bright angels fell for seven days and seven
nights. Then suddenly, they struck firm ground and were immediately
hit by other angels who fell on top of them. They crashed on a broken
terrain covered with gritty mud and wetness. Foul, sulfurous smoke
roiled about them and a dead red glow emanated from some of the
rocks. Nearby was a lake of fire. 


None moved. They were in agony and barely conscious. 
  
 


The Lord summoned Michael and Abdiel to His sanctum. They sat at
the conference table and the Lord was possessed by wrath. But He
spoke very little. 


Abdiel lay back in his chair, hands clasped before him, a leg
thrust straight out. "Punishment," he said. "There
must be punishment." 


"Forgiveness," Michael said. "Wounds must be
healed. Their punishment already has been terrible." 


"Tell me," Abdiel demanded, "what punishment for
Lucifer can equal what he did?" 


"For Lucifer has suffered the greatest self-punishment of
all. Defeat." 


Abdiel slowly thumped the table with his fist in cadence with his
words. "Lucifer must be made to pay. He must be made to kneel
before the heavenly throne and apologize and beg facedown for
forgiveness. The Lord must stand upon Lucifer's neck!" 


Michael looked at the Lord. "Turn the other cheek, Lord."


"Ha!" cried Abdiel. 


"Lucifer is a proud angel," Michael said. "He felt
justified in his act. He was demoted." Michael fixed his eyes on
the Lord. "He felt disgraced. With no explanation. He was
unfairly treated." 


The Lord sat bemused. He didn't answer Michael's accusations. He
kept a thoughtful hand over His mouth as He turned His gaze to
Abdiel. 


"Punish him," Abdiel demanded. "If You do not
punish him, then the others who remained loyal will feel slighted.
Loyalty will be set at naught in heaven. Other rebellions will
follow. This must never happen again." 


"If You punish Lucifer, it will happen again,"
Michael insisted. "There will be warfare for eternity. We will
never know peace again. Love will grow sickly and languish. Sad times
will prevail." 


The Lord made no answer. 


"What about Timothy and his forces?" Michael demanded.
"If we punish Lucifer, then Timothy's forces may join Lucifer's.
We won't fool him a second time. Together Lucifer and Timothy can
overwhelm us. We can't afford vengeance." 


The Lord stirred Himself and looked with burning eyes at Michael.
"Leave Timothy to me," He said. 


"This was not of our doing," Abdiel insisted. He pointed
a blunt unbending finger at Michael. "Ask Lucifer if he
forgives! Ask him if he will return here and live in obedience. Ask
him!" 
  
  


In the end Abdiel's arguments prevailed. He was sent to hell to
deal with Lucifer. And Abdiel found Lucifer and his forces still
writhing in great pain from their fall. They were shadowy figures in
the half-light that came from the glowing rocks, and the fitful
flames of the burning lake. They were black and mired from the muck
they lay in. 


Abdiel's legions searched among the falling with glowing torches,
pulling them apart, kicking them to wakefulness, searching for
Lucifer. They found him sitting on a rock, staring at the ground,
almost catatonic in his self-absorption. They led him to Abdiel. 


"I am to tell you, Lucifer," Abdiel said, "that you
must abnegate yourself before the Lord. Your crimes must be examined
in open court before all the loyal angels. You must kiss His feet and
beg forgiveness and suffer Him to stand on your neck. Then you will
be readmitted to heaven but you will be shunned by the others. And
these--" Abdiel swept his hand over the entire lot of the
fallen. "These will be readmitted in a newer category of angel,
serving the wishes of those angels who remained loyal, fetching and
running errands." 


Gradually, Lucifer gathered himself. "I am Lucifer," he
said to Abdiel. "There is no one else like me in all of heaven.
Had that Timothy behaved like a soldier on a field of battle, I would
be dictating the terms now, not you. It was not my desire to rebel.
But I was disgraced before the others, cast aside--poor payment for
my service and loyalty. Now, I will not kneel. I will not beg. I will
not submit to the Lord's standing on my neck. And I will not live in
heaven a pariah, shunned by the others." 


Abdiel nodded at his lieutenant. Lucifer was seized and chained
hand and foot. The reviving angels raised a murmur. Lucifer was
pinioned, arms outstretched to a dank wall. And the murmuring grew to
an outcry. 


"Are you going to whip him?" Beelzebub demanded. 


"We are going to whip him," Abdiel answered. 


"You cannot. You must not!" Beelzebub cried. "If
you do, it will be warfare forever!" 


Abdiel did not answer Beelzebub. Instead he nodded again at his
lieutenant. Lucifer's white gown was ripped from his back and two
angels were set to scourge him. 


"There will be no turning back if you do this, Abdiel,"
Beelzebub said. "The breach will never be mended, the wounds
never healed." 


Abdiel nodded a third time at his lieutenant and the whipping
began. With the first blow Lucifer turned his face and looked at
Abdiel, and his angry eyes never left the other's face throughout the
whipping. With each sigh of the whip through the air, with each
terrible stroke across Lucifer's back, his fallen legions cried out. 


"Abdiel!" Beelzebub called. "If we had defeated
you, we would not have done this to you." 


Many of the fallen were now on their feet and by torchlight they
stood in great agitation, crying out with each stroke. Abdiel
watched, his arms crossed, his chin thrust out. And all through the
whipping, Lucifer never took his eyes off Abdiel. 


"You can never undo what you have done here," Beelzebub
said when the whipping stopped. 


"I am not finished," Abdiel said. "I will give you
more to remember." 


Now Lucifer was led away from the wall, still in chains, to the
edge of the burning lake. He was seized by four of Abdiel's troops.
When it was clear what they meant to do to Lucifer a great cry went
up. A furious scuffle began in the darkness and Abdiel's troops found
themself fighting off Lucifer's angels. But the great Fall had taken
away their strength and they were not organized. Quickly they were
put down and Abdiel nodded once more. 


With a great swing the four angels threw Lucifer into the burning
lake. The pain was beyond anything he had ever imagined. Molten fire
seared the welts and cuts on his back, penetrated to the very marrow,
and he rose with a roar of agony to the surface of the lake, spinning
and writhing, maddened by the pain. At his cries his troops cried out
with dismay. 


"Take him out!" they called out to Abdiel. But Abdiel
stood high upon his rock and watched Lucifer and ignored their pleas.


Lucifer's violent thrashing in the lake of fire slowed at last and
he became quiet. Only his head showed above the surface, licked by
the flames and occasionally obliterated by the smoke. 


"Timothy!" Lucifer shouted. "Timothy! What have you
done?" 


Then he became still. He endured the unendurable in silence, his
eyes fixed solely on Abdiel. 
  
  


Abdiel kept Lucifer in the lake of fire for fourteen days. Then at
last he ordered Lucifer removed. But whereas an angel was thrown into
the lake, a ravening beast came out. 


He was charred and blackened and filthy with mud and dirt and from
this burnt hulk stared two insane green eyes. 


Lucifer stood facing Abdiel. "You threw Lucifer into the
fire," he said to Abdiel "And you pulled out Satan." 


"Adversary," Abdiel said. "We do not fear you at
all. You will remain here in darkness and gloom forever. Without
hope. You will be an eternal lesson for all others who might consider
trying your ways." 


Abdiel ordered Lucifer chained to the wall, hand and foot. 


"Behold your great leader," Abdiel said to the fallen.
"God help the one of you who cuts him free. He is to remain with
you here. You are all castaways from heaven. Forever." 


And as Abdiel and his forces were leaving, the Lord threw one more
lightning bolt. It struck Lucifer on the thigh and ran down his left
leg, scarring it indelibly. 


Over the entrance to the great gloomy chamber, Abdiel had
inscribed, ABANDON ALL HOPE, ALL YE WHO ENTER HERE. 


In despair the fallen angels settled to the ground and many wept.
Hell was a terrible pit. It was the domain of Chaos, where the
flickering light turned everyone and everything into shadows. No
living light ever touched there. No vegetation grew anywhere. The air
was rank, stinking, smoke-filled. Fire issued from the rocks. 


The angels slumped on the ground around Lucifer in the great
underworld Hall of Pandemonium. Nearby flowed the black dead River
Styx. 


Lucifer watched them all collapsed with grief. "Never,"
Beelzebub said, "never to see the plains of Elysium, the fields
of flowers, the soft bright light of heaven. Never to hear the
purling of the streams, never to hear the heavenly choirs. Never to
smell the ambrosia. Never to taste the nectar. Never to feel our
hearts singing within us." And Beelzebub tore his hair and
poured ashes on his head. "Despair. No hope for evermore." 


Satan cast his eyes about his fallen followers as they lay and
wept and tore their hair. 


"What is this!" he cried out to them. "What manner
of creatures are you?" 


They heard his words and they stood and gathered about him, gazing
with pain-filled eyes at his charred body and at the thick links that
bound him, a miserable creature, chained to the nethermost rock in
the entire universe. Miserable save for the eyes. They were two round
balls of green flame, burning like the lake that had ignited them. 


"Hear me!" he bellowed. "Hear me well!" he
watched them gather still closer. "We have lost a battle, not a
war. Abdiel has left you a lifetime supply of despair. And you are
all supping it up. But I have better fare for you. I have a mighty
banquet that will fill your bellies all the days of eternity. I bring
you revenge! I bring you the joys of revenge. You will have your day
again. We will war on heaven. Without the treachery of Timothy. You
will conquer heaven. You will be victorious!" 


They tried to take heart. They nodded at each other and essayed a
few grins. 


But Beelzebub said, "What is your plan? How will we get out
of here? And where is your revenge?" And he gazed at the piteous
creature chained to the wall. And he sat down in renewed despair.
Then the others did the same, and sitting they held their heads in
their hands. And Satan stared out at his fallen legions collapsed in
despair. There was only one thing that would save them. His
unconquerable will. But he was unable to move, to plan, to act,
chained thus to the wall in the Stygian darkness. How could he
escape? 
  
  


The Lord now created Eden. And in that paradise, populated with
all living creatures, in the water, in the air and on the ground, He
put Adam, making him from clay and breathing the holy spirit in him.
And Adam looked at Eden, at the Pishon River and its three other
branches that watered the Garden and at all the living creatures, and
he said: 


"I want a companion." 


And the Lord agreed and created Eve from Adam's rib. 


Then He left them with one admonition. "Do not eat the fruit
from the tree of knowledge. If you do, you will know death." 
 

  


Beelzebub went up to Satan, who stood in his chains. "He has
created man," he said. "And he has put him in a separate
paradise called Eden which is on the blue planet." 


Satan nodded. "Call them all together. All the fallen." 


And they came, wraithlike shadows, crawling in despair over the
stinking ground of Chaos to the great Hall of Pandemonium. And Satan
announced the creation of this new creature. 


"Man lives," he said. "And he is the apple of the
Lord's eye. We will blacken that eye. It is the beginning of our new
war on heaven." Then he nodded at Beelzebub, who led into their
midst a hooded figure all in black astride a black stallion. And all
the fallen drew back from it in fright. 


"Death," Satan said. "Our weapon against heaven.
The end of immortality. And the first victim will be man himself. I
say that soon these halls will be teeming with fallen mortals brought
here by Death for punishment." And Satan ordered the fallen to
prepare the chambers of hell as a place of pain, torment and torture
for sinning mankind. And the fallen soon created forges and weapons
and tools and prepared the chambers for man. And they formed
themselves into a Congress with committees and subcommittees and they
agreed to assume the hideous shapes of man's nightmares and they made
themselves ugly in the eyes of God and they cursed everything
beautiful and good and light-filled. 


Satan now announced that he himself would go to Eden to seduce
man. But Beelzebub and the others looked on him with doubt for he was
weighted with heavy chains. Beelzebub in particular doubted that
Satan could seduce this new creature, man. In the Hall of Pandemonium
all the fallen in their hideous new countenances began to bicker and
quarrel and a great noise of confusion filled that place. 


Satan swelled himself until he seemed to tower over all of his
followers. Then as the bickering died away and they all watched him
astonished, in a frenzy of rage he burst his chains. The exploding
links made a thundering sound that echoed throughout the cosmos. It
was audible even in heaven. Pandemonium was stunned. Satan was free. 


"You see before you the power of hatred," he said. And
then alone he set off for Eden. The battle between heaven and hell
had been joined. 
  
  


Satan was impressed: Eden was compellingly beautiful. The Pishon
River and its three companion rivers, the Gihon, Hiddekel and
Euphrates, flowed through a lush garden that would bloom forever.
When he saw Adam, Satan was disturbed: He had red hair--like Timothy.
But Eve was stunning. Lovelier than any angel with a natural grace of
movement that awed Satan. He watched her greedily. 


He approached Adam in the form of a serpent. 


"You should eat of the fruit of knowledge," he said. 


Adam told him that it was forbidden by the Lord. And Satan laughed
at him. 


"You are fenced about by rules, Adam. You're not free. And a
life of ignorance is no life at all. Immortality will be a prison.
Boredom will drive you mad. 


"You must dare to seize life. Dare to adventure into the
unknown. Besides, if the Lord loves you, why does He place such
enormous temptations in your path? Because, you may be sure, secretly
He wants you to eat the fruit. So break your chains and eat. Great
adventurers like you were not meant for security and boring comfort."


Adam hung back. But Eve had listened to every word and she talked
eagerly to the serpent. In her innocence and lack of knowledge of
good and evil, he easily seduced her. And for the first time he
discovered passion in his own heart. He was awed by his own feelings
of love. 


She asked him to show her his true shape; and he promised her if
she would eat the fruit, he would do even more--he would teach her
how he was able to assume the shape of many animals. 


He would make her queen of hell. 


And when he showed her his true shape, it was not that of a golden
angel. Instead she saw a bulking, powerful, goatlike figure with
short horns and two mad eyes, burning like green flame. And she saw
his lightning-scarred left leg and wept for it. 


Later she went to Adam and called on him to be a fearless
adventurer and dare to explore the stars in heaven. And they ate the
fruit. 


The Lord came in a rage and He had Michael drive them out. Now
they would know pain and death. 


As they were leaving, Satan whispered to Eve that she should name
her firstborn Cain, for Satan himself was to be the father. 


When they were gone, Satan went back to hell. In his hand Satan
carried a blue ribbon taken from Eve's hair. She haunted his memory.
He prepared a place in hell for her. And waited for Death to bring
her to him. Often he would put the blue ribbon to his nose and inhale
the odor of apples. 
  
  


The Lord made heaven shake with His anger. He sent Michael to
fetch Timothy, who had been languishing in a far corner of heaven
with his disgraced followers, awaiting the Lord's verdict. 


The Lord struggled to compose Himself and suppress the anger He
felt over the corruption of Eden. "This is your fault!" He
said to Timothy. "Man has been corrupted! He and his descendants
will suffer terribly. And you caused it. I want your soul seared by
that suffering. You are condemned to watch man through all his
history. Since you are the instrument of man's downfall, you will be
the instrument of his salvation. You will wander the earth through
all the ages until one day you find a mortal with benevolence great
enough to forgive you in the name of man. And only then will you be
able to return here to heaven. Only after you are forgiven will
mankind's suffering end. And only then will Satan and his traitors
receive their final punishment." 


Timothy frowned. "How will I know this mortal?" 


"He will have a purple aura, the sign of true benevolence."


Timothy turned to go. And the Lord said: 


"Timothy. You must realize that Satan is your adversary. He
will do everything in his power to prevent you from finding the
mortal with the purple aura." 


The Lord now stepped out of His pavilion and He looked at that
great army of Timothy's followers. "You shall have your penance
too," he said to them. "The most difficult penance of all.
You must sit in limbo and wait for Timothy's return." 


Timothy was put on the earth in the form of a magus who would go
in the guise of a priest of the religion of the land, sometimes a
Hindu monk, sometimes a Christian minister or a Catholic priest, a
rabbi, or a Moslem scholar, accompanied always by a bull mastiff. 


When he first trod on the earth, the fallen angel Timothy found a
small band of humans, outcasts from the Garden, children of Adam and
Eve, nomads guiding their animals and wandering a desert. 


And when Timothy saw Cain, he recognized the mark of Satan, and
his heart fell. Already this new race of angels had been corrupted by
Satan. And when Timothy went among them, he saw a baby with a purple
aura asleep in a tent. But as he hurried toward it, Satan's hawk
appeared and quickly smothered the baby. 


Timothy was stunned. And Satan said to
him, "Suffer, Timothy traitor. You will never find a benevolent
man alive. Every time a baby with a purple aura is born, my hawk will
find him first. You will wander. Forever." 
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[bookmark: chapter_2]CHAPTER 1

County Clare, Ireland,

Twenty-five Years Ago

To this day, all up and down the west coast of Ireland, they still
talk, over endless cups of tea in cottage kitchens and over pints in
pubs at crossroads villages, late at night, about what happened to
Kathleen Sullivan Davitt. 


She was nineteen, the bride of Jim Davitt, and they were on
holiday from America, visiting his relatives in the Burren of County
Clare. 


That day began with an ominous note just after she opened her
eyes. At first it was fine. She saw bright Irish sunshine gleaming
through windowpanes still wet from the night fog. And she heard the
restless wind sprinting off the sea and whistling in the thatched
roof over her head, eager to be off. She felt comfortable and safe
there under the quilt with Jim next to her, and she inhaled the
kitchen odors of the turf fire and frying bacon. She let her eyes
rove over the whitewashed walls of the cottage bedroom. A spotless
room it was in the home of Aunt Agnes, with handmade rugs on the old
wooden floor, an antique washstand and handmade chairs. Even the
quilt was handmade and over fifty years old, Aunt Agnes had told her.
Ireland was so peaceful. 


She felt the baby stir within her: So he was awake too. His name
would be Brendan. One month from today: Welcome to the world, Brendan
Timothy Davitt. She had felt life at five months when the baby's
heart had started to beat, and with it had come to her an
overwhelming sense of benevolence. The baby was like a little dynamo,
purring inside her, generating love. 


The wind rushed at the house again and sighed in the thatching,
and when it subsided, she heard a great shriek outside somewhere. It
astonished her, it was so grief-filled. She lay very still and
listened. And a moment later she heard it again: a long shriek of
pain. She gasped involuntarily. It was like a terrible warning to
her. 


"It's all right," Jimmy said next to her. He gave her a
tight smile. "It's the shrike. The butcher-bird." 


She put her hand into his and pulled the quilt over them. "I
don't like it. I wish it would go away." 


"Just a bird." He kissed her nose. Charming Jim Davitt,
the darling of his family, who could make the world spin at his
bidding. She hoped the baby would inherit his personality. "What
shall we do today? Would you like to see the old family church?"


The shrike stabbed his shrill cry into her heart again: a sharp
warning, but of what? 


As she dressed, she realized the baby's position seemed to have
dropped. Kathleen wondered if that was normal. She had four full
weeks to go and her obstetrician was far away in Brooklyn. Just as
she was about to leave for breakfast, she felt a sharp twinge of her
abdominal muscles. 


Things became more ominous in the kitchen. Jim's Aunt Agnes served
a small Irish breakfast that would have felled a field hand: coarse
Irish oatmeal and cream, eggs and Irish bacon, battercakes and
sausage, and soda bread with butter and jam and quantities of strong
hot tea. The three of them sat by the peat fire in the sun-bright
kitchen and chatted. Aunt Agnes was a small round middle-aged woman
with a great store of family history and she soon made Kathleen
forget about the shrike. 


Even in her tweed skirt and sweater, Aunt Agnes looked like the
retired nurse she was. "I've barely touched on the Galway branch
of the Davitt family," she said, pouring from her copious pot. 


Kathleen smiled. "I've almost, a padful of notes already."


"Why don't we let Jim go out in the fields with the men and
I'll take you to an old church where the Davitts are all buried. We
can take some rubbings from headstones." 


Jim said, "Aunt Agnes has the second sight." 


"What's that?" Kathleen asked. 


"Oh, she can read emanations from things. Isn't that right,
Aunt Agnes?" 


"Oh, don't believe him, Kathleen." 


"It's true," Jim insisted. 


Kathleen was delighted. "Can you really read emanations?"


"Oh, no, child," Aunt Agnes answered. "It's a game
we played when we were children. I'm just a good guesser." 


"She's more than that," Jim said. "Here. Read
Kathleen's emanations. Tell her about her baby." And he held out
Kathleen's bottle of vitamin pills. 


"Oh, am I not after telling you I don't--" But she'd
fisted the small bottle and pressed it against her forehead. "It's
going to be a boy. His name will be Brendan." And she chuckled
again. 


"Be serious, Aunt Agnes," Jim said. 


Kathleen touched her arm. "Will he be born on my father's
birthday? That's a month from now, on--" 


"Oh, no, child," Agnes said. "He'll be born long
before that. He'll be born in Ireland." Agnes frowned and
glanced once at Kathleen. There was a long pause. 


"What else do you see?" Kathleen asked. 


Agnes shrugged at last and mumbled. "Nothing at all. I told
you. 'Tis only a game." And she put the bottle down as if it
were suddenly too hot to hold. She avoided Kathleen's eyes. 


Later Kathleen and Agnes got into the old Ford Anglia. They were
going to drive to the coast past Lisdoonvarna to see the ruins of the
church--St. Brendan's, no less--where many Davitts were buried. As
they drove off, Agnes still seemed preoccupied. Kathleen told herself
she didn't believe in the old country folkways. 


There was another strange event awaiting Kathleen Davitt at the
church. It was in tumbled ruins, the stained glass long gone from the
arched windows, the roof long ago fallen in, the stones all covered
with brown lichens and green moss, and at the top of the crumbling
walls, gorse bushes were shaking in the sea wind. That wind was
pervasive: It soughed sadly in the broken archway of the church
entrance and whistled on the edges of the weathered tombstones that
were hidden behind crowds of wild daisies and blue cowslips. 


Out on the sea, sitting on the horizon, were the barren purple
patches of the Aran Islands. 


Kathleen and Aunt Agnes strolled among the flowers, reading the
headstones. Agnes called out the names and recited thumbnail
histories. There were Davitts and O'Malleys and Corcorans and
Scullys, all ancestors of Jim's. 


Kathleen looked about the green fields with their white-stone dry
walls and gazed far out to sea at the purple smudges where the Arans
lay. Then she looked at the old church. "My. It's lovely even in
ruins," she said. 


Aunt Agnes nodded. "Ireland was once the center of European
civilization." Her fingers touched a stone fallen from the
archway. "All cut by the hands of Irish monks." 


"What's that?" Kathleen asked. 


Aunt Agnes stood up and looked at the tiny headstones in the
separate walled-in section. "Babies," she said flatly. 


Babies. Kathleen's eyes looked with dismay: There were so many. 


Inside the church, open to the sunlit sky, Kathleen strolled up
the grass-grown aisle to the altar and felt a sudden flood of
loneliness. She turned and saw a man standing at the back of the
church. He wore a priest's collar and black dickey and an old tweed
jacket. Probably about thirty-five, he had soft, pale-red hair under
an Irish cap set on the back of his head. It was his eyes that were
the source of the terrible feeling of loneliness. Sea-pale green they
were, set in a strong craggy face, weather-tanned with crow's-feet at
the corners. They were the loneliest eyes she had ever seen. She felt
he was a stranger there, a wanderer seeking a way home. Beside him
stood an enormous bull mastiff. 


Without a sign to her, the priest turned and left, followed by the
dog. 


Then the shrike called again, and she backed away from all the
loneliness and went outside to Aunt Agnes. "Does that priest
belong here?" she asked. "I mean they don't hold Mass here
anymore, do they?" 


"What priest?" Aunt Agnes asked. 


"The one I saw inside." 


"Where?" She stood up. 


"How could you have missed him? A red-haired priest." 


Aunt Agnes glanced about, then she looked long and hard into
Kathleen's eyes. "Did he have a big white dog with him?" 


"Yes." 


Aunt Agnes looked away. 


As they walked back to the car, Kathleen felt haunted by those
wanderer's eyes; they filled her with a sense of homelessness, as
homeless as the restless wind that blew through that empty land. She
glanced once more at the solemn parade of babies' headstones and felt
another twinge in her abdomen. 


On a large blackthorn shrub by the path, the shrike had left a
present: Impaled on a two-inch thorn was a dead field mouse. 


Ireland's west coast was a place for strangeness anyway. The
countryside was largely deserted. Ruined cottages, their thatched
roofs long ago fallen in, were everywhere, and wild horses roamed
over abandoned fields. 


All day, brilliant sunshine alternated with sudden black clouds
that would rise out of the sea and send sharp showers dancing. Then
the returning sun would raise tendrils of mist from the stone walls. 


Often a man would be seen far ahead, walking on the curving
bending roadways, but when the car caught up, the figure would be
gone. 


"Ah, it's a haunted land," Aunt Agnes said with a grin.
"Strange creatures are always about." 


Kathleen and Aunt Agnes were back at the cottage for tea about
four o'clock, when the priest with the dog appeared again. 


Agnes had brought out an old family Bible full of genealogical
material and Kathleen was making notes from it. The only sound came
from the steaming kettle. Kathleen was thinking how peaceful it was.
The cottage had a magnificent view of Galway Bay. 


In the deep window ledge potted geraniums grew, stunning touches
of red in the shining whitewashed room, filled now with sunlight. 


As Kathleen transcribed notes from the Bible, the two women talked
of the women of Ireland and of that flawless Irish skin with a blush
of red in both cheeks. 


"Comes from the rain and the moisture," Aunt Agnes said.
"And that's where the arthritis comes from too. The damp." 


Kathleen glanced out of the window just as the red-haired priest
went by, the large white mastiff at his side. He glanced once at
Kathleen and she felt again the painful loneliness. 


"Oh!" she exclaimed to Agnes. "There goes that same
priest with the dog." 


Agnes jumped up and dropped the slice of buttered bread from her
hand. "Where?" 


"There. Beyond the old tree." 


Agnes ran to the window. "Ah, Kathleen," she said.
"You're drawing a long chalk." 


"No. I saw him." Kathleen doubtfully rose and went to
the window. There was no one on the roadway--no man, no dog. "He
has red hair." She faltered. "I must have imagined it. But
I could have sworn--" She looked at Agnes and knew intuitively
that Agnes had seen him too. 


Agnes murmured two words to herself. "The Magus." 


And that night in a pub not far from the cottage, she received
another shock. 


The little bar was packed with relatives. It was an old place in
time-dark wainscoting and smoke-dark ceilings. There were the
familiar odors of peat and animal dung and cattle and loam and
tobacco and stout and lager, and the sound of talk and laughter and
the scraping of muddy boot soles on the bare wooden floors. 


They crowded around Jim as though they couldn't get enough of him.
They were telling him all kinds of family stories and gossip,
disputing each other's versions as they went, and he told them
stories about their American relatives that made them grin at each
other. 


They also talked of banshees and fairies and pookas and laughed at
themselves and said they didn't believe a word of the old stories,
but there were always the crossed fingers held behind the back and
the tapping on wood, and more than once Kathleen saw one of the women
pitch a pinch of salt over her left shoulder into the peat fire. 


And they sang songs for her and Jim, and Jim wrote down the words
and vowed he would sing them in Uncle Sharkey's pub on Third Avenue
in Manhattan. 


That's when they found out that Jim had a fine singing voice. A
cousin went for his accordion and returned on the run, still
strapping it on. Jim sang "The Rose of Tralee" for them to
loud applause and then they wanted him to sing some American songs,
ones that they didn't know. So he sang "Shenandoah," much
to their delight, and they made him sing it over and over until they
all had it by heart. 


In that happy din, Kathleen was sitting by the fire to chase the
chill, talking with the women about babies 'and drinking more tea,
when an eight-year-old girl called Teresa put her guileless hands in
Kathleen's lap and said, "Will you name the baby Brendan if it's
a girl?" and two older girls behind her giggled with glee. 


And as Kathleen laughed too, she felt another twinge, a sharp one,
and for the first time fought back panic. 


"They say you have the second sight and ail," said the
girl. 


"Who says I do?" 


"Ah, they're all talking about it, me ma and the others. Do
you have the second sight?" 


"I don't know. What is it?" 


"You can see things no one else can. You can see into the
future and you can see pookas and fairies and hear the banshee and
you can see the Magus, they say." 


"The Magus." Kathleen put her hand on the girl's
coal-dark hair. "What's the Magus?" 


"He's a--why, he's the Magus. . .a spirit that looks like a
priest with red hair and a big dog with big teeth that comes around
if you don't go to bed when you're told." 


"Have you ever seen him?" 


Teresa shook her head. "Oh, no, no. Only if you have the
second sight." 


"What does the Magus do?" 


"Why--he just goes around, that's all." 


"Is he looking for something?" 


Teresa looked at the fire for an answer. "Dunno. He just is,
that's all. They say he lost his map and can't get home until he
finds it. Did you ever hear the banshee wail?" 


"No. Doesn't the banshee wail when someone dies?" 


"Yes." Teresa shuddered and giggled. 


"Did you ever hear the banshee wail, Teresa?" 


The little girl shook her head. "Only if you have the second
sight. No one else can hear the banshee. And she only wails for
important people--kings and such." 


"I hope I don't hear her." 


"You probably won't. You have to be pure Irish to hear the
banshee." 


"Well, I'm pure Irish." 


"No, no. You're a Narrowback. You're from America." 


"Oh, I see." 


"Can you sing a song for me? Something American with Indians
in it?" 


"They do go on, missus. The children, I mean." He was a
man in his late fifties, slight with thinning hair and a kind face
and whiskery eyebrows. 


Kathleen smiled at him. "Are you from the bus?" 


"Oh, yes, missus. The bus." A load of Irish tourists had
crowded into the already packed pub and had immediately fallen into
conversation with Jim's relatives. 


"Are you all off somewhere? On a holiday perhaps?"
Kathleen could not help smiling at his mirthful face. 


"Yes, missus. We're all from a little village up the way a
bit. We came to see the Burren here in County Clare. We were thinking
about going out to Arans but the water was too rough. So we visited
some of the old churches. You might say we're amateur
archaeologists." 


"Do you farm for a living?" 


"Oh, no, missus. I'm a schoolteacher. I teach mathematics and
Irish history." 


"Just Irish?" 


"Is there any other kind?" He smiled at her again and
the mirth was infectious. "Are these all your relatives,
missus?" 


"Yes." 


"You could start your own pub." 


"In a way we have. The pub keeper is my husband's third
cousin." 


"Dear God. An Irish gold mine. It's better than a rich wife."


He turned his head and looked down at the corner of the bar. Some
of the men from the bus and the bus driver himself were talking
politics in a huddle around an old man who spoke to the beat of his
own forefinger. Each time he finished a sentence they would all raise
truculent eyes to scan the other faces, then return again to the
finger. 


"There will be a quarrel soon if we don't leave," the
man said. 


Kathleen smiled at him. "Is this pub on your archaeological
tour?" 


The man, she realized, was quietly laughing at her question. "What
a fine idea. I must make a note of that--a tour of all the historical
pubs in Ireland." He nodded at a woman chatting with the pub
keeper. "Mrs. Garrity needed to use the public loo--and we all
came into wait for her." 


Kathleen smiled at him. "But wasn't that some time ago?"


"Depends on whose watch you're using. I'd say we haven't been
here half long enough. Everyone's in a hurry these days and old
Ireland is in her winding sheet We're all very American now.
Narrowbacks we've become. No more time for the amenities or for fun.
Japanese factories all over the place. Everyone getting cars.
Builders' estates all over the country. Suburbs. In Ireland, suburbs.
Dear, dear God." 


"I saw you listening to the little girl's talk of the Magus.
Do you know something about that?" 


"Oh, yes, missus. The Magus is an eternal wanderer. He's
looking for a map that will take him back where he belongs." 


"Back? Back where?" 


"Don't know, missus. They say when he finds it, it will be
the end of the world." 
  
  


She got to bed at last. The women had started it; they said the
color had drained from her face and she had to rest for the baby's
sake, and finally they made Jim take her back to the cottage. That
broke up the whole party, and pretty soon there was the sound of
slamming car doors while other people ghosted away on bicycles.
Inside, the yawning pub keeper counted the take in his till. A grand
night entirely. 


Then she lay in her bed while Jim, who was keyed up, wrote letters
home. "Only four more days," was the last thing he said to
her as she drifted off to sleep. 


It had been a long day and she had made herself overtired, and as
sleep claimed her her mind swarmed with the cries of the shrike, the
babies' tombstones, the Magus, the unsettling talk of the second
sight and the banshee. 


It was late, maybe three in the morning, when it woke her the most
unearthly shriek of grief she'd ever heard. Extraordinarily loud,
outside the cottage. Even the loudest call of the shrike was just a
faint suggestion of it. She turned her head and looked at Jim. In the
streaming moonlight he was sound asleep. 


The shriek came again. The terrible grief in it made tears spring
to her eyes as the voice fell away into a low keening sob. It sounded
as though it was closer. Jim never stirred. 


Again it sounded, right under her window, a numbing, piercing cry
that trailed off into a keen again. She slipped out from under the
quilt and went to the window. 


In full moonlight, below on the roadway, a gaunt woman with a
starveling's face, unkempt hair, bare feet and a tattered gown raised
her head and looked grief-stricken into Kathleen's eyes and emitted
another heartbreaking cry. Then she stepped into the shadows of a
tree. She was gone. As Kathleen settled down in the chair to watch
for her, the first labor pangs doubled her over. 
  
 


Agnes came up just after the water broke. 


"She'll never make it to the hospital," she told Jim.
"Dear God, it's quick. She'll have it right here in this bed."


Kathleen tried to sit up. "Hospital. We have to get to the
hospital." 


"You'll be a mother long before you get there, darling,"
Agnes said. "Lie back. I've delivered many a baby in my time.
More than two dozen were born in this bed alone." 


Kathleen cried out with pain and pulled her hair. 


"Easy does it," Agnes said, studying her watch. "Go
with the contractions. You have to help." 


"Who died?" Kathleen asked suddenly. 


"Who died where?" Agnes asked. 


"Here. In the house." Kathleen felt the cry of pain torn
from her throat. There was a prolonged series of contractions now. "I
heard the banshee wail." 


Agnes nervously went to the window and looked without hope for the
doctor. 


Brendan Davitt, weight six and a half American pounds, arrived
twenty minutes before the doctor did. 


Dr. Dunn was a smiling, red-faced man. "What was your hurry?"
he asked Kathleen. "You should have waited to have him in the
hospital. Did you know Ireland has the finest maternity hospitals in
the world, bar none? It's true, thanks to the Irish Sweepstakes."


They put Baby Brendan naked on the quilt beside his mother and
examined him. 


"Oh, he's beautiful, Kathleen," Aunt Agnes said. "Tan
as toast. Curly black hair like his father." 


"He's a Davitt," said Jim. "Look at those feet."


"He should be baptized quick as spit," Agnes murmured.
"I never heard of a banshee wailing at a birth before."
Aunt Agnes held the baby in her arms. "Welcome to the world,
Brendan Davitt. God knows, you will need all the luck you can get."

  
  


Kathleen lay in the bed for five days. She had plenty of milk, and
Baby Brendan took it in greedily as if he were in a race to grow up.
The doctor visited her every afternoon, and Agnes came in and out all
day as though she was watching for something. In the afternoons she
took tea in the bedroom with Kathleen. And each afternoon she raised
the question of baptism with Kathleen. 


"When I get up," Kathleen insisted. "What is the
rush? He's in good health, isn't he?" 


Aunt Agnes would only lapse into silence. 


One afternoon, after tea, Aunt Agnes stood on the stair landing,
holding Kathleen's teacup to the sunlight, trying to read the leaves.
And Kathleen saw her. 


"What did you see?" 


"Hmmmm?" 


"In the cup. My tea leaves. What did you see?" 


Agnes sat on the edge of the bed. "I knew a woman once in
these parts who had the second sight and she would read tea leaves
and she showed me a little about it. And for fun I can see some
things, but these leaves, I can't read them. And I shouldn't even
tell you about it for fear of frightening you. But, well, your
baby--there's shooting stars and these great upheavals in the
universe. Some momentous event and I'm not competent to read it.
Maybe you can. . .you've the second sight. Do you have any sense of
seeing the future?" 


"I don't have the second sight." 


"Yes, you do. You just don't know it." 


Kathleen turned her face away and sobbed. "I saw the baby
impaled on a thorn by a butcher-bird." 


"Oh, dear God." 
  
  


It was difficult to say who first thought of the monastery. Or
even why. It just became accepted that the monks would baptize
Brendan Davitt. And one fine Sunday, a few days before the Davitts
flew back to America, several carloads trooped to the monastery for
the baptism. 


The monks were a strange order. They were mendicants who wandered
the earth, solitaries who begged for their daily bread and spent
their time meditating and praying. They slept wherever they were
admitted, usually among the poor and the pariahs in the skid rows and
tenderloins and cribs of Europe, America and Asia. Periodically they
would return to their monastery in Ireland for communion, confession
and moral restoration, and in the footsteps of Jesus, they vowed
never to ride in any vehicle except ships. They wandered the earth on
foot only. They wore distinctive cowled cassocks, made of heavy black
wool with a white wool cross from shoulder to shoulder and chin to
shoe tops. 


They were said to still practice ancient Druid rituals, and
because of their extensive travels over many years, they were adept
at all the religious practices of India and China. The monks were
regarded as religious knights-errant, doing battle with the spiritual
evil that most men professed no longer to believe in. The Irish in
the region said the monks could see into your soul and tell what kind
of a person you were. 


The monastery itself stood on a headland, high above the sea,
where the wind never stopped blowing, a great craggy stone affair
hammered and chiseled from the rocky cliff itself. 


The stones were constantly wetted by the bursting surf that
thrashed without end against the base of the cliff--emerald-green
water covered with white spume, rising and falling forever. Overhead,
like a living crown, seabirds circled--gulls, guillemots and
kittiwakes--constantly calling and diving. 


The monks seemed quite pleased to be performing a baptism,
delighted in fact with the visitors, and six of them came out of the
monastery to greet the christening party. One, Brother Mark, took
Brendan in his arms, and clucking his tongue, he carried him inside. 


A monk asked Kathleen, "Truly, is it Brendan you'll name him?
Marvelous. Brendan was a monk and he's a patron saint, a great
adventurer. And although the Italians dispute it, Brendan sailed to
America long before Columbus. And here's another Brendan going to
America. Such an appropriate name." 


How severely Oriental everything was inside. How compact and
functional. There was no clutter anywhere. As the monks walked ahead
of the baptism party along a dark corridor, they passed in and out of
shafts of sunlight. Everything was pared down to the essentials--the
perfect setting for a group of men lost in thought. 


Brother Mark and another monk led them into the chapel, and beside
the altar they laid Brendan on a hand-carved wooden table and opened
his swaddlings. 


"Oh, my," murmured Brother Mark. 


The other monk inhaled sharply. "A purple aura." 


"Fetch Father Joseph. Quickly." 


Brother Mark turned and looked at the baptismal font. There stood
a silver bucket, holding holy water, and a silver aspergillum with a
wooden handle. Then he glanced at the baptism party. "A moment
more." At the doorway, in silence, a knot of monks had hastily
gathered as word spread through the monastery. They stared at the
baby. 


Father Joseph arrived, a middle-aged man whose shaven pate made
his brown eyes stand out from his pale face. He crossed the chapel in
long swinging strides to the baby and picked him up. "Who is the
father? Please come with me. Brother Mark will take down the
particulars from the mother." And he strode out of the room,
followed by several monks and Jim Davitt. 


They entered a small room, with three narrow windows let into the
stone wall. In the middle of the room was a round stone pillar with a
flat top about three feet high. Hanging on the walls were sprays of
mistletoe. 


Father Joseph laid the baby on the stone table and opened the
swaddling. 


"It's true!" the other monks said. "A purple aura!"


"Dear God in heaven. Such a beautiful creature." 


"It's a miracle he's still alive." 


"Satan will murder him in his sleep." 


"Shhhhhh!" Father Joseph held a silencing hand up.
"Prepare the pentacle." Then he turned to Jim Davitt. "Your
son has a purple aura." 


"What's that mean?" 


"Every human being has an aura. Most are earth color, browns,
tans, dark yellows. Yours is tan. Angels have a blue aura." He
watched Jim Davitt suppress a smirk. "The aura of demons is red.
I see doubt on your face. I must tell you that your son is in grave
danger. And that you can truly believe." 


Davitt stopped smirking. "How? What does a purple aura mean?"


"Enormous benevolence. A bonny happy child. Only one or two
purple auras are born in a lifetime. But no child with such an aura
has lived for more than a few days." 


"Why?" 


"For reasons unknown to us, Satan cruelly kills infants born
with a purple aura. It is a miracle he has not found this baby."


Stunned, Jim Davitt stood turning this over in his mind as he
watched two monks chalk a circle on the stone tabletop. 


"There is a way to alter the color of an aura. But it is only
temporary. I can't say how long, a few years, a decade. Possibly
longer. But I don't think the process can be repeated. We know so
little about these matters. When Baby Brendan's aura begins to turn
purple again, you will have to cloister him from the world and hope
that Satan doesn't find him." 


"But how will I know when his aura is changing? I can't see
anything. How can you?" 


"Training. We will keep watch over him. When the aura becomes
purple again, we will take him to a cloister for concealment. I am
sorry to present this tragedy to your family. If you'll be guided by
me in this matter, you should never mention a word of this to anyone,
not even your wife. And I would not tell Brendan himself until he's
of an age to make mature judgments. Children have a way of telling
secrets." 


Jim Davitt stood in a daze. "I'm not sure I can take all of
this seriously." 


"If you don't believe me, it is your son who will pay." 


Jim Davitt waited in the corridor as monks hurried in and out of
the round room. Several times he heard Brendan cry, and he was
tempted to push his way into the room and carry his son off. Finally,
Father Joseph stepped into the corridor. "For the time being he
is safe. Let's baptize him now." 


The christening party was a great event. Everyone gathered at Aunt
Agnes's cottage. Cars crowded into the farmyard and lined both sides
of the narrow road. The homemade poteen in jugs and the bottles of
whiskey and stout flowed with pots of hot tea and the house was
filled with the babble of Irish country talk. And the women gathered
around the baby and admired his strong limbs and delicate features
and the beautiful hand-crocheted christening dress that was at least
a hundred years old. Aunt Agnes had put fresh green ribbons in it.
But with furtive eyes and lowered voices, they stood in small groups
and talked about the strange events, and their whole tone was more
like a wake than a christening. 


At last, when the accordion was brought into the large kitchen,
people began to dance in their heavy shoes, while the women put out
food on a long wooden trestle table in the yard behind the house. 


And Jim Davitt looked down at his son in the cradle and put his
forefinger into the baby's small fist. He thought about facing death
at any instant. Why would a fiend kill an infant? 


"Ah, Brendan, what have we given
you--life or death? What's to become of you?" 



[bookmark: chapter_3]CHAPTER 2

The Black Horseman

There was a black-clad rider and he rode a black horse and he came
a great distance. Long before Brendan could see him, he heard the
horse's hooves: clippity clip, clippity clip. 


Brendan was four and he had a fever and that day he didn't go to
nursery school. And all day and into the evening he heard the horse's
hooves and he told no one. He pressed his hot forehead against the
cool windowpane of his bedroom and listened to the clippity clip.
At eight that evening there was talk of taking him to the hospital
because his fever was so high and because the teddy bear had an even
higher temperature and it was nice and cool in the hospital--and they
could put him in a bathtub packed with ice there. Lovely cool ice. 


Brendan fell into the deep sleep, and the hoofbeats grew, louder
and louder, and the earth shook from them. The rider arrived. He was
all in black with a black hood over his head and black lusterless
eyes looking at Brendan through the two holes in the hood. And the
horse had a mask over his eyes too, and a black plume standing on his
forehead. Clippity clip. 


And on the horse behind the rider was Grandfather Davitt in his
banker's suit and his angry glasses. He looked very severe. And when
Brendan woke, his fever had broken, and he and the teddy bear and bed
were all wet with his perspiration. And his mother hugged him and
cried and said he didn't have to go to the hospital. 


But his mother looked very anxious when he told her about
Grandfather Davitt on the black horse and she made him promise not to
tell anyone; it was a family secret. In the morning his mother told
him that Grandfather Davitt had died the evening before in his sleep.


Somehow the story got out and the rest of the family looked
askance at Brendan. He had the second sight from his mother, the
family said. 


When he was nine, he was eating cornflakes at breakfast, he
remembered clearly, and he heard hoofbeats very far away. At
lunchtime he told his mother. At dinnertime she began to prepare his
memory for the black horseman. And gradually he remembered the fever
and the rider and his grandfather mounted on back and looking very
angry. 


At two o'clock in the morning he roused the family with his
shouts. The horseman was terrifying, mounted on an enormous stallion
with a black plume who made the earth shake with his stamping hooves,
and the horse pranced and kicked his legs in the air, then rode off
with Grandmother Davitt on his back behind the rider with the
terrifying, dead black eyes. 


Twice when he was thirteen the terrible rider visited him and
carried off Grandfather Davitt's twin sisters. They died within three
weeks of each other, and his mother inherited a houseful of Waterford
glassware, Belleek china and other household impedimenta. 


His mother then sat with him and carefully explained about his
second sight. He didn't like it; he didn't want it. The horseman
terrified him. She counseled acceptance: God had given him the gift
for a reason and he had to accept it without complaint. He talked
earnestly with her after that and sought her consolation and
reassurance. She told him she too had the second sight, only it
appeared much later in her life and it was not nearly as strong as
his. He confessed that he often could tell things about
people--secret things, just by touching something of theirs. 
 

  


The next time he heard the hoofbeats, Brendan was fifteen. He was
down at the Jersey shore for Labor Day week and he had just fallen in
love. 


Her name was Annie O'Casey. She was a cousin to his cousins, the
Larkins, but no relation to him. He'd hardly paid any attention to
her in past summers. But this year was different. She was fifteen
too, with a merry laugh he'd never noticed before. Nor had he noticed
in past summers her gift of mimicking people; she made Brendan laugh
even when she imitated him. She had long legs, and a way of talking
with her hands, and long slim fingers that fascinated him. Her hands
were mimes that acted out her words. He couldn't take his eyes off
her. Best of all she would look sidewise at him and see him staring
and she'd smile and make a face. 


He dreamed it would be a wonderful week but on Friday he woke and
thought he heard hoofbeats. He lay in his cot in the attic of the
seashore house, hearing the surf spilling on the beach, but during
the silence between waves he heard a very faint clippity clip,
clippity clip. 


He rolled over on his cot and wanted to shout, "Go away!
Don't tell me! I don't want to know!" But he looked around at
the four sleeping boys who shared the attic with him and he kept his
angry shouts to himself. 


He decided this time to fight the rider--to refuse to hear him or
see him. He got up and looked down from the attic balcony. An
early-autumn fog had rolled in. It was so thick it hid the beach and
it muffled the sound of the invisible surf that was calling to him a
few hundred feet away. The waves said, Brennnndannnn. Brennnndannnn.
The eaves of the house dripped. 


It was late August and eleven cousins had gathered at Uncle Matty
Larkin's beach house in Loveladies on Long Beach Island, off the
Jersey shore. Every year for the past six years, during the week
before Labor Day, Matty had opened up his house to his two children
and all their cousins of the same approximate age; eleven cousins in
all--Davitts and Larkins and Sharkeys and O'Caseys. 


Brendan pulled on his clothes and slipped down the attic stairs,
then past the bedrooms where the girls and his aunt and uncle slept,
and down the main stairs cluttered with piles of books. 


Uncle Matty Larkin was a freelance writer, book reviewer, literary
critic, editor and teacher of writing in the night school of City
University in New York. It was said he never slept: He wrote all day,
taught all evening and read all night. He attracted books like banks
attract money. Indeed the beach house, like Matty's house in
Brooklyn, was stuffed with books. They were stacked on the floor, on
tables, on chairs, on stairs, stuffed beyond capacity into
bookshelves that lined the walls of every room. The garage here and
in Brooklyn both contained bulging cartons piled to the crossbeams.
Matty's wife, Gloria, said the only exercise he ever got was making
more bookshelves. Brendan stepped past the low piles that surrounded
Uncle Matty's favorite reading chair and went out on the beach. 


The loud voice of the surf helped muffle the sound of the
hoofbeats. He walked into the fog along the beach toward Barnegat
Lighthouse. To see if he was being followed, he turned once and
looked at the beach house. It was an old Victorian frame structure, a
noted veteran of the beach that had survived storms and floods for
almost a century. The fog easily swallowed it. 


Clippity clip: He'd never be able to outrun the rider.
Sometimes he believed he was actually mental. But his mother told him
second sight wasn't madness. He wished she were here to talk to. 


He began to trot to get away from the sound. 


He'd always hated it, hated being different, hated not having the
normal human blessing of not knowing the future. And he resented the
attitude of his relatives, especially the older ones who avoided him
for fear he would tell them something terrible about their futures.
They made him feel like a freak. 


But it was true. He sometimes looked at people and knew things
about them, sometimes from their pasts, sometimes from their futures.
His second sight seemed not to distinguish between "was"
and "will be." Time seemed all one. 


Ahead of him, hidden in the fog, he could hear the cree cree
cree of the shorebirds running and feeding along the surfs edge.
Like the future, they were just beyond his vision, sending him
signals and clues. He tried to think about Annie O'Casey. 


This summer Jackie Sharkey had arrived with a totebag bulging with
Playboy magazines. When they all went to bed at night, the
boys would lock the attic door and stare at the nudes by flashlight.
Jackie called them anatomy lessons with a suggestive giggle. Then
they would all try to outdo each other with filthy remarks. Brendan
invented a slobbery sigh that made the others giggle until their cots
shook. 


Brendan's favorite was Miss February. He was very conscious of how
much her face resembled Annie's. It shamed him a little but he gazed
at Miss February nonetheless. 


He decided to turn back in the fog. He knew he couldn't outrun the
rider. He wanted to protest; it wasn't fair. 


Clippity clip. 
  
  


All the talk at breakfast was about the Sixth Annual World's Worst
Sideshow. Crazy Day, the cousins called it. This year there were the
Flying Fumblers (A Terrible Tumbling Act), America's Tallest Midget,
The Only 87-Pound Circus Fat Lady in Captivity, Jo Jo the Boy-faced
Dog, The Clown Clones, Magic by Brian the Incompetent and much more. 


In. the kitchen everyone was trying to make the waffles. Someone
was wiping up some spilled batter. Someone else poured orange juice
into paper cups. Cousin Jackie was passing out the butter, and by his
side Annie O'Casey filled the syrup jars from a large bottle.
Brenda's prissy cousin, Brian, sat at the end of the long kitchen
table, forking large pieces of waffle into his mouth. Syrup ran down
his chin. 


When Annie saw Brendan she smiled at him. "Did you get it
yet?" she called. 


"No," Brendan answered. Someone pushed a paper plate
into his hands. 


"Where'd you go?" Jackie demanded. 


"For a walk. I was thinking about the play." 


The play was for Annie O'Casey's Puppet Theater. Hers was the only
talented act in the whole show and she had asked Brendan to write the
script. It would be about a fallen angel who wants to go back to
heaven. But God will not hear the fallen angel's prayers. To make the
situation worse, the devil prevents the angel from leaving. The plot
was based on one of Brendan's dreams. It had been astonishingly
vivid. He could actually picture the angel: red-haired, with a half
smile sometimes and a dimple in his chin. The only problem was,
Brendan had no last act. Did the angel get back to heaven or not?
Brendan didn't know. 


After breakfast Brendan sat on the porch steps with Annie. She was
sewing the angel's gown. Unthinkingly, Brendan stared at her so
fixedly she became self-conscious. Miss February. 


"Boo," she said softly. Brendan drew back. The devil she
held up was ferocious-looking--blood-red eyes in lighter-red skin and
a red goatee. 


Annie pulled out the gown for the angel and waited to see his
reaction to the material, a remnant of silk she had been saving for
two years. When he reached out his hand to touch it, she drew back. 


"Your hands are dirty, Brendan." 


"I like dirt," he said. "It's very democratic."


"You read that somewhere." 


"James Joyce didn't like to wash and look how famous he is."


"Who's James Joyce?" 


"See how famous he is?" They both laughed. Then Brendan
said, "He was an Irish writer and someone asked him one day if
he was going to wash himself. And he said, 'All of Ireland is washed
by the Gulf Stream.'" 


She giggled. He could say things that weren't funny in such a
funny way it made her laugh. And he told funny stories that made her
stomach hurt with the laughter. 


He could also tell fabulous ghost stories he invented himself. He
could hold groups of people in the palm of his hand. Wednesday night
they'd had a big bonfire on the beach, and they got Brendan to tell
them a ghost story by the firelight. It was all about this phantom
looking for its head, which was being carried by this man in a
bowling-ball bag. Brendan changed his voice for each character and
made sound effects for the dragging of the ghost's lame foot, and he
imitated its mad giggle, and he knew just when to make dramatic
pauses and when to whisper so everyone would lean close and when to
shout and clap his hands. 


All the cousins pretended to be too sophisticated to take the
story seriously but none of them left the beach while he was telling
it, and one cousin actually got so frightened she wet her panties and
slept all night on a narrow cot hugging her older sister. Even the
adults applauded when Brendan finished his story and patted him on
his back, and Annie felt secretly proud of him. 


She envied him that imagination. Her puppet scripts were pale
beside his tales. 


But there was also another side to Brendan. He could be telling a
funny story--everyone loved his funny stories, they were always about
himself and the silly things that happened to him--when he would
suddenly stop and scowl. Then he would smile and finish up with a
joke as though nothing had happened. 


Annie pushed him with her finger. "Hello. Brendan. Are you in
there?" 


He turned his face to her uncomprehendingly for a moment, then
smiled that gentle smile of his. 


"What do you see when you stare away like that, Brendan?
Where were you?" 


He grinned self-consciously at her. "Oh, nowhere." 


"Tell me." 


"I was thinking about a horse, that's all." His smile
closed that subject. His eyes, one gray, one blue, watched her sewing
fingers. 


"Have you decided what you're going to be, Brendan?" 


"Oil--a lawyer, I guess. Did you ever go to a courtroom?"


"No." 


"I go all the time. I've seen murder trials, rape trials,
damage suits, felony cases, lots of things. I even know a gambler who
has a rap sheet as thick as a telephone book." 


"What's a rap sheet?" Annie asked. 


"Arrest record." 


When he tried again to touch the gown she was sewing, she drew
back again. "Your hands are still dirty." 


He stood up, "I can cure that I'll prune them." And he
ran into the surf. He listened underwater to the muffled thunder of
the breakers. And beyond that the other sound. Clippity clip.
Clippity clip. 


After supper Brendan still had not written the end of the script.
He and Jackie and their prissy cousin Brian walked down to the store
to get ice cream cones. That is, Brian wanted an ice cream cone.
Jackie shot pool with Brendan. 


Brendan was a good pool player. He often went to a place in
downtown Brooklyn that had three or four top-rated pool shooters who
won tournaments all over New York, and Brendan learned a great deal
from them. 


The poolroom proprietor was a pain in the ass; sometimes he let
Jackie play and sometimes he wouldn't. "State law, kid. You're
too young." But he let Brendan shoot. And Tuesday night Brendan
had beaten two men at pool, making one run of thirty-six balls, and
that was probably the reason that the proprietor let them both play,
Brian sat on a stool, hogging a triple ice cream cone. 


"Tonight," Jackie said, "I'm going to shoot the
lights out." 


Much to the delight of Brian, Jackie was losing to Brendan when in
came a loudmouth in crummy jeans, dirty T-shirt and a super-big can
of Coors beer. All of the six pool tables were in use and the guy
stood there watching Jackie shoot. He had carbuncular acne and small
eyes and body odor. 


"Hey, kid," he said at last "Haul ass." 


"We're not finished," Brendan said. 


"You are now." And the man took the cue from Brendan's
hand. 


"No good!" Jackie shouted. "It's my turn!" 


"Screw, kid, before I break something." 


"No dice!" Jackie shouted. He gripped the cue stick like
a cudgel and dared the man to come closer. Brendan stepped in front
of Jackie and pushed him gently. 


"Let's go, Jackie." 


"Bullshit! I stay!" He tried to step past Brendan and
swing the cue stick. Brendan blocked him and firmly moved him to the
back door. Jackie was so angry he almost jumped up and down. 


"Why'd you stop me! I can handle assholes like that I've
thrown better men than him out of my uncle's saloon. Any night Any
night! Why'd you stop me!" 


"You hit him with that cue stick and you'll kill him. You
have an Irish temper, Jackie." 


"He's an animal!" Jackie punched his palm with his fist.


"Didn't you feel sorry for him?" Brendan asked. 


"Sorry! Why--for the love of God?" 


Brendan shrugged. "Because that's the best he can do. Push a
fifteen-year-old kid out of a poolroom. That's the high-water mark
for him. Rotten teeth. Smell like a goat. Red sores all over his
face. And one pair of jeans to his name. Life screwed him." 


"Jesus. You know, Brendan, you could go around feeling sorry
for rattlesnakes. How about feeling sorry for me? I was making a hot
run on that table. Eleven balls I had." 


"You don't need anyone to feel sorry for you, Jackie. You're
going to be king of the hill." 


"What's that mean?" 


"You're going to be a famous actor." 


"Here comes the bullshit again." 


"It's no lie, Jackie. You're going to go all the way." 


Jackie put his arm on Brendan's shoulder. "Brendan--you
should keep that future stuff to yourself. Some of the people in the
family are calling you a weirdo. They say a banshee howled when you
were born." 


"I know." Brendan shrugged at him. Acceptance, his
mother said. 


Jackie punched his arm. "Hey, Brendan? Do you see me making
out with Annie O'Casey?" 


They were walking down the beach toward the house. Jackie seemed
to have forgotten about the poolroom incident. The Irish temper a
grass fire of great heat, quickly burned out. 


Jackie turned to Brian. "You finished with that ice cream
cone, Lump-lump? You're wearing most of it all over your face. Come
on, I'll spot you a hundred yards and I'll race you back to the
house. Deal?" 


The sunset over the bay was a rich red, like the puppet devil's
face. From the sea, darkness was reaching out to smother the whole
island. And Brendan felt desperately alone. He wished for his mother,
wanted badly to have her advice. He walked alone with his hands over
his ears. Clippity clip. Clippity clip. 


All up and down the beach, people were having the last bonfires of
the season. And everyone looked strangely red and merry. 


He pulled his hat farmer down over his eyes. It was Uncle Matty's
yellow fishing hat and the brim could be brought down to hide his
eyes. He'd worn it all day so that others wouldn't see the doubt and
fear in his eyes. 


Acceptance, his mother had counseled him. Acceptance. He was
trying. He felt like a leper. Maybe they would make him wear a
leper's warning bell as he read about in a story once. Acceptance,
Brendan, acceptance. 


He sensed it before he saw it. It came sweeping with incredible
speed from the deep darkness of the east, shooting right at him a
foot above the water, over the breaking waves and curving in the air
above him. It was a huge bird. He saw it only indistinctly, catching
it in silhouette from the bonfires or by reflected light as it
circled above his head. 


It shrieked at him as though he were an interloper of some sort. 


A woman cried out and crouched. "What is it?" 


"It's a hawk," a man said. 


"What's it doing? What's it want?" 


Brendan raised an arm to brush at it and felt razor-sharp talons
on his forearm. His hat was snatched off, leaving another cut on his
scalp. The bird's wing struck Brendan on the back of the head and
almost stunned him. It circled him once more, staring at his bared
head, rose higher and flew in larger circles, still emitting its
shrieks. 


A group from one of the bonfires came running. 


"What the hell is it?" 


"A bird." 


"You okay, kid?" 


"It's a hawk! It's enormous. All black. See it?" 


"What the hell's it doing here?" 


"Must be from the Brigantine Bird Preserve." 


One of the men picked up Brendan's hat. "The yellow must have
attracted him. Maybe he thought you were a bird on the wing."
And he laughed. They all laughed. 


The hawk settled on a rooftop and watched Brendan a few moments
more. Then it spread its wings, sailed off the roof and with three or
four powerful pumps of its wings flew back into the darkness from
which it had come. 


Brendan lay awake for hours, listening with growing dread. A
three-quarter moon rose out of the sea above the balcony railing and
was shining right at him while the night breeze surged through the
attic. He lay with his hands behind his head, listening, knowing he
could not stop it. 


He heard them again: hoofbeats, only this time there was something
new--the sound of several horses, growing louder and louder, and now
he heard with them the sound of a carriage, its steel-rimmed wheels
clattering on cobblestones, coming closer, and the air was suddenly
damp and there was a fog filling the attic, making everything
indistinct. Even if he shut his eyes he could not block out the
vision. The horses were running flat out and the carriage springs
were protesting rhythmically but the clattering wheels were making
the loudest noise, thundering frantically. He put his hands over his
ears as the vision loomed out of the blackness and grew until the
approaching carriage towered over him. Brendan threw an arm over his
face, expecting to be run over. But the horses stopped right in front
of him, the whole entourage in black in a black background. 


He raised his head and stared at the carriage. The horses stamped
their metal shoes on cobblestones. Was it for him, the carriage? He
sat up in his cot and looked. The driver was an indistinct lump up on
top with a whip and a handful of reins. Then Brendan looked at the
horses. Six of them. All black. All headless. And he saw now that the
driver above his turned-up coat collar was also headless. 


Then the carriage door swung open. Brendan said the confiteor, "O
my God, I'm heartily sorry for having offended Thee." Then he
heard voices. 


From the fog his mother stepped into view slowly in a very pretty
old gown, and behind her came his father, and his father smiled at
his mother to reassure her, and she took his hand and smiled at him.
They were talking indistinctly and he heard his father say "Brendan."
He didn't want to get into the carriage. "I must tell Brendan
the secret," he said quite clearly. His mother shook her head
and pulled him toward the carriage. Then she stepped up and in, and
his father stepped in behind her and pulled the door shut. He leaned
out of the carriage window and seemed to look directly at Brendan.
"Purple!" he cried. 


The driver cracked his whip and the horses leaped into a gallop
and the carriage rushed off into the fog, steel rims ringing on
cobbles, steel horseshoes striking sparks and thundering. The din was
terrific and gradually receded in the fog, grew fainter and finally
died away. A palpable silence flowed back into the attic. Brendan
looked at the other four boys. 


They were all asleep. Some time had passed, for the moon was high
over the house now and dawn couldn't be far. 


He sat cross-legged on his cot, hearing the solemn pacing of the
waves and the peaceful breathing of the others, knowing that they had
not heard anything, that they could not have heard anything even if
they had been awake. He never felt more alone and apart. He was
convinced his mother and father had just died. 
  
  


The next morning was the longest of his life. His parents were due
to arrive around 10 a.m., just as the puppet show was to start. He
didn't recall later much about the hours that intervened. He must
have eaten breakfast. They all dined together at seven-thirty every
morning in the high-ceilinged dining room and it was usually a noisy
affair, and on that Saturday the sideshow must have had them all
excited. 


He told himself over and over that it was a nightmare, that it had
nothing to do with his parents, and he almost half-believed it. He
sat by a dune fence down the beach, away from his uncle's house,
watching the main road that led from the bridge to the mainland,
studying every car. And every time he saw one like his father's, he
would start to rise hopefully only to be disappointed. 


By nine o'clock the sideshow was in full swing. People gathered
around the house and watched. Uncle Matty had put on his clown's
outfit--the same every year, an old pair of red-flannel long Johns
with sausage ballons pushed into the upper arms to make him look like
the circus strong man. Brendan saw Jackie on stilts and some of the
others but he didn't take his eyes off the roadway, for long. 


At ten he couldn't sit still any longer and walked back to the
house. His legs were trembling. Jackie came running up with a fist in
the air. 


"I did it! I blew them all away. Did you see it? Where the
hell were you? I walked on stilts in the surf!" 


Annie waited until quarter after ten to start the puppet show. 


"Never mind, Brendan," she said. "I'll put a
special show on for your parents when they arrive." Her theater
was set up at the side of the house near the driveway. 


But just as the curtain opened and the angel began his quarrel
with the devil, a car turned into the Larkin drive and Brendan's
heart gave a joyful leap, then flagged. It was the wrong car. And
when it stopped, it was Aunt Maeve who got out--his father's favorite
sister--and with her was his father's brother, Malachi. They walked
directly toward the house without a glance at the sideshow,
grave-faced. They weren't supposed to be there. 


A few minutes later, Aunt Maeve came out on the porch. She looked
up and down the beach, then studied the group around the puppet
stage. When she saw Brendan, she raised her hand and silently pointed
at him. Her beckoning finger told him everything. 
  
 


In his kitchen Matty Larkin hurriedly played the host while his
mouth still hung open in shock. He took armsful of books from the
table and chairs and dumped them in his den. Then he got out some
cans of beer and as an afterthought put out a bottle of whiskey on
the table. 


These were Jim Davitt's people--sister and brother. Family. He
seated the brother, Malachi, at the kitchen table. Then he looked out
of his kitchen window to see the sister Maeve. There beyond the
festive crowds strolling on the beach and mining around the
World's Worst Sideshow, beyond the fluttering bunting and packaged
mirth, he could see Maeve talking to Brendan. 


"Don't look! Don't look!" Malachi Davitt pulled the
curtain over the window. "Thank God I didn't have to tell him.
Thank God." 


Matty Larkin pushed a glass of beer into his hand. "Wait,"
Matty said, and he poured a stiff shot of whiskey into it. 


Malachi sat in silence, waiting for Maeve to come back. 


Matty's wife, Gloria, was making tea. She turned from the stove
tearfully and asked in a trembling voice, "How--did--I--mean--"
She held out two groping hands. 


"In a fog," Malachi answered. "On the Connecticut
Turnpike. It was a ten-car pileup." 


Gloria Larkin bit her finger to stop the tears. "Were they--I
mean, how long--" 


"They were both killed instantly. No suffering, thank God."


Matty Larkin watched Malachi bow his head, showing a half-bald
crown. He had aged since Matty had last seen him, and now his
stricken face looked dreadful. In that large Davitt family the only
one who had ever given Malachi a run for his money was Jim. 


When Maeve returned to the house, she walked as if she were
wounded. She stood in the kitchen doorway and stared at the faces
that stared back at her mutely. 


"I feel like I just shot him," she said. She looked
through the huge multi-paned kitchen window at the beach. It was
jammed with strollers in bathing suits, a perfect sun-filled day. Far
down the beach she could just see Brendan staring at the waves. She
dared not tell the others what Brendan had said to her. Malachi in
particular would prance around the room like a hanging judge. When
she had beckoned Brendan, the boy had stood at the bottom of the
wooden porch steps and looked up at her and said, "I know. They
were both killed this morning in a car in a fog somewhere." 


That afternoon, Brendan went to live
with his aunt Maeve. 



[bookmark: chapter_4]CHAPTER 3

The Search

Aunt Maeve had been married to a great tun of a man by the name of
Hardy O'Grady and hardy he was. He had bushy black hair, great white
teeth, a loud voice and a booming laugh that carried for miles, they
said. He was impatient with small quantities of anything, especially
beer. Wherever he went, he waved away the usual bar glass of beer and
demanded pints, from which he would scoff off a half in one pull. He
was the awe of the patrons in countless bars in New York--a man
admirably suited to his occupation: beer salesman. 


Hardy O'Grady was a marvelous raconteur with an endless fund of
stories, a master of timing with a gift for outrageous exaggeration.
And he loved to hear a good story as much as tell one. He ate as he
drank--in excess, with gusto and joy. Aunt Maeve was the very apple
of his eye and they made an incongrous pair--he, enormous, as though
he'd swallowed a barrel; and she, though not small, seeming petite
beside his bulk. Imagine the great mirth in the Davitt family when
from that union Aunt Maeve gave birth to Terry. Terrence Davitt
O'Grady, at your service. In the crib he was long as a worm, his aunt
Maggie said, with a whiny little cry and an unhappy expression on his
face--born with it and never lost it. Terry never smiled except when
he got something and then only until he realized it wasn't enough. It
was never enough. He had no friends. He disapproved of everyone and
of everything. He was also a tattletale and was decidedly antisocial.
Imagine. With a father like that. Worst of all, from Hardy's
standpoint, the boy had no sense of humor at all. The rest of the
family often forgot to invite him to birthday parties. Behind his
back they called him Ratface. 


When Terry was in his teens, he manifested, to everyone's
amazement, a gift for trade. He had a passion--just one--for postage
stamps and bought and sold and traded them with a dedication that
made him known to all the stamp dealers up and down the east coast
from Washington to Boston. He had a real nose for the market, and by
the time he was eighteen he had established his own stamp dealership
in the basement of his home. He went through college at Columbia
University, majoring in business. When he came out, he was already so
well established as a stamp dealer, he never considered for a moment
doing anything else. He opened a suite of offices in the old
Marbridge Building near Penn Station on Thirty-fourth Street, which
was populated mainly with shoe wholesalers' showrooms. He was
well-to-do before he was twenty-five. 


While Aunt Maeve and Uncle Hardy were watching this humorless,
furtive, unhappy little old man grow affluent, he surprised them one
day by bringing a woman to dinner. She was eight years his senior and
had a figure as flat as an ironing board. She was one of those women
who always seem to have a cold sore at the corner of their mouths and
a dissatisfied set to their lips. She had the eyes of a bird that
never showed any expression. She rarely spoke. But she was an
excellent catalog editor, knew the stamp business from childhood (her
father was the proprietor of a small stamp shop on Staten Island),
and Terry had hired her to start a mail-order stamp catalog to be
sent all over the world. It was to prove enormously successful. She
made a perfect mate for Terry. The cash register was marrying the
printing press. Hardy would laugh often at the bride's name: Joy. 


The wedding was a hopelessly dull affair that didn't get
interesting until Terry and his bride left for their honeymoon--at
Niagara Falls--by Greyhound bus. Hardy spread the story that they had
actually hired two other people to go on their honeymoon for them
while they went back to the office, and secretly, passionately, with
the lights out, so no one might see, fingered the stamps. 


Two years later, Hardy died as he had lived, laughing. He was in
his own home, in his kitchen in shirt sleeves and braces, pouring
pints from a full keg of ale to the visiting Davitts, when he fell to
laughing so hard at a joke Malachi told, he ruptured a blood vessel
in his throat and suffocated and died. 


"To have died thus," the priest told Aunt Maeve, "was
a kiss from God." Some of the family wished that God had kissed
Terry and left the delightful man and his always-ready keg of ale on
earth for a few more years. 


When Hardy died, Maeve was at sixes and sevens, restless, lonely
and secretly grieving for the man who had filled her life "like
a quart in a pint bottle." 


Hardy had been dead little over a year when Maeve brought
fifteen-year-old Brendan to her home. And the first thing she did
after closing the door was to take him into the kitchen, brew him a
cup of tea and say, "I'm not doing you a favor, taking you in.
There will be no debts of gratitude. I've been fond of you since you
were born and I'm delighted to have you fill up my home with life and
vitality. I hope you'll be happy here. It's your home for the rest of
your life. And we're going to be the best of friends." 


Aunt Maeve's house was as clean and polished as a lighthouse lamp.
The story was that it had belonged to a ship captain, some said a
ferryboat captain, who'd had it built on the Brooklyn Heights so he
could have a view of the entire harbor. It was made from beautiful
rose-colored bricks taken from a famous brewery that was torn down at
the time that the old Fulton Street ferry to lower Manhattan stopped.
"And that was even before my time," Aunt Maeve told him.
The roof was slate and there were working fireplaces in every room. 


The house had nautical touches throughout. It was even built like
a ship. The floors were thick ship's planks, teak, taken in salvage
from the Edna J., a celebrated clipper ship that had partially
burned and sunk in the Erie Basin. The flooring was fitted by a
ship's adz and hand-pegged. Like a ship's deck, it gleamed like
glass. There were Delft tiles around each fireplace, and they all
dealt with nautical scenes. The windows were all oversize and
many-paned to fill the house with light even on the dullest winter
day. In the brick-paved backyard garden there was a heavy brass stand
for a ship's telescope. 


Aunt Maeve told him one day, "I don't care who gets what in
the rest of the world. Let them have whole continents, give them
enough money to fill an elevator shaft in the Empire State Building.
All I want is this house." 


Wherever Brendan went for the rest of his life, he could evoke
that house simply by shutting his eyes. He could hear the old
grandfather clock at the foot of the stairs, could see the cat
cleaning her coat on the deep sill of a kitchen window and feel the
contentment that filled the whole building. 


On the first night Aunt Maeve put Brendan in Terry's old bedroom.
She pulled up the window shade so that he could look out over the
harbor from his bed, bade him good night and shut the door. He was
alone for the first time since his parents had died. 


He lay there thinking of his lost home. He missed the excitement
that his father always brought home and missed his mother's
sympathetic ear. There was no one else in the family he could discuss
his second sight with. He wanted to talk about the black hawk that
had attacked him and about his father's last cry to him: purple.
Purple what? 


Something distracted his thoughts. There was another presence in
the room. He lay alert listening and watching. Where was it? 


A voice said with shrill clarity, "They were drinking beer
behind Uncle Jim's house." Brendan raised his head from the
pillow. "I saw them." Brendan recognized the voice; it was
his cousin Terry's. 


Silence followed. Then Brendan heard deep, inconsolable weeping. A
moment later he heard Terry's angry voice speaking through clenched
teeth. "I hate you all!" Brendan was astonished when he
realized where the voice was coming from. Sullen, scheming, unloving
and unlovable Terry had left emanations of his life--emotional
debris--in this room, and here, years later, like a reluctant magnet,
Brendan was drawing it all to him: He was absorbing all of Terry's
most intimate secrets. His second sight was growing stronger than
ever. 


In this room Terry had cultivated a strange and perverse
loneliness. Here he'd fed the bitter pleasure of feeling rejected.
And here he'd done a lot of weeping. Brendan felt a great pity for
him. 


Also, as he watched the Staten Island ferry cross the dark harbor,
Brendan felt pity for himself. He was in the grip of strange forces,
premonitions, sudden revelations of other people's affairs. Worst of
all, somewhere ahead of him in the frightening future, a terrible
challenge was in store for him. A dark furious figure waited to
pounce. 


He didn't want to know about Terry, didn't want to see the past or
the future, especially his own. He yearned to be normal. In his fear
he desperately wanted his parents, and knew he would never see either
of them again. For the first time in his fifteen years, he discovered
the inconsolableness of grief. 
  
  


"He was pickled in his own juices," Aunt Maeve said of
her son in the morning. "I tried to love him but I never found
the way into his heart. It was like trying to handle a porcupine. He
simply rejected me and everyone else. I knew there were many times
when life hurt him and he was feeling very dejected but he never let
me comfort him or get close. Even as a baby he didn't like to be
held. Most of all, Terry loved to feel sorry for himself." 


One morning Terry's vibrations felt stronger than usual, and that
afternoon when Brendan came in from school, Terry sat in the kitchen
in his familiar slouch, one leg slung over the other, kicking slowly,
cheek on fingertip with the expression on his face of a man who had
just smelled a skunk. He didn't speak to Brendan. 


Brendan felt embarrassed, seeing the man up close and knowing his
most intimate boyhood secrets. It was as though he'd heard another
man's confession to a priest. He took a few hesitant steps into the
kitchen. 


"I like your room, Terry. I can lie on the bed and look out
over New York Harbor." 


"I always kept the shade down on that window," Terry
said. 


Brendan left him talking to his mother in that whiny murmur of
his, stirring his tea with a spoon absentmindedly as he talked. When
Brendan came down later, Terry was gone, as furtively as he had come.


"Terry," Aunt Maeve said sadly, and shook her head. "God
help me." She radiated dismay and regret and guilt. Impulsively
Brendan put his arms around her. 


"You'll never go into a nursing home as long as I'm around,"
he told her. 


"How did you know we were talking about that?" She
looked at him curiously. 


"A guess," he said. 


"Ah, well, he thinks I'm one of his stamps that should be
safely stored in an album." She smiled at Brendan. "Have a
cup of tea and cheer me up. It's not nearly time to talk of nursing
homes. These modern medicines make things a lot different from
Momma's day." 


The arthritis was getting into her knees and her hands, especially
the left hand, and she had to wear rubber gloves whenever she washed
anything in soapy water. She used a cane now. 


A little irritated, she pulled a colorful folder from her apron
pocket and dropped it into the wastebasket. "Golden Years
Nursing Home" it said in happy yellow letters. 


She smiled at him. "Brendan, don't be so nice to the world.
It doesn't deserve you." 


That night, Brendan was waked from a deep sleep by a sound on the
landing outside his bedroom door. A board had creaked in the
darkness. 


Then the door moved slightly. Something was rubbing up against it.
Then he heard the snort of an animal. It rubbed against the door
again, moving it on its hinges. The latch tapped back and forth,
threatening to pop open. The angry snorting grew louder. 


Brendan sat up in his bed and watched the door. He told himself he
was dreaming but the fear was real enough. The animal leaned forcibly
against the door and snorted again in frustration. Brendan leaped
from his bed, seized his desk chair and propped it under the
doorknob. The animal sensed his presence and snorted again at the
crack of the door. It sounded like a powerful beast with a coarse
coat of hair that scraped on the door panels. 


Brendan waited. And the rubbing stopped. Brendan got back in bed
and watched the stars westering. 


At dawn he awoke and remembered the bad dream. 


But when he looked, his desk chair was propped under the doorknob.

  
  


It was at Anne O'Casey's Christmas party that Brendan discovered
he had a purple aura. 


Annie hadn't seen him since that last sorrowful day at the
seashore the summer before. A number of times she'd begun to call
him, ready to start talking in her breezy style. The head-on method
always worked best for her. Her mother called her Wham Bam Annie. But
when she thought about his dead parents, she was afraid she'd sound
disrespectful; she might offend him. She felt intimidated and didn't
call. 


But in December she found just the right reason to contact him: a
Christmas party. So she picked up the phone and dialed, vowing that
if he refused to come, she'd die of embarrassment. 


His voice had the same nice quality that she remembered. And he
still had his sense of humor. She babbled so much she felt like a
fool. Then she told herself to let him talk. He told her he was fine.
He said he had planned to call her for Christmas--as a Christmas
present to himself. He never mentioned his parents. Instead he made
her laugh. He told her he was now 7 feet 15 and 350 pounds--a giant
walking zit. 


Finally she said, "I wanted to see you so I decided to have a
Christmas party as an excuse and I called to tell you you're going to
come or I'll hold my breath until I turn blue." 


He said that blue was his favorite color. And she told him to hold
his own breath in front of a mirror then. And they both laughed and
he said he would come. 


Before she hung up, she said, "It'll be nice to see you
again." Then she spent the rest of the evening wondering if it
had all sounded dumb to him. But it was true: It would be wonderful
to see him again. So she planned a terrific party to please him.
Maybe he would even be glad to see her. 


The O'Caseys lived in the mid-Fifties of Manhattan off Second
Avenue in an apartment with a doorman. Brendan and several others
from Brooklyn rode there in a cab, their laps full of presents; on
the way they picked up Jackie Sharkey from his apartment over the
family pub on Third Avenue. 


When they arrived, Annie opened the door and Brendan grinned with
joy. She was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. She had let
her fair hair grow and now it was soft and springy and she'd tied red
and green ribbons in it; she was wearing a white blouse and a long
red Christmas skirt of wool that went to the floor. And when he
stepped over the threshold, she carefully positioned him with a hand
on each of his shoulders. She smelled like soap and water and her
lips tasted like chocolate when she reached up and kissed him. Not a
peck. A real movie kiss. 


A whole group of her friends with instant cameras took pictures of
them kissing under the mistletoe. Brendan knew he must have said
something very funny for everyone laughed but after he could never
remember what he said. 


The two of them had been photographed from every angle, and in a
few moments Brendan had seven color photographs of the event in his
hand. He scanned them self-consciously and was tucking them into his
jacket pocket when he paused and looked at them again. In each of the
seven shots, over his head he saw a purple dot. So small it was not
very evident. At first he thought it might be an imperfection in the
film. But the dot was in every photograph. Like a satellite, the tiny
dot floated above his head. 


It was a wonderful party. It was the first time Brendan had danced
seriously. And he danced most with Annie. He held her in his arms
unaware of what else was going on around them. He could hardly take
his eyes off her. And yet throughout the evening, there was a part of
his mind that dwelt on the seven photographs. The dot. The purple
dot. He kept recalling his father's last word: purple. 


Late in the evening he saw more instant photographs on the
tablecloth by the punch bowl and he found several pictures of him
dancing with Annie. In each one the tiny purple dot was visible. 


As they were leaving, Annie said, "I'm having a party every
month from now on, Brendan. And the next one is New Year's. Are you
coming or not? And you'd better say Yes or I'll kiss you again."
So he said No. And she kissed him again under the mistletoe as
everyone cheered. 
  
  


He brought Aunt Maeve a piece of cake. Then he handed her the
pictures. She smiled at each one, then frowned and shuffled through
them again quickly. She rubbed her fingertip on them. At last she
looked at the air over his head. 


"You see it too," he said to her. "The dot, I mean.
The purple dot." 


She frowned at the pictures. "I wonder what it is. Maybe it's
in the film." 


She got him to tell her about the party while she ate the cake.
Later, when he went to bed, she sat at the kitchen table with the
seven photographs of him kissing--and being kissed by--Annie O'Casey.
What a wonderful dream. Brendan and Annie. 


The purple dot must have been caused by the flashbulbs, she
decided. 
  
  


At regular intervals throughout the calendar, the shadow of the
hawk would pass over Brendan's rooftop, skim along the streets he
walked, ever searching, ever on the alert. 


One night, when he was eighteen, Brendan had a particularly bad
dream. Without warning, silently, the black horse came riding and on
his back was the black-cowled figure. They were searching for
Brendan. "Purple,", the cowled figure bellowed. "Purple!"


Brendan sat up in his bed and looked out at the harbor lights,
weary of the torment. He knew he would be found by the faceless
black-cowled monk someday. Without weapons, without skills, how do
you fight a demon? He wished he could be done with it all. It was the
long years of constant threats and intimations that he wanted to
escape. He decided he had to seek help. But where? 


Who could teach him how to fight a demon? 


In the morning at breakfast he made up his mind: The person to
talk to was his uncle Malachi. This in spite of the fact that he
hardly knew the man. He remembered him as a bustling, noisy man who
exuded tremendous self-confidence, who smelled of lilac water, horses
and, on his breath, expensive whiskey, a spraddle-legged figure
standing by his stables in riding jacket and pegged cavalry-twill
breeches with a stirrup cup in his hand, ready to ride with his
wealthy Westchester County friends. The Irishtocracy, his aunt Maeve
had called them. The family called Malachi, behind his back, the
Squire. Or the Squire of Mayo. 


But many in the family considered Malachi as smart as Brendan's
father had been. The two brothers had been competitive all their
lives. Malachi had made two fortunes, one in the commodities market
and one in the stock market. When he talked, others always listened.
They said he'd beat the devil. 


When Brendan's father and mother had died, Malachi had gripped the
boy by the shoulders. "If ever you need help, if ever you need a
strong arm, if ever you need a lifeline, money, advice, counsel--a
confidant, a leg up, a push in the right direction, the opening of a
door--I tell you solemnly, Brendan, I'm always available, my hand
extended. Just call me. Anytime. Never hesitate." 


Brendan had taken the speech to heart, and ever since, his uncle
had been his rabbit hole. The lighthouse in a storm. Sanctuary. If
ever he needed to, he could run to Malachi and be saved. Malachi had
beaten the devil. 


After breakfast Brendan kissed Aunt Maeve and went off to school.
He was enrolled in the center for social studies at New York
University, and as he went along the winter-bitter streets to the
subway, he thought about Malachi. He decided to go see him. 


Later in the morning he stood doubtfully in his uncle's reception
room. He felt comforted and intimidated both. There were plush
carpeting on the floor and glass and aluminum paneling and soft-green
walls. The chairs were expensive and the receptionist beautiful and
in the vase the flowers were real. Well-dressed young men went to-ing
and fro-ing along the corridors. The whole enterprise hummed like a
well-oiled machine. Money. Power. Security. Brendan felt safer
already. 


But in these practical precincts, talk of demons and supernatural
wars sounded absurd. He wondered if he should leave before he made a
fool of himself: 


"Uncle Malachi, I want you to help me with this demon that's
pursuing me." 


A door swung open and Malachi Davitt stood there framed. 


"Brendan?" he said with joy, and spread his arms. "Look
at him. Are you that tall? You've got--let's see--two or three inches
on me. Four?" He laid a light punch on Brendan's shoulder. "How
good. I'm delighted. We'll lunch together and talk. Let me have ten
minutes to clean up a few details. Here. Sit, sit, sit Read a
magazine and I'll be back." He tapped his fingernails on the
receptionist's desk. "Reservations for two down the street in
about half an hour," he said to her. 


The restaurant was as intimidating as Malachi's office. It was
very old and determinedly expensive, right in the heart of Wall
Street There was rich brown paneling throughout crystal lights
overhead, oil paintings of early Dutch figures, English generals,
sailing vessels along the New York waterfront. 


Leaded windows looked down a narrow street walled by lofty office
buildings and crowded with stockbrokers and financial people hurrying
through the cold. At the end of the street a piece of Trinity Church
was just visible. Flags snapped and fluttered in the breeze that
always blew through lower Manhattan. 


This was no place to talk of demons. The waiters wore white linen
jackets, and there were white linen tablecloths and napkins and heavy
silverplate place settings and ornate silver coffee pots. By the
window a huge aquarium was crowded with somnolent lobsters, gently
rocked by a rush of aerating bubbles. Periodically a chef in a tall
white hat would come and pluck one of the lobsters from the tank and
bear it to the kitchen on a silver tray. 


In the adjacent barroom, practical men with pampered pink skin and
slightly flushed faces stood in expensive clothes and talked in low,
well-bred voices of money and corporate adventures. Brendan observed
them with doubt. Not one of them had ever seen a demon. They simply
never thought about such unprofitable things. 


Malachi ordered a pint of stout and sat back. With his tweed
jacket and tattersall vest, he looked, as the family said, like a
squire come up to Dublin to his favorite pub for the day. 


"I can't tell you how pleased I am to see you, Brendan. I've
had you in my mind for weeks. Do you ride? You have the Davitt hands,
I see. You'd make a fine horseman. Just the right carriage. You look
a little like me, I fancy. More than just a family resemblance. Well,
let's talk seriously for a minute. Are you still in that school for
social studies?" 


"Yes." 


"Ah, Brendan. You must get yourself out of there. You don't
want to become a threadbare mousey. I tell you you have to take care
of yourself. You've got to put some pennies by. No one else will do
it. In fact, I've some thoughts on that subject. Have you considered
another career?" 


"What do you mean?" 


Malachi slowly took a mouthful of stout, considering his next
words. "Listen, Brendan, have you been following this series in
the paper on ESP?" 


"No. I'm afraid not." 


"Well, actually the Russians have done the most important
work on this. But it's all very interesting. I've devoted
considerable attention to this subject lately, I mean--Well, you
should know what I mean." He eyed Brendan speculatively. "How
have you been?" he began again. 


Brendan saluted him silently with his stout. 


Malachi drummed his deformed, arthritic fingers on the snowy linen
cloth. His hands looked just like those of his sister Maeve. They
suggested the claws of the lobsters in the tank. Thoughtfully he
traced the edge of a fork with his right index finger. "How can
I begin this? You were always--when you were a child, I mean--you
were always special. Do you know what I mean?" 


Brendan shifted in his chair. 


"Do you know what I mean by the word special, Brendan?" 


Brendan sat back, then shook his head. 


"You know it's in the family," Malachi continued. "Your
mother, I recall, had the gift and there were others. Great-aunt
Rosaleen Dugan. And Danny Tyce. And--well, others also. The selfsame
gift. Do you get my drift?" 


"Not yet." 


"Well, these Russians--oh, they're such clever people,
Brendan! They've done all this work on ESP. You know what that is?
They fool around with cards. And someone tries to guess what card is
coming up. That sort of thing. Under the strictest laboratory
control. And they find these people with unusual gifts. Here--let me
freshen that up." 


"It's only half done," Brendan protested. 


"Come, come." Malachi signaled the waiter, then watched
him carry the two pint glasses to the bar for a topping. Once or
twice he cast a furtive glance at Brendan. The waiter returned in a
minute. 


"Now there," Malachi said. "That's better. Where
was I?" 


"In Russia. With a deck of cards." 


"Yes, of course. Well, you see, there are some people who can
really guess the cards to an extraordinary degree. It's a form
of--well, of predicting the future, don't you see?" 


"No." 


"Well, damn it, man! You have that gift!" 


"What gift?" 


"To predict the future!" 


"Oh," Then Brendan frowned. "Can I predict the
future?" 


"Of course you can! The whole family knows that. You
predicted a number of things." 


Brendan was perplexed. "Are you afraid I'm going to predict
something about you?" 


"You're not, are you?" 


"No." 


"Then that's not what I mean. Not at all. Nothing bad. I
mean--well, you see. I'm sure if you thought about it, you would
recall times when you saw things coming. Like knowing in advance that
someone was going to meet someone before they did. Or finding
something someone lost." 


"Precognition." 


"Exactly!" Malachi smote the tabletop with an open palm.
"There's a place here in the city--a bona fine scientific
laboratory, no gimmicks--that can take people with a gift like yours
and sharpen it, don't you see?--so that you can foretell the future
even better." 


"Shouldn't you be talking to a fortune-teller?" 


"Oh, no. No, no. No, thank you. That's not what I had in mind
at all--floating trumpets and voices from the grave. No. I want the
future, not the past." 


Brendan shrugged indifferently. "I don't know much about it."


"Now wait, Brendan. Let me finish. I have an important point
to make. Listen. It doesn't have to be anything specific, if you get
my drift. In my time I've been in so many markets--stocks,
debentures, commodities, then recently the gold market, and for a
while your cousin Terry O'Grady and I did some good business in
stamps. I even got deeply involved in horses--thoroughbreds. You
see?" 


Brendan felt his face beginning to redden? He glanced around the
room to see who was marking his embarrassment Malachi plunged on,
unaware. 


"Suppose you got a feeling about the wheat futures market. I
could sit down with you and try to draw out what it is through my
knowledge of that market. Or maybe you can get a glimpse of a future
stock market report in a moment of--" 


"Precognition." 


"Exactly. Exactly. What do you think? We could make a
fortune." 


Brendan shrugged. Brendan the banana, Brendan the freak. Guessing
the lottery number. The inanity of it: Malachi obsessed with money
and babbling about it into his ear while Brendan sits obsessed by
some pursuing demon. 


"Money," Malachi said into his stout, "answers
everything." 
  
  


He'd lost his rabbit hole: Uncle Malachi couldn't help
him--couldn't even understand him. Who else--what else--could aid
.him in his battle with a demon? Now there was truly no place to
hide. 


Sunlight made him hesitate: During daylight hours and in the
mundane streets, the supernatural seemed a mental aberration to him.
Demons didn't thrive when the sun was shining. But then he would have
a dream or a premonition that Would leave him terrified. He had to
find help somewhere. 


To complicate his problem, he was in love with Anne O'Casey. He
wrote her name everywhere on the margins of his lecture notes. He
stared after girls whose hair was the same color. He gazed at wedding
ring displays in jewelry store windows. Whenever he was to see her,
he would arrive far too early and then wander the streets to kill
time. 


But he couldn't consider himself a serious suitor. He was feeing a
terrible fate, who knew when? He couldn't ask Anne to share that with
him. She should find another to marry--not a freak. He decided to
break off with her. It was too selfish of him to keep up the
friendship. So for a long period he tried to avoid her. Yet whenever
she called him, he always went and grinned like an ape when he saw
her. 


He yearned to hold her just once, to touch her hair, to feel her
in his arms, to enwrap her warmth and softness. He knew she wanted
him to; her fondness for him was obvious. If he proposed marriage,
she would accept instantly. And he ached to marry her. 


One Saturday he agreed to meet her in the Citicorp building, where
they stuffed themselves with French pastry and hot chocolate before
going off to a movie. 


It was uncanny to him how she understood; there was a line neither
of them crossed. If their hands touched, if he brushed her thigh, if
their eyes met with too much frankness, they both retreated into
light banter. Thin, worn Alphonse and Gaston jokes. It kept a cordon
sanitaire between them. 


"How's business?" she'd ask him when she found him
staring at her, over the hot chocolate. 


"Sales are off. No one buys buggy whips anymore." 


"You need a new line." 


"Like what?" he'd ask. 


She'd shrug. "Horse collars. Looks like they're here to stay,
don't you think?" And they'd smirk and giggle at each other and
avoid the real subject between them. 


It was the memories of her that would be most difficult to live
with. During rehearsal for a cousin's wedding she put on the bridal
veil. 


"You'll make a beautiful bride," he blurted. 


"When?" she asked softly. And she waited for an answer.
She watched his face redden. Then she lifted the veil and turned the
joke. "It's not for me, sport Can't smoke my cigars under all
that damned lace." 


They went to a Davitt christening and she held the baby and smiled
radiantly at him. At another family gathering out on Long Island she
came closest to raising the forbidden subject She proclaimed National
Reincarnation Day and required everyone to select a new identity in a
future rebirth. 


At the height of the hilarity, one cousin seemed to have won the
palm by saying she wanted to be reincarnated as the world's most
pampered creature, the dog in her family's home. 


Anne stole the prize, though, when she said she wanted to come
back as Mrs. Brendan Davitt, then turned the joke by saying, "because
it won't happen in this lifetime." Everyone pointedly applauded.


He ached when he watched her. She had a fine carriage with long
legs and a long neck that gave her ineffable grace. "A smashing
girl," an uncle said. The family considered them engaged. 


How could he not see her anymore? He cast about in his mind for
some other source of help with his problem. 


There was only one other mortal Brendan could turn to: his
confessor, Father Breen. 


This was his last hope and he was doubtful of it For all the man's
ecclesiastical saturation, Father Breen, Brendan felt, was a profound
skeptic. There was enough evil stored up in the hearts of men without
blaming a legion of imaginary underworld creatures drawn from an
early Christian mythology. Brendan sensed that Father Breen really
didn't believe that Satan existed. 


He delayed a long time before seeing the priest This was his last
sanctuary: He dreaded to lose it The autumn had worn into winter
before anxiety and a need to have done with it all drove Brendan to
Father Breen's office. 


The priest had recently been ill. There had been an operation and
he was still gaunt and slow-moving. The care of his parish had
pressed deep lines in his face. The church was in disrepair; it
needed a new roof. And do you know how expensive slate is? And the
heating system and--well, it's an endless tale, Brendan. How
can I help you? 


Brendan began to tell him--a small piece at a time. He told the
priest things he'd never told him in confession, things he'd never
told another mortal. And the priest's eyebrows kept rising to meet
his receding hairline. Indeed. I see. And then what? I see. Imagine.
Go on. 


Brendan never managed to tell him the whole story. The old priest
was too stunned with the little bit he'd heard. Father Breen got up
and paced along the long-worn carpeting of his floor. He stood at his
casement window and looked out at the distant church spire of the
Episcopal Church, then at the people in the street hurrying through
the cold. He came back to his battered oak desk and drummed his
fingers lightly on it and said: 


"Let me sleep on this. I'll call you." And he led
Brendan by the arm to his door. 


"How old are you now, Brendan?" 


"Eighteen." 
  
  


A few days later, after dinner, his aunt sat with her hands in her
lap. "I have to talk to you," she said. 


There was a ship loading down on the pier under arc lights in a
high wind and the ship's horn had sounded. Something was going on in
one of the holds and the horn was like a warning. 


She drew in her breath. "Have you been talking to Father
Breen lately?" 


"Yes." 


"He spoke to me. He's very fond of you. He feels in a way
like a substitute father to you." 


He knew what she was going to say, could in fact see and hear
Father Breen saying, "The boy is deeply disturbed and needs
psychiatric counseling immediately." 


Brendan, the banana, should be caged. 


And in his mind another great door slammed next to the one marked
MALACHI DAVITT, PRIVATE. This door said, R.C.C MASSES SUNDAY
6:15,7,8,9,10:30 AND 12:15. ALL WELCOME. Bang went the carved
oak portal. 


Now there was no one he could talk to. He was worse off than
before, more completely isolated than ever. 


A seething anger began to grow. Somehow he would find a way to
fight this demon his nightmares. And he would hack it to pieces. His
fantasies were becoming obsessive visions of himself butchering a
horned devil. Over and over. He would conquer it and marry Anne.
Somehow. 
  
  


Brendan was taking a laboratory course in psychology. The
instructor discussed the anatomy of the human brain and the body, and
the various theories of human mind, genes, personality and character.


He brought in a strange-looking camera one day. Kirlian
photography, he called it. To take photographs of the human auras.
"We all have auras," he said, "and the Russians claim
they can read character in the colors." He took photographs of
the fourteen students with the Kirlian camera. 


"Irascible," he said, looking at one student's aura. The
rest of the class laughed. 


"You don't need a camera to find that out," a girl said.


"Placid," the instructor said, holding up another photo.
And for another; "Nervous." And "Competitive. And this
one is very warm and loving." The class applauded the girl and
she took a blushing bow. 


"Fanatical," the instructor went on. "And this
one--hmmmm." He looked at Brendan. "Never saw anything like
this one before. It's shot with purple. See? Wide streaks of purple.
Mind if I keep this?" 


Brendan shook his head. Purple. His father had said that. Purple.
So had the monk on horseback. 
  
  


The hawk rode the air currents of early winter down through the
mountains of New England, its hills and ski slopes already deep in
snow, then down the Connecticut River with its many frozen
tributaries and on to New York City. 


And, as always, she circled over the city a number of times,
conscious of the unusual faint emanation. More than once her shadow
had passed directly over Brendan's house. And this time she felt that
the emanations were stronger than ever. Possibly the next time. .
.She wheeled off southwestward to pick up the convection currents
over Pennsylvania. 
  
  


Brendan had begun to set his mind along a forbidden path. If there
was no help for him from his family or his church, was there help
from the occult world? 


More than once he'd heard Aunt Maeve's friends in her kitchen of
an evening talking about Mrs. Dunning. Roberta Dunning. They said
that she'd held seances for years in her home, a little row house off
Grace Court Alley, with her husband and an old woman named Mrs.
Tinsman. They called Mrs. Tinsman Miss Mouse, she was so small and
frail and had such wee little hands just like a mouse's paw. 


Aunt Maeve's good friend Grace-Smiley lived not two doors away
from the Dunnings, and she never tired of telling about the night
that Mr. Dunning disappeared. 


"Such shouting and bumping and crashes and broken glass you
never heard," she was wont to say. And each time she told the
tale, the others would question her meticulously with fresh awe. 


"Séances," she would say. "Demon worship, it was a
whatchamecallit--a coven. A proper witch's coven. They said that
Dunning woman had crossed over, whatever that means." And the
others would quickly explain again to each other that crossing over
was supposed to mean going into the spirit world. Through mirrors,
they all believed. 


Whatever it really meant, Mr. Dunning disappeared the night of the
great rumpus in his house and never came back. One of those
halfhearted police investigations came to nothing. 


"If you ask me, she killed him and buried him in the cellar,"
Mrs. Smiley would opine, and clap her teacup into her saucer with the
finality of a door closing. 


At first, Brendan simply strolled past the Dunning house on his
various errands to eye it speculatively. Several times he stood in a
doorway across the way and studied the building. It stood in an old
cobbled lane barely wide enough for an automobile. A small structure,
three stories high, it was a brick house with white marble
windowsills and steps but it was neatly cared for with freshly
pointed bricks. There were brass fittings on the black-patent door
and brass finials on the wrought-iron step railing. The windows had
crisp curtains, Queen Anne or Colonial checks, and hanging plants.
There was certainly nothing sinister about its appearance. 


But there never seemed to be anyone at home during the day.
Brendan wondered if Mrs. Dunning worked. And usually most evenings
there were no lights at all. 


The first time he saw her was on a Saturday morning. Mrs. Dunning
came swinging down the street with a heavy shopping bag stuffed with
parcels. She took inordinately long strides and held her head high as
a goose. But what made her noteworthy was her dress: She wore
black--black cape, black stockings and shoes, black pleated wool
skirt and a black hat. The hat was almost a bonnet. The only
variation was her gloves. They were white. 


Brendan watched her enter her house. He couldn't speak to her: He
couldn't blurt out nonsense. "Would you help me fight a demon?"
Terrific. How about "There's this demon after me--"?
Indeed, he wasn't sure he wanted to speak to her at all. Maybe she
was one of Them. On reflection, he usually decided that he was best
off just leaving her alone with her murdered husband's corpse in the
cellar and a houseful of baleful spirits. 


But then Anne would change his mind again. When he was near her,
he yearned for a normal life--a career, a home, a wedding, children. 


Anne said she was fat. 


"I like you just the way you are," he said. 


"Now, Brendan, a model I'm not. Too big in the bust, too wide
in the hips, built for breeding, and ample in the flesh. I'm just an
everyday girl. I'm going to have to make it on brains and dieting.
You know what's the worst thing about dieting?" 


"Yes." Brendan said. "The worst thing about dieting
is discovering you don't need it." 


"Dieting is like fighting the sands of the desert. All
victories are temporary and there's never any cessation of
hostilities." 


He wanted to say more, that he thought she had a wonderful figure
with long beautiful legs, that he didn't want to hug a skeleton, that
he could shut his eyes and see every detail of her merry face. Then
he'd realize anew he couldn't He had no claims on her and it was only
by an effort of will that he kept himself from taking her in his arms
and kissing her. 


One evening in her home he spent the whole time in her darkroom,
helping her develop photographs for a photography school project.
They stood side by side, transferring the prints from one stage to
another. She often touched his hand, they often bumped their hips,
they often bent over almost cheek to cheek and he felt her soft hair
touching his face. It was too much. He left early and on the subway
home composed a farewell letter to her. When he got home, he wrote it
out. 


As if to confirm his decision he had another premonition. His
visions were occurring more frequently now. And this one was
particularly frightening. 


He was on a raft with no rudder, no sweep or oar. And the raft was
caught in a rapid current, floating into great darkness. From the
water rose a towering goat figure with a black goat's face and mad,
burning green eyes. It waited for the raft to float up to it So huge
was the demon, it would be able to crush Brendan and the raft in one
hand. In his dream Brendan searched for a weapon. But there was none.
Then the demon bellowed--a terrible deafening shout--as it reached
for the raft. Brendan woke soaked with sweat. 


He lay staring at his ceiling in misery. He could not go on living
like this. 


With a prospect like that who could consider love, marriage,
babies? He brooded that whole day on finding a way to fight this
looming demon. He was filled with anger, eager to kill the thing. And
frightened by it too. In some way, the whole confrontation was
predicated in the word purple. That is what his father had said as he
had clambered into the carriage. Purple. He could see his father
mouthing the word. Purple. Purple what? 


In the morning--it was a Saturday--he wrote another draft. But he
threw it away. The thought of not seeing her anymore filled him with
such sadness, he couldn't bring himself to write the letter. He went
for a walk along the docks. If only he could get shut of this demon
business, what a wonderful life he could have with Anne. 


He found himself walking by the Dunning house. The weather was
thickening. The forecast was for snow. And under a grim black sky, a
harbor breeze was sliding through the streets, chilling his ankles. 


He saw Mrs. Dunning coming down the street with the same
purposeful, ground-gainer's stride, head high in the breeze, all in
black, flashing her white gloves as she carried a few parcels in her
shopping bag. Could she help him? 


If there was no help for him in the mortal world, was there help
in the spirit world? Was there some shade or wraith or ghost who
could tell him how to fight this demon who tormented his dreams?
Could Mrs. Dunning help him cross over into the spirit world? He was
becoming more sure every day that the attack from the demon was not
far off. He felt he had to do something soon. 


He watched her enter her house. With sudden resolution he went up
the three steps, and ignoring the heavy brass knocker, rapped on the
door with his knuckle. The door opened a few inches. "Hello,"
he called through the crack. He knocked again and the door swung
almost completely open. 


It was like a bandbox inside. Aunt Maeve would have loved it. A
striking Oriental rug on the floor ran the length of the hall. Beside
it a carved walnut staircase rose to the upper floor. At the back he
could see a kitchen filled with plants. A handsome grandfather clock
stood against the wall. 


"Hello," he called again. "Anybody home?" He
stood by the newel-post. Then the hallway went dark as the door shut
behind him. Mrs. Dunning stood with her back to it, her eyes fixed
severely on him. She had very thick dark eyebrows and fierce eyes. 


"Now. Young man. Explain yourself." 


It rolled off her in waves: a bottomless sea of loneliness. And
there was mixed with it a crosscurrent of rage. 


"I've seen you looking at my house for days," she
insisted. "What do you want?" 


"That was very foolish of you to shut that door,"
Brendan said. 


"Are you trying to frighten me, young man? Maybe you're the
one who should be frightened." 


"I came to talk to you." 


"What about?" 


"Crossing over." 


She stepped closer and peered at his face. "I think you'd
better explain that." 


She kept him standing in the hallway, letting him talk, while she
continued to block the door. Unlike Father Breen, she showed not the
slightest trace of skepticism. She believed every word and in fact
writhed with pain as he explained his plight. 


"Oh, I can't help you, Brendan Davitt." She pulled her
front door open. "No one can help you. You'll have to fight it
out by yourself. Please go quickly." 


He nodded in acquiescence and stepped past her. "Maybe you
have some suggestions." 


"No, no. I can't help." She was watching his feet,
waiting to shut the door. 


"Your loneliness is very painful," he said. 


"Oh, please." She pushed his shoulder. "I no longer
have the strength to do what it would take to help you. Forgive me."


He was getting the waves of emotion sorted out. The great
loneliness was coming directly from her, but the anger--blood-red
anger, a homicidal fury--was coming from the house itself. As though
the walls were running with blood. 


"If you think of anything--" he said, and stepped
through the doorway. He heard the door shut firmly behind him. 
 

  


He was three blocks away from her house when he heard quick
footsteps behind him. Mrs. Dunning hurried up. "Maybe I can help
you. Will you come back and let me talk to you a bit?" 


He walked beside her, fearful of getting his hopes up. She had
said "might." And she'd said she didn't have the strength.
And he wasn't sure he felt very comfortable around her. The murderous
fury of her home was unsettling. How could she go on staying there?
Was living in the house some sort of penance for her? 


He looked down at her to study her face. She was taller than
average; her head came well above his shoulder with blond hair faded
almost white. Probably in her late forties, she had a flat spare
frame, and all her movements suggested considerable strength and
great will. 


Impulsively he took her hand. Now he understood. Her loneliness
was laden with guilt. She was a tormented solitary creature. And when
he felt her eyes on his, he knew that she knew he'd read her
feelings. And she'd read his. She tried to smile at him. "Am I
helping you or are you helping me?" 


"Maybe it's a little of both. You should move out of that
house." 


She unlocked the door and led him in. He felt the house's anger on
his face like tropical heat. Her secret was in there somewhere. 


She had a maid, Kitty, a young Irish girl, who made them a pot of
coffee. Then Brendan sat with Mrs. Dunning at her kitchen table, amid
all the plants and the copper-bottomed pots that hung on an overhead
rack. She was very thoughtful, with her hands clenched in her lap. 


"Well, Brendan Davitt," she said after a while. "You've
got a fearful problem. The figure in your dreams is undoubtedly Satan
himself. I don't know what the word purple means. It's traditionally
associated with royalty and benevolence. But it's quite clear to me
that Satan is searching for you; and he means to do you terrible
harm." Then she questioned him further, extracting the minutest
details from his dreams. She often shook her head with dismay. 


He told her of his birth in Ireland and of the banshee's wail, of
his mother's second sight, of the black horseman, of the carriage his
two parents had ridden off in and about the angel with red hair he
had seen several times in his dreams and that his mother had seen in
Ireland. 


"Did he have a huge white dog with him?" 


"I didn't see one, But my mother did." 


The Magus, she said to herself. Satan's adversary. She sat back at
last and gazed at Brendan. A young man of unusual gifts. He could
read her soul at a glance yet she sensed that he disapproved of
nothing. His love for the world seemed boundless. In his presence she
felt for the first time in years a sense of peace. 


What had he done to arouse the persona of Satan himself? What gift
or knowledge did this young man have? If she interpreted Brendan's
visions rightly, both Satan and the Magus were seeking him. 


And she asked herself the deadliest question of all: If she tried
to help this engaging young man, would she draw Satan's ire too? 


She shook her head again. "I think you're in the greatest
danger. So far as I know there's no one living who can help you. That
leaves only the Other Side. Do you know what that means?" 


"Yes. I think so. Crossing over." 


"Yes, going into the spirit world. I'll have to make some
arrangements. Mind you. I'm not making any promises." 


"I understand." 


"Brendan, I'm not as good as you are. Part of my reason for
wanting to help you is selfish. I want to try to atone for something.
And helping you might help me do it. But what I'm proposing is very
dangerous. People have died violently from it. Some have never come
back. Are you willing to take that chance?" 


"I--yes, sure. I mean I don't feel I have a choice. I'm
liable to die violently anyway. But--what about you? You don't have
to take such a chance." 


"Yes. Maybe I do. Let me call someone. Make some
arrangements. You stay here and have some more coffee." She
walked off down the hall, almost tottering with emotion. 


He heard her voice on the phone in the hallway. She was addressing
someone named Felicite. And occasionally he made out a few words. A
long time, five years. Time to try again. Make amends. Then she made
another phone call in a lower voice. 


She came back more thoughtful than ever, wringing her hands and
softly clearing her throat. 


"I have a friend," she began. "We used to do
séances. Dangerous things. Something terrible happened one night. I
lost the most precious thing in the world to me. My friend and I have
felt guilty about the whole affair ever since. Anyway, she's agreed
to try to help you. Can you come tonight? Say at ten? There will be
four of us. Felicite Tinsman, you, me and Reverend Ardrey." 


He had a better image of why the house was so furious. It had come
to him as she talked on the phone. It was a long time ago: a man's
body lying on the dining room floor of the house, a large bald spot
on the back of his head. The room was a shambles, the table
overturned, pictures on the walls askew, chairs flung about. Four
full-length mirrors had been smashed and a sea of mirror shards
covered the floor. The walls were red with fury. 


When he left, it had begun to snow and already all the cracks
between the cobbles had been whited in. 
  
  


Shortly before ten, the snow had turned the city into a frozen
white mausoleum. The ways were empty and the snow fell with a faint
pattering. As Brendan went through the streets there was an
expectancy in the air, a waiting. He felt as though he was being
watched. 


Mrs. Dunning had had a fire laid in her fireplace but even that
seemed to lack warmth. Kitty the maid was plainly frightened, casting
sidelong glances into the living room whenever she passed by. She
hung up Brendan's snowy coat, then hurried back to the kitchen. 


Brendan watched Mrs. Dunning stare into her fire. She seemed as
cold and isolated as the snowstorm outside and he wanted to reach out
to her. The house seemed as angry as ever. 


"I can promise you nothing, Brendan," she said. "I
pray that we'll all see the morning light all in one piece." 


Mrs. Tinsman, who lived only four doors away, arrived next.
Brendan could hear her in the vestibule, stamping her feet and
shaking the snow off her hat, fluttering like a bird in a cage, and
speaking in a stage whisper to Kitty. 


She stood now in the doorway, improbably small, thin as a thread
with wispy hair that floated in strands about her head. She had a
pinched, pointed face and hands just as delicate. She must have been
nearly eighty. Brendan could see why they called her Miss Mouse. 


She entered timidly. "How do you do?" she said to
Brendan. She turned her front to the fire and held out a hand, then
whispered loudly to Mrs. Dunning, "I say it's too dangerous to
hold this session tonight." 


"Now, Felicite," Mrs. Dunning said. 


Mrs. Tinsman sighed. "I'm terrified, Roberta. We're in over
our heads. We--" She stopped when she heard someone stamping
snowy shoes in the vestibule. A man's voice was talking to Kitty the
maid. 


"Reverend Ardrey," Mrs. Tinsman said. Mrs. Dunning had
begun to set up things. She had taken out three straight brass
trumpets and laid them on a marble-top credenza. On a small side
table she'd set out a crystal ball. 


"Ah, Mrs. Tinsman," Reverend Ardrey said, entering. He
had strangely cut blond hair and heavy black eyeglasses. As he shook
her hand he removed the glasses. They had no lenses. "Roberta."
Now he removed the blond wig and put them both on the mantel. "My
disguise," he said to Brendan as he shook his hand. "A sop
to my blue-nosed Presbyterian church members who do not hold with the
occult. My name's Ardrey and you're Brendan Davitt. I hope we can
help you." 


He stood next to Mrs. Tinsman and turned his back to the fire.
"Snow," he said. "Four inches by morning, they say.
Rather pretty." He was a blithe man in his midforties with an
invincibly innocent expression on his boy's face and a somewhat
padded torso. 


"Let's begin," Mrs. Dunning said. "Felicite is very
nervous and it might take a while for her to settle down." 


Mrs. Dunning had drawn four chairs toward the middle of the room
and arranged them in a close circle. In the midst of the circle, on
the rug, she placed a red-shaded glass lamp. Brendan and Reverend
Ardrey helped her place a full-length, free standing mirror behind
each chair. 


"Shhhhhh!" Mrs. Dunning put a finger to her mouth. She
put out the lights. "Good luck to us all. Let us begin by
holding hands for a moment." They all sat. And Brendan saw
himself between two mirrors, his reflection repeated an infinity of
times. 


Brendan took Mrs. Tinsman's hand in his right hand. Ice-cold and
trembling, it was contained almost entirely in his palm. He held Mrs.
Dunning's hand in his left. Hers was a large strong hand and it was
tensely squeezing his fingers. 


Felicite Tinsman slumped in her chair. For some minutes the four
of them remained motionless. It was so silent the tick of the
grandfather's clock in the vestibule was audible, and the hard
crystals of snow tapped faintly on the windowpane. The only light
came from the fireplace and distantly from a street-lamp. 


Reverend Ardrey sat attentively, as though listening for .
something. A draft now flowed around their ankles. A faint odor of
roses filled the room. Brendan looked questioningly at Mrs. Dunning.
She had her eyes shut. 


There was a sense of movement in the room, of someone unseen
passing among them. Mrs. Tinsman's head had fallen to one side. Her
right hand was floating somnambulistically as if she were underwater.


Then Mrs. Tinsman spoke. Her voice was so deep and vibrant it
astonished Brendan. "I am cold," said the man's voice. "I
think of warm days with the sun on my back. When I walk the beach,
the sand burns my feet I long to see the sun." The man must have
been huge. His voice spoke in a low, conspiratorial tone and
sometimes whispered. 


Reverend Ardrey and Mrs. Dunning glanced at each other. "Marco,"
he murmured. 


"Mrs. Tinsman's control," Mrs. Dunning explained to
Brendan. 


"Marco," Mrs. Dunning called. "We haven't spoken to
you in five years, since that terrible night." 


"I remember," he whispered. "Lower your voice."


"We hate to bother you but we have a young man here who is in
trouble." 


"What kind of trouble?" 


"He's being pursued from the Other Side." 


There was a long silence. Mrs. Tinsman seemed to have fallen into
a deep sleep, almost a coma. 


"That's very bad for him," Marco said finally. 


"Can he be helped, Marco?" 


"I doubt it." 


"Why not?" 


"It is hopeless. It is too dangerous to try to help him. Tell
him to go away." 


"Isn't there anyone there who can help him?" 


They waited for an answer. Mrs. Tinsman's head had slipped even
farther down to her side. Both hands now floated before her as if on
puppet strings. 


"Marco," Mrs. Dunning called. "Isn't there someone
there who can help Brendan?" 


Mrs. Tinsman's face twitched. Her hands moved in agitation. "I
can!" a woman's voice said. It was edgy and nervous. "I
know exactly how to help him. I can see his future. He'll fight the
black monk." 


"Who are you?" Mrs. Dunning asked. 


"I am Cassandra. And I can help him. When he fights the black
monk." 


"How?" 


"All demons have their vulnerabilities. It's in Brendan's
future to fight his adversary. I can show him. Let him come to me."


Brendan felt a light pull on his body. Some force was drawing him
out of his chair. He looked at his mirror image above Reverend
Ardrey's head and saw himself leaning slightly forward. He pulled
himself back into his chair by the wooden armrests and felt the
pulling force increase. As far as his eye could see, he saw images of
himself in the mirror settling back in the chair, double heads back
to back, an infinity of Brendans. As he watched, deep in the mirror,
he saw the black monk slip across his range of vision, a single image
with no reflections. 


"Don't trust her," Marco said. "Her name is
Cassandra. No one believes her." 


"Come, young man," Cassandra said. "Let me help
you. Come." 


Brendan was pulled to his feet, and he put his arms out to stop
himself from crashing into Reverend Ardrey. He was being inexorably
drawn into the minor. 


"Don't believe her!" Marco ordered. "It's
disastrous to believe her. It's a trick to pull him over." 


"Silence!" another voice roared. It was deep and
preternaturally loud. Its vibrations shook the room. "Silence!"


Brendan was on top of Reverend Ardrey and was being drawn over the
back of the chair and into the mirror. He was floating. 


Mrs. Dunning shrieked, "Stop him!" She stood and had
seized Brendan by an ankle. The crystal ball rose from its base on
the side table and floated about the room. "SILENCE!" 


Reverend Ardrey held Brendan's arm. "It's going to happen
again! The mirror! Get the mirror!" 


Urgently, Mrs. Dunning stumbled into Reverend Ardrey and tipped
him over as she groped at the minor. Getting a hand on it at last,
she pushed it over and it fell with a loud thud on the rug. Brendan
lay beside Reverend Ardrey, gasping. 


"Send him away!" Marco said. "Quickly!" 


"SILENCE!" the voice roared a fourth time. The
crystal ball shot across the room and crashed through the living room
window. 


Kitty the maid rapped sharply on the door. "Mrs. Dunning!
Mrs. Dunning!" 


Mrs. Tinsman gathered herself from the floor and scurried to the
door. She opened it, stepped past Kitty, and seizing her coat,
stepped into the snowy night and was gone. 


Reverend Ardrey helped Brendan and Mrs. Dunning up. 


"Oh, Brendan," Mrs. Dunning said. "You have
powerful enemies. Go. Hurry. I cannot help you. You are not safe
here." And she pushed him to the vestibule and thrust his coat
into his arms. The door slammed behind him. 


As he stood on the steps, he looked across the street. Reverend
Ardrey was standing by the curb, looking at the crystal ball. Several
people had come to their doors. 


"It's crazed," the minister said. "Destroyed."


The snow was quickly covering the broken window glass on the
sidewalk as well as the trail in the snow left by the ball. 


Reverend Ardrey looked at Brendan, then at the ball. He didn't
seem to know what to do. 
  
  


Brendan didn't go home for some time. He walked the streets in the
deepening snow. He had been awed by the great power he had seen. He'd
almost been pulled into another world. In the mundane lives of most
people there was never a hint that such supernatural force existed.
As he passed the homes and apartments of so many others, he felt
singled out, confronted with an inescapable fate. It was hopeless to
try to cope with the black monk. Even the Other Side seemed benumbed
and equally frightened. 


Reluctantly, by slow steps, he came to the conclusion that he had
no means to save himself. When the black monk came for him, there
would be no place to hide, no means of resisting. He was doomed. 


If he couldn't help himself, then in the meantime he might be able
to help others. He wondered how much time he had left. 


Maybe Father Breen was right. He might
need psychiatric care. Wouldn't it be wonderful if he were only
insane? 




  
  




II





[bookmark: chapter_5]CHAPTER 4

Among the Monks

The old Apennine Mountains descended the peninsula of Italy like a
sickle blade, a curving wall that cradles in the north the hill and
plain country of Tuscany. Over the Apennines is the way Hannibal
came. And the German Wehrmacht of World War II. 


And over the Apennines came the black speck at sunset. The
prevailing wind carried it up the northern slopes, over La Spezia and
the Carrara marble quarries, sped it south toward Pisa. The black
hawk rode the wind like a surfer on a great wave. 


In the late sunset, none of the people of Tuscany who paused in
their fields and villages to observe the last tawny rays of the day
saw her. Glorying in her great wingspread, her great strength and her
great freedom, feeling the enormous power of that wind flinging her
into the heart of Italy, she flew with her eyes sweeping the terrain
below her. She saw everything and waited to feel certain vibrations,
some warning manifestation. She sailed with great speed as darkness
descended. 


Whenever her eyes saw small game or a flight of bats, she resisted
the temptation to stoop and strike. But an early quarter moon rising
just above the Apennines showed her a large owl soaring, a fellow
predator exulting also in flight, in absolute silence, a
death-bringer of great skill and beauty. 


It was too tempting in the moonlight. The black hawk stooped,
shortened her wing span, drew her wings partially folded to her sides
and fell like a rocket. She dropped so fast in the darkness she was
nearly invisible even to the many animal eyes of night. Down she
came, tilting this way and that, trimming her descent to the moving
target below her. 


The owl never felt anything. He died instantly in midair in a
burst of feathers that fluttered toward earth far below as the hawk's
talons drove through his down, through his bones and skull and
pierced to the very seat of his life. She felt the owl's body go limp
in her claws and felt the indescribable joy of the kill. She rowed
her great wings to gain altitude. 


Her talons closed even tighter, drove deeper into the flesh and
sinew of the great bird, squeezed harder until blood flowed from the
body, up around the talons, and dribbled away into the night. The
moment of victory having passed, she dropped the owl's corpse and let
the night wind carry her higher and higher. Her search continued. She
was inescapable, invincible, and she felt the joy of never missing,
never losing. 


She studied the night lights of the isolated farmhouses and the
small walled cities of Tuscany. She looked eastward to the seven
towers of San Gimignano perched on its hill, trimmed her wings and
flew toward it. And there she circled doubtfully, her unblinking eyes
seeing everything, her senses feeling everything. Unsure, she circled
again, descended in a spiral a few hundred feet, felt a vibration
again and dropped. 


She landed on the red clay tiles of a roof and cocked her head,
listening. In the square the evening passeggiata was under
way, people strolling and greeting each other. Others were sitting at
tavern tables under the stars, drinking wine, enjoying the evening
breeze. 


Beyond the city walls, the worn hills, lying in moon shadows, were
covered with vineyards heavy with the grapes that produced an ocean
of Chianti wine each year. 


The hawk glided down the side of the building and landed on the
railing of a balcony. The manifestation was stronger here and she
tried to peer into the window but there was no crack in the shutters.
The hawk gave a strong flap, glided down through the trees, then rose
and flew toward the moon. She disappeared. 


The baby, a girl named Lucia, was barely three weeks old. During
the evening she had been restless and she cried. Her mother, a
knowing woman with four other children, had given her an extra
feeding, held her until she raised some uncomfortable gas and watched
her fall asleep. 


The mother sat with her husband in the small living room on the
first floor, watching an American cowboy movie on the television. The
house they lived in was over 150 years old and was too small for a
growing family, so her husband was having a contractor add a large
room at the back, of frame and stucco and red tile roofing. He was on
the telephone, talking to the builder and watching the temporary
sheets of plastic over the windows stir in the evening breeze. He was
worried: There was talk of heavy rains coming. 


Up in the baby's room the darkness seemed to intensify, in one
corner, seemed to draw all the pale light into it. A faint shape
loomed there. It stirred and moved toward the crib. Then it paused.
It heard the mother's step on the stairway. 


Deftly it reached into the crib and raised the baby, enveloped her
in total blackness, covering the small face with a hand in a sleeve.
The woman stopped in the hallway outside the door to pick up two
school books and a pair of boys' socks. "Peccato,"
she said softly. Then she opened the door. The figure turned toward
her and waited. She stepped back, seeing another sock. She now
stepped into the room and almost into the waiting arms of the figure.
She paused once again and saw a shirt. She took three steps in the
hallway and retrieved it. She turned back and entered the room. There
was for an instant an overwhelming sense of darkness in the room. She
swung the door wider and by the hall light approached the crib. The
baby was sleeping peacefully. She reached down and adjusted the
blanket. Then she shrieked. The infant had stopped breathing. 
 

  


Of all the monks who had witnessed Brendan Davitt's baptism and
his aura's color change, only two remained alive--Father Joseph,
abbot of the order, who had baptized Brendan, and Father Ambrose. 


Monks are as prone to gossip as any other group of men, so after
Brendan's baptism. Father Joseph summoned the entire order then in
residence to the chapel and silenced them: They were not to discuss
the baptism among themselves. Nor were they to disclose anything
about it to the other monks who were away. In fact, never again till
deathday were they to even utter so much as a syllable about the
affair. 


This was a difficult promise for the monks to make and keep. The
birth of a purple aura seemed a profoundly religious event. Might it
not be that a saint had been born? If so, then they were witnesses to
a miracle. And there was so much for the monks to discuss. Consider
the cry of the banshee, the first time ever at a birth, so far as
they knew. To discover the meaning of that would require long
conversations. And then there was the mother's second sight--some
said she'd seen the Magus right there in the old ruins and elsewhere
too. What did that mean? Surely these were signs from God. To fail to
discuss them and to prize out their meanings would be wrong, wouldn't
it? 


But Father Joseph remained adamant. There would be no discussion
forever. A purple aura had been born. And legend had it, as they all
well knew, that Satan hated purple auras and killed such babies
without hesitation. That was the reason the color of Baby Brendan's
aura had been changed to begin with. 


And, Father Joseph reminded his brothers in Christ, that Satan had
minions everywhere. Babbling tongues could bring death to the baby
with untold consequences. The monks could ruminate privately to their
heart's content but not one word, not even one mute sign must pass
between or among them. Amen. 


Amen. 


So far as Father Joseph knew, from the day that he baptized
Brendan Daviu to this, not one monk had violated his vow. Satan had
never eavesdropped on one conversation about the purple aura. 


But silence was only one half of the problem. The other was
protection. Since Father Joseph had himself changed Brendan's aura,
he assumed thereby a responsibility. When the day came that Brendan's
aura became noticeably purple again, if it happened at all, then
Father Joseph would have to put Brendan somewhere safe from Satan's
eyes. He had no idea where that place might be. In the early years of
Brendan's life it was relatively easy to dispatch a monk each year or
so to observe from a distance the condition of Brendan's aura. 


However, as the older monks died off there were fewer and fewer
who knew of the aura; fewer, therefore, whom he could send to observe
Brendan. These last few years the assignment of observing Brendan
fell almost exclusively to Father Ambrose, since Father Joseph had
the monastery to run and traveled very little. And there were no
other monks still alive who had witnessed the baptism. Even the boy's
parents were dead. By the time he was sixteen, Brendan began to show
small purple spots in his aura. At eighteen, there were four. At
twenty, there were eight. 


Last year Father Ambrose had returned quite alarmed. There were
nearly two dozen spots now and the newest were larger. "One is
the size of a saucer," he whispered. 


Father Ambrose had failed visibly the last year or so. There was a
slight tremor in his hands; he prayed frequently and muttered to
himself. His eyes stared at eternity. Father Joseph patted Ambrose's
shoulder. "Sit down. Tell me about it." 


They discussed at length. Reluctantly they came to the same
conclusion: Brendan had to be concealed, preferably within walls on
consecrated ground, his head permanently covered with a cap or hat
for whatever protection it could provide. 


The problem was Brendan himself. Father Ambrose reported that the
young man was not by disposition monastic. He was a creature of the
world. An extrovert who reveled in the company of others, who loved
city life, and who in his great benevolence loved to help others. He
was now employed in a private social agency, helping young people.
There was also a young lady in his life. Anne O'Casey. "How can
such a young man endure life in a monastery?" Father Ambrose
demanded. "It will be a prison to him." 


Father Joseph questioned Father Ambrose about Brendan's knowledge
of his own condition. Did he know anything--anything at all--about
his purple aura? Father Ambrose shrugged. Very little. But he was
apparently beset with visions and premonitions about fighting a
demon. 


Ah! Then for him the safety of a concealed place might have some
appeal after all. 


"That would depend," Father Ambrose replied, "on
the place itself." So before they approached Brendan, the right
place of safety had to be found. And this required a long discussion.
The place had to be selected with care. 


"With cloistered brothers," Father Joseph said. "Little
or no contact with the outside world." 


"An order of monks who cannot see purple auras--as ours can,"
Father Ambrose added. 


"Americans. Men of similar background and outlook."
Father Joseph was searching his mind for the right monastery in
America. His doubts were increasing. The cloistered life had driven
men mad, dedicated, deeply religious men. How could such a man as
Brendan Davitt endure it--and for the rest of his life? 


Father Joseph regarded Father Ambrose with concern. They were both
two very old men. Nearing eighty. And the mendicant's life had
imposed an added burden. Father Ambrose should stop his itinerant
life and remain in the monastery. There was little strength left in
him. Still, the Lord's work is never done and there's rest only in
the grave. Father Joseph wondered if there was one last mission left
in the old monk. 


"We must search out a monastery for Brendan Davitt," the
abbott said. "In America. Do you have any recommendations?"


Father Ambrose considered this question for some time. It had
begun to rain, a cold penetrating rain in a gloomy dusk, and his
flesh seemed to draw back from it. He was tired, so weary of coping
with the elements. He'd come to prize above all else a warm dry bed.
"I will go back to America and look." 


"That's a big place," Father Joseph said, "and
there's so Utile time." 


"I will leave at first light." Father Ambrose regarded
the rain and took himself to bed with an extra blanket. 


Father Joseph wondered if the old man would survive the trip. 
 

  


The months passed. And the abbot became increasingly anxious. What
could have happened to Father Ambrose? And what of Brendan Davitt's
aura? It must be dangerously visible by now. 


Each day he scanned the twisting roadway outside the monastery. In
rain or sunlight, or in the star-filled darkness, monks arrived
periodically from all over the world, some young and hale, healthy
from the endless walking, others older and slower, some bent, all
arriving footsore and road-weary, eager for a short stay in their
sanctuary. But Father Ambrose was not among them and none of the
arriving monks had seen him. 


Then with the springtime Brother Dominic returned. Yes, he had
seen Father Ambrose in Philadelphia. He seemed well enough, although,
yes, at times he appeared confused. He insisted on addressing Brother
Dominic as Brother Sebastian, who had died years ago. He talked to
himself frequently and seemed obsessed with his errand. He told
Brother Dominic they had to protect the purple aura. What was that?
Brother Dominic wanted to know. 


The abbot was shocked. The old man was senile. He had to be
returned to the monastery quickly and silenced in isolation, and
Brendan Davitt had to be put in a place of safety too. If it wasn't
already too late. How many people had Brother Ambrose told of the
purple aura? How long could it be before Satan heard of it--or
discovered Brendan Davitt himself? 


Brother Joseph made hasty preparations to leave--to find Brother
Ambrose and to house Brendan Davitt somewhere. As he set out, he
realized how tired he'd become. He turned his head back and looked at
his beloved monastery. And he wondered if he'd ever see it again.
Then resolutely he walked into the lovely Irish springtime and the
gravest assignment of his life. 
  
  


It was pure chance that brought the Magus, Timothy, to the
monastery. 


He had long ago detected a geographic pattern in the births of
purple auras, and tried to anticipate their appearance. Often they
were connected with other religious events--holy visions, miraculous
cures, supernatural events. The mendicant monks with their ceaseless
wandering of the earth were prime sources of such religious gossip,
especially in their monastery, where all such information flowed. The
monastery was like a godly spy center. 


He came to the old stone buildings in the cliff this time to
arrange his next walking tour. While in France he had planned to
cross through the Balkans into Turkey and from there to Asia Minor.
At the last minute he had an intuition and turned downward toward
Ireland and the monastery. There hadn't been a birth of a purple aura
in years that he knew of. 


The monastery never changed. The halo of circling seabirds
remained: The eternal diving into the rising and falling surf amid
the rocks continued. Long before he reached the holy place, he could
hear the seabirds call. The Irish countryside in spring became a
great piece of tweed with gorse and heather and multitudes of purple
flowers, with Irish roses and the long lanes of stone walls like
white threads shot through the nubby fabric. 


The monks as usual put him up without a question and always with
those sidelong glances. 


This time there was an unusual agitation among the monks. Nothing
spoken, but there was a preoccupation in their minds. He also noted
that the abbot, Father Joseph, was absent. He asked for him. 


"Away," answered Brother Kevin. He had become lame many
years before and now hand-illuminated Bibles on vellum after the
style of The Book of Kells. For a garrulous man like Brother
Kevin that was a significantly short answer. 


Timothy asked when Joseph would return. 


"Soon." 


Soon. Brother Kevin, who was always swollen like a teakettle with
information--speculation, gossip, chat--remained terse with Timothy.
The other monks avoided him, eagerly busy with their monastery
duties--the shoemaker, the gardener, the cooks, the launderers, all
furiously preoccupied. 


During the night he heard them rise and go to their prayers
through the biting chill of their stone corridors, shivering in their
heavy wool habits. Even the rain that washed down the roof slates and
muttered at his window seemed evasive. 


Timothy felt he'd been paying his debt of repentance at usurious
rates. Eons. Millenniums. The stars had crossed the sky countless
thousands of times. Civilizations had risen, thundered and fallen,
one after another, and still the debt remained unpaid, the toll of
human suffering grew. If he were a mortal, he could have at least the
comfort of tears. 


He looked up at the stars that had been watching him struggle all
these centuries, watching him easily vanquished by Satan. Yet always
they remained little gleams of hope in the darkness. Patience, they
said. Hope. 


In the morning he was served fresh bread with preserves and a
large white bowl of tea. 


"Strong enough to trot a mouse across," the young
acolyte said as he put down the steamy bowl. "You'll need it.
The wind is out of the west and that means a cool day with rain."


The boy had a heavy Cork accent. 


"What's your name?" 


"Michael." 


"A happy life to you, Michael." 


As Father Timothy watched Michael work, there was another acolyte,
a new one, and Michael was teaching him his diurnal duties; together
on their hands and knees, their skirts hiked up they washed the old
stone floor of the kitchen with sopping rags soaked in salty
seawater. Their hands were purple with the cold. 


Michael talked and the new boy half listened. The pain in ill his
purple hands must have made him wonder if he had made a mistake
coming here: a lifetime of numb fingers and aching knees. 


Michael talked of monastic affairs--which brother had a vile
temper, which was helpful, which was a little strange--and then the
words jumped out like clarion. "Purple aura," Michael said.


Timothy jumped to his feet. The bench fell back and the bowl of
tea tumbled to the floor and smashed. 


"I'm sorry," he said. The two acolytes stared at the
broken bowl. Timothy picked up the biggest pieces. "I'll take
care of this," he said. 


He looked at the acolyte Michael, unable to frame the questions
that swarmed in his mind. After such a long time--ages of defeat and
failure and wracking loneliness--to hear the two most significant
words in his universe uttered by a stripling mopping a floor was more
stunning than even his angelic soul could contain. 


The two boys hastily mopped up the tea and the bowl splinters. And
Timothy realized that it was this matter of a purple aura that had
made all the monks so strange and taciturn. It also probably
explained why their abbot, Father Joseph, was away. 


Timothy knew he'd get no more information from the acolyte mopping
at his feet or from any of the others. Father Joseph was the one to
find. The old abbot was away on business somehow involving a purple
aura. 


"Where's Father Joseph?" he asked Michael. 


"Oh, he's in America," the boy said in his Cork accent,
"with Brother Zebulon." 


"How long has he been gone?" 


"Oh, a month or more." 


"Where in America?" 


"Oh, it's a place called Baltimore." Michael looked at
the other boy. "I'm not supposed to talk about it." 
 

  


The hawk took note of Timothy, hastening from the monastery with
his mastiff. She knew every gesture of Timothy's, the way he carried
his head, the way he walked, the set of his shoulders, even the
subtlest changes of expression on his face. 


And this morning, circling high in the Irish sky, she saw his
agitated gait, his purposeful manner, and she sensed his great
excitement. She turned and flew south rapidly. 
  
  


Satan summoned Beelzebub to the Hall of Pandemonium. 


"Timothy's on to something," he said without
elaboration. 


Beelzebub was immediately interested. "What is it?" 


"He's almost running." Satan watched Beelzebub for a
reaction. "He's never done that before. I've never seen him so
excited." 


"There's only one thing that can excite Timothy,"
Beelzebub said. 


"It can't be." Satan was defensive. "It's not
possible. I never miss." 


"Well--" 


"I know, I know. His excitement is like an alarm bell." 


"Maybe it's a tactic to torment you," Beelzebub said. 


"Now, you know as well as I do, he doesn't have 'tactics.'"


"What shall we do?" Beelzebub said. 


"You can't do anything. You know that. There's only Timothy
and the dog or me and the hawk." 


"And the purple auras." 


Satan nodded. "And the purple auras," he echoed. He felt
Beelzebub's eyes searching his face. Of all the fallen host this was
the one who needed the most watching. Beelzebub was always alert.
Ambitious. Always watching the first stumble, the hesitant hand or
the smallest sign of irresolution, of mellowing. If ever Satan's
authority was challenged, Beelzebub would be the challenger. Satan
met his gaze. Beelzebub had been his aptest pupil. Better to reign in
hell than serve in heaven--Beelzebub subscribed to that as eagerly as
Satan did--only he wasn't reigning in hell. Not yet. 


"Where is Timothy going?" Beelzebub asked. 


"America." 


"Oh." And in that "Oh" was the whole unspoken
substance of their talk. If Timothy had somehow discovered a purple
aura and obtained forgiveness then the prediction made by the Lord
would surely come to pass: Timothy would return to heaven. Satan and
all the fallen angels would receive their ultimate punishments. 


"I'm watching Timothy with great care, Beelzebub," Satan
said sternly. 


"Good," Beelzebub said. "Then I look forward to a
long and happy life." 


But would he get it? Every urgent step by Timothy was like a death
knell. As he watched Beelzebub stalk out of the Hall of Pandemonium,
Satan wondered if he was facing his own extinction at last. 
 

  


Something was amiss among the monks and the hawk was watching them
with growing agitation. 


The first thing she'd noticed was their great busyness: They
seemed to be everywhere on the move, even in the remoter parts of
China. What was more unusual, even the acolytes, who never left the
monastery during their novitiates, were seen far from Ireland,
traveling in pairs. That was something of great significance to the
hawk. 


Furthermore, when the monks encountered each other, it was never
by chance. They met by prearrangement, held very brief conversations,
then quickly parted. They moved purposefully at a fast pace, covering
great distances on foot. And also, they seemed to center their
activities around religious places, Buddhist monasteries, Catholic
convents, American Unitarian religious communities. They were
searching for something almost urgently. But what was it? 


The hawk's lord, Satan, hated this order in particular. For it was
their practice to preach against him all over the world. On every
street corner, it seemed, they railed against Satan, accusing him of
the most monstrous ways, warning against his seductive corruption,
his unslakable thirst for souls, urging all to believe in his
existence, to reject his blandishments, to save their souls; and too
often the monks were successful, too often snatching souls from
Satan's plucking claws. This order of Irish monks was a bone in his
throat. 


The biggest bone of all was also the busiest: Brother Zebulon. The
hawk watched him closely. He was 6 feet 6 and broad as a bull with
heavy muscular limbs and great strength. Satan had tried to seduce
him more than once for he had a thundering voice and great Irish
eloquence. Out in public places he would orate with wit and
vividness, filling his speech with particulars against Satan. He drew
crowds. He was spellbinding. The things he said about Satan made the
archfiend wince with rage. Then Satan's bellows would fill the Halls
of Pandemonium. 


What finally caused the hawk to take action was the rule of
silence the monks imposed on themselves one day. Only essential
conversation was allowed. And even their prayers were now conducted
mutely. It was a difficult rule, for they were naturally a garrulous
lot: the rule of silence hadn't been invoked in generations. So when
Brother Zebulon failed to make even one thundering sermon against
Satan in a day, indeed when he failed to speak to anyone at all for
three days running, it was too much for the hawk. She summoned her
lord. 


He studied the situation and agreed something dangerous was afoot.
Crisscrossing the earth, whispering to each other in doorways,
determinedly silent otherwise, praying mutely, busy as ants, nearly
running from place to place in and out of religious centers, the
monks were up to something. It was all too suspicious. 


"Where's their abbot, Joseph?" he asked. The hawk hadn't
seen him in nearly two months; but then she hadn't been looking for
him. 


"How about Timothy? Where is he?" Satan asked. The hawk
didn't know. More than a month had passed since she'd seen him. 


Satan pondered the situation, seeking
some precedent for the monks' behavior. But they had never acted this
way before. And where was that Timothy? It was time to find out what
was going on. He selected two acolytes from the monastery as the
easiest targets. 



[bookmark: chapter_6]CHAPTER 5

The Hawk on the Hunt

They were both very young, little more than boys. One of them
didn't shave yet. It was October and they were walking through the
Shenandoah Valley of Virginia under arbored trees like cathedral
arches, the yellow and orange autumn leaves in brilliant sunlight
like stained glass windows. Their feet crunched through the fallen
leaves, and in the exuberance of youth they talked softly to each
other as they walked, the rule of silence forgotten. America was a
wonder to them. 


Satan assumed the shape of Father Aiden, a very old monk who
rarely appeared at the monastery. 


"Well," Satan said in his sternest voice to them.
"Acolytes. Children. What are you doing out of the monastery?"


"We have been sent to find Father Joseph." 


"What is your name?" 


"Michael." The boy had an unmistakable Cork accent. 


"And you?" 


"Vincent." 


"Why have you been sent to find Father Joseph? Isn't he in
the monastery? He's still the abbot, isn't he?" 


"We have a message for him," Michael said. 


"Message?" Satan frowned intimidatingly at the two of
them. "What message?" 


"It is only for Father Joseph." 


"But suppose I meet him before you do?" 


The two youths drew aside and murmured to each other. Then Michael
leaned close to Satan's ear. "Father Joseph is to be told that
Brother Zebulon has found a good hiding place for the man with the
purple aura." 


In his long life Satan had never been so astonished. He stared at
the two of them, looking from one face to the other. They were too
innocent; it couldn't be a hoax. 


Satan gazed about him, at the brilliance of the autumn day, at the
skimming leaves that fell, at the shafts of sunlight that reached
down through the trees; and in the midst of that loveliness, for the
first time in his life, he felt the qualm of dread. 


A man with a purple aura. Not a days-old infant. A man. If Timothy
found him first--this man with the purple aura--then Satan and his
throngs would be given their final punishment. 


He stared so hard at the boys, his face was so thunderstruck, they
lowered their heads and shuffled their feet. 


"Where is this man with the purple aura?" Satan
demanded. 


"Don't know." 


"Who does?" 


The acolyte shrugged. "Brother Zebulon, I suppose." 


Satan gazed on them with fury. Insignificant mortal trash. Daring
to conspire against him. And now they had it within their power to
destroy him. Him. Satan. His maddened green eyes dance at the two
acolytes and they backed away in fright. 


Satan felt he was an eyeblink away from extinction. The great
alarm bell in the Hall of Pandemonium began to reverbrate through all
the chambers of hell. 


He had to find Brother Zebulon quickly. 
  
  


Brother Zebulon definitely needed new shoes. It was a commonplace
requirement, for even the stoutest shoes didn't last long on the feet
of a wandering mendicant. And those on Zebulon's feet were
disintegrating. They had been resoled more times than he could
remember and now the uppers were going. Soon there would not be
enough left to attach a sole to. 


He had to interrupt his urgent search for Father Joseph long
enough to get a pair of new shoes. And he knew exactly where to find
them. On the other side of the Chesapeake from Norfolk, at the lowest
end of the Eastern Shore peninsula, was the orphanage. And there
lived Brother David, who in Brother Zebulon's opinion was the finest
shoemaker in the world. 


Over the years he had worn out many pairs of Brother David's
shoes. And right now on a shelf in the shoemaker's shop there waited
for him a new pair, made of top-grade leather, with a Goodyear welt
pulled over a combination last that was made from a mold of Brother
Zebulon's foot. The inner sole contained an arch-supporting steel
shank, the upper was lined with calfskin and stitched to a thick
flexible sole treated with silicone, and the rear was mounted on a
pure rubber heel. The shoe had six eyelets that laced up to the top
of Brother Zebulon's ankle. In David's shoes, over the years, Brother
Zebulon had suffered never a turned ankle nor a pulled calf muscle,
never a bunion, a corn or a foot-bone complaint. 


Brother Zebulon walked south on Route 13, approaching those shoes
the way a gourmet approached a French banquet He was still a young
man, in his midthirties, and the long walks kept his huge body fit
and strong. He approached his work with gusto, prayed with great
conviction and begged for his supper without shame. His sermons
against Satan were legendary. 


Brother Zebulon estimated he was no more than ten miles from the
orphanage. He loved children. And often when he visited the orphanage
for new shoes, he would spend a few days watching the children and
talking to them. But this time he couldn't stay. The whole monastery
had been sent out to search for a safe haven for the man with the
purple aura--which was becoming more visible every day. And Zebulon
had found such a place. 


Now he had to locate his abbot to tell him. 


So he would pause long enough to sleep, then he would put on his
new shoes and strike out again in his search for Father Joseph. The
last he had heard, the abbot was crossing Asia to the west coast of
America. Zebulon would start for California at dawn the next morning.


St Jude's Refuge for Children. Saint Jude, the finder of things.
The finder of homes for children. The finder of shoes for him. The
finder of a refuge for the man with the purple aura. 


Dusk was not far. In the long lovely afternoon of autumn, he saw a
long sinuous V of Canada geese pumping across the sky toward the
glowing sunset beyond the Cedar Island wildlife refuge on the bay. 


As he walked Brother Zebulon saw the lights of several homes
through the road hedges. It was getting colder. 


After a while more and more vehicles put their headlights on, and
home lamps began to glow across the land. It was going to be a rich
and lurid sunset. Thick gray clouds portended a change in the
weather. Brother Zebulon sensed there would be an autumn rainfall
within the next twelve hours. 


He began to watch impatiently for the landmarks of St. Jude's. The
entryway to the orphanage was through a brick wall, between two brick
columns surmounted by two large concrete balls. The two wrought-iron
gates had not been shut in years. Soon enough, he told himself,
coming around a curve of road he would see the two concrete balls.
The orphanage itself was almost a mile off Route 13, up an old dirt
path that was usually in need of scraping. The large tractor-trailers
generated a bow wave of wind, and when they passed him at high speed
the bow wave would strike him from the rear like a good hard push. 


At last Route 13 described a long gentle curve, and there in the
early dusk were the two cement balls. Soon now, soon. Brother Zebulon
picked up his pace. He told his old shoes to hold up just a little
longer and he said a small prayer to that effect. He walked with a
picture in his mind of his new shoes on one of the wooden shelves
behind Brother David's head; from a lace hung a paper tag with his
name on them: Zebulon. Those boots helped make endurable the vow he'd
made never to ride on any vehicle on pain of loss of heaven. 


Gratefully Zebulon turned away from the roaring truck traffic and
stepped through the gates. He walked beside an old stand of scrub
pines that effectively dampened the sound from Route 13 and also
blocked the worst of the wind. The odor of the pines filled his
nostrils. Ahead of him lay the old buildings of the orphanage. Some
boys were practicing lacrosse on the far playing field in the last of
the twilight. Brother Zebulon now permitted himself to admit he was
quite hungry. He had eaten nothing since yesterday. Was it the sin of
gluttony that made him yearn for a bowl of steaming vegetable soup
with fresh bread? 


The sound of children laughing came to him through the pines. A
moment later a child, little more than four years old, trotted from
the pines, giggling. Brother Zebulon was surprised. It was a girl in
a plaid skirt and white sweater. There had been no girls here on his
last visit. And why was she dressed in only a thin sweater on such a
chilly night? 


Even in the twilight he could see that she had large striking blue
eyes, a guileless beauty. She ran up to him and put her arms around
his right leg. "Brother Zebulon," she called gaily. 


Now more children came from the copse of trees, chortling and
calling to each other. They skipped eagerly onto the path and
clustered around him. Several boys reached him first. They wore
sweatshirts that proclaimed ST. JUDE'S in gold letters on a blue
field. They took his hands and began to pull him along the path. 


"It's Brother Zebulon," they cried. "Everyone has
to give Brother Zebulon a hug." The number of children swelled
as more and more came from the dark woods. They all seemed under
five--all strikingly beautiful, Oriental boys and girls with
love-filled smiles and black children with flawless chocolate skin
and glistening dark-brown eyes. Overjoyed jiggles filled the air.
They reached their arms in the air, wiggling their fingers at him to
be picked up and hugged. 


"No roughhouse," Brother Zebulon said with a laugh. "One
at a time." 


"Me," said a lovely Chinese girl. "Me first." 


Brother Zebulon stooped to hug her. Her thin arms clutched his
neck. More children seemed to be arriving. The number was
astonishing. A boy climbed his back, two more swung from his elbows.
More tried to climb his body. They seemed dreadfully heavy, and soon
Brother Zebulon was staggering with this great welter of joy and
love. The little Chinese girl gave him repeated kisses. Her arms were
squeezing his neck cruelly. 


Zebulon was awed by the number of children that now poured from
the wood. Was it hundreds? He had no chance to estimate for he was
now quickly borne to the ground. He felt the first twinges of alarm. 


The children quickly closed around him. They sat on his chest.
They pulled his arms out flat and sat on them. They made a crushing
mass on his legs. 


"Enough," he cried. "Please, children." 


The laughter increased and the swarming bodies mounted. There was
a great weight on his chest. 


"Please, children," he called. "You're too heavy.
Please let me up." 


"First you must tell us a secret." 


"What secret?" 


"Where is the man?" 


Brother Zebulon tried to raise his head. The questions were coming
from a young Caucasian boy with a very wise and knowing face. "What
man?" 


"You know. The man with the purple aura." 


Zebulon studied the child's face. "How do you know about
him?" 


"Oh, we just know." 


"Enough," Zebulon commanded. "Let me up." He
began to rise. And even with the great weight of the children, he
managed to get to his knees. But more children came skipping and
giggling from the woods and clambering on him. Slowly he lost ground
and fell backward. The swarming bodies of the children blocked out
the sky. 


"Where is he, Brother Zebulon? Tell us." 


Slowly the pressure on his chest built, a great weight, far
heavier than ordinary children. 


"Tell us, Zebulon dear." 


The pressure on his ribs was forcing the air out of his lungs. "I
may not tell you, children," he cried. His arms were benumbed
and felt as though they were going to burst from the terrible
pressure. The mound of children on his body grew higher. His legs too
now throbbed with agony. It was difficult for the blood to flow
through his veins and arteries. "I am forbidden to tell you,"
he shouted. 


"Tell us, Brother Zebulon. Tell us." 


"Fiends!" Zebulon shouted. "Get thee gone!" 


The children set up a new wave of giggles and clambered still
higher. "Tell us, Zebulon. Tell us." 


Now the pressure increased; inside his head the pain was terrible.
A crown of pain circled his skull from the blood pressure. His
hearing became muffled. He heard the giggling children as though
underwater. He couldn't breathe. 


"Tell us where he is, Zebulon. Tell us. Tell us." 


Zebulon knew he was going to die. "Get thee gone," he
said with his last breath. As he framed the act of contrition in his
mind, he lost consciousness. 


The children paused. He could no longer hear them. They scampered
down from the pile and en masse hurried into the woods and the
waiting darkness without giggling. They left Zebulon dead but they
were no wiser. 


Satan still didn't know where the man with the purple aura was.
For the first time he knew terrible urgency. Now the hawk had to find
Father Joseph the abbot as quickly as possible. And she had no idea
where he was. 
  
  


The hawk rose high in the sky, then higher. Her mission now was
frantic. To find the man with the purple aura meant finding Father
Joseph. And he was a world wanderer. She hadn't seen him in months.
It could take more months to find him, searching the earth from the
sky. 


Worst of all, she had no idea how much time she had. For while she
was searching for Joseph, Timothy could be finding the man with the
purple aura. So at any moment the ultimate punishment could descend
on hell. 


The hawk soared aimlessly over southern France for a short time,
then followed her instinct. She set her course for America. 
 

  


The autumn had called forth great waves of migrating birds once
more, to flee winter and darkness. But this time the hawk barely
noticed. She swept over the earth, her eyes searching everywhere, and
she missed little. She saw a number of the Irish monks, heads bent,
pursuing their snail's pace far below her. She saw the wild animals
preparing themselves for winter or fleeing it. She saw men in their
cities and on the roads. She flew above storms and through flawless
sparkling autumn days. But she didn't see Joseph. 


She used the winds to carry her rapidly over large areas and she
flew with little rest. Up in the sky before dawn and soaring and
flying until sunset drove her back down to a roost, she went on day
after day. The prevailing winds carried her south from New England to
the mid-Atlantic, then to the southern Atlantic states. 


Remembering Joseph's habitual routes, she drifted across Georgia
westward. Joseph had traveled this way a number of times. But her
searches failed to find him. And she never saw Timothy and his dog. 


She became gaunt. Her feathers were worn. But her great wings
carried her tirelessly in spite of her short rests. On more than one
day she failed to stop soon enough to take a bird for food and had to
content herself with a careful preening of her feathers before she
slept. 


Each day failed to turn up Joseph. It was as though he was hiding
from her. Maybe he and the man with the purple aura were both hiding
together from her. 


In time she passed over Oklahoma and the Texas Panhandle. The
great western desert awaited her. 
  
  


The desert terrain was beige and undulating. In all directions to
the far horizon, the ocotillo bush raised its wiry arms. In burrows
and in shadows, the desert life lay in immemorial panting patience,
waiting for the evening and the cooling of the desert's surface. 


The hawk needed only to keep her wings outspread to be carried by
the hot rising air thousands of feet above the desert floor. Her eyes
could sweep over dozens of square miles at a time. But nothing moved.
And as the days passed she drifted rapidly westward into California,
watching intently now for this was a favorite route of Father Joseph.

  
  


It's called the Baker Grade. It's a strip of roadway on the Mojave
Desert of southern California, a part of Route IS that slithers
across the desert from Los Angeles to Las Vegas. 


The Baker Grade is an imperceptible rise of land that stretches
over many miles. Most cars and trucks are unaware of the slow ascent
the road is making under their wheels as they race across the desert,
air conditioning units on high, tape decks filling the cool interiors
with pleasant music. But the vehicles feel it, and many of them find
the combined strain of heat, grade and air conditioning too much.
They overheat. Without warning, a gush of steam bursts from under
their hoods. 


Baker Grade has made one man rich. Near the top of the rise at a
place called Halloran Springs is a gasoline station. It is just at
the point where most water hoses and radiators finally burst. The
driver in a panic sees the service station looming before his
grateful eyes and quickly rolls in behind dozens of other cars. 


The first thing the attendant does is hose down the superheated
engine. When things are cool enough, he replaces split hoses and
clamps, then refills the radiator with gallons of engine coolant. The
driver races off, dollars poorer, far wiser, with a story to tell
back home about the fiendish Baker Grade. 
  
  


The hawk cruised over Route IS, watching the cars in the blazing
daylight. She could see her own triangular shadow rippling across the
desert surface. Midway across the Baker Grade she saw movement. She
dipped her right wing and dropped in a diving spiral for a closer
look.. 


It was a man and with him was a large white dog. She dived closer
and her shadow passed over the man. He looked up. It was Timothy. He
was streaming with sweat as he leaned into the long painful grade.
Repentance was panting heavily. Only urgent business would impel a
man to walk the desert at the peak hours of heat. 


Timothy paused to study the hawk. Then he drank from his canteen
and poured the last of the water in a cup for his dog. Afterward he
resumed his urgent pace up Baker Grade. 


The hawk wheeled right and glided, effortlessly above him toward
the crest of Baker Grade. Was this his destination? Something that
made him walk at high speed up a grade on one of the hottest places
on earth? 


She circled above the Halloran Springs service station. Here? She
felt confused. She alighted on the service station sign, searching
the faces. Was Father Joseph here? Then her eyes saw the mobile homes
that were standing near the service area. The air conditioning units
were humming; inside slept the men of the evening and night shifts. 


Joseph had to be in there. She flapped around the mobile homes,
landed on a television antenna and studied the metal structures.
Where could he be? In which one? It took only a few minutes for her
to determine that Father Joseph was in none of the mobile homes. She
flapped off and let an air current carry her up higher, restlessly
searching. Then, beyond, she saw the building. 


Inside was a monk. He lay on an old cot with an arm over his eyes.
The hawk recognized him: It was Father Ambrose, assistant to the
abbot, Father Joseph. He was very old. And at a glance she saw that
he was dying. 


In the guise of Father Aiden once again, Satan entered the
building. In spite of the great heat inside, Father Ambrose was not
perspiring. He seemed as dry and old as a wood chip. 


"Father Ambrose," Satan said solicitously. 


The old priest drew down his arm from his eyes. An overjoyed
expression spread across his face. He tried to speak but his mouth
was too dry. Carefully Satan raised his head and poured some water
from a glass into his mouth. 


The dying priest clutched Satan's sleeve. "Father Aiden, is
that you?" 


Satan nodded. "How did you come here?" 


"We are searching for a home for--" His voice failed
him. 


"For the one with the purple aura," Satan said to
encourage him. 


"Yes. Yes. Exactly." The old priest signaled for more
water. When his mouth was wet again, he said, "Father Joseph and
I crossed over from Asia, then I fell ill. The desert and the
walking, you see." 


Satan nodded. He could hear footsteps on the crusty desert outside
the building. "Where is Father Joseph?" 


"I made him go on." 


"Where?" 


"To New York to get the young man. What's his name--Brendan
Whatever." 


"Yes. Brendan." Satan touched the old priest's shoulder.
"Brendan what?" 


"Brendan Davitt," the old priest said. 


The door to the shack opened in a flash of sunlight, and the
mastiff leaped into the room. He snapped at Satan's black gown. In an
instant the figure was gone and the dog was slashing at a mass of
feathers. The hawk was beating her wings on the dog's skull like two
great clubs. When the dog leaped to seize the bird in his teeth she
wheeled and burst through the glass window. The dog leaped through
the window after her. The bird, fluttering lamely, made it to the
roof and stoically, in great pain, gazed down at the barking,
circling dog. 


At the corners of his mouth she could see remnants of
feathers--her feathers. She opened her beak and hissed with hatred at
the dog. The main joint of her left wing was bleeding and torn. And
there was a deep wound in her left thigh from the dog's teeth. She
looked at the naked patch of skin on her thigh where the feathers had
been torn out. Blood was coursing from the multiple teeth wounds. In
a moment the furious dog would be on the roof. Already he was
scrambling up onto the low pantry. Also, the heat on the tin roof was
burning her claws. 


Fighting the great pain, she spread her wings and with a few flaps
sailed away. The dog chased her for less than a half mile, then
stopped. As soon as she was safely away from him, she landed on the
desert, and in the poor shade of the ocotillo she folded her wings
and concentrated on her pain. 


Shortly later, the hawk watched Timothy emerge from the shack. He
paused long enough to fill his empty canteen with water from a pump.
The dog lapped up a large quantity from a pan, then master and dog
set off eastward under the beating sun. 


The hawk could tell that Timothy knew what she did. There was a
grown mortal with a purple aura and his name was Brendan Davitt and
he lived in New York City. And Father Joseph the abbot was on his way
there to take Brendan Davitt to a hiding place. 


She watched the Magus and his dog walking under the merciless sun,
each step taking them closer to New York and Brendan Davitt. And she
was unable to follow, unable to fly two feet. She could only sit and
wait until the wing was strong enough to use. If she survived the
heat and predators of the desert. Meantime Timothy would walk on. If
he found Brendan Davitt first, he would return to heaven. And her
master, Satan, would face his final punishment. 


The figures of Timothy and the dog became smaller and smaller
until they were two shimmering dots that at last disappeared. She was
alone. And helpless. 


For the first time in her very long life, she was looking at
defeat. How could she prevent Timothy from meeting the man with the
purple aura? 


Her immediate problem was survival. Injured as she was and trapped
in the lethal environment of the desert, her chances of living more
than a day or two were extremely low. If heat and thirst didn't kill
her, any one of a host of predators would. 


After all the thousands of years of remorseless warfare with
Timothy, she'd made her first error. 


And even if by some great stroke she managed to feed and water
herself until her wing healed, she would by then have given Timothy
too great a head start--wherever he was bound. He would surely locate
Father Joseph while she was still mending. And through Joseph he
would find the man with the purple aura. 


In the desert the daylight heat is punishing, soaring to 150
degrees, and the shadows few. As the afternoon wore on, the hawk
began to feel the need for water. She watched the sun cross the sky
with her beak parted by thirst. Her tongue adhered to the roof of her
mouth, while all about her the desert creatures comfortably outwaited
the sun in their selected niches. The hawk panted and waited for
night. 


But the night was no sanctuary. The scorpions prowled from their
cracks, the sidewinders and the rattlesnakes slithered into the
moonlight for their nightly meals, coyotes crept from their arroyos
and hunted in packs. The owls moved across the silvered desert with
extraordinary silence. There was a brief phantom glide and a sudden
pounce, and the owl would take a kangaroo rat or a mouse, a scorpion
or even a snake. 


But the greatest torment for her was looking up at the dusk or at
first light and seeing a red-tailed desert hawk circle high above. It
would stoop suddenly, wings held close to the body, and strike--in
midair a bird, on the ground a jackrabbit. The blood lust in her
would make her salivate. She knew that soon if she did not mend, one
of those redtails would stoop and kill her with a single blow to the
back of her neck. What a way for a monumental battle between heaven
and hell to end, in the gut of a wild hawk. For without her, Satan
would never locate children with purple auras. 
  
  


Her first problem, when darkness came, was to find water. She
attempted at first to scrape away the dirt at the base of an ocotillo
bush. But the surface was as hard as concrete, and the pain in her
thigh was unendurable. Even if she could dig, the water would be very
deep. 


Looming before her was the silhouette of a lofty saguaro cactus.
It was soft and pulpy-looking. Where did it get its water? With great
effort and in spite of the pain she hopped over to it. She sniffed:
There was an odor of water about it. Tentatively she raked her beak
down the thick tough hide. She raked harder and tore a long wound in
it. The inside was fleshy. She pressed her beak into the wound to
taste it. She was astonished when she felt a drop of water flow into
her mouth. Then another. She'd started a trickle. Patiently she
waited with her beak plunged into the cactus. Slowly water filled her
mouth. Soon she'd had her fill. At least she wouldn't die of thirst.
She'd overcome the first barrier to her survival. She now considered
food. 


There was none; unable to fly, she was unable to hunt A crippled
hawk is no hawk at all. She settled down to a long wait--a race
between healing and starvation. The issue was to take days. Luck
helped her occasionally. She would hop after a heedless scorpion or
other crawling insects. Sometimes she came upon the remains of a kill
and raked her beak along the still-moist bones, humiliated, sullen
but fending off starvation for a while longer. 


One night the moon rose early and sat, in its immensity, on the
horizon above a distant line of barren hills, a spotlight on the
nocturnal drama. Creatures soon were busy all over the desert,
hurrying during the precious hours of darkness to get their work
done, hunting, mating, fighting, training the young, dying. 


She heard them before she saw them--a pack of coyotes, four adults
and a pack of reckless pups. One of the pups toyed with a tarantula
and soon all the pups were in a silent battle that ended when one of
the adults stepped in and swallowed it. 


The hawk remained perfectly still behind an ocotillo bush, waiting
for them to pass. But they didn't. One of the adults saw her and at
first was so surprised he just stared at her. His hunter's eyes read
her plight in an instant and without a moment's consultation the
entire band assumed hunting formation. They surrounded her. Then
slowly they closed the ring. One of the pups couldn't restrain
himself. He charged. In an act of despair she raised her wings and
flapped. The pain in her wing was so great she nearly crashed, but
the joint held and with another flap she just cleared the coyote's
snapping teeth. She felt his jaw graze her thigh. 


She was barely able to hold her altitude of five feet, gliding
away from them, her wing threatening to quit on her, the pain almost
unbearable. She gathered her will and flapped some more. But the
coyotes were in full chase now, running with tireless speed under her
and leaping with open jaws at her. They would chase her for miles,
for hours, forever. She pumped harder. The wing screamed at her. And
she pumped again, got up to ten feet and flew straight ahead toward a
huge saguaro cactus. A little higher and she would be able to perch
on it. She pumped harder. Harder. The pack of coyotes was actually
ahead of her, almost playful in their murderous chase. She flapped
once more and felt the wing give. It would hold her no longer. As she
felt herself slip sideways, she clawed urgently at the saguaro and
sank her talons into its fleshy hide. She hung there momentarily
almost upside down. The coyotes were leaping up the trunk after her.
She heard their terrible jaws snapping in the moonlight inches from
her tail feathers. She made a mighty struggle and wiggled up on the
extended arm of the cactus. 


Then she looked down at the panting pack below her. Maddeningly
they sat down in a circle and watched her. They had plenty of time
and she might fall at any moment. She sat and stoically endured the
screaming pain in her wing, the trembling of the muscles in her
injured thigh where the mastiff had bitten her. One little fall into
those waiting jaws, one or two snaps of the teeth and she'd be
released from this eternity she'd been living through. No more war.
The ground beckoned hypnotically. But no more wars meant no more
victories. She drew herself up and regarded the animals with a
restoring rage. 


After a while the call of the belly grew too strong, and the pack
trailed off to find easier prey. As she watched them lope away, a
band of shadows quickly lost in other shadows of the desert, she
knew, pain or no pain, she could glide short distances. Gliding meant
hunting and hunting meant food. She stroked her hurt wing with her
beak and bided her time. 


Soon, she told herself, she would be racing after Timothy--unless
he found the purple aura first. Could it be that this whole
improbable drama, starting with a war between the gods on high,
should depend finally on the injured wing of a small bird? No final
cosmic battle? No Armageddon between good and evil? That was absurd.
But quite possible. For only the hawk could find the purple auras. 


Each morning she watched the return of the pitiless sun in the
east, amazed that she was still alive, that hell remained intact. At
any moment, Timothy with the aid of a purple aura could have his
prayers answered. In the days that followed food remained scarce for
her. Hunger and heat were draining her strength, and as she lurked in
sparse shadows out of the cruel sun, she also endured stabbing pain
in her belly. 


Worse: Food was not only scarce; it was even harder to catch. Too
hard. One night she sat immobile beside a kangaroo-rat hole. She kept
her eye on the dark smudge of his hole while her keen ears listened
for enemies moving across the desert floor. 


At last her great patience succeeded: The rat's nose emerged. She
was so eager she almost struck too soon. Then he withdrew his head.
She waited a few more minutes, then a few minutes more. The nose rose
up once again, sniffing. Two eyes emerged and two circular ears, then
the neck. She struck. And missed. She hadn't waited for the rest of
his body to come out. Her timing was off; her speed gone. 


The failure left her no choice. Desperation called for desperate
measures. Half leaping and half gliding, she made her way to a long
sandy stretch of the desert. The sand still held some of the day's
heat. And she knew she would find snakes there. At the perimeter she
stopped and took up her position. She didn't need to wait long; a
rattler slithered across the sand toward an ocotillo bush, hunting
rats. When he saw her he paused, his darting tongue testing for odors
and sounds. Tentatively he drew up into a partial coil and raised his
head. He made a few hesitant rattles. He had no interest in her; he
just wanted her to fly away. They were two fellow predators with a
whole desert to share. Hunger prodded him and he conceded the point.
He undulated around her. When he crested the rim, he paused once more
to look at her, then crawled away. She struck. 


It was a sharp blow behind his eyes and it should have stunned
him. In fact, she'd killed many times with that same blow. The snake
was enraged and he drew up into a tight coil, his rattle sounding its
deadly song. He opened his mouth to show his fearsome fangs as his
head rose to strike. One bite had enough poison to kill her six times
over. But she was just beyond striking distance and he waited. She
ruffed her feathers and fluttered her wings but she couldn't draw
him. She had to move within his range. She stepped closer and shook
her wings, emitted a soft cree cree call. He hesitated still.
She grew impatient. She abandoned caution and stepped closer, her
breast well within his striking range. He struck. She leaped. 


His nose struck her breast as she left the ground and slid down
her body, the fangs just barely missing. He fell flat on the ground
and she jumped on him with both talons. She struck him again on the
head and again. Then leaped away as his body began to coil around her
feet. 


He was hurt and furious. This time he didn't wait for her to come
within range. He moved after her, coiling as he crawled, eager to hit
her anywhere. She hopped back several times to watch him pursue her.
He wasn't going to make the same error. He would strike higher to
catch her as she leaped in air. 


She hopped back to more solid ground and waited. His pursuit was
eager. As soon as she stopped, he drew up in a coil and began to
elevate his head, his rattle calling to her in a lofty rage. She let
him get far too close again, and as soon as he raised his head he
struck. She felt his left upper fang hit her. It penetrated her
feathers and slid down her body like a needle trying to puncture her
skin. Her luck was enormous; the fang failed to catch her. When he
struck the ground again, she delivered a series of sharp blows. And
this time she hurt him. But her strength was ebbing. She had to
finish him now. The next time he would surely hit her. Quickly she
seized his neck in her beak and with beating wings raised him in air.
He was too heavy for her and he was coiling his body in midair to
wrap around her. She seized his body with a talon to hold him off a
moment longer, then just before he enwrapped her legs, she dropped
him. When he hit the ground, he hit flat, and the whack sounded all
over the dark desert. She dropped on his neck and landed on his body
with both talons. He was stunned and she showered blows on his head
again but she couldn't finish him off. He began to gather himself.
Quickly she seized his head and neck in her talons as she felt the
rest of his body entwine her legs. He had her now. His head reached
around a talon and the mouth opened to sink the fangs into her thigh.
With a surgeon's motion, she hooked her beak through the tough snake
skin into the spinal column and raked him open to the skull bone. His
head arched in pain. Her beak probed into the open wound to his brain
and raked again. He died writhing around her legs. 


For a long time she was so spent she stood panting. She was on the
slim edge of exhaustion. Then her ears picked up a familiar sound;
the marauding coyotes were coming. In a moment she saw them on the
crest of a rise, silhouetted and still, hunting with their ears and
eyes. 


She began to feed on the snake's corpse urgently. She raked his
back open and pulled long strips of meat away from his backbone and
swallowed. The coyotes of course saw her and bounded down the incline
toward her, fanning out in practiced fashion to encircle her. 


For her now every morsel counted. Her desperate beak seemed to
unzip the snake, and she used both talons and her beak to tear the
meat out She tipped over and lay on her side, working as fast as she
could. The coyote in the lead was one of the pups, and he raced up to
her with his mouth open and leaped. 


Her good wing was ready and it struck him a stunning blow on the
snout just in front of the eyes. He winced and fell back.
Reluctantly, she abandoned the snake and gave an enormous flap. One
of the adults, jumping in the air, closed his teeth on her left talon
and pulled her down. She struck his eye with her beak and beat her
wings on his head. He let go and she turned to face the rest of the
pack. They began lunging at her to avoid those punishing wings, and
with perfect timing she flapped and ran and rose in the air. They
were too intent on the snake to pursue her. 


She landed some distance away from them and watched them eat her
kill. Then with some effort she tore open a cactus and gargled in
beads of water. When she'd had her fill, she flew up on a cactus and
slept. 


It was a false dawn when she woke. Above her, up where the
sunlight was, she saw a soaring hawk, circling above her. 


She shook her feathers, yearning to soar like that. She noted that
her hunger was much less. She shook out her wings. She was stronger
too. And her hurt wing felt better. The pain had diminished. She sat
while the sun rose, watching the soaring hawk above her, then with a
great flap she launched herself. The wing held her and she felt the
great freedom of flight. She was mobile again. She flew five miles
before the wing pain stopped her. That was as far as the wing would
carry her that day. But tomorrow would bring a longer flight, much
longer. 


She would fly after Timothy. Was she already too late? 
 

  


It was the mountains that stopped Timothy, the Appalachian chain
that ran up the east coast through Kentucky, West Virginia,
Pennsylvania and New York. Had he and the mastiff been fresh when he
encountered them it might have been a different situation. But he'd
been pressing for days; his feet had fairly flown across the flat
midland of America. Gradually, the rising terrain in Kentucky began
to slow him. There was no way around the mountains, and soon he was
leaning into his stride as he climbed the foothills of the
Alleghenies. And beyond them were the Blue Ridge Mountains. 


His legs rebelled in West Virginia. His shins began to throb and
pull. He turned off the climbing mountain road he was on and into a
forest toward the sound of rushing water. 


Timothy picked his way through a stand of pines and wild hemlock,
past a grove of wild apple trees, through a thicket of bare aspen,
clambered over several high boulders and found what he sought beside
a rock ledge--a swollen stream, spilling over its banks, roaring with
autumn rains. The water rushed downhill, bounding over boulders,
spinning in the eddies and sucking up gravel and dirt He removed his
shoes and trousers and lowered both legs into a deep slow pool of icy
water. His shins became numb almost immediately. Repentance clambered
up on the ledge and settled beside him. The dog began to lick his
right front paw. 


Timothy looked up, and watched a sharp-shinned hawk coursing over
the mountains in long concentric circles, drifting eastward toward
the Blue Ridge Mountains, hunting. 


He hadn't seen Satan's hawk since the desert. Repentance must have
done more damage than Timothy had realized. And he patted the dog.
The poor creature had waited eons to get his teeth into that hated
bird. And it must have been worth the wait. 


Once over the mountains, Timothy would be in the gently undulating
land of glacial moraines in southern Pennsylvania that would take him
through Gettysburg and on to some of the country's richest farmland
around Lancaster. Then the walking would be much easier. But first he
had to deal with the mountains. 


He took from his coat pocket two rolls of elastic fabric and with
them he tightly wrapped his benumbed shins. Then he put on his
trousers and shoes and stood up. His legs felt much better, and he
led Repentance back to the road and resumed the steep ascent. 


An hour later they reached the crest. As far as the eye could see,
east and north were rows of mountains in winter grays and browns.
Their rounded peaks were touching a lowering sky that was fast
filling with snow. The mountains were difficult enough; a heavy
snowfall would make them impassable. 


Repentance sat and licked his paw again, and Timothy squatted to
examine it. The pad was intact but it showed a faint flush in the
interstices. The dog was footsore. Timothy's shin splints were
shooting pains up and down his legs. 


He stood and looked at the awesome array of challenging mountains.
They would be a long time struggling up and down them. Before they
went on, they would have to rest. He was going to have to concede
great hunks of real estate to the pursuing hawk. As he cast his eyes
about for a place to rest, flakes of snow began to fall. 


So near. And yet so far. When he tried
to walk, Timothy was hobbling. 



[bookmark: chapter_7]CHAPTER 6

Thursday Snow

The storm was a monster. It already had covered half the continent
from the Rockies to western Pennsylvania with heavy snow. There were
fourteen inches on the ground in Chicago, and O'Hare was closed to
all air traffic. The storm reached far into Texas, then swung
eastward, then northeastward, and was threatening to bury the east
coast in more than two feet of snow. It was borne by high winds and
was pushed by a massive cold front that sent temperatures plunging
below zero everywhere. And flying along the edge of it toward New
York City was the black hawk. 


She was carried at a dizzying speed by the upper winds. To the
east of her the weather was clear with the earth showing the browns
and duns of January. To the west of her the storm itself was a
towering gray wall that rolled toward the Atlantic like a tidal wave,
whiting out the earth as it moved. Pittsburgh had five inches on the
ground, while the greater part of the storm was still to come. 


With gale warnings posted on the Chesapeake Bay, the fleets of
fishing boats were fighting the vicious chop of the water to get back
to their docks and piers where the fishermen would ride out the storm
around wood-burning stoves. 


The hawk passed over Annapolis, just before the snow began there.
She looked down on the Naval Academy by the Severn River, circled
West Street and the state capitol building, then, satisfied, resumed
her flight northward to the home of Brendan Davitt. She was only a
few hours away now. 
  
  


Father Joseph, the monk who had baptized Brendan Davitt in Ireland
twenty-four years before, was already in New York City. He lay under
two khaki army-surplus blankets on a cot in the men's dormitory of
the Christian Help Men's Relief Center in the Bowery. He was
listening to the winter wind seething at the sides of the building.
He sensed that he still had a fever. 


Weeks before, he had left Father Ambrose in the California desert
because the poor man was unable to keep up. And now he himself had
been brought down with the flu. Five days he'd lain in this cot,
waiting for the fever to burn itself out. This morning he was still
feverish. But he could waste no more time: He had to get to Brendan
Davitt's home today. 


Father Joseph had become an old man and he didn't have much sleep
in him. A few hours, perhaps three or four at most, were enough, and
now the need for haste diminished even that Yet here he lay, hearing
the wind, seeing a leaden snow sky through the window and eyeing an
icicle that hung from a roof gutter. It had grown in length; the
weather had turned still colder. He dreaded going out into that
winter day. But he had already slept far later than he had planned. 


Down the corridor at the far end of the dormitory hung a pay
phone. It would have been very easy to call Brendan Davitt's home. It
would have been equally easy to take a taxicab to Brooklyn, even a
subway. But nearly sixty years ago, he'd lain prone on the ancient
stone floor before the altar in that monastery in County Clare and
had taken his vows to model his life on the simple life of Jesus, to
live the life of the celibate, to pray for sinners, to beg for his
food in the streets and to shun all modern conveniences unknown to
Christ, tools so often of the archfiend. He had made those vows on
pain of loss of heaven. And since that day he'd not once set foot on
any form of transportation, nothing on wheels, or sleds or four legs,
nothing airborne or submarine. Only ships--they were the only vessels
permitted. 


How easily he'd made those vows sixty years ago--when his legs
were young and his body strong. He raised his head from his pillow
and gazed at the telephone. Because he clung to those vows another
soul was in danger. Brendan Davitt. If he didn't find Brendan
quickly, the young man was the one who would suffer, not Father
Joseph. Now he had to ask himself if clinging to his vows wasn't
really a form of personal vanity, a terrible sin. 


He would not break his vows; he struggled to one elbow, then sat
up. He knelt on the cold floor by his cot to pray. He asked for
strength. He had to face that terrible winter day. And he asked God
to protect Brendan Davitt. 


"God bless," Father Joseph murmured to the few men who
were awake and watching him at prayer. "God bless mankind."
He struggled to his feet and walked weakly past the recumbent forms
of homeless men. 


As he reached the far end of the dormitory, Father Joseph pushed
several numbered buttons on the telephone. It would have been so easy
to make a phone call. Were Jesus alive today, would he refuse to use
the phone? 


Through the steamy mirror in the lavatory his lathered face was
frightening. He was aware that he'd lost a great amount of weight The
face that looked back at him, partially hidden by shaving lather,
told him he was still gravely ill. The steam pipes in the walls
banged. The radiator hissed the odor of rusty plumbing. Outside the
winter wind rocked the frozen sticks of a bare sumac tree. He had to
go out into that weather. It made his skin contract. 


He told himself he must eat. He was dangerously weak. The flu and
the fever had stolen his precious store of strength. He still had a
slight fever. For the last three days he'd been unable to remember
his given name. Father Joseph, yes--but also Michael Dunovan, wasn't
it? Wasn't he born Michael Dunovan? It was a long time ago. 


He sighed at the razor. It seemed so heavy. Father Joseph, born
Michael Dunovan, was far away from his monastery in Ireland. . .much
nearer to heaven. He sensed he would not see Ireland again. 


When he'd dressed, he went down the stairs and walked toward the
glass front doors. The deskman said, "Snow. Six to ten inches
predicted with high winds, Father. Why don't you wait until
tomorrow?" 


Father Joseph began the long slow walk to find Brendan Davitt, now
aged twenty-four. 
  
  


Under a gray sky that promised snow, Brendan Davitt strolled up
Ninth Avenue with a container of coffee and a danish in a brown paper
bag. He was a counselor with the Wandering Child agency for runaway
children, and as he walked he was groping in his pocket for the
office key. His hand located a piece of paper and he pulled it out. 


The note was in Aunt Maeve's handwriting: "Don't forget
You're bringing Anne home with you tonight for dinner. At six. It's
her birthday." The last three words were heavily underlined. 


He reminded himself that he was also having lunch with her. 


Brendan was the first to arrive at the office, and even from the
bottom of the stairs he could hear all the phones ringing
already--each a cry for help, each a bleat of pain. And they would
ring like that all day and well into the night long after everyone
had gone--callers from across the country, looking for runaway
children. And already there were more than two dozen teenage
derelicts on the broken steps, most of them either asleep or floating
on drugs. 


Brendan started each day feeling overwhelmed: Wandering Child was
absurdly understaffed. Located on Ninth Avenue in the mid-Fifties,
the old paint-worn walls were almost hidden by the cartons containing
manila folders on missing children from all over the country and
Canada. And every day the mail brought dozens more. The phone would
never stop ringing and the adolescent derelicts would never stop
appearing on the stairs, sitting on benches in the office, waiting to
be interviewed, wanting to go home, and not knowing how to break the
ice, make the advance, ease the way. Many were rebellious wrongheaded
spoiled brats. Many others had been beaten, robbed and raped at home,
then beaten, robbed and raped on the road. Most were sick,
malnourished, alive with lice and looking out at the world with the
furtive eyes of hunted animals on their last reserves of strength.
Many were drug addicts, alcoholics or both. Many of them were broken
beyond repair, lackluster, filled with hostility and distrust. Not a
few were suffering from psychoses. The counselors counseled many of
the strongest not to go home. 


He stepped around them on the stairs, unlocked the office and
answered the nearest phone. The day had begun. 


"Hello. Yes. Davitt. Yes, I plan to bring him in for
identification around ten. Yes. He has a partial set of her
fingerprints and her dental charts." The morgue treated him as a
fellow employee. It had made tentative identification of a small
Caucasian girl, (91 pounds, 60 inches) approximate age 14, and Davitt
was to bring to the morgue a terrified man from Chapel Hill, North
Carolina, who might be her father. 


The first derelict in line was a boy about fifteen or sixteen.
Without invitation he slouched into the chair beside Brendan's desk.
He had a familiar expression on his face. Brendan had seen it
hundreds of times. 


"What can I do for you?" Brendan asked. 


"I want to go home." 


"You want half a danish?" 


"No." 


"You want a whole danish?" 


"No." 


Brendan gave him half. "You want some coffee?" 


"No." 


Brendan handed him the container and the boy drank some eagerly.
The rest of the danish disappeared in two bites and the boy washed it
down with the rest of the coffee. 


"It's cold," he said to Brendan. "The coffee, I
mean." 


"How could you tell?" Brendan asked. 


The boy poured out his story. He was noble and good and all-wise
and understanding; his parents were mean, unfeeling, stupid, shallow.


"Dreadful," Brendan said. "You're a terrible
victim. Why do you want to go back? Think they've learned their
lesson by now?" 


The boy answered by dabbing up all the danish crumbs with a wet
forefinger. 


"What's the number?" Brendan asked. 


The boy told him, a Nebraska area code--401. 


"Hello," Brendan said. "This is Wandering Child, a
social agency in New York City. Do you have a son named--" 


"Bobby," the boy volunteered. 


"Bobby? You do. Have you heard from him recently? Yes. My
name is Brendan Davitt. Davitt. On the staff of the Wandering Child
agency. Yes. This is a bona fide phone call. This agency handles
cases of lost and runaway children." 


"I will pay anything for news of my son," the woman's
voice said. It now had a high tremolo in it. "Dear God. Is he
all right?" 


"Would you like to get him back?" 


"Yes, Oh, yes. More than anything in the world. We've been
searching for him for weeks and weeks. Is he all right? Do you know
where he is?" 


Brendan held the phone out to the boy, who put it to his ear. 


"Mom? Yeah. It's me. Don't cry." And then he started to
cry. He curled over the phone like a comma and rocked back and forth
as he talked, murmuring and weeping, his hand gripping the phone like
a lifeline. 


Brendan had timed these phone calls many times. And there came a
moment when the deal was struck--usually after five minutes: The
parents would want to speak to the "social worker." ("Can
you put him up somewhere until we get there? We'll catch the first
plane.") 


If the phone conversation lasted less than five minutes, it was
usually a failure. The parents would hang up. And Brendan would have
another abandoned adolescent to find a bed for. If he said the right
things he could talk the youth into trying a foster home for a while.
If he said the wrong thing, though sick and tired and dirty the boy
or girl would walk out. Brendan rarely saw any of them again. 


As the boy talked to his mother, the man from Chapel Hill entered,
his eyes mutely pleading with Brendan as if Brendan could make the
dead girl not his daughter. 
  
  


Father Joseph shambled along Bowery past Hester Street. Not the
finest Irish wool could keep his bones warm in that wind. He paused
in a doorway of a shop. Used Sewing Machines, the sign said: detritus
from the sweatshop days of the old Lower East Side. Machines, long
disused, slept in the window covered with dust. Inside by a glowing
electric heater an old man napped in a chair, his head fallen back
and his mouth open, looking as if he'd been shot. The shimmering red
elements bathed him with abundant heat. 


Father Joseph stepped back onto the sidewalk. The traffic was
heavy and pedestrians went hurrying by, heads down, eager to be out
of the wind. The sky, was darker; the snow closer. Before Father
Joseph got to the corner, a policeman stepped from a patrol car and
gripped him by the shoulder. 


"Are you all right, Father? You seem kind of wobbly. How
about a cup of hot tea?" He steered the old monk toward a
delicatessen, got him a hot cup of tea and a danish. "Eat it in
good health, Father." 


Father Joseph held the policeman by the wrist "I'll remember
you in my prayers." 


"You do that, Father. I need all the help I can get." 


The tea was scalding hot and Father Joseph tried to drink it with
the tea bag still in it. He burned his mouth but he felt the heat
flow down his throat and spread through his torso. He didn't want the
danish. He had no appetite and his jaw was trembling. He put his
hands around the hot mug and felt the heat flow up his wrists. When
he nearly finished the cup, the waitress brought a hot kettle and
poured more steaming water into his cup. 


"Eat the danish," she said softly. "Dip it in the
tea. Eat." 


He fed it to himself in broken pieces, dripping from the hot tea.
He felt his appetite return. The heat restored him. He became
stronger and felt grateful. He bowed his head and said a belated
grace. He knew he would be all right now: He remembered his name. It
was Michael Dunovan. He stood up and moved toward the door. He
would be all right now. It was less than five miles to Brendan
Davitt's home in Brooklyn. Most of all he feared the exposed walk
across the Brooklyn Bridge. Thoughtfully he watched a city bus at an
intersection: Wheels made things so easy. 
  
  


The agency car was an old Chevrolet that complained of its hard
life. It emitted a quintet of squeaks and squeals as Brendan drove it
downtown toward the morgue. The man sat beside him, staring straight
ahead, eyes fixed, hands holding in his lap the envelope with the
dental records and partial fingerprints of his daughter. 


When Brendan led him to the viewing room, the man looked through
the window at the girl. Her body lay covered with a white sheet. The
face was small and thin with heavy mascara and worn-away lipstick.
Her hair had been bleached. The man was weeping expectantly and he
couldn't see well through the tears. He stared bewildered at the
face. 


"So thin," he cried. 


"She may have lost a lot of weight," Brendan said. "She
was on drugs. Heavy stuff." 


"There was a mole on her left wrist," the man said. 


The attendant inside pulled back the sheet and lifted the left
arm, showed the dirty hand, chewed fingernails and the needle tracks.
On the wrist above the thumb was a small mole and the man spun away
and raised his fists. 


"Oh, God." He settled into a bench. "She wasn't
bad. She was just a child. Oh, Cissy. Cissy." 


Brendan watched the familiar scene. Oh, Cissy, Debbie, Mary, Edie,
Dory, Kathie, Missy, Susie, Nancy, Patty, Regina, Margie, Shirley,
Sandy, Rita, Tammy, Vicky, Wendy, Yasmin. He sat beside the man and
put his hand on his shoulder. "You could be wrong. You should
look again. Be positive." 


"I can't. It's terrible." 


"You'll wonder for the rest of your life. Make sure." 


"I can't." 


"Yes. You can." 


"I don't want to know. It's her. I know it." 


Brendan helped him to his feet. "Look again. Is that the
mole?" 


The man wiped the back of his hand across his wet cheeks. Panting,
he leaned over and stared at the mole again. "It's--oh, I don't
know. It seems too high, too small." He looked again at the
drawn face through squinting eyes. "I can't tell with that stuff
on her eyes." 


The side door of the viewing room opened and the sergeant from the
police I.D. division stepped through. He shook his head. "The
teeth don't match." 


"Positive?" 


"Unless he brought the wrong dental card." 


"How about the prints?" 


"They're not very good. But they don't seem to match either.
Come on, Davitt. It's not his kid. Tell him." 


"You'd better be sure." 


"I'm sure." 


Brendan turned the man away from the window by the shoulders. "The
police say it's not your daughter. Understand?" 


The man nodded and almost collapsed. Brendan guided him back to
the bench and let him down slowly. 


"Not Cissy?" 


"No." 


"I have to call her, mother." The man dried his tears
and began slowly to gather himself. He smiled at Brendan. "Son
of a gun. It's the best day of my life. I have to tell her mother.
Where's the phone?" 


The curtain on the viewing window closed. Not his daughter. No
more tears. Then who would weep for the dead girl? 
  
 


Anne O'Casey had loved Brendan Davitt ever since that summer on
Long Beach Island when he'd written the play for her Puppet Theater.
Today she had decided she was going to tell him. She had it all
planned. 


In the delicatessen everyone was talking about the impending
snowstorm. But she had no time for chat: The motor home that she'd
borrowed from the studio was parked illegally at the curb, and there
was a policeman up the street giving tickets. She picked up her lunch
order and hurried out of the shop. No ticket: She drove away feeling
victorious. 


The motor home was the property of the photography studio she
worked for, and it was used as a portable dressing room for models
and sometimes a portable photography lab. And sometimes it was used
as a portable casting couch. 


She rehearsed what she was going to say to Brendan. But it still
didn't sound right. The thought of doing it made her palms wet. Maybe
her mother was right. Some things are better left unsaid. Her
mother's life had been ruined by telling a man that she loved him.
Whenever Anne thought about her childhood, the first thing she
recalled was the sound of her mother's weeping. Secret weeping. Her
father was a thief, a con man, a philanderer, an absconder, a
self-server, a clotheshorse, a conscienceless user of people and one
of the handsomest men in New York. And her mother made the mistake of
loving him. "I was sixteen and he was twenty-nine going on
twelve, a permanent selfish evil boy." 


Against the family's wishes, her mother had married this charming
brute for love--deep love, a love that took a lot of killing before
it ended. For years a few murmured promises of reform were all her
father had to make in order to win her mother over once more--until
one day she scorned his vows and stoically watched as he wrecked the
apartment, breaking the few pieces of good furniture she'd inherited,
breaking them deliberately while watching her face. 


Her mother left him in anger and lived in bitterness thereafter.
"Never tell a man you love him," she told Anne every night
at dinner. "Marry for security. Marry a good provider for your
children. Be a good wife but never love him. Never hesitate to
leave him. And never never never take him back. Never." That was
the sermon ingested with the soup diurnally. Amen. 


"Brendan, I love you." She shook her head. Inside her,
her mother screamed. "Brendan, will you marry me?" She
looked in the rearview mirror and said it again. Then: "I love
you." She mouthed the three words silently. "I love you."
Her mouth looked ridiculous. 


She rehearsed again the speech that she'd been rehearsing for
years. "I've loved you ever since I was fifteen. I get so
excited when I'm going to see you, my heart sings. And all the lights
go on.' No. I'll say, 'You fill my life with love.' No. 'Marry me and
I'll make you the best wife a man ever had--' Oh, bad. That's
terrible, Annie." She deepened her voice. " 'Now, Annie,
marry me and I'll make you the best husband any woman ever had.'"
She put on a skeptical expression. " 'I'll have to think about
this, Brendan. Marriage is no casual thing with me. I have my career
to think about. I don't know whether there's room for love and
marriage in my life. Convince me, Brendan. Kneel on the white
handkerchief.' Oh, Brendan." She embraced her shoulders. "
'Quick before you change your mind let's go find a minister.' Oh,
this is stupid. He'll never marry me or anyone. No, no, no, Annie.
Positive thinking. Say, 'I'm going to give myself the gift of a
lifetime. Brendan Davitt Happy lifetime, Anne O'Casey.'" Then
she changed her mind again. She vowed she would not ask him today.
Would she? 


"Oh, Mom," she cried. "You have to love people and
let them love you. You can't hide from love." And yet, after all
those years of supper sermons, she was afraid. 


"Where's your pride, Anne?" her mother asked. 
 

  


Getting Brendan in the motor home was no problem: He was hungry
and she had food. He didn't object when she drove downtown. "We'll
have a front-row seat overlooking New York Harbor," she told
him. "Maybe we'll see a humongous snowstorm while we eat." 


She drove down Ninth Avenue toward the Battery. "Twenty-four
today," she said. "Oh, bad." 


"Is twenty-four really bad?" Brendan said. "I don't
mind it at all." 


"Well, as they say, it's better than being in Philadelphia."
She watched him chuckle. "Old joke," she said lamely. 


"What do you want for your birthday?" 


"Oh, great. You wait until the day comes, then you ask me.
How about the Hope Diamond?" 


"Seriously. What do you want for your birthday?" 


"Seriously. I want you." It just popped out. What a
gaffe. She watched his face with dread. "I'm sorry. I mean. Oh,
what the hell. I'm not sorry." 


He smiled at her. "Neither am I." 


"What does that mean, Brendan?" 


"I'm not sorry you want me for your birthday. Here." And
he held out both arms in surrender. 


"I accept. Are you going to be gift-wrapped or do I get you
with the everyday packaging?" 


Brendan said, "You're going to get me dead if you don't feed
me soon, Annie." 


Did it again: She'd retreated into jokes and he'd followed her.
Then a switch to food and they were out of the sand trap. Once again.
She smiled at him gaily but something inside was grim. Like a genie
from a bottle, her mother's presence was sitting in the seat between
them. 


It was a hell of a mess driving the motor home through the
financial district. Trucks were double-parked in the narrow curving
streets, and the noontime foot traffic had spilled off the sidewalks
and into the streets, bringing everything to a standstill. At last
she parked the motor home down at Battery Park near the entrance to
the Staten Island ferries. 


"Luncheon is served," she said. 


They got into the dining booth in the back, and she took
sandwiches and delicatessen out of the paper bag and served them on
paper plates. Then she drew out the wine bottle. "Seduction
scene. You get to keep the cork as a memento of your conquest."
It was a Soave, a good white wine that they both liked even in the
plastic cups. 


"How's the world of photography?" he asked her. 


"Fantastic. I pulled off a real Edward Weston this morning. A
black-and-white study of a quartz mantel clock for a mid-town
jeweler. I could hardly believe I took it. The client's crazy about
it. Esther Logan wants us to open our own studio." 


"Will you?" 


"Why not? We're ready. We have lots of contacts and this is
New York. Esther has her eye on a loft studio in the Forties
somewhere. A lot of garment makers in the building but we'll get the
top floor with a bunch of skylights." 


She watched him eat the sandwich. "What's in the future for
you, Brendan?" 


"Oh, I don't know. Something, I suppose." 


It was the same old evasion. "Think you'll stay with
Wandering Child?" 


"I suppose." 


"Brendan. You're making peanuts there. Typists make more
money than you do." 


"Yes, but they don't have half the fun." 


"Well, here's to your future, love." She held her
plastic cup up to him. "You're my favorite social worker. You
ever think of getting married?" 


He was looking intently through the large window at the park. Five
cars were parked there with the engines running. Well-dressed men,
buttoned up against the wind, would come hurrying out of the
financial district and across the park. The men in the cars would
crank down their windows and pass out small packets and receive cash
in return. Then the well-dressed men would hurry back to their desks
in the countinghouses. Death wish: a personal '29 crash in the
offing. Madness. 


"Marriage," she said. "Brendan." 


"I went to the morgue this morning and saw the body of a
child with needle tracks up and down her arms. Probably murdered with
an overdose by a pimp because she had gonorrhea, syphilis and herpes.
An overdose is cheaper than medical attention. After all, the pimp
has his clients to think of and there's an abundance of healthy
fourteen-year-olds for replacements." 


She saw the ferry arrive, watched a throng of passsengers hurry
away amid disembarking cars. They walked off into the wind and in
moments were absorbed by the city. Morgue. So much for her love
speech. 


He smiled at her. "And I love you too, Anne." 


"Oh, hooray. Brendan Davitt does his mind-reading act amid
the applause of thousands." She shook her head at him. "You
love everyone, Brendan. The whole damned world--people, snakes; dead
rats, even your enemies." 


He took her stabbing finger. "Ever since we were fifteen on
Long Beach Island. You were my Miss February." 


"I was? What does that mean?" 


"We had a bag full of Playboy magazines. And you were
the spitting image of Miss February." 


She frowned at him. "You looked at a centerfold nude and
pretended it was me?" 


"She was like your twin. Same color hair." He smiled at
her. "All over." 


"Oh boy." She put her hand to her mouth. "Damn it,
Brendan. I'm blushing. Here I was feeling the tenderest love for you
and you were mentally groping me." 


"I told you I was in love with you--good healthy lusty love."
He smiled at her expression. "You're a real armful, Annie. You
could put Miss February to shame." 


"Armful, ha. A sylphlike centerfold I am not. How come you
never told me all these years, champ?" 


"You never told me." 


"Told you what?" 


"That you love me." 


"Why would I tell you a thing like that? Who says I love
you?" She felt his eyes watching her expression. "Oh, what
the hell, Brendan. Of course I love you. I was ready to marry you
when I was fifteen." 


He nodded solemnly at her. "It's not that easy, Annie." 


"Damn it, Brendan, if I can say it, you can too." 


He kissed her. "I love you, Annie." 


"But--Right? There's a but?" 


"Yes. There's a but. I said it's not that easy. There's
something in my future I can't ask you to share with me." 


"Why not?" 


"I told you, Annie." 


"Not all of it. You make it sound like a death sentence."


"That's exactly what it may be." 


Annie said, "Grab life by the ears--that's what Father Turner
says in his sermons." 


"I don't think he had my case in mind." 


She asked, "How much time do we have?" 


He shrugged. "I don't know. Soon, I think." 


"Let's assume it's two weeks. Okay? Two weeks of waking up in
the morning and finding you beside me. Two weeks of sharing our
lives, going out to dinner, cleaning the pad, listening to music,
loving each other, whispering to each other and discovering things,
feeling things we've never felt before. Two whole weeks. I'll take
it. And count myself blessed." 


"Two weeks?" He looked doubtfully at her. 


"Yes," she said. "I want it. It's life and I'll
take a chance on it. Ride the tiger. I'll take my life with you like
salami--a slice at a time, a day at a time. No strings." She
pulled his arms around her. "You got your arms around a lot of
girl, Brendan, and I'm all yours." 


He watched her face in silence, a bemused half-smile on his lips. 


She felt his arms tighten around her and draw her closer. He still
didn't speak. 


"Cat got your tongue, Brendan?" 


He kissed her very lightly, tenderly. "A long time ago, I
decided I had to come to a decision about you. So a certain day came
and I took a long walk along the docks. It was a breezy day in April,
I remember, and the piers were busy--ships unloading and loading, all
those odors from all over the world--coffee and spices and burlap and
fruit. I even remember where you were. You were up in Maine with your
mother's uncle." 


"That was three years ago." 


"Yes. I wanted to ask you to marry me. I wanted to ask you to
wait until I got my degree. I wanted to tell you about my second
sight, as they call it in the family. I wanted to explain everything
so that you would know exactly what you were walking into. I wandered
for miles and miles along the Brooklyn waterfront up under the
Brooklyn Bridge, up around Wallabout Bay and the old Brooklyn Navy
Yard. And by the time I turned and walked back I'd decided to
propose. I was so happy I was dancing as I walked, and the
longshoremen stared at me. When I got back to Brooklyn Heights it was
dark and I went into the house. Aunt Maeve was in the kitchen and I
wanted to tell her what I'd decided so I went upstairs to wash my
face and get ready for dinner. Then without warning I had a
terrifying vision. I saw this awful face in a black monk's cowl. It
was a goat's face, covered with black fur, with two small horns that
grew against its forehead and skull and two glowing green eyes that
were so malevolent--so hate-filled--they were insane. Two insane eyes
and this sense of enormous, furious power. Those two eyes were
looking right at me. I knew that I was going to have to fight him.
And I was convinced I could never win. In that beast was the power of
the universe. I have often wondered if it was Satan himself." He
looked at her. "I could never involve you in any of this." 


"You can't climb in a box and hide until Judgment Day,
Brendan. You have to dare to live. And so do I." 


He looked away from her. "I had this all worked out and
bundled up and put away in my mind. Now you want me to take it out,
take off the strings and go through the whole thing again." 


"But that's my decision to make, not yours." 


"I didn't want to give you such a terrible decision. If I
didn't say anything, I was sure you would eventually meet someone
else and have a normal life. You're a beauty, Anne. Men stare at you.
And you have a marvelous personality. Go meet someone and have a
happy life." 


"I have met someone--lots of someones. But I turned them
down. I only want you. Okay?" She nodded at him. "I just
got myself a live birthday present. And you just got yourself a girl,
Brendan." 
  
  


The snow was still holding off but the city was getting ready for
it nonetheless. Before two in the afternoon, exiting car traffic had
become heavy at all the bridges and tunnels. Brendan saw several city
trucks with snowplows parked on side streets. 


He watched Anne drive the long motor home through the streets. Her
expression changed with each maneuver, and he watched her face with
joy and love. She caught him at it and took his hand. 


"Two hands on the wheel," he said, and they laughed. 


But the memory of the morning trip to the morgue was still strong
in his mind and made him feel a certain guilt for the happiness he
was feeling: Mrs. Anne Davitt. Everywhere he looked on the streets as
they drove, he saw adolescents. How many were runaways in trouble,
like the girl in the morgue? 


When he had first joined the Wandering Child agency, the staff
members had warned him not to let his feelings become involved in his
work. "These kids can break your heart," they said. And,
they said, "You can't save them all. You can't save one tenth of
them. You have to grow calluses." 


But the counseling was not enough. Helping dozens of them return
home just whetted his appetite. Helping castoffs find new homes
spurred him on. What if he could intercept them when they were in the
process of running away? 


He began, on his lunch hours, to walk down from his office to the
Port Authority Bus Terminal. Buses from all over the country came
there and there was always a crowd of people streaming out of the
terminal and into the streets. Many of them were young; a number were
runaways. 


Brendan learned to spot them and intercept them. He found himself
in a modern morality play, dicing with the devil for the souls of
children just blocks away from the lights of Broadway and
Forty-second Street. He would talk to them and when he was successful
he would bring them back to the office to call home. 


One day the head of the. office spoke to him. "You're not
going to make it here, Davitt. You give away your food money. You
give away your clothing. After hours you go shopping for homes for
these kids. And one of these days you'll pour out your lifeblood.
Wake up. Most of these kids don't deserve it. Grow some calluses. And
stop hanging around the bus terminal or you'll have to find another
job." 


He did stop. And he tried to grow calluses. But now he wondered if
one day he might not have intercepted the girl in the morgue. Had she
come through the bus terminal? 


Up Eighth Avenue, Anne drove the motor home toward his office. As
they approached the bus terminal, Brendan said, "Let me out at
the corner." 


As he got out, Anne said, "I'll pick you up at your office at
five." 


He frowned. 


"Five," she said. "Tonight. Dinner, Brendan,
remember? At your Aunt Maeve's." 


"Oh, right. Five o'clock." He hurried into the terminal.

  
  


Well-dressed business executives and shoppers were queued up for
buses to the expensive suburbs in Jersey. Poor people, blacks and
whites from the ghettos lugging shopping bags, shambling derelicts,
Puerto Rican farm laborers, police in pairs, bus drivers, porters,
all swirled around him. What arrested his attention was a small dark
man with oiled hair who stood by the stairway to the subway, looking
at faces of young women, searching for that certain furtive look, the
glitter of excitement, the squint of fear--the runaway girl. 


Quick as a ferret, when he found a target he would move, with his
practiced speech tumbling from his lips, business card in hand. 


"Pardon me, miss, have you ever done any acting?" Hope
lit his face. 


She was possibly fourteen, a worn backpack swinging from her left
shoulder, blue jeans with a split right knee and an imitation
deerskin jacket with dangling sleeve fringe. She had acne at both
temples and a rather plain face framed by lovely chestnut hair. 


She stopped and stared gap-mouthed at the man. 


"I mean, miss, are you planning a career in the theater? Or
perhaps modeling?" 


"Well--" She seemed not to be able to believe her own
extraordinary good luck. "Modeling. That's what I want to do."


"My card, miss." He probably had used dozens of
different ones over the years--Guido DiStephano, Director, or Roberto
Lorenzo, Talent Scout, and his company name always had the ring of
familiarity: Twentieth Century-Fox Talent School. Acting and
Modeling. Pay As You Earn in Your Career. 


"Excuse me, miss," he then said. "Would you put the
shoulder bag down? That's it. Now just stroll around me. That's it.
Head up. Yes. A bit higher." 


She stared at him hopefully, suppressing a smirk and a giggle. 


"Yes. Oh, definite possibilities. I must say, miss, you are
indeed fortunate that we've met like this. I was just on my way to
Cape Cod for a photography session with some of the models from our
school We're doing spring wardrobes for some of the fashionable shops
on Fifth Avenue. It's funny how you caught my eye. Something in the
way you hold your head, I suppose, and that ingénue's expression on
your face. Unforgettable. Do you have a moment? We might be able to
work something out for you right now." Deftly he brushed back
some of the strands of her hair and she began to talk. . .about
modeling and the money she'd saved for the bus ticket, and as she
talked, he wheeled her about and strolled with her toward the stairs
to the street. 


Brendan watched with the familiar dismay and impotence. He could
call a policeman. Guido DeStephano Lorenzo Olivier de la France could
be hustled out of the building and dismissed on the street, but he'd
be back in twenty minutes. Or if he was booked, a replacement would
appear within the half hour, to lean against the same wall, idly
smoking and waiting for the buses to arrive, then watching for that
certain age and that certain expression on the face that branded the
runaway girl. 


Brendan walked up to them as they strolled. 


"My parents don't understand me," the child was saying. 


Guido Carlo Dino's nodding sympathetic face abruptly changed
expression when he saw Brendan. "Goddamn it," he said, and
turned abruptly and bounded up a staircase marked Emergency Exit
Only. 


"Do you know who that was?" Brendan asked the girl. 


She shook her head. 


"He trains girls for prostitution." 


The girl in protest looked down at the card in her hand. Brendan
took it and tore it in half. "Do you have a place to stay
tonight?" 


"I--" She became evasive. "Yes. I do." 


"No, you don't. There's a snowstorm coming. You could freeze
out there. Look, go up these stairs. You'll be on Eighth Avenue. Walk
six blocks to Forty-eighth, turn left and you'll see a big church,
San Sepolcro. There's a door with a small sign that says 'Mary
Refuge.' Okay? And underneath it says 'No questions asked,' Okay?
Ring the bell and you'll get something to eat and a clean bed for the
night. Okay?" 


She nodded doubtfully. 


"They're nuns," Brendan said. "Very nice people.
You go there and don't talk to anybody on the way. Not anybody."


She seemed hesitant. 


"Come on. I'll show you where it is." When she hung
back, he said, "Would you rather sleep in the park? It's full of
muggers and worse. Look. It can't hurt to look at it. I won't say
another word. How's that?" 


She nodded mutely and strolled along beside him, up the main
stairs to the main concourse of the terminal and through the swinging
doors to the street. 


It was chilly and damp. The streets were filled with foot traffic
and automobiles. Manhattan was a blaze of lights even by day. As they
crossed Forty-second Street, her eyes stared hungrily at the flashing
lights of the X-rated movie houses and at the crowds of young people
packed onto the sidewalks. She walked beside him to Forty-eighth. She
was small, perhaps under five feet, and may have weighed eighty
pounds and her eyes saw everything, the Hispanic food stores, the
restaurants and coffee shops, the apartments over the stores with
torn shades, the old cobblestones showing through the broken tar road
surface. Baghdad. 


They turned left and walked into the middle of the block. There
was the old stone church with its high spiked wrought-iron fence and
the glassed sign listing the hours of the Mass. Next to it was a
doorway with a light and a sign Mary Refuge. No Questions Asked. 


"That's it," Brendan said to her. "Push the
button." 


This was not what she'd planned on. Her expression said so. 


"Do you have a better choice?" he asked her. 


She swallowed and pushed the button. After a moment's wait, the
door opened. An older woman in a blue service smock smiled at her and
led her inside. "Would you like something to eat?" she
asked the girl as she shut the door. 


For the first time, Brendan began to feet overwhelmed. And as he
walked away, it began to snow. 
  
  


It was after noon when Father Joseph approached the Brooklyn
Bridge. Nearby, a construction crew was erecting an office building
near City Hall. Five workers warmed themselves around a fire in a
steel barrel. Father Joseph saw the leaping hanks of flame and strode
toward the warmth. Without a word the five men made room for the monk
and watched him put out his arms to the fire. There were some white
spots on the back of both his hands. 


"Ain't you got no gloves, Father?" one of the men asked.


"I'll be all right," Father Joseph replied. 


"Not with hands like that You got frostbite." 


"I don't have much farther to go." 


"Where you going, Father?" 


"Brooklyn Heights." 


"You're walking? That's quite a hike, Father. Whyn't you take
the subway?" The man reached into his pocket for coins. 


"I prefer to walk." 


"Oh." 


The men all stared at his frostbitten hands. 


"Listen, Father. Don't go away for a minute. Okay? You'll
stay here? I want to get something." The man ran over to his
car, holding one hand on his yellow hard hat. He came running back.
"See? These are an old pair of gloves I've had in the trunk.
They're leather, see? And they have this fleece lining. There's a
couple of holes in the fingertips, that's why I can't wear them for
working no more. But you take them, Father. They'll make all the
difference." 


Father Joseph nodded. "That's very kind of you." 


The man felt the monk's cloak. "That ought to do the job. All
wool. You should have a windbreaker over it, though." 


"The wind is very sharp," the monk said. 


"Whyn't you put newspaper under it, across your chest? Here.
Get them papers." And the three men quickly opened the monk's
heavy wool cloak and fitted thick layers of newspapers across his
chest and back, then refitted the cloak and cinched the leather belt
around his waist. 


"There you are, Father. Windproof. Get your hands and feet
real warm and you'll reach Brooklyn in a breeze." 
  
 


It was snowing heavily now in Pittsburgh, Washington, Baltimore,
Wilmington and Philadelphia. Also in Altoona, Easton, and Harrisburg.
Soon the entire length of the Pennsylvania Turnpike would be closed.
The snow was rolling directly toward northern New Jersey and New York
City. And riding on the edge of it, over Philadelphia, one hundred
miles from New York, was the black hawk. 
  
  


Father Joseph walked up the ramp to the Brooklyn Bridge with grave
misgivings. The wind over the water would be much stronger, he knew,
and he could easily freeze in it. The whole bridge seemed forbidding
and hostile. The wind fingered the skirts of his gown as though eager
to begin the attack. He could hear the wind's voice soughing in the
steel cables over his head. Only the strongest premonition that
Brendan Davitt was in danger made the monk go on. 


The newspaper padding worked wonders. It stopped the penetration
of the cold completely and he felt the glow of warmth under it. And
in the old leather work gloves with the fleece lining, his hands
began to recover their circulation. Indeed, as he walked, body heat
flowed down into them and they were no longer numb. He promised
himself to remember those workingmen in his prayers always. 


But it was his legs and feet that were most exposed and they
quickly became numb. Before he was halfway across the bridge, he'd
lost most of the sensation in his feet; he couldn't feel them
striking the paving as he walked. 


Most of all he feared collapse. He'd known monks in his order who
had frozen to death and be knew he was daring a similar fate. He told
himself he was a very old man but if he froze the true victim would
be Brendan Davitt. For if he failed to warn Brendan, the young man
would soon be found by Satan and destroyed. 


His premonition made him hasten his pace over the bridge. And the
fast pace helped him generate warmth. But he had no reserves of
energy, he was still very sick from the flu, and now in spite of his
heavy wool hood his head began to pound with the pain of cold. He
felt disoriented. 


Yet he was determined he would not break his vows; and he was
equally determined he would not freeze. He would survive and find
Brendan Davitt this day. 


When he reached the crest of the bridge high above the East River,
the wind was roaring and he felt the bridge moving slightly under its
onslaught. He could see all over New York City, down to the tip of
Manhattan, far out over Brooklyn, far upriver to the other bridges.
And once when he glanced back, he was astonished by the black clouds
that were filling the sky, racing after him. Heavy snow was coming.
He hastened his step even more. 


It was so absurd: The cars went whizzing by with people relaxed
and warm, chatting idly while he struggled to keep his life in his
old bones. 


Sand struck his face. Windblown and cutting. White sand. With no
warning, wind-driven snow enveloped him. The whole world was whited
out, gone was Manhattan Island, gone was Brooklyn and the other
bridges and the water below. 


He bowed his head and turned it away from the wind. It was
difficult to see the footing ahead of him. He hesitated for fear he
might stumble over the railing and fall. 


He resorted to his customary defense; he prayed while he walked,
groping. He concentrated on each word and its meaning. Every few
steps he had to raise his head and look for his footing, and each
time the granular snow slashed at his face. He sang hymns, at first
softly, then defiantly in a loud voice. There was no feeling below
his knees. He realized he was in serious trouble when he couldn't
remember the words to the hymn and found himself singing the same
phrase over and over. 


Then he walked into a stone abutment. He staggered and nearly
fell, and he stepped around it and stared with disbelief. He'd made
it. He was at the foot of the bridge in Brooklyn, still alive, still
moving. Only a few miles to go. He thanked God for deliverance from
the bridge. But he felt terribly weak. Above all, he wanted to lie
down and go to sleep. It would be so easy; even for just a few
moments to lie there out of the wind and rest. He knew if he did he
would never rise again. 


He was shivering from a fever. In spite of his victory over the
bridge, he feared that fate was closing in: There were too many
streets ahead of him. He was much weaker. His steps began to falter. 


He paused. He needed to take quick action, and his eyes scanned
the buildings around him. When he saw a cellar doorway nearby he
stepped over to it, down two steps, and got in the lee of the
remorseless wind. Then as though heaven-sent, the door opened and he
turned face to face with the building superintendent. He was a
gray-haired black man and he looked like a delivering angel to Father
Joseph. 


"Ain't getting any better," the superintendent said. "We
going to get a whole lot of snow out of this one. Radio says way over
twelve inches." 


The monk nodded at him. 


"I got some errands to do but I wish I didn't." 


The monk nodded again. 


"You look kind of done in, Padre. You want to come in and sit
down for a while? It's nice and warm in there. Sure. Come on." 


The superintendent turned and the monk mutely followed him in. He
felt the warm air caress his face like a blessing. 


"Here. This is the warmest spot in the whole building. You
sit yourself right there in that old armchair. How about some hot
soup? I got some here, more than I'll ever eat. Hot chicken noodle.
Here." He picked up a pot from the heating plate and swirled the
steaming contents, then poured off a coffee cupful. "And here's
your spoon. Now you take that and you'll be warm as a bun in a couple
of minutes. Come on. You're looking real poorly. This'll help." 


The overstuffed armchair felt wonderful. All Father Joseph wanted
to do was take a nap and let his feet get warm. "You're very
kind," he said gratefully. "That storm is overwhelming."


The superintendent watched him spoon the hot soup in. 


"Neither one of us should be out there today," he said.
"I have the asthma and I have some errands to do. We should
leave that weather to the young people." 


The monk nodded. The soup was delicious and he spooned it in
greedily. His face was getting warm and he felt his ears burning. He
thought he would never feel his feet again. When he finished the
soup, the heat was closing his eyes. He sat back in the chair and
tried to smile at the superintendent. "I can't tell you how
grateful I am. I was in worse shape than I thought." 


"Stay awhile. I'm going to get a few things, then I'll be
back. Rest yourself." 


"God bless you," Father Joseph said. 


"Thank you." 


Before the superintendent got to the basement door, Father Joseph
was asleep. 
  
  


Over northern New Jersey, the hawk was enveloped in the snowstorm.
Flying was increasingly difficult; there was zero visibility as she
moved through the complete darkness and snow. So over Jersey's Great
Dismal Swamp she circled and dropped. Only her unparalleled eyesight
enabled her to locate a suitable roost, an old sycamore tree, and
when she landed, a flock of sparrows burst from a nearby hemlock and
darted away, cluttering in the darkness. 


She gave herself a shake, composed her wings and feathers and sat
on a branch, hearing the icy snow crystals fall on the frozen marsh. 


But something nagged her, would not let her rest. She felt a pull
toward New York to find that purple aura ahead of Timothy. Where was
he anyways--with that hated dog of his? At last, unable to remain,
with only an hour's rest, she gave a great flap and flew off blindly
into the storm toward the city. 
  
  


Father Joseph woke with a start. He glanced around urgently and
saw the time on a wall clock. Four o'clock. The superintendent was
reading a newspaper, a cloud of tobacco smoke around his head. Beyond
him, he could see through a window. It was very dark outside and the
snow was thrashing against the window. 


"Oh, my," he said, sitting up. "I must be off."


"Don't rush on my account, Padre. I have an extra bed you can
sleep in." 


"I have urgent business." But his feet were alarmingly
hot and swollen. His ears burned and felt hot to the touch and his
cheeks were feverish. He knew that he ought to take to a bed and rest
for a long time. He was sure he had a high temperature. 


"Why don't you rest a bit longer?" the superintendent
asked. "Then I can make you something to eat." 


Before Father Joseph could refuse, he'd fallen asleep. In spite of
his terrible premonition, his body had failed him. 
  
 


Father Joseph awoke, frightened. His premonition was stronger than
ever. The clock told him it was now after six in the evening. And the
snow was rushing at the window more thickly than ever. The
superintendent was asleep in his chair with a cat curled in his lap. 


The monk sat up. He was burning with fever. Up, he told himself.
He feared he already might be too late. He stood and readjusted his
heavy wool cloak. 


The superintendent woke and yawned. "Well," he said,
"that's a fine coat all right. Should keep you warm enough."


"It used to," Father Joseph said. "Now nothing
keeps the cold out. From the bottom of my heart, I thank you. I'm
sure you saved my life. I'll remember you in my prayers." Along
with the workingmen who padded him with newspapers and gave him
gloves, he thought, and the policeman who bought him the tea, and the
waitress and many others. His list at prayer time grew with the
years. And Brendan Davitt was unknowingly incurring a debt of
gratitude through the monk's efforts. Man damned himself with
spectacular acts and saved himself with an infinite string of small
ones. 


"You come back, Padre, if it gets too much for you out there.
It's a terrible night and it's nice and snug here. I have an extra
bed. Maybe before you go you'll take a little supper with me." 


"God bless you. But I can't delay any longer." Father
Joseph walked uncertainly to the door. Why were his feet so hot and
swollen? 


He buttoned the cowl of his cloak, pulled on the old work gloves
and set off. There were over six inches on the ground, and in the
wind the snow was blinding. He estimated his journey at a mile. A
long mile, for walking would be extremely difficult. He started up
Hicks Street, stumbling in and out of the auto tire ruts. Almost
immediately he felt the cold begin to penetrate again and soon his
fever had him shivering uncontrollably. God's will. 
  
 


The hawk had reached the edge of New York Harbor. She stood
miserably on the deep ledge of a factory window in Jersey City. It
was a straight flight from here across the harbor to Brooklyn. Almost
four miles over open water in the most punishing weather she'd ever
faced. 


She'd had a difficult time since leaving the Dismal Swamp, and to
reach this far she'd had to land repeatedly because of the snow and
ice covering her wings. A number of times she'd lost her way in the
wind and blinding storm. But now she was really stopped. She assessed
her condition. She was very tired, almost exhausted, and she faced
almost four miles with no landmarks to guide her, no place to stop
and rest and shake off the ice on her wings. Her wing was troubling
her, furthermore, and she doubted that it could carry her to Brooklyn
without a complete rest. And even if the ice and injury weren't a
problem, she could get lost in the dark. She could end up flying in
circles, become exhausted and drown in the waiting water. 


It was a malevolent force that was deliberately thwarting her. So
she had two grim choices: She could risk drowning; or she could face
extinction with all the other legions of hell, if she failed to find
the purple aura first. She regarded the storm. 


There was no sign of its abating. She regarded it with hatred. 


She couldn't go and couldn't stay. 


Where was Timothy? How close was he? 


For the time being, she had to admit, she was beaten. The best she
could do now was rest here on the window ledge out of the wind and
snow until the storm passed. She tucked her head under one wing and
tried to rest. Rest. Sleep. With her world threatening to end, how
could she try to rest? 


In a sudden rage she shook out her wings. 


She'd never faced such astronomically long odds before, but at
least, if she failed, she would die in action. She wouldn't have
failed cowering on a window ledge. 


She gambled the outcome of the whole war between heaven and hell
on the next four miles. She flew into the night. 
  
 


When they came up the subway steps in Brooklyn, Brendan felt Anne
take his hand. They'd agreed to tell Aunt Maeve after dinner of their
engagement, and Anne gripped his hand as though she feared he would
disappear. 


He smiled reassuringly at her. "I'm right here," he
said. But a vague anxiety had descended on him during the afternoon,
and his confidence was waning. Although repeatedly he'd tried to
shrug off a presentiment of something ominous, it had grown stronger.
He wondered what danger he was exposing Anne to. 


Here in the darkness, however, the streetlights had turned the
falling snow into a magical world. More than six inches lay on
the ground, yet the storm still had not reached its peak. Few people
were out; in the absolute silence, the snow seemed a setting arranged
just for the two of them. Love pushed the anxiety out of his mind. 


Brendan looked up at a warmly lit window. Inside, a cat on a sill
sat regally looking down at them from the midst of potted plants.
Beyond the plants, Brendan saw the head of a young woman framed by a
high-backed chair. She was chatting with someone. Home: The vision he
had forbidden himself to dream was about to come true. He stopped
Anne and kissed her. 


Her breath was sweet and warm on his cheek and her lips were soft
"I love you, Brendan," she said, then kissed him again.
When she stood back she lightly poked his arm. "And you're going
to love being married to me." When she nodded at him, her hat
showered his face with snow. They laughed together. 


Maybe she was right. Grab life by the ears. But somehow he didn't
believe they were going to get away with it. 
  
  


Aunt Maeve's house had a festive air. When they approached the
front door, Brendan could see, through the door pane, merry flames
dancing in the kitchen fireplace. And when he unlocked the front
door, the odor of food mixed with burning applewood greeted them. 


Aunt Maeve helped them take off their overcoats as they stamped
the snow from their feet. Then she led them into the kitchen for hot
mulled cider. 


"Happy birthday, Anne. And many more." They clicked
their glasses. The cider was laced with applejack and seasoned with
cinnamon sticks, one of Hardy's recipes. 


For the first time Brendan saw the cane. It was black with a white
rubber ferrule and it was hooked over the back of a kitchen chair.
And when Aunt Maeve crossed the kitchen to check her oven, he saw her
favoring her right leg. It intensified his feeling that something was
closing in on him. 


All through the meal Aunt Maeve seemed ebullient. She told them
stories about Hardy that made them laugh. But while she talked, while
they ate, while later they cleared away the dishes and brought out
the birthday cake, she kept glancing at them. Brendan saw that she
was trying to read their faces. And as he watched her put the candles
on the cake, he knew she'd guessed. 


She asked Anne, "What did you get for your birthday?" 


"Brendan." Anne looked at her with overjoyed eyes. "We
were going to tell you after the cake. We're getting married."
She put her arms around Brendan. "Aren't we, champ?" 


Aunt Maeve clapped her hands together. "How wonderful! For
both of you!" And she quickly kissed them. "My favorite
dream come true! My two favorite people!" She put her hand on
Anne's hand and patted it. Then she watched Anne blow out the
candles. 


Brendan's anxiety had been increasing all through the meal. Now
without any warning or preamble he felt a sudden panic. He almost
upset his chair when he stood, feeling more waves of panic. He wanted
to run. 


Aunt Maeve stared at him. "What is it, Brendan?" 


Anxiously, he stepped away from the table. "Something--"
He listened. A shadow fell across the front door pane. Then a fist
banged on it. Hesitantly, Brendan stared at the door. He saw a figure
there covered with snow. The banging sounded again, more urgently.
Brendan went and opened the door and Father Joseph stepped inside. He
stared with awe at Brendan. 


"Dear God. I was right," he said. "It's like a
bonfire. You must leave immediately." 


Brendan stared at the feverish eyes. "Leave?" 


"Now. Tonight," Father Joseph said. "You must run
for your life. Pack a bag quickly." Father Joseph's premonition
was excruciating. 


Brendan needed no further prompting. His own sense of panic told
him something was approaching rapidly. He ran up the stairs. Father
Joseph followed him, talking to him. The two women watched, totally
bewildered. 


Brendan returned skipping two steps at a time, banging a suitcase
on the railing. 


"Leave now," Father Joseph said. 


"But where?" 


The monk whispered instructions in his ear, then held up a hand.
"Tell no one where you are going. No one. Just go. Run!" 


Brendan pulled on his overcoat and stepped to the doorway. Then he
paused. 


"Run, man, run!" the monk cried. 


Brendan did no more than touch Anne's fingertips before he turned
and ran into the night. She watched him through the door pane as his
figure became progressively smaller, hurrying from streetlamp to
streetlamp, until he disappeared in the snow. 
  
  


The hawk burst through the snowstorm with the last strength in her
wings and skidded and slipped on Aunt Maeve's roof, grabbing for
something to hold on it. She was now completely exhausted. And as she
clung to the roof, she also knew she'd arrived Too late. There was
only the faintest residue of a purple aura in the air. Her quarry had
fled. 


In the snow-filled street below her, under a streetlamp, Father
Joseph shambled, drifting, also exhausted and partly frozen. 


He'd beaten her. 


She refused to accept that. She gathered her leaden wings and flew
into the storm, turning back to the waterfront, intending to fly back
across the harbor to Manhattan in pursuit of the fleeing Brendan
Davitt. 


But over the docks she began to lose altitude. She fell, tumbling
in air, unable to make her wings hold even a short glide. She hit the
edge of a pier and clung to the piling. Her claws were so weak she
almost fell into the gurgling black water. She could barely hold her
head up. 


The snow was beginning to relent. As she gazed across the harbor
she could get hazy glimpses of the lights of Manhattan. Festive,
abundant, the lights seemed to mock her. 


You failed. You failed. 




  
  




III





[bookmark: chapter_8]CHAPTER 7

Life in a Monastery

Satan sat upon his throne, brooding over Brendan Davitt. He had
escaped--the most dangerous man who had ever lived had completely
disappeared. 


Satan's eyes roved over the great Hall of Pandemonium and
everywhere he saw the lords of hell standing in small groups, arms
crossed, talking softly and looking at him upon his throne. There was
Beelzebub, and Belial, Moloch and Ashtaroth, Thammuz and Dagon,
Baalim and Rimmon--all of them in fact, all murmuring, all staring at
him from a distance. Satan had a major revolt on his hands. 


He was the leader, the one with all the skills and tricks, and
they wanted him instantly to eliminate this threat of extinction. And
how did they expect him to do that? The quarry had escaped. Wasn't
that clear enough? Disappeared. Wherever that old monk Joseph had
sent him, Davitt was beyond finding at the moment. And there was no
sense blaming the hawk. She'd performed superbly, beyond her own
endurance. And already she was back in the air, flying on the point
of collapse, searching for Davitt. Satan wished he had more hawks and
fewer critics. 


He thought about the possibility of his own extinction with
growing awe. Could it really be near? And what was it, this final
punishment the Lord had promised? He gazed again at his sullen
lieutenants. In a way it would be a relief, having done finally with
this collection of carpers and slackers, the whole ungrateful pack.
If it hadn't been for him, they would still be sulking around in the
darkness and misery. And not one of them would lift a finger to help
search for Davitt. They just stood in the Hall in groups and waited
for him to do something.. It was his problem. He could
read their thoughts. One hawk on the point of collapse--was that the
best he could do to fend off their imminent destruction? A hell
filled with fiends, and all he could manage was one exhausted hawk? 


Beelzebub stepped away from his group and approached the throne.
He had the merciless eyes of the true predator, like a cheetah who
could study a herd of gazelles and pick out the weak one, the slow
one, the one with a secret flaw. And now Beelzebub searched for a
flaw in Satan's eyes, a hint of weakness, a slackening of resolve, a
loss of leadership ability. 


Satan nodded at him, giving him leave to approach the throne. 


"Is it true, Satan, that the hawk has found Timothy?" 


Satan nodded. "Timothy is halted in a seminary, stopped by
the snow and shin splints. He obviously has no idea where Davitt is."


Beelzebub nodded but continued to stare at Satan. 


Satan sensed the challenge. "As long as Timothy hasn't found
Davitt, we have no problem," he said. "And I have Timothy
under constant watch."-- 


"Of course, Satan. But the old abbot from the monastery,
Joseph. He knows where Davitt went. Can we talk to him?" 


"He's dead. He died from exposure, sitting in a church pew
with his rosaries wrapped around his hands. How saintly of him."
Satan shifted irritably in his seat. Joseph could become the leading
saint in heaven for what he did. "Soon enough, Beelzebub, the
hawk will find Davitt," he said in a tone of dismissal. 


"But is that enough, Satan? If Davitt keeps his head covered
and stays indoors he'll be very hard to find, even for the hawk."
There was a tone of near contempt in his voice. "Finding babies
is easy. This Davitt is another situation entirely." 


"Speak plainly, Beelzebub." 


"Some of us think the hawk is losing her skill. This Davitt
was born and lived twenty-four years right in New York City and she
never discovered him." 


"I explained that to you." 


"But we are all dependent on that one hawk for our survival
Might there be other undiscovered Davitts?" 


"Go on." 


"We have no other eyes on earth because you ordered all the
demons back here." 


"Of course. Without visible demons, man stopped believing in
hell and our success rate soared." 


"But isn't it time, Satan, to send them back on earth to help
search for this Brendan Davitt?" 


"They do incredible mischief--more harm than good." 


"But they will give us many more eyes to search for Davitt."


The rebuke was clear. The hawk had failed. So Satan himself had
failed. They wanted more action now. 


"Very well, Beelzebub. What did you have in mind?" 


"Populate the earth with some chimeres again until Davitt is
found. Then you can bring them back here until the next time." 


The next time. Another rebuke. Satan fixed his mad green eyes on
his lieutenant until Beelzebub lowered his gaze. "As you wish,
Beelzebub. A limited number though." 


Beelzebub nodded and withdrew with a bow. 


The chimeres were hideous, corpselike creatures who for
millenniums had exhibited a genius for finding and seducing weak men
into mad abandoned ways. Their excesses always raised armies of
witch-hunting do-gooders in reaction. Because of the chimeres on
earth, the churches had been packed, men believed fervently in
eternal damnation and were very wary of the seductive corruption of
Satan's other minions. 


Satan had another reason for disliking the chimeres: They wore the
true face of evil and he found it repellent. But they were superb
hunters and soon a band of them was once more on earth. They searched
eagerly for Brendan Davitt. 
  
  


It was snowing heavily again when Brendan stepped off the
Greyhound bus with his suitcase, in far-upstate New York near the
Canadian border. Opposite him were a country store and an old barn,
standing side by side. Next to them was the road he wanted: T 421. He
regarded it with dismay. It hadn't been plowed, it was filled with
snow and it looked impassable. Even its name--a letter and three
numbers--made it sound military and furtive, just the kind of
designation that would lead to a secret hiding place. An old
weathered sign said WOODMERE LAKE 2 MI. 


Brendan walked across the road and past an assortment of cars and
trucks. The two great doors of the barn stood open and a group of men
were standing in a circle inside. In their midst lay a horse. It was
obviously dead; it lay on its side, just outside its stall, a sorrel
with three white feet. The neck had been broken, and the head had
been twisted completely around as if it were looking back over its
rump. There was something very familiar about the arrangement of the
head. 


"How did it happen?" Brendan asked. 


"Didn't do it itself, I can tell you," and old man
answered. 


"Nothing human did it," said another man in a red
hunter's cap. 


The group went on staring down at the dead horse for a few
moments. The animal was strikingly handsome even in death: sloping
flanks, splendid muscles, bulking power under a beautiful glossy
coat. The group was enveloped by the beast's smell of clean, innocent
horseyness. 


Brendan turned his eyes away in pain. Wickedness. He looked out at
the snow-filled road, keeping his eyes away from the horse. "Any
of you thinking of driving down T Four-twenty-one?" 


"Yes, for a fact." The man in the red cap made a merry
smile. "Next spring." He giggled. 


"You have a gun with you, mister?" the old man asked. 


"Shhhhh, Charlie! Don't scare the man." 


"Should be scared. Damnedest goings-on I ever heard of.
Whatever it is, it ain't human. Did you ever hear of any force on
earth could twist a horse's head like that? Ever hear of one that
wanted to?" 


The man in the red cap examined Brendan's clothes. He looked from
the knee-high laced boots to the wool pants and the fleece-lined coat
and to the heavy ski mittens, finally to Brendan's wool hat. 


"Where you going?" 


"Woodmere Lake," Brendan answered. 


"You walking in with that suitcase?" He shook his head.
"It ain't nothing but an old logging road full of ruts and
boulders. There's over a foot of snow down and there's drifts three
feet high. It's going to be a bitch kitty of a walk, mister. More'n
three miles through absolute wilderness. You could get lost and
freeze to death in there." 


"Or get your neck broke," the old man said. He nodded at
the horse's head. 


Brendan bought a length of line in the store and made a shoulder
sling for the suitcase. At best there were only a few hours of
daylight left, and he set off in face of a blinding, wind-driven
snowstorm. 


T 421 bore off almost aimlessly, following the natural contours of
the terrain. Brendan felt a rising grade under his feet. He was
evidently walking up a high hill, but how high, how far he couldn't
tell for the snow cut visibility to a few feet. 


It was going to be a long, difficult walk. He had to lift each
foot successively high over the snow, push it down until it reached
the ground. Often he stepped in a rut or on a boulder. With any step
he might break his ankle. If so, he knew he would freeze. 


When he came to snowdrifts, he turned and pushed his back through.
Or sometimes he lay like a swimmer and bellied his way over. He felt
as ungainly and slow as a turtle. And with every step he was still
dogged with the feeling that had been with him since he left New
York; he kept looking over his shoulder for a pursuer. Something was
following and gaining on him. The blinding snow gave him
claustrophobia. Grimly he attacked the next drift. He was alone in a
limitless wilderness that stretched all the way to Canada, with only
the gentle sound of falling snow. When he tumbled out of one
particularly high drift, he paused to readjust the rope sling of his
suit-case. He heard a sound. He turned and looked back. It was the
crunch of a foot in the snow. He stood waiting. Then he shrugged and
told himself to calm down. Snow falling off the boughs of the trees
made occasional plopping sounds. It might even be a small animal--a
squirrel, a rabbit, a raccoon. He adjusted the case and struggled
onward. 


The conditions seemed to grow worse, the snowfall heavier, and
visibility poorer, the grade steeper. He could barely find the road
under the snow, and he had to guard against wandering off in a
tangent. He lost all sense of direction. Abruptly, with barely any
leveling off, he found himself on what seemed to be the crest of the
hill. He paused to adjust his suitcase. He was concentrating on the
knots when he heard the steps. Three this time in clear sequence. He
fought down the impulse to bolt. The steps could have been no more
than twenty or thirty feet behind him. He was now convinced;
something was stalking him. He needed a weapon. A branch, a stone, a
club--anything. All he saw was a world of featureless white. He felt
as if he were blindfolded. He tried to increase his speed and soon
found himself galumphing downhill, slipping, sliding, the suitcase
pounding on his hip, ponderous as an elephant. He realized he was
frantically making an easy footpath for his pursuer. When he stumbled
on a boulder, nearly spraining his ankle in the process, he knew he
had to slow down. 


He came to a downward sloping grade that had been in the lee of
the wind and was relatively free of deep snow. His descent became
more rapid until he encountered another deep drift. He flung the
suitcase over and rolled across it. He was considering abandoning the
suitcase. On the other side of the drift he lay and waited. Squeezing
his eyelids against the snowflakes he squinted intently backward. It
seemed he saw a looming form but it quickly disappeared in the snow.
He listened. Uncanny. He felt it was listening for his steps, waiting
just outside the range of visibility. Why was it waiting? Why didn't
it attack and have done with it? Was there another ahead of him? 


Hefting the suitcase once more, he struggled downward, panting,
perspiring, still trying to make haste. His left foot struck a high
rock on an angle and he took a sliding header in the snow. To his
surprise he came up against a square pole stuck into the ground. He
stood up and saw a sign nailed to it. EALING 7 MI., it said. This was
the place he was looking for, the rendezvous point. Here he was to be
met. But there was no one there. "Hello," he called out.
"Is there anyone here?" 


It would be the sheerest folly to go beyond this point in the
limitless wilderness that surrounded him. He simply had to wait with
something malevolent silently standing not twenty feet away. 


He dropped the suitcase and looked around for a weapon. He scuffed
at the snow, seeking a fallen branch to use as a club. All he found
was stones. Quickly he rooted through his suitcase until he found a
sock and he put the stones in the sock and swung it tentatively. It
wasn't very reassuring. He stood by the pole and faced the path he'd
left and listened for the slightest sound. He waited for a long time
in complete silence. He began to feel foolish. There was no pursuer.
It had been a small animal. He looked anxiously in the other
direction. Where was his guide? 


Now his body began to cool, and he felt the chill of the bitter
temperature penetrate his boots. The thermometer was dropping with
the oncoming darkness. His knees and thighs became cold. 


He heard three footfalls then. Distinctly. There could be no
mistake. Back up the path. In a rage born of fear, he struck off in a
rush toward the sound. It was nearly twilight, but just for a
microsecond he glimpsed a form before it was swallowed again in the
snow. 


It seemed to be a figure wrapped in tatters and rags. But he could
not be sure. It might have been a man in a white parka. He scrambled
up the path farther but it was gone. The snow had been so dragged and
churned up he couldn't even be certain if there was more than one set
of tracks. 


Then he found a print like a bare hand. It couldn't be his. He
wore ski mittens. He looked closely at the print. Unless it was a
trick of the eye, he was looking at a hand print or even a footprint
with a thumb and five digits. An animal with six fingers. He pulled
off his mitten and placed his hand on the print. It was at least
twice the size. The creature must be gigantic. 


Brendan struggled back to the pole as though it was sanctuary.
EALING 7 MI. It was growing darker. He couldn't stand there much
longer. He would freeze during the night. He thought about the
struggle back up that long hill and down again the other side to the
country store. He thought about the possibility of finding it closed
for the night and everyone gone, except him and a dead horse. But
mostly he thought about himself alone in the woods with a huge
six-fingered creature in total darkness. 


He stood by the pole shivering, unable to go, unwilling to stay,
swinging his silly sock full of stones. He heard another crunching
footfall behind him. He panted in fear, listening. Silence. As he
watched, one branch of a hemlock rocked by the wind spilled its great
burden of snow and a cascade of white spilled from branch to branch
all the way to the ground. 


Where was his guide? Was he armed? Brendan decided he would count
to one hundred, then bolt up the hill to the store. Then he heard
another footfall. And a giggle. Moronic it was. Or mad. 


Brendan scuffed for more stones and seized a handful and flung
them in the direction of the sound. He flung them in a rapid series,
then waited. A few moments later he heard the low giggle again. Did
it giggle like that before it twisted the neck of a horse? 


Now the footsteps were clear and purposeful, and they were making
directly toward him. At first it was just an amorphous shape coming
down a slope through some hemlocks, appearing and disappearing
alternately in the snow. It was in a dark gown of some sort, mantled
thickly with snow, the face a black shadow deep within the cowl. It
lumbered, rolling from side to side, a huge creature, with great
sloping shoulders, and it was making directly toward him. The closer
it got, the larger it grew. It seemed to bring the dusk with it as it
advanced. Brendan backed away a step, then another. He was awed by
the creature's size. Too big. Brendan turned to run and fell over his
own suitcase. He rolled over in the snow as the figure towered above
him. 


"Brother Brendan?" the figure asked. It bent over and
pulled him to his feet without the slightest effort. "I'm
Brother Luke." The man was nearly seven feet tall and probably
weighed close to three hundred pounds, and Brendan saw now why his
face was so hard to make out. He was black. From a capacious sleeve,
a huge black hand extended. "Welcome." 


Brendan took it and felt it envelop his hand, warm as freshly
baked bread. 


"I was followed." 


"Followed? Here? Who would follow you here?" 


"A creature--huge, in white rags, with enormous hands and
feet with six fingers." 


Brother Luke looked doubtfully at him, then he cast his eyes
about. "Where is it now?" 


"It's been circling me. It laughs." 


Brother Luke looked at him thoughtfully. "There's no creature
like that in these woods. Must be someone's idea of a joke. Well, we
can't stand here for long. It's going to be dark soon. Let's get out
of here." 


Brother Luke picked up Brendan's suitcase as if it were a handbag
and strode off toward the hemlocks. Brendan hastened after him. 


They walked without talking. The man's huge and powerful strides
moved through the snow with ease while Brendan had to scramble to
keep up. Soon he was panting. At the top of the rise, the monk
paused. 


"Woodmere Lake," he said. "This is our dock. The
monastery's out there on the island in the middle of the lake."
Without further ceremony, he set out in his great swinging stride,
following his own footsteps back across the frozen lake. The wind out
here in the clear was fierce and blowing directly at them. 


Brendan paused for a moment and glanced back toward the dock on
the shoreline. Already it was nearly invisible. It was almost dark.
Then he heard the giggle again. He glanced ahead at Brother Luke. If
he'd heard it, he didn't show it. Brendan hurried after him. 


After a while he lost all sense of time, concentrating solely on
the next slip-sliding step. Several times he stumbled over frozen
logs in the ice. Brother Luke would stop and patiently wait for him
to stand, slap off the snow and go on. 


As it grew darker, Brendan became more apprehensive and constantly
turned to look over his shoulder. Was he going to run for the rest of
his life? He shook his head at the question. How long was the rest of
his life? A day, a week, a decade? Would it last through the night? 


Walking abruptly became difficult, uneven. They'd reached the
island and they stood by a clump of stark maple trees. There was a
high stone wall. Brother Luke paced to the left a few feet and pulled
a rope. Somewhere on the other side of the wall a bell pealed. 


As they stood waiting, Brendan realized that it had stopped
snowing. The wind had shifted too, and it was turning bitter cold. 


"A clearing wind," Brother Luke said. 


Brendan looked back at the lake. Darkness was complete. 


A wooden door bolt banged and the gate swung open. Another cowled
figure stood there, head bowed, hands hidden in sleeves. When they'd
entered, the monk locked the heavy wooden door behind them. 


"Dear God, it's cold," he complained. 


Brother Luke pointed. "Vegetable garden there. Vineyards
there, southern exposure. Workshops. Library there. Refectory;
Sleeping quarters, kitchen and so forth." 


It was all and-so-forth to Brendan. In the darkness he saw nothing
except a few lights through some trees. He was eager to be in the
warmth and safety inside. Sanctuary. He was spent and chilled to the
marrow. 


When they got to the entrance, Brendan perceived that the
monastery was a series of modern octagons put together in a rambling
chain. The flooring was slate flagstones throughout and there were
many walls made of single panes of glass. 


He followed Brother Luke down a long corridor past a library in
which three or four monks sat reading. Another room contained a
carved circular bench with a wood stove in the middle. This room was
empty. They passed several rooms, obviously bedrooms and carrels. 


They came to the last room and stepped in. 


"He's here," Brother Luke said to a figure on a bed. 


The man who looked at Brendan was gaunt. Sick. With great staring
eyes. His color was pasty and his lips were a pale purple. He waved
Brendan to his bed with a weak hand. "Sit sit." 


Brendan sat in a wooden chair by the bed. There was a small stove
nearby and it was radiating heat. Brendan gratefully felt the warmth
wrap around his frozen cheeks. 


"Bad heart," the old man said, then patted his chest.
"But I got twenty-five years extra from this rotten old pump
after they'd counted me dead. Not bad. A quarter of a century. You
look like your father." He paused and lay in silence for a
moment, gathering his breath. "I'm Brother Matthew--the den
mother. Good thing you came tonight. A day or so more and you might
not have found me among the living. And I'm the only one who knows
your secret. You don't know who I am, do you?" 


Brendan shook his head. 


"Well--" he paused again for breath. "I was a good
friend of your father's. I was in the stock market. His broker, I
was. I made pots of money. When they told me how bad my heart was, I
came up here and built this place. A retreat for puzzled men.
Originally, your father put me in touch with Father Joseph in
Ireland. I was going to join his monastery. But he convinced me to
come up here instead. We're not affiliated. You know what that
means?" 


"No." 


The old man motioned Brendan to lean closer. "I can't throw
my voice very far." He coughed, then lay back patiently, waiting
for his breath to return. "We're not affiliated with any
established religion. We're part Christian, part Jewish, part
atheist, part Zen and part nightly arguments." He pointed his
hand. "You saw the circular bench?" 


"Yes, I did." 


"Almost every night for twenty-five years we've been sitting
in there and arguing. We've had as many as twenty monks here. Now
we're down to nine." 


"Why?" 


"It's the way the cards fall. Next year we may be back up to
twenty again. That's our limit. There are only three of us originals
left. Well, you'll get them sorted out later. A good bunch. But if
they're not careful this place is going to come apart when I die."
He panted for breath. "Things have got quite out of hand since I
got sick. Weird things. Haven't talked this much in weeks. Listen--"
He waved a letter. "I don't know much about your problem but I
owe your father and Father Joseph a great debt of gratitude. So if
you need a place of concealment, this is it. You're welcome to stay
as long as you want. I just want to give you one rule. You either
become a monk and accept the ground rules we live by or stay whatever
you are and don't mix in the affairs of the monastery. If that sounds
like solitary confinement I'm sorry. I can't have one more disruptive
influence here. Okay? Deal? Promise?" He held out his hand.
"Shake on it Davitt." He smiled, then shook a finger at
Brendan. "Watch your step out there. I think one of my fellow
monks has taken to worshiping Satan. Isn't that a kick in the head?"

  
  


He ate with the eight other monks. The supper consisted of
oatmeal, whole-wheat bread, cheese, apples and herb tea. They were
the strangest group of men Brendan had ever met. There was no
pretense at cordiality. Those who wished to speak did; the silence
from the others was accepted without question; several conversed in
low voices; several sat totally withdrawn, unaware of the others,
absently chewing. Here he would hide until death claimed him, in this
string of octagonal clusters on an island in the middle of a lake in
one of the remotest parts of New York State. This little monastery,
this oasis of warmth and light in a vast winter wilderness, was the
same as a life sentence in prison. How many times would he see that
moon pass over his head before he died and escaped his incarceration?
What had he done to deserve this? For the first time in his life, he
felt despair. 
  
  


Brendan sat on the bench with Brother Luke. Someone had started a
crackling wood fire in the open fireplace and eager flames leaped up
at the hood. 


At eight several monks arrived with books. They slouched on the
bench and read. More arrived to sit with chins on fist or arms
crossed to stare at the fire. 


Three monks arrived together, and Brendan found himself staring at
them. "What are their names again?" he asked Luke. 


"Vincent, Beaupré and Zen--the Holy Trinity." 


Vincent was a chain smoker and there was a spillway of gray ash
down the front of his cassock. Through thick eyeglasses, he looked at
the world with the narrowed eyes of a scoffing skeptic. 


Brother Zen was Oriental. His skin seemed as thin as brown paper
and it was drawn drum-tight over a skull with protruding cheekbones.
His eyes had an ogling lemurlike quality, as though he had been
staring too long at eternity. 


Brother Beaupré had the pasty narrow face of a fanatic. 


The three of them had the same expression--the shocked eyes of
survivors, men who had crossed a desert without water or who had
lived for weeks in an open boat with others who had died; three men
who shared a burdensome secret. 


They sat close together. In fact, they huddled together, and when
Brother Zen put his hands wearily over his large eyes the image was
complete. They looked like a ceramic arrangement of the three
monkeys: See-no-evil, Hear-no-evil, Speak-no-evil. 


For a long time no one in the room spoke. The only sounds were
made by the crackling wood fire and the soughing wind against the
glass windows, a winter lament. 


At last Brother Matthew arrived, aided by Brother Benedict. Luke
stepped quickly to the doorway to help also. The huge black man
seemed even larger beside the sick old head of the monastery. 


"You're not supposed to be out of bed," Brendan heard
Luke say. 


Brother Matthew, summoning his gusto, banged his hands together.
"It's a good night for a fight!" Then he looked longingly
at the fire. "Gawd, I could crawl right in there. I don't think
I'll ever be warm again. What was it Mark Twain said? Heaven for
climate; hell for company. On a night like this, maybe hell has the
climate too." He sat down in their midst and suffered them to
wrap two blankets around him. 


"Smells great," he said to Brother Vincent. 


"Damned things." Vincent threw his cigarette into the
fire. 


"Thirty years," Matthew said, "I quit thirty years
ago and I still miss them. I'd go back to smoking tonight if I
could." He smiled at Brendan. "Young man, you are in very
bad company. Well, who's got the ball?" 


Luke cleared his throat. "This is Brother Brendan. I know you
have all met him. Tonight he was followed from the general store by a
creature with six fingers." 


In his heavy Bronx accent Brother Benedict cried, "You don't
say so! What did it look like?" 


Several other monks smiled at Benedict. "Exonerated,
Benedict. Exonerated." 


"Shhhh! Shhhh! Shhhh! I want to hear," Benedict said.
"Come on, Brendan. What did it look like?" 


"I didn't see him," Brendan answered. 


Benedict tossed his head in frustration. 


Vincent, squinting an eye from his own cigarette smoke, said,
"Then how do you know about the six fingers?" 


"A hand print in the snow. Or maybe a footprint." 


"Did it make a noise?" Benedict asked. 


"A laugh. Like a titter." 


"See!" exclaimed Benedict. "It's exactly what I
heard tonight. Just before you got here. Did you get any kind of a
look at it?" 


"Not much. I got the impression of something huge, dressed in
white, and that's about all." 


"Maybe it was your imagination." Brother Zen had pushed
his cowl back and revealed a shaven pate. 


"Yes. Maybe it was." 


"Well, was it or wasn't it?" Vincent's face became angry
and his thick eyeglasses reflected the flames from the fire. 


"I don't know. The hand print was not imaginary. And back at
the general store, a horse had had its neck broken by something with
incredible strength. No one there could explain how it happened."


Everyone sat looking at the fire for a while. Then Benedict said,
"I'm back to the same questions I've been asking here for twenty
years. What if? What if it were all true--heaven and hell, angel and
devil? No one can prove heaven and hell exist. But no one can prove
that they don't exist either. Suppose this thing I saw tonight--that
hand print Brendan saw--what if it is some kind of supernatural
being?" 


Brother Matthew lifted his head from his layers of blankets. "Then
I'd say you have your answer. If it's a demon, hell must exist
somewhere." 


"And if hell exists--" 


Brendan was watching the three monks. Brother Vincent looked at
Brother Zen on his left, then Brother Beaupréé on his right. It was
as if they mutually agreed by that look to say no more. Whatever they
knew, they kept to themselves. 


"Well," Brother Luke said, "if it's all true, then
I'd say there's a lot of smug people walking around who are going to
have their toes fried. The nicest part about believing in hell is you
get to imagine all your enemies being worked over by the pitchfork
gang. My Christian charity stops at the doors to hell." 


Benedict said, "If there's hell then there is accountability.
There's a room when you die with one door marked 'Up' and another
door marked 'Down.' And there's a committee there going over your
resume together. And you get either thumbs up or thumbs down." 


"That's getting a lot of mileage from something that titters
at you in the dark," Brother Luke said, his black face smiling
broadly, "an entire cosmology." 


"If God exists," Brother Matthew said thoughtfully,
"what is this preposterous mess he's operating? What are we
doing locked in here on earth with all these madmen and monsters? And
if we're all inadequate to God's challenge why does he continue to
operate this chamber of horrors?" 


"The ways of the Lord are inscrutable," Brother Luke
said. 


"Bullshit," Brother Matthew said. "I'm going to
bed. Brendan, if you see any more of Sixtoes, get a picture. It might
answer a lot of our questions." 


When the old man had left, Brother Luke looked at Brother Paul.
"How is he?" 


Paul shrugged. "He's hanging by a thread. But he's been
hanging by that same thread for years." 


"Does he see a doctor?" Brendan asked. 


"Yes," Paul answered. "I'm a doctor." 


The conversation didn't end. After another hour it just died out.
The monks sat in silence, watching the embers burn down, then one by
one, softly on soft-soled sandals, they left. The three monks
Vincent, Zen and Beaupréé departed as they came, together. 


"Joined at the hip," Brother Luke said, looking after
them, and a smile spread across his strong black face. Then he left. 


Back in his room, Brendan-examined the sliding door that led out
to the courtyard. He was in a goldfish bowl; he felt no safer than he
had in Brooklyn. He opened the door and stepped out to look over the
wall at the frozen lake. The wind still blew and the night was
crowded with stars. The moon, which had risen, showed the footprints
as faint blue circles across the lake, his and Luke's. Anyone or
anything could follow them to his bedroom. 


He thought about Anne. For a few hours on her birthday he'd
actually dreamed of marrying her, loving her, spending his life with
her. How wonderful that would be. And as he thought about her he knew
he couldn't stay here in the monastery for long. He had to bend all
his efforts to finding a way to fight Satan and return to Anne. There
had to be a way. And he had to find it. But how? Despair crept close
again. 


As he looked across the lake--a nightscape of pure silver--a
hulking figure caught his eyes. It stood on the moonlit ice, aloof,
alone, arms at its sides, staring at the monastery. 


A cloth wrapped around its head had partially unraveled and the
end streamed in the freezing night breeze: a ghostly pennant. It was
dressed in only a thin fluttering garment, hardly enough to keep
warmth in a living body. Its face was indistinct, the eye sockets in
deep moonshadow. But it seemed huge, possibly over eight feet tall,
with shoulders that suggested enormous power. It held its head tilted
forward in a threatening attitude as though ready to attack. 


After studying the figure for several minutes, Brendan decided
that its garment was a corpse shroud and its head wrapping a grave
cloth. 


Then he heard it titter. 
  
  


Brendan now knew what a life sentence in prison would be like. He
could look out of his window and know that somewhere over that curve
of the earth were his city and his friends and his former life. He'd
never realized how much he'd loved them until now. 


But most of all he missed Anne. And his love for her was an ache,
a constant longing. He'd delayed long enough. He had to write a
letter to her. He would ask her to wait for him. He would tell her
that he would overcome his adversary and return to her. 


He went to see Brother Luke in the library. It was a gray
afternoon. The snow blowing past the large library window reminded
him of one of those glass paperweight balls that when shaken produce
a simulated snowstorm inside. 


Brother Luke was illuminating a page of vellum with a huge initial
letter M. It occupied fully one third of the page, a handsome
design decorated with flowers and birds. Brother Luke's large brown
hand moved the fine tip of the brush with great delicacy. He was
running an ivy climber in dark green that twined in and out of the M.


"How do I go about getting a letter mailed, Brother Luke?"


"Give it to Brother Benedict." He looked up at Brendan.
"Don't put any return address on it." 


Brendan sat at a library carrel and took out a sheet of paper. And
mere he sat for several hours, looking at the blank white square. It
exactly matched the blank white square of blowing snow framed by the
window. He looked over at Brother Luke, who was busy filling his
blank white square with a celebration, in color and form, of life and
God. 


The letter, when Brendan finally wrote it, was very short, a few
sentences. He folded it, sealed the envelope and addressed it. 


"Wait for me," it said. "I'll find a way to solve
my problem and return to you. I promise. I love you. Only you. Wait
Brendan." 


He sat with the letter in his hand, hesitant. He had no right to
ask Anne to wait for him. He had no means of overcoming his
tormentor. Up and down he paced, furious, helpless, caged. Then
unhappily he tore the letter up. 


He wondered if Luke knew how to fight a
demon. 



[bookmark: chapter_9]CHAPTER 8

Anne and Trevor

For days Anne went numbly through her daily routine, up at seven,
off to the photography studio, then back home to her apartment.
During the evenings she cleaned compulsively; she washed walls,
scrubbed her kitchen floor, straightened up closets. It was as though
she was preparing her whole world for some momentous event. Then she
would go to bed and stare at the ceiling. Inside her chest a ball of
pressure seemed to be building. 


She encountered memories of Brendan everywhere. The most constant
reminder was on her living room wall, a photograph of him at fifteen
that she'd taken the summer his parents died. He sat on the beach
cross-legged, head bowed in thought with that characteristic
expression of mirth mixed with solemnity. She knew she should take
the photograph down. 


Everywhere on the streets, memories haunted her; on a bitter day
with sharp winds, she took six models for a photographic session on
the Staten Island ferry; the bay was full of ice floes. One of the
ferry attendants saw her. 


"How's the singing?" he asked her. "We still talk
about that day your boyfriend got the whole ferry singing. People
still ask me if I've seen him. Where is he?" 


One night in a cab she passed the Tavern-on-the-Green. The bare
winter trees were all outlined by strings of small white lights,
trunks, limbs and branches, and within the glass walls of the Crystal
Room of the Tavern, the chandeliers glittered. With the infinity of
lights reflected in the glass panes the Tavern was a winter ice
palace of crystal light. 


For her twenty-first birthday Brendan had taken her there and he'd
given her the rhinoceros pin she'd wanted. As her cab rode by the
Tavern, she touched the pin on the collar of her blouse. Brendan. 


The subway recalled the Imaginary Interviews. For her photography
class in art school she needed a collection of close-ups of people
taken at random. To get the camera close enough without embarrassing
people, Brendan had gotten a clipboard and posed as an inquiring
photographer. While he asked questions, she took pictures of people's
faces bemused by his questions. It was her best work at the time. 


When she was in Greenwich Village she would remember the day he
gave away all their money and they had to walk to her apartment on
West Sixtieth Street. He was always doing that. He often arrived at
her apartment penniless. One night he arrived with no coat. 


Museums recalled memories. He was enormously curious and he had
taken her to every museum in the city. He spent hours at the Statue
of Liberty. He climbed all over Ellis Island, where the millions of
immigrants had landed. Once he'd gotten them a day's outing on a
working tugboat plying the lower harbor. From that, she'd made her
first photography sale. And the pictures helped her get her present
studio job. 


Each memory seemed to make the great lump inside her grow larger.
It threatened to burst. 


She saw him so clearly walking the streets he loved. People's eyes
followed Brendan. They spontaneously poured out their hearts to him.
He made many smile. He made others sing. He made others laugh with
his wry, self-barbed stories. People never wanted him to leave. He
was always exciting to be around. He was always rushing her off to
see something, always doing something. And now he was caged
somewhere, forever a fugitive. Life had been so cruel to him. His
premonition had come true. 


She'd lost her only love, her best friend, her hero and the
world's greatest one-man entertainment committee. Who could ever fill
the gap in her life he'd left? 
  
  


People around her became concerned. 


Her best friend, who worked at the photography studio with her,
took her aside. "Annie, you have such dark circles, you look
like you have two black eyes." 


The owner of the studio spoke to her. "Anne. You don't look
good. Don't go home tonight. Go to the movies. Have dinner with
someone. Get drunk. Do something!" 


She went home as usual. But there was no point in washing any more
walls; she couldn't evade the issue any longer. She told herself
Brendan was never coming back. She sat on the sofa and let her grief
almost overwhelm her. She cried out from the pain and wept with
despair. When she was through, only a numbness remained. The lump had
burst. Staring at the photograph on the wall of the fifteen-year-old
boy on the beach, she said good-bye to Brendan. 


The next morning she saw herself in the mirror. Her neck looked
bony and thin. Her ribs seemed gaunt. Most of all, her face shocked
her. She knew she had to distract herself and get her life started up
again. She forced herself to eat a good breakfast. Then as she was
leaving, she sat down on the sofa and fell asleep with her coat and
hat on. The phone call from the office woke her at ten. 


In the studio she threw herself into her work. She struggled to
cast off her moroseness. For it was the day Trevor dropped in at the
studio. 


He was an unemployed actor, a friend of the studio owner's and a
sometime clothes model. He was also a friend of Brendan's cousin
Jackie Sharkey. In all the time he'd been coming in, all the times
he'd invited her out, she'd never noticed before how much he
resembled Brendan. 


This day at noon, with no preamble, he took her by the elbow and
guided her down to a cab that took them to the Green on Green Pub,
owned by Jack Sharkey's family. 


Anne remembered the summers down at the Jersey shore when Jackie
would talk about becoming an actor. By now he'd had several parts in
television commercials, one with Trevor. He always joked about
Brendan's prediction that he would become a famous actor, but he
secretly believed it Meantime, he waited bar in his father's pub. 


All of Jackie's friends were aspiring actors and actresses and
they came around to the Green on Green because there was always
something in the bottom of the glass from Jackie when the money was
short They'd talk about acting and arts and recite the list of
Friends Who Got Parts on TV Sitcoms. This was an important list
because the longer it got, the more friends it gave you in places of
potential influence. The favorite story was about the 2 a.m. phone
call from the west coast that So-and-so got the other night. After
ten years of selling ties in Macy's, the big break, the fabled
entree, the old favor repaid after many years. 


Trevor was the envy of the whole crowd. Some said he had real
talent, but more important he had money. He came from a wealthy
Boston family. They owned the boardwalk in Atlantic City. No, it was
oil off Texas. Or something else. Who cared? It was big money. 


He had curly black hair and nice pale eyes and he wore a cap on
the back of his head, but what set him apart was a sprig of sea oats
in the lapel of his jacket. It added a dash of romance to him--the
touch of the poet. He had a child's happy smile. When he saw the pin
on Anne's blouse shaped like a rhinoceros, he recited some lines from
Ogden Nash's comic poetry about the prepoceros rhinoceros, and for
the first time since Brendan had run out of her life she laughed. 


Everyone at the Green on Green was glad to see Trevor and thumped
him on the back. It was clear to Anne why he was so popular. In a
short time he had cheered them all up. First of all, he had news,
good news. People they knew had gotten major parts. A friend named
Chuck sold a Big Script to the powers in Hollywood and already
casting was under way. He also bought rounds of drinks and toasted
them, "the most talented bunch of actors ever to be assembled in
one place at one time. Tomorrow may all your phones ring. And ring.
And ring. And--" 


They picked up the chant. "--And ring and ring and--"
They burst into laughter and cheers. No one, Anne noticed, bought him
a drink or asked him how his affairs were going, what auditions he
was trying out for. 


"In my next incarnation," he told her, "I'm coming
back as a part in a play looking for an actor." 


Again Anne laughed. It just slipped out--a sudden giggle. But it
felt wonderful and she remembered it hours later. 


Trevor reminded her a great deal of Brendan. 


A few days later Trevor read a part for a play and he took Anne
out with three other unemployed actors for dinner. He did an
imitation of the play's director, who had a deep voice and a slow way
of speaking, like a very bad imitation of Alfred Hitchcock. Trevor
had them chuckling as they walked. 


On the corner watching for a cab, they heard an old man playing a
fiddle. He played pieces from a number of operettas. 


"Do you know 'Mi chiamano Mimi?" Trevor asked him. 


"Hum it," the old man said. And Trevor hummed it. The
old man frowned. 


"Here," Trevor said. He took the violin and played it. 


Then the old man played the piece exactly as Trevor had. "You
have a marvelous ear," Trevor told him, and gave him a
five-dollar bill. As their cab pulled away, Anne saw the old man
salute Trevor with his violin bow. 


"How did you learn to play so well?" she asked him. 


"Practice," he said with a suffering Russian accent. He
watched her smile. "Do you like the violin, Anne?" 


"Yes. Very much." 


"Have you ever seen Itzhak Perlman play? He's going to be at
the Carnegie." 


Before she'd had a chance to think about it, she'd accepted an
invitation to go with Trevor to Carnegie Hall. 


Dona, an actress with a lot of summer stock credits, punched Anne
lightly on the arm when she learned of the date. "Lucky dog,"
she said. "I've been trying to get something going with him for
six months. All that money. Yum." 
  
  


On the way in a cab that night to Carnegie Hall, Trevor told her a
story about his college days in Boston when he appropriated a truck
loaded with junk and drove the members of his fraternity all over the
Beacon Hill section. When the police finally caught them, the junkman
complained in court that Trevor had taken some valuable jewels from
under the driver's seat. He was a marvelous story teller and, like
Jackie, an uncanny mimic, but he was too gentle and self-effacing
ever to succeed as an actor. Impulsively she told him that. 


"I know. I know. But I'm such a good loser." Anne
laughed but understood that he'd used a quip to turn the conversation
away from his affairs. It was her trick too. 


Perlman's playing was brilliant, breathtaking, and he received
thundering applause. Trevor never took his eyes off the performer. He
sat, leaning forward, his lips slightly parted, frowning with
concentration. At the end of each piece in the din of the loud
applause Trevor would turn to her and smile happily. 


Later, over thick pieces of German chocolate cake in the Palm
Court of the Plaza, she asked him how he like his cake. "It
looks very rich." 


"Rich!" he said. "You could die from diabetes from
it Picture me dead in this chair, the last bite of cake on my fork, a
beatific smile on my face." 


Everything his eye fell on got a light dab of his mirth. 


Then he fooled her. He turned solemn when they were leaving the
Plaza. She said, "I've just read Zelda Fitzgerald's biography.
Did you know that she and Scott danced in that fountain?" He
looked at the great fountain beyond the line of waiting cabs. It was
dry this time of the year and seemed forlorn without its spraying
water and lights. 


He helped her into the cab and sat back. As they drove off he
looked through the back window at the fountain. He seemed saddened by
the dried leaves in it, blowing in the breeze. 


"You're right, you know," he said. He nodded
emphatically at her. 


"What?" 


"About my career in acting. I'm never going to make it."


"Trevor. I could bite my tongue off." 


"No, no. You did me a great service. These others, some of
them have such tremendous talent. You have no idea how many marvelous
actors all across America are sitting around, looking for parts or
backers or trying to get a part in a film. Some of the most famous
actors in the country are idle. And they're all so amazingly
resourceful. They work at their profession constantly, scaring up
roles, chasing playwrights to write new plays, searching for backers,
seeing people, making things happen. And the new ones coming along, I
see them every day. They will literally kill to get a part. They
never quit and they never say die." 


"Then that's what you have to do, Trevor." 


"I suppose." He looked away from her out of the cab
window. She had him up to her apartment for a nightcap--he took
coffee--and he read a poem to her by Cavafy. "Thermopylae."


"See?" he said. "Ephialtis does turn up in the end.
And the Medes do break through." 


"Isn't that defeatist talk, Trevor?" 


"Oh, no. I'm not a defeatist. I just see too clearly." 


"Attitude is more important than facts, Trevor." 


"Oh, good. Excellent. Is that original?" 


"No. I read it somewhere. But it's true." 


He smiled at her. "Yes, it is true. It always comes down to
faith--in yourself. And that's my weak backhand--faith. I have none.
Except in one area. Are you the wind-and-water type, Anne?" 


He invited her to enter a frostbite regatta on his sailboat off
Newport, Rhode Island. Impulsively, when he left he kissed her cheek.
"Thanks. You're good for the soul. I wanted to cheer you up and
you reversed the tables." Then he waggled a finger at her with a
sly smile. "God is watching." He'd left her laughing again.

  
  


The monks were up. Brendan heard them scuffling past his door in
the dawn light, walking to the chapel. He opened the drapery and
looked out on the compound. Then he opened the sliding door and in
his bathrobe walked to the wall. 


The air was clear and dry and painfully sharp on his face and his
breath came out like smoke. Underfoot, the snow cracked. In the east
was the first red of sunrise. He wondered where the creature was.
Maybe it had killed again. Maybe another group of men was standing in
another barn, staring down at another dead horse or a dead prize
bull. 


When would it kill its first human? He turned and went through his
room, and down the hall after the monks to the chapel. 


Like the other segments of the monastery, the chapel too was a
complete octagon. In six of the sides there was a stained glass
window of geometric design. One contained a cross, another a Zen
symbol, another a six-pointed star. There were a lectern and benches
made of fruitwood but no altar. The monks sat in meditation with
heads bowed. No one spoke. Brendan sat and watched them thoughtfully.
This was his life from now on. He felt caged. 


Brother Luke led him to breakfast. It consisted of hot wheat
cereal with honey and milk, an orange and a soft-boiled egg with herb
tea. 


Later Luke led him on a tour of the facility. Brendan saw now that
the monastery was one long, segmented, serpentine building, made of a
series of octagonal units of different sizes, each with a Vermont
slate roof and slate flooring. The structures were made of brick and
fieldstone and glass. 


Brother Matthew and the other founders of the monastery had built
the buildings twenty-seven years before with the aid of an architect,
who later joined the order, and some skilled laborers. It took two
years, during which time they lived in tents. 


Brendan could now see the dimensions of the garden that lay under
the snow and beyond it the vineyard. The monks grew a fair amount of
their own food and also made a passable wine. They all worked a half
day, housekeeping, gardening in season and kitchen-keeping.
Afternoons they pursued private labors. The rest of their hours were
spent in study and discussion. 


Brother Luke also helped sort out the other monks for Brendan.
Brother Paul had been a cardiologist in New York and Matthew's heart
doctor. For a number of years he had been a weekend monk; seven years
ago he retired from his medical practice and joined the monastery
full time. His wife still lived in the city, very comfortably on the
doctor's accumulated wealth. He spent his days studying philosophy,
Wittgenstein in particular. 


Brother Benedict, like Matthew, had been a stockbroker and still
practiced. Every afternoon he spent three or fours hours managing the
monastery's investment portfolio. "We're rich, Brother Brendan,"
Luke said. 


"So why don't you hire people to cook and clean and have all
your time free?" 


"Ah. It's against the rules. Idleness leads to sloth, we are
told." He shook a finger at Brendan and smiled. "Besides,
it would be distracting to have a bunch of strangers walking around
making beds and cooking, wouldn't it?" 


Vincent, Zen and Beaupréé were the unlikeliest of friends.
Vincent had been a drug head. He came from a wealthy family and woke
up in a hospital one day, half dead from an overdose. That day he set
foot on a path seeking the meaning of life. "He's a cynic,"
said Luke. "He doesn't believe that one decent man ever lived."


"Has he found it?" Brendan asked. "A meaning to
life?" 


"Well, for a long time he nearly drove us all crazy trying to
find proof of God's existence. He even hired a theological research
firm to do a thesis assembling all the proofs of God from all the
religions of the world. Took three years." 


"And--" 


"Well, one man's proof is another man's mythology. It's the
old quarrel between faith and logic." 


"What about the other two, Brother Zen and Brother Beaupré?"


"Brother Zen was an electronics manufacturer. He's half
Chinese. He turned the business over to his children and came up here
a couple of years ago. He's the gardener--fantastic gardener. Brother
Beaupréé was a wheat farmer up in Canada and a lay preacher. He's
the cook. He knows the Bible by heart from cover to cover. The three
of them didn't seem to pay much attention to one another for a long
time. Then, a couple of months ago, they got as chummy as the pages
in a book. And suddenly they've become convinced believers. They
switched from the logic school to the faith school." Luke smiled
wryly at Brendan. "Funny thing is, and it really is funny, their
newfound faith seems to have scared them half to death. You see them
huddled all day long--buzz buzz buzz--wringing their hands and
frowning." He chuckled. "I think they were happier as
atheists." 


There were two other monks. Brother Xavier, the youngest, had been
a Cistercian monk whose studies carried him far into the realm of Zen
and yoga. He spent most of his time in solitude in trancelike
meditation. "Hardly ever talks but he's a really warm person."


Brother Thomas was a recent addition. He had been a weekend monk
for several years. He had difficulty renouncing women--sex--and still
wasn't absolutely convinced he wanted to spend the rest of his life
without it. He was a travel writer. 


"He's probably the best educated of the lot of us. He has a
PhD in philosophy. He likes to make sandals and leather things. His
wife visits him twice a year." 


They stood by the laundry room, where a huge commercial washing
machine hummed. Next to it was the shower room and on open shelves
were the community towels, underwear, long Johns and socks and a rack
of brown cassocks. 


"What about you, Luke?" 


"Oh. Nothing complicated. I was a football player.
Professional. Pretty good, I guess, but I was a half step too slow, a
half smile too nice to the opposition. I had to decide if I wanted to
be a fill-in tagalong in the NFL or something else. So one day I
asked myself what I wanted to do. And I decided." 


"To be a monk?" 


"Well. Something like that. I'll show you." He led
Brendan back past the laundry and the kitchen and the refectory to
the library. In a small alcove of the library stood a lectern with a
chair. He reached into a drawer and withdrew a soft paper folder and
opened it. Inside was a sheet of vellum. It was a page from the
Bible, hand-lettered and hand-illuminated. 


Brendan looked at it attentively. "I saw you working on this
the other day. Are you doing the whole Bible?" 


"Yep. The whole thing. Old and New. Might take me the rest of
my life." 


"But where did you learn to do that?" 


"Oh, well, I had an interest in art all along. But when I
talked to Brother Matthew about it, he sent me to a monastery in
Ireland to learn how to do it. This is going to be a hand-illuminated
Bible in English with purely African themes. That's an eland, and
that's a--well, you see. And some are American black themes. Jazz and
such." 


The work was stunning. The range of colors covered the spectrum
and the decorated letters contained dozens of illustrations of
animals and birds and people, some so small he must have worked with
a magnifying glass. Brendan wondered how those enormous hands could
draw such delicate lines. 


Brother Luke smiled at Brendan. "It's a race between
blindness and the last page of the book." 


"Think you'll finish it?" 


Luke smiled and shrugged. "If I don't someone else will."


Brendan left him there, his enormous torso bent over the page of
vellum, doing a Zulu warrior's mask. Brendan strolled up and down the
corridors, then went and sat in his room. He thought about his office
and the long line of burnt-out children on the stairs and the phones
ringing and his desk untended. He wondered what Anne was doing. Her
image pained him. What would he do here for the rest of his life?
Knit? Paint? Bake bread? 


He thought about living with these nine men, day by day, year
after year. A cardiologist, two stockbrokers, a football player, a
wheat farmer, a travel writer, a Cistercian monk, an electronics
manufacturer and an idle drug head. 


And which one, he wondered, was worshiping Satan? 
  
 


Later, Brendan had another conference with Brother Matthew in his
bedroom. Matthew suggested that Brendan take his time deciding
whether he wanted to become a monk. "You need a strong calling
to survive the monastic life." 


"Do I have a choice?" 


"Yes. The Lord always gives man a choice." 


Brendan frowned doubtfully. "Give me a list." 


"Well. You can stay for safety's sake. But we have no way of
knowing just how safe you'll be even here. You can live as a hermit
in a cave. You can take your chances living in a city." 


"I don't see any choice in those three." 


"Why don't you make yourself useful around here for a while?
Help with the housekeeping. Get to know the others." 


Brother Zen put Brendan to work in the greenhouse, filling
grass-molded planters with loam. "We start springtime in late
January in here," he said. "It's magic." He left
Brendan with a great pile of loam and trays of planters to be filled.
"I must help Beaupréé bake bread." 


Bake bread: Brendan couldn't picture himself doing that ever. He
wanted to be back in his city, climbing the stairs to the Wandering
Child offices, facing that unending stream of runaway adolescents. He
wanted Anne O'Casey. He wanted his Aunt Maeve and his family and
Jackie and-- 


He was in exile. Brother Matthew was right. He did have a choice.
And he wasn't sure he wanted to stay here. Maybe there were some
fates worse than death. Outside the greenhouse, nature was buried
alive in a white sepulcher of snow. And he was also entombed alive in
a monastery. Better a few months or weeks in New York than a few
decades in a monastery. 


He worked at a steady pace, grateful to have something to take his
mind off his personal affairs. He filled one pile of trays and began
another. With a shovel and a barrow he got another load of loam from
the head-high pile at the rear of the greenhouse. When the shovel
slid across the concrete floor and into the pile of loam he began to
uncover a series of lines drawn in chalk. Curious, he shoveled away
some more. The damp loam had obliterated most of the lines but there
was something very familiar about what was left. He shoveled still
more until he was sure. 


There could be no doubt about it. He was looking at a Tipperary
pentacle, a five-segmented circle, each piece of the pie a different
color with a different occult symbol used by the witches in Ireland
to summon demons. The last time he'd seen one was that summer down at
the seashore when his cousin Bernadette had drawn one in the sand
from her book on demonology. She was terrified when it began to
split. 


Someone in the monastery had been summoning a demon. He sat back
on the bench with the small hand trowel and looked at the monastery.
Who in there would want to summon a demon? Then his eyes roved over
the frozen lake, seeking the creature. Was there any connection? 


Lunch was the main meal of the day. And this day it was a
Mexican-style paella, stewpots filled with fish, shrimp and lobster.
Hardly an ascetic's bowl of honey and water. Brendan watched them
eating. They were all as individual as fingerprints, and he wondered
anew which one would tamper with demonology. The doctor, the wheat
fanner, the Cistercian monk? His eyes went from face to face. Brother
Luke sat with a box of pens, discussing the relative merits of each
on vellum with Thomas, the former travel writer. Paul, the doctor,
discussed the condition of Brother Matthew's heart with the three
monks Brothers Vincent, Zen and Beaupré; he was not optimistic.
Xavier sat separately and read a book. Tom Jones by Fielding.
How improbable. Which one drew a pentacle in the greenhouse and said
magic incantations to raise a demon? In due time he convinced himself
they all could have. 


After the meal, when he went back to the potting shed, he noticed
that someone had spilled water on the concrete floor by the pile of
loam and scrubbed away the chalk marks. 
  
  


That night at supper, Brother Luke spoke to Brendan in a low
voice. "You know that horse you told me about? The one with the
twisted neck? Now there's a herd of dairy cows that's been killed on
a farm on the other side of the mountain. Same thing. Their heads
were nearly twisted off." His eyes searched Brendan's. "That's
pretty good, twisting a cow's neck. I wouldn't even try to twist her
tail." He pushed his hands into the sleeves of his gown and
watched Brendan eat his soup. "You see that thing that followed
you anymore?" 


Brendan nodded. "Yes. Sitting on the ice out there, watching
the monastery." 


Brother Luke regarded Brendan with skepticism. It was a strange
war of emotions that roved across his face. "Next time you see
him, call me, okay?" 


In the morning there was more news. When Brendan sat down to eat,
a subdued tête-à-tête was going on. Luke told him another herd of
six cattle had been killed, all with their necks broken. 


"They discovered some six-toed footprints," he said. "Is
that what you saw?" 


Brendan found all eyes regarding him. No one spoke. 


"That's what I saw," he said. 


"How come it didn't twist your neck?" Brother Thomas
asked. 


Brendan shrugged. "Maybe it's afraid of sinners." 


No one smiled. 
  
  


That afternoon, Brother Matthew's life reached a crisis: The
founder of the monastery was dying. And Brother Paul hurried into his
room with his medical bag. Shortly later the door opened and all the
monks were invited in. After looking at the grave expression on
Paul's face, no one spoke. Matthew lay gasping. After beating
twenty-five years longer than it should have, the former
stockbroker's heart was exhausted. His eyes were bright and desperate
as he looked at the nine faces ranged around him. "I want a vow
from you all. No fighting. You'll ruin this place if you do. A vow.
Now." 


They all looked around at one another and nodded. A vow. 


"Another thing. No demon worship. A vow. Hurry up." 


Again they all nodded and looked at the other nodding heads, then
nodded again at Brother Matthew. Another vow. Then they all knelt by
his bed and prayed. Brother Benedict wept. When they raised their
heads, Matthew was in a coma. Paul began to usher them out of the
room, then paused. He listened with his stethoscope, then shook his
head. 


"Dead? Is he dead?" 


He nodded. 


The monks knelt once more and began the prayers for the dead. 
 

  


The meeting at eight that night almost didn't take place. Several
monks came, sat down, then left They returned later. No one spoke for
a long time, then Brother Paul delivered a eulogy. He spoke of the
first time he had met Matthew, of his relationship as his
cardiologist, of his own experience as a weekend monk under Matthew's
influence and finally of the profound effect Matthew had had on him. 


"This monastery is indeed a league of puzzled men seeking
answers to cosmic questions. I came seeking God. Instead I found
love. And just possibly that may be the whole secret. I love you
all." 


After he'd spoken, the group sat without talking, watching the
fire burn down. At eleven they all went to the chapel and prayed for
Brother Matthew's soul. 


While the monks were in the chapel, Brendan stepped outside into
the frosty night. It was a splendid skyscape. Great clouds sat
motionless to the north, drenched in silver by the three-quarter
moon. The stars had the hard-edged quality of absolutely clear air. 


Brendan regretted he hadn't known Matthew better--only a few
weeks. He was a sunken face with purple lips, gasping on a pillow to
Brendan. What was more to the point, he wondered at his own position
in the monastery. He was here at the sufferance of a man who was now
dead. No one else knew about his purple aura and his need for
sanctuary. He was liable to be dismissed by the new leader of the
monastery. Then where would he go? Suppose he confided his plight to
the new leader only to discover later that the new leader was
secretly the demon worshiper? 


Brendan went to bed hesitantly. He looked long and hard out on the
lake, then he wedged a dowel into the track of the sliding door and
drew the drapery. 


Later that night, he had a premonition, a sense of alarm, and he
rose from his bed and went to the draperies. Carefully, he parted
them. There, right on the other side of the glass pane, with its back
to Brendan, sat the creature. It seemed to be watching the greenhouse
door intently. 


A moment later the creature stood up, and with that low titter it
crossed the courtyard and bounded the wall with a leap. Like
quicksilver, it was gone in an instant. Brendan had yet to see its
face. 


The next day they prepared for the funeral. They had no tradition
for death. A number of men had come there over the years and taken
what they wanted and left. Some later had died elsewhere. But here in
the monastery they had never been confronted with a funeral. To
compound matters, the ground was frozen; and besides, Brother Matthew
had left explicit instructions. He was to be cremated. There was to
be no ceremony at the crematorium. His ashes were to be dispersed, no
remnants retained. There were to be no memorials, no busts or plaques
or eternal flames or candles, no scholarships or charitable funds or
annual ceremonies. Let the dead bury the dead. 


Forget me, he commanded. 


They discussed that. Some wanted to disobey him. He was a founder.
He'd inspired others with his presence, his thoughts and beliefs. He
was a monument, a beacon in the night to the lost and the despairing.


"Other men said what he said--only better," Brother
Benedict chided them. "Other men set greater examples. Other men
had an influence of larger magnitude. And they have all been
forgotten. Trying to memorialize him is a puny gesture. We were not
meant to be remembered. Man can survive only by forgetting the past,
lest despair pull us all into the grave." 


While they were sitting, Brother Thomas strolled curiously to the
window and looked out at the night skyline. There was a great smudge
of red in the northeast like a miniature dawn. "Fire," he
said. "Must be in Ealing." The others gathered at the
window and watched the changing shape of the glowing red. Some
building was dying. The glow remained for two hours. 


A horn cried in the night. Then another. The whole monastery woke
and went to their windows. Brother Vincent came from the phone. "An
Episcopal church in Ealing." 


"Oh!" Brother Paul said. "I know it well! A lovely
building." 


"Burned to the ground along with the rectory and another
building. And the minister was killed. Murdered. His neck was
twisted. The whole town is up in arms. They're on a sweep, chasing
some kind of animal." 


The horns were shrill noisemakers mounted on cans of compressed
air. And their noise carried over the lake to the monastery like
cries of dismay. Then distantly through some trees on the shoreline,
Brendan saw the creature faintly in its white grave cloth. Brendan
found Brother Vincent looking at him and they both knew. Both had
seen it. Brother Zen then quietly touched Brother Beaupré and nodded
in the direction of the running creature. The three knew. They all
looked at Brendan, then averted their eyes. They had drawn the
pentacle on the greenhouse floor; they had raised this demon. 


It was hours later when Brendan heard the hunt returning, their
snowmobiles chattering distantly. He parted his curtain and
involuntarily drew back. In the dark the creature was standing in
front of the glass door with its back to the room. Its broad back
filled the glass. It was watching the procession of snowmobile
headlights cross the ice. The creature languidly placed a hand
against the doorjamb, enjoying the spectacle. 


It must have been eight feet tall or taller, covered in a dirty
gray shroud. Its face was turned away and partially wrapped in a
linen band. 


It rose and without once looking back walked away from the
building down to the greenhouse and disappeared there by the wall,
just as dawn was breaking. 
  
  


So the witchcraft that Brother Matthew spoke of before he died was
practiced by not one but three of the monks, Vincent, Beaupré and
Zen. Their eyes had told him. They had raised a demon and it was now
marauding the countryside, learning its trade as it went. 


Of the three, Brendan decided, Brother Vincent was the one to
speak to. After breakfast he found the man washing the windows of the
conversation room. The habitual cigarette hung from his lips as he
peered myopically at the glass. 


"Still wearing your civvies, I see," Vincent said. 


"What are you going to do about that creature?" 


"What creature?" Brother Vincent concentrated on a spot
of glass, scrubbing furiously. 


"That monster from hell running through the woods last night.
You saw it as clearly as I did." 


"What's that got to do with anything?" Brother Vincent
huffed a cloud of breath on the glass and wiped it. 


Brendan gently but firmly gripped the man's arm and turned him
around. "You raised it. You and Zen and Beaupré. In the
greenhouse. And now it's your responsibility. Do you think you can
just let it run amok now?" 


"What are you talking about?" 


"You know very well. The Tipperary pentacle." 


"I have work to do. Don't you?" Brother Vincent walked
quickly away, hugging his cleaning rags and bottles. 


But the conversation did its work. Brother Vincent went in search
of Brother Zen. And a few moments later, Brendan saw the two of them
walking with Brother Beaupré in the well-trod path in the snow.
Vincent was in the middle, the tallest, and the other two walked
heads bowed and cowled as he talked, his breath coming in rhythmical
plumes. Zen kept glancing back over his shoulder at the monastery.
Brother Beaupré was the first to stop, cast down, shaking his head.
Then he withdrew his right hand from his sleeves and admonished
Vincent with it. Now they stood in a circle miserably. Occasionally
all three of them would look with fear toward the greenhouse. In the
end they all walked back to the monastery in slow silence. None of
them appeared for the midday meal. 


It was around two when Brother Vincent came to Brendan's room. "We
want to talk to you," he said, and he led the way to the
conversation room. Both Zen and Beaupré were waiting there. Vincent
shut the door. 


"Sit down," Brother Vincent said to him. Only Zen
remained standing, hands behind his back, at the window. Brilliant
sunlight filled the window. 


"How do you know about the Tipperary pentacle?" Vincent
asked him. 


Brendan shrugged. "It's not exactly a secret, is it? It's
been published in a number of books. It's an occult symbol used in
ceremonies to call up demons." 


"You ever draw one? Use it, I mean." 


"No." 


They seemed to run out of questions. They all stared at the slate
floor, thinking. 


"Why did you do it?" he asked them. 


They didn't speak for a while, then Brother Zen said in an almost
inaudible voice, "Desperation." 


"It was all these nightly talks," Beaupré said. "In
this room. We were supposed to be finding God together. All we did
was argue. Guardhouse lawyers. We got so we could disprove
everything." 


Zen said, "That kind of relentless skepticism erodes faith."


"We were in a crisis," Beaupré said. "We couldn't
prove God exists with logic and we couldn't find Him with faith. We
were in some kind of limbo that was almost unbearable." 


Brother Vincent turned and pointed at Zen. "So one night
Brother Zen said, 'If we can't prove the existence of God, can we
prove the existence of Satan?' That made sense. Satan has always
seemed more eager to communicate with man." 


"So," Brother Zen said, "we got a copy of Paxton's
treatise on demonology." 


Vincent said sadly, "I curse the day we opened it. What a
catastrophe." 


The three remembered with horror, staring at the floor. 


"Well, what happened?" 


"We went down to the greenhouse. We had just a candle with us
so we wouldn't be seen from the sleeping quarters." 


"I drew the pentacle," Zen said. "In
different-colored chalks." 


Beaupré said, "Then we read the incantation and we waited
and nothing happened. We really didn't believe in such stuff anyway."


Vincent said, "In fact we began to giggle like school kids.
It seemed so absurd." 


They kept interrupting each other now, eager to confess to him.
Often they all said the same thing at the same time. 


They had taken turns reading. They felt silly and read the
incantation in a singsong voice, trying to be funny. They stopped at
last. They were cold and cramped and had begun to leave when they
heard heavy breathing. 


And then slowly, right there on the circle, the creature appeared.


"It's more than eight feet tall! Did you know that!" Zen
gripped Brendan's sleeve. "It's a monster!" 


"It ran in huge circles like something let out of a cage."


"Frantic!" 


"Crazy! It seemed overjoyed. It giggled." 


"Terrifying!" 


"It said one word over and over. Purple." 


"Purple?" Brendan exclaimed. 


"Purple, over and over." 


"Then it jumped the wall and ran away. And we didn't see it
again." 


"So what did you do then?" 


"What could we do? It was gone." 


"You mean, you just went to bed?" 


"What else could we do? Tell us." 


"Try another incantation there in Paxton to return it to
hell. Didn't you try that?" 


The three exchanged guilty looks. 


"We had no idea where the creature was until we heard you say
you were followed." 


"We knew it must have killed that horse." 


"Horse," Brendan echoed. "My God, what have you
done?" 


"We thought it would go away." 


"Away!" exclaimed Brendan. "It's thriving!
Prospering! Learning by leaps and bounds. I bet it hasn't realized
its own powers yet. Each day it becomes more dangerous--in quantum
leaps. What are you going to do when it gathers a following?" He
watched their stunned faces. "Why not?" he asked them.
"It's a logical step. It can gather armies! We are locked in on
this earth with madmen who will form legions and eagerly do the
creature's bidding. Didn't you ever think of that?" 


He waited for them to say something. But they didn't. "You
have to push it back down to hell now. Tonight. Before it's too late.
Didn't it occur to you to do something about it before this?" 


"Well, as long as it was just killing a horse or two--" 


"Dear God," Brendan said. 


They gazed at one another's face. Brother Zen shuffled his feet
and recrossed his legs, resting the side of his head on his palm.
Brother Beaupré pressed his lips down on his fists and Brother
Vincent wiped his palms on his gown. See-no-evil. Hear-no-evil.
Speak-no-evil. They regarded him with great round eyes. Push it back
down to hell? Their eyes told Brendan he was mad. 


"Well, you've proved one thing." Brendan said. "Satan
exists. You're halfway to God." 
  
  


Brendan got off by himself to gather his thoughts. The creature
had said purple over and over. There could be no mistaking what that
meant: The creature was looking for Brendan's purple aura. All it had
to do was get a good look at Brendan's head. 


How many other demons were on the earth, looking for him? He felt
he was the target of a worldwide manhunt Every creature in hell must
be out searching for him. 


Brendan's reaction was the same as
before. The gnawing fear and feeling of weakness gave way to impotent
rage. If he could only find a suitable weapon, he would gladly face
Satan. Just to have done with it one way or the other. And he vowed
he would win. But what was the weapon? 



[bookmark: chapter_10]CHAPTER 9

Trevor's Sailboat

Trevor's sailboat was a 42-foot ketch and he'd hired two students,
the Benson brothers, from Brown University to crew for him. The boat
was beautiful, with teak decks and brass fittings. It was named the
Hirondelle. And it even had its own fireplace--a black metal
flue with a glass door. Behind it a charcoal fire cast a warm glow. 


"What's the word hirondelle mean?" Anne asked him
at supper. 


"Oh! don't you know! Good heavens! The Hirondelle was
the fourth ship in Columbus's flotilla. You know the other three,
don't you?" 


She watched him with a growing smile. "The Nina, the
Pinta, and the Santa Maria." 


"Marvelous! But most people don't know that there was a
fourth ship. The Hirondelle. You know what happened to it?"


"No." She was smiling broadly now. "Lay it on me,
Alphonse." 


"It sailed off the end of the earth." 


The two college students groaned and booed him. 


Trevor was widely known in Newport as an outstanding sailor. Water
was his element. There he was one of the elite. He'd been helmsman in
four major races during the past season and had won them all. 


All through the evening before the regatta, he sat in the Yacht
Club lounge with her, greeting scores of other yachtsmen and their
wives. The number of millionaires in the room was beyond count. And
even the oldest among them came up to Trevor and shook his hand. He
was a celebrity and they all wished him well. Many of them would be
racing against him in the morning and obviously had no expectation of
beating him or even keeping up with him. 


"I see you have Eddie Benson's two brats for crew," one
man said. "They're racing fools, those two. They'll tear the
sails off to win a race." 


Trevor smiled at him. "So will I." 


The man patted him on the shoulder. "I know, Trevor, I know.
Just like your father." 


The four of them slept on board that night. A fresh wind kicked up
sometime after midnight and even in the protected harbor they were
in, tied to the dock, she felt the rhythmic flow of the tidal waters
passing under the keel. 


Anne was wide-awake. Guilty. She was having a wonderful time. She
was fascinated by the rich. Scott Fitzgerald was right: The rich are
not like thee and me. While she lay contentedly on board a ketch,
Brendan was lying somewhere in hiding, watching with furtive eyes for
the spirit that stalked him. There was barely any light coming in
from the dock lamps but she looked over and saw Trevor in his bunk,
staring at the ceiling. 


"Trevor." 


"Hummm." 


"Do you believe in the occult?" 


"You mean spirits and demons and such?" 


"Yes." 


He thought about it. "I can't say that I do. I don't think
about it much, but I mean--have you ever seen a ghost or a demon?"


She didn't answer. 


"I think it's all a lot of poobah," Trevor said. 


If it were only true. Poobah. Anne could go find Brendan and tell
him it was a hoax. He could come home and live a normal life with
her. 


The next day the water was wild, and a number of sailboats dropped
out of the regatta. There was a booming surf and a high wind. The two
Benson boys were exhilarated; they couldn't get out on the open water
fast enough. It was thrilling. The boat sailed like a champion,
running on a long port tack, then on a starboard tack, knifing
through the water rail-under. When they went on a broad reach, the
two crewmen wanted to run up the spinnaker but even Trevor demurred.
The chop of the water would spill the wind and could split the sails.
The spinnaker would be in shreds in minutes and the boat could be
dismasted. No matter. Trevor won his class going away. Anne
discovered she loved sailing. She was truly a wind-and-water girl.
Trevor was delighted with her. He vowed she would make a great
helmsman. 


There was a merry victory dinner that night, packed with the crews
and even with those who had dropped out. The talk was all sailing. It
was as though the enormous power that these people wielded in finance
and industry didn't exist. It was never mentioned. It was just there.
Power and wealth. 


Trevor, who was a moderate drinker at best, had too many champagne
cocktails and he fell asleep with his head on her breast. 


"A hard day," one of the yachtsmen said to her. "Winning
takes a lot out of you." 


"So does losing," said his wife. She led him away with a
laugh. 


Anne pushed her fingers through Trevor's curly black hair , and
felt his warm slow breath and then woke him. It was time for bed and
sleep. 


He dropped her at her apartment the next day. As they parted, he
said, "You're the most wonderful girl I've ever met, Annie."

  
  


That evening she went to see Aunt Maeve. It was nearly two months
since Brendan had left. The weather had turned bitter again, and that
mad wind off New York Harbor was wilder than ever. Even the short
skip from the cab to Maeve's doorway was enough for the wind to go
through her coat. 


Maeve was delighted to see her. She made tea and they sat on
either side of the fire, wearing its warmth like a lap robe. Anne
noticed again that Aunt Maeve was using a cane. 


At last she asked Maeve, "Have you heard from Brendan?" 


Aunt Maeve looked at Anne and shook her head, unable to speak.
Finally she gained control over herself. "Listen to me, Annie.
You're a bright girl. You know the ways of the world. Do what I told
you. Try to forget him. Start a new life with new friends." 


"I could go try to find him," Anne answered. "I
could hire a detective." 


Aunt Maeve shook her head and put a fingertip to her lips. "Shhh.
Get on with your own life. Forget Brendan. It's over, Annie." 
 

  


A week later Trevor took Anne to dinner, and for dessert he put a
small jeweler's box on her plate. "No strings," he said. 


It was a small solitary diamond ring, severely simple and quiet. 


"Oh, Trevor. This--Trevor, I'm not ready for this." 


"There's nothing to be ready for. I wanted to find some way
to thank you for launching me on my new career." 


"Career?" 


"Yes. I've become a playwright." 


She laughed. 


"No. I'm serious. After the frostbite regatta, I went home
and thought things out and I wrote a one-act play, and I took it to
three different playwrights I know. Three different ages, three
different styles. And I told them to give me a blunt and honest
appraisal of it. And they did." 


"And--?" 


"And they were all quite critical. I have a great deal to
learn. And one of them flat-out told me to forget it. He said it's a
dog's life, writing for the theater. He said talent isn't enough. And
the other two said that if I can survive the demands of discipline
and the frustrations of failure and neglect, I undoubtedly had a
great deal of potential talent." 


"Do you, Trevor?" 


"Do I what?" 


"Do you have the discipline?" 


He nodded. "Discipline I've got. It takes the same attributes
to win boat races. Thank you." 


She began to protest again. "Annie," he said. "You
take that little bauble and keep it. I promise you there are no
strings attached and it's little enough for what you did for me."
He smiled at her. "I think you're a smashing girl." 


She kept waiting for the frontal assault, dreading it, feeling
more and more guilty about Brendan. But the assault didn't come. He
was always delighted to see her; sometimes he would hold her hand
crossing a street. But he never made overtures. It seemed as though
he too was weighing their situation, unsure what to do next. 


There were times when she wanted to cradle his head in her arms
again as on the night of the regatta in Newport. He was so gentle and
warm it was hard not to move closer to him. Still she held back. 


"He's gaga about you, kid," Jackie said in his Humphrey
Bogart impersonation. "You could take him home like a Kewpie
doll. Under one arm." 


She nodded and turned her face away. 


"Annie." Jackie turned her face back to him with a
finger. "I can't give you any advice but Maeve swears Brendan
will never be back. You have to decide for yourself but I think the
odds are against seeing him again." 


"I miss him so much it hurts. Twenty-four hours a day." 


"You can say that for both of us." 


That night Trevor asked her, "Do you like me a little bit,
Anne?" 


In reply she had Trevor come to her apartment. "I want to
tell you about someone," she began. 


Trevor nodded. "I know, Brendan Davitt. Everyone raves about
him. It's all very confusing, isn't it?" He watched her nod.
"Well, I'm not good at fighting ghosts or memories. I like you a
lot. We could build something solid on that. But maybe--well, suppose
I back off for a while. Give it a rest And we'll see. Okay?" He
stood up. "I envy him." 


He left and Anne knew he wouldn't be back. His campaign had ended.


She went to church and she prayed. She would willingly live in a
cellar with rats with Brendan. But if it was true, if he was never
coming back, she would waste her life pining. Aunt Maeve had given
her the best advice: Get on with it. Live your life. Anne didn't know
what to do. 


She wrote a letter to Brendan. She told him how lonely she was,
how much she loved him, how much she missed him. 


And she told him about Trevor. She knew what Brendan would say;
she could hear him say it. "Go for him, Annie. Make a life for
yourself." 


Each evening thereafter she wrote to Brendan and each morning she
destroyed the letter. But each letter seemed to help her settle
things in her mind. 


She honestly missed Trevor. She was deeply fond of him, she
admitted. He was a wonderful, gentle and witty man, the catch of a
lifetime, and unwittingly, she realized, she had been handling him
just right. The slightest move toward him would have scared him off.
Wealthy young men are very skittish. 


She called him. He came right over. He almost jumped up and down
like a boy, he was so delighted. He spent the whole evening with her.
He even told her his deepest secret: where he got the name Hirondelle
for his ketch. 


"Trivia question: What was the name of the stagecoach that
Madame Bovary--Emma--took to Rouen for her assignations?" 


"Hirondelle?" 


"Right! And do you know what hirondelle means?" 


"No." 


"The swallow. I never told that to anyone else." 


She took his hand. "Go slow. Okay?" 
  
 


She and Trevor went to the movies one night. He took her hand as
they crossed a street on the way back to her apartment and she
continued to hold it, led him up the stairs and into her apartment. 


"I love you, Anne," he said. 


"Oh, please, Trevor." 


He held up his hands. "It's okay. I'm sorry. I have to go."
And he fled. She heard his step on the hall carpeting, then on the
stairway. She quickly pulled open the door. 


"Trevor," she called down the stairwell. "I'm
sorry. Don't go." 


When he came back she kissed him. "I don't deserve you,
Trevor." 


"Annie, I'll marry you right here, right now." 


She didn't sleep, of course. Trevor was a fabulous catch. Every
woman in New York who met him wanted him. Some never looked beyond
the money; others saw the charming reticent man and the money.
Anne knew he was a marvelous person even without the money but she
also knew he wasn't as strong as she was. Few women could resist
Little Boy Lost. She wondered if it would be more of an adoption than
a marriage. 


And Brendan's memory tormented her. She remembered the day on the
beach when she was finishing the gown for the angel and he wanted to
touch it with his dirty hand. "All of Ireland is washed by the
Gulf Stream," he said. And she had sat and watched the wind turn
his hair and felt such great adolescent love for him it was like a
sob in her throat. She yearned to hold him. Was his face going to
haunt her forever? She could reach out with her eyes wide open and
touch all his features. He'd poured himself out like a bottomless
vessel for others. 
  
  


She developed a compulsion: She believed that if she kept watch
faithfully enough, she could make Brendan come back. Vigilance would
draw him to her. So at all hours night and day, when she was home,
she would go constantly to the window, push aside the curtain and
look down at the street. And each time, she half believed she would
see him smiling up at her. 


One day it rained. A winter rain that filled down the windowpanes
of the photographic studio. It was suddenly true for hen She got the
blues when it rained. She wanted to call Brendan in his office and go
have coffee with him and hold his hand. She firmly refused to look at
the rain on the window. 


She had an advertising shot to take: four children ages three and
four, for a toddler's clothing advertisement in color. "Children's
Clothes for People Who Can't Resist Children's Clothes," the
headline on the ad layout said. With it was the artist's sketch of
four children to show the photographer what was wanted. The catalog
number of each item of clothing was written on the margin with an
arrow. 


The wardrobe lady from the ad agency had dressed the four
children, who stood about feeling special as if in Sunday dress-up.
The four mothers hovered. This was show biz. Possibly a major break
for the child. . .and a life of fame and riches before the camera.
The wardrobe lady herded the four children to the set, a plastic
garden with plastic lattice and plastic roses and a seamless white
infinity background. They walked awkwardly together onto the set,
like four victims, their mothers' shooing voices hissing behind them.


"Jeffrey! Keep your head up!" 


"Allison. Remember your promise to Mommy." 


Annie looked through her camera lens and looked at the lights.
Then her assistant, a young woman who clearly thought she could take
a better picture, moved two lights unbidden. 


"Put them back," Anne said. "We have to set the
children in position first." 


With an exasperated sigh the assistant put them back, too far
back. Anne kicked off her shoes and walked on the set. On her knees
she began to arrange the children. She smiled at them and said
Serious Things that made them giggle. With outstretched arms she
moved them all a few inches to the right. 


One stumbled and in a moment she had her arms full of laughing
children. She stood up. She'd promised herself not to look at the
rain on the windows but she did. 


When she looked through the camera lens
at the children it seemed as though rain was running down the lens
too. 



[bookmark: chapter_11]CHAPTER 10

The Creature

The three monks--Vincent, Beaupré and Zen--had left their meeting
with Brendan, vowing to perform another incantation to return the
creature to hell, if that's where it had come from. 


Brendan heard no more from them. And the creature seemed to
disappear. Several weeks passed. Brendan wondered if the creature had
entered some kind of cocoon where it could evolve into a new, higher
state of malevolence. 


"What have you done?" he asked Vincent one morning. 


"We're working on it. Patience." 


The man who delivered the food supplies to the monastery arrived
the next morning. It was February and the weather was so bitter he
actually drove his van across the ice to the island. He was short and
stubby with strong arms and a graying beard. He arrived talking. 


He talked about the town of Milford, where the state institution
for the criminally insane is located. The residents for years had
been trying to get the state to move it. The buildings were old and
overcrowded and there had been an uncomfortably large number of
escapes in recent years. 


Anyway--the creature had struck again. This time he had thrown
open the gates of the prison, killed four guards by twisting their
necks, and led the inmates into the town, which they proceeded to
sack and set ablaze. They looted a jewelry store, had a bun-throwing
war with the contents of a bake shop, festooned the shopping district
with bolts of cloth from a fabric store, then broke into a gun shop. 


The creature had worn a crown made of gold chains and wristwatches
and a cape made from the satin cloth taken from the jeweler's display
cases. It had sat on an elevated shoeshine chair in the midst of the
mayhem and flames and tittered while the inmates had formed a merry
daisy chain around it. 


A small army of state police plus the combined police forces of
nine nearby communities joined to cope with the shooting inmates
before the fire engines drawn from as far away as forty miles could
fight the fires. The whole downtown of the historic village was
burned to the ground, including seven historically certified
buildings. Fifteen people were dead, dozens injured and maimed. 


The creature just disappeared. No one saw it leave. No one even
got a photograph of it. 


By the time the deliveryman finished his story, all eight monks
were in Brother Beaupré's kitchen, listening solemnly. Brendan
looked at Vincent and Beaupré and Zen. "I wonder what that
creature will do when it discovers hydrogen bombs and biological
warfare," he said. 
  
  


There had been an early March thaw. For three days a wind blew out
of the southwest and turned the lake surface to slush. Brother Zen
was out in his snow-filled garden with knee-high boots, checking the
earth. Inside the greenhouse he had things going like a beehive. Four
monks were helping him now, setting out seeds in large pots and
trays. By midafternoon each day when the sky was clear, the sun,
rising higher in the northern sky, poured heat into the greenhouse.
Winter was dying. And Brendan sensed it was a matter of time before
he would be outside spending his days in the garden, increasing his
visibility. And his danger. 


It had been three months since Brendan had fled from New York
City. When he was a little boy, he'd cried once so long and hard that
his throat ached and he felt empty. That was the way he now felt, day
after day. An ache in his throat. His thoughts more and more fixed on
Anne. He found himself in the midst of a task, cleaning the kitchen
or mopping a floor, and he'd be there in midstride, lost in thought,
remembering some moment in his life with Anne in all its vivid
detail. He could say her name softly to himself and feel his face
flush. 


How could he spend his life in mere safety? The price was too high
just to be allowed to draw breath. She'd said she'd take two weeks of
life with him. And now he felt that was an abundance of time
together. 


One evening during a nightly conversation, Brother Luke talked
about the nowness of life. "You can't defer life by trying to
live in the future. Today's the day you have to live. It's the
nowness of life you have to accept." 


If Brendan accepted that thought completely, he could go to the
city and spend this day with Anne. Just this one day. It seemed an
incredible stretch of time to be with her. 


After sacking the town of Milford the creature had become quiet
again. And Brendan wondered what staggering act it was incubating.
Each day he watched Brothers Vincent and Zen and Beaupré go through
their chores, and each night he saw them take to their beds without
having taken any action. 


One day Brendan was working inside the greenhouse, planting tomato
seeds in starter trays. The sun had grown so strong Brother Zen had
to open a number of windows to let the heat out. Snowmelt dripped
rhythmically everywhere. As he worked, Brendan watched Brother Zen in
the vineyard, checking the vines and removing some of the heavy
tar-paper wrappings. The monk was working down near the corner of the
wall where the creature had disappeared several times. Brendan
wondered if it could see him now--see his purple aura. 


A moment later, Vincent came out from the kitchen with a chair and
sat himself down in the sun to read a newspaper. He began to smile
and he called into the kitchen and read a short item aloud, then
emitted a short sharp baritone laugh. 


Brendan straightened up and shoved his trowel into the mound of
dark earth. Deliberately he walked into the monastery and down the
corridor to the library. 


He patiently searched the shelves until he found it--Paxton's
Demonology. Then he drew it down. When he came to brother Vincent, he
gripped the man by the elbow and led him around the corner of the
building out of sight of other eyes. He slammed the book against
Vincent's chest. "Tonight," he said, and walked away. 
 

  


That night at eight the evening session was disjointed. They were
all preoccupied. A new headman had to be chosen; two months had
passed. A deep undercurrent of competition had appeared in the
monastery among the eight monks. 


Throughout the long session Brendan watched the three monks. When
he went to bed at lights-out, his resentment grew. He hadn't seen
even one word pass among the three of them the whole evening. 


In the morning he saw them again in the chapel. Nothing had
happened. After breakfast the monks dispersed to their morning tasks.
Brendan found Vincent in the library, doing the glass panes once
again. He passed him by. Down the corridor he found Brother Zen,
sleeves rolled up, cassock skirts tucked up in his waist belt,
mopping the tile floor. He tried to keep working with his mop until
Brendan took it from him. 


"You came here looking for God," he said to Zen. "And
you didn't find him. So you went looking for a demon. And you found
one. Isn't that true?" 


Zen said nothing. He stared fixedly at Brendan with his hands at
his sides. 


"If you found a demon, does that mean hell exists? And if
hell exists, does that mean heaven exists? And if heaven and hell
exist, does that mean punishment and rewards exist? What do you think
the punishment will be for bringing a demon on earth, then shunning
your responsibility, leaving it to destroy the whole planet? If a
demon exists, Brother Zen, accountability exists. For you. And for
Vincent. And for Beaupré." Brendan handed him his mop back. 


He watched them for the rest of the day and evening. Before
lights-out he saw them talking in the hallway. Beaupré was rocking
from side to side and wringing his hands. Zen was shaking a fat
Oriental finger under the stubborn nose of Brother Vincent. 


The weather had changed again. And during the evening rain had
begun to fall. It drummed on the slate roofing under a variable wind.
By lights-out the wind had hardened from the northwest and the rain
changed to snow. They were back in the deep freeze again. 


Brendan left his cubicle door ajar and lay in his bed wideawake.
It was nearly 1 a.m. before his vigil paid off. He heard them in the
corridor, moving slowly in their cassocks and sandals. Down the hall
the outside door latch clicked. 


It was barely discernible a few minutes later, a faint light in
the greenhouse. They must have lit a candle. Brendan left his
cubicle, went down the corridor through the kitchen to the food
storage room. There he went to the window closest to the greenhouse
and stood in the dark, watching through the snowfall. One end of the
greenhouse glowed like a large lantern and he could see their
silhouettes moving to and fro in front of the candle. The three of
them were there. Brother Zen seemed to be drawing the pentacle while
Vincent held the book open. Brother Beaupré held the candle. 


At last, Brother Zen straightened up. The three of them stood in a
semicircle, Vincent and Zen holding the book, Beaupré holding the
candle, and they read a passage in unison. When they finished the
incantation, they looked around the greenhouse expectantly. 


Nothing happened. They read the incantation again. And again
nothing happened. 


They discussed the situation briefly. Then Zen took the book and
Beaupré held the candle. Zen held his head up and spoke the words
through a rounded mouth. Brendan could see his neck cords stand out.
Vincent kept his eye on the glass door of the greenhouse. 


It came without warning. The creature simply sailed over the wall
and landed near the hotbeds. It moved with astonishing speed: The
three monks barely had a chance to adjust their eyes when it was upon
them. The candle went out and in the dark Brendan heard glass
breaking. 


He hurried to the greenhouse and turned the light switch. Beaupré
lay still upon the floor. Vincent was rolling in pain and Zen was
nowhere in sight. Shattered glass was everywhere. The creature itself
was gone. 


Brendan knelt beside Beaupré. His head had been twisted and his
neck had been broken. He lay on his belly with his head facing the
roof. He'd been killed instantly. Brendan next located Brother Zen.
He had been thrown through the wall of the glasshouse and lay out on
the snow. Dazed and disoriented, he was trying to get up. In a moment
he stood and walked about, rubbing his rump. 


"It's gotten too strong for us," Brother Vincent said.
"I think it's here to stay." 
  
  


There were reporters from all over, and television cameras. And
hordes of curious. Brother Paul later said that the wall saved the
monastery, that and a sudden onset of warm weather that turned the
lake ice to a slush. It was too dangerous to walk on, and too thick
for boating. The monastery became unreachable for ten days. And by
then the crowds were gone, hooting after something else, somewhere
else. 


The monks didn't tell the police about the Tipperary pentacle or
the provenance of the creature. No one asked them. No one could think
of asking them, for no one knew what the creature was, except the
three monks and Brendan. 


Beaupré's death had a crushing effect on Brendan. He blamed
himself for it. He had chided the three of them for hiding from a
demon. Yet that's what he was doing. He had pressured them to fight
the demon. Yet that was exactly what he feared to do. And now Beaupré
was dead. And the monster still loose. 


For the first time Brendan took a look at himself and told himself
an unpleasant truth. He was a coward. And a hypocrite. 


For a while his deep shame caused him to avoid Vincent and Zen. It
was difficult to look them in the eyes. But they were grieving,
frightened and guilt-ridden and they never noticed him. 


Worst of all for Brendan, he didn't know what to do next. 
 

  


The sun grew noticeably stronger during the next week, and in the
greenhouse Brendan could feel its warmth on his back even on the hazy
days when the sunlight was weak. Winter was waning rapidly. 


One day he was mixing peat moss with earth as he sat on a
three-legged stool. His trowel scraped away the dirt from the floor
and exposed faint traces of chalk from the infamous pentacle. 


He looked at it with dismay. This is where the creature had leaped
into the world. Paxton's Book of Demons had done that. What a
tragedy that volume had caused. Vincent had said, "I curse the
day we opened it." And he would go on cursing that day until he
died. 


Staring at the faint chalk lines, Brendan had an arresting
thought. If Paxton's Book of Demons could teach Beaupré and
Zen and Vincent how to raise a fiend from hell, could it teach him
how to battle Satan? He turned his head and looked through the
greenhouse panes to the window of the library. Brother Luke's head
was just visible where he sat over his lettering. 


Could it? Was there a page in Paxton on how to fight Satan?
Brendan jammed the trowel into the peat moss and stood up. He stared
at the library window. The hairs on his neck prickled. 
  
 


Brendan waited until late in the afternoon before going inside the
library. Brother Luke was still bending over his lettering, his huge
back turned to the door, working in complete silence by the fading
sunlight of the winter day. 


Neither spoke as Brendan took down Paxton's Book of Demons.
He sat doubtfully with it in his lap, remembering Vincent's words
vividly. "I curse the day we opened it." But if it could
teach him how to battle Satan, he would never curse that day, would
he? 


He flipped some of the pages. The book was written in Middle
English, filled with long-dead words. He got down a Middle English
lexicon to help him. Then he began with the title page. It said: 
 

  


The Book of Demons. Being an Inquiry into the Ways and
Means that Demons, Witches, Warlocks and their Surrogates Intrude in
Our Lives, with Especial Attention to the Incubus, Succubus and Their
Familiars and Consorts, and also Containing the Best and Most Useful
Recipes, Nostrums, Prayers, Imprecations, Interdictions, Curses, and
Spells, to Control Them; and Describing Various and Sundry Devices
for Warding off Their Attacks, and Containing a Learned Disquisition
on Benevolent Creatures of the Supernatural World and Their Uses,
Titles, and Functions, with Instructions for Summoning Their Aid in
Dealing with These Noisome, Loathesome Creatures from Hell and
Including a Separate Passage Dealing with Methods for Foiling the
Arch Fiend Himself, the Devil Who is Called Satan, Compiled from the
Most Celebrated Authors both Ancient and Modern.

Brendan looked up at Brother Luke's back, then at the failing day
outside. He was almost afraid to open the book further. If the title
page was correct, inside would be a recipe for coping with Satan
himself. 


He sat with the book in his lap for a few minutes, fearing to let
his hopes rise. Then he reopened the cover and started to read. On
the margins and interspersed throughout the text were drawings of
fearsome creatures, witches, warlocks, Satanic ceremonies, devils
tormenting humans, churches burning, piles of skulls, and angels
confronting specters. 


There were prayers and spells, curses and recipes for coping with
multitudinous mischiefs by demons: How to cure a demon-infested cow
of curdled milk. How to prevent evil spirits from replacing a baby
with a changeling. How to exorcise demons that infest a barn. How to
drown a witch. 


Brendan knocked a knuckle on the arm of his wooden chair and
opened the section on Satan. Paxton saved his greatest eloquence for
this section. He ran out of words, synonyms and expletives as his
rage spluttered across the pages. 


Most of the mischief done on this earth was not done by Satan,
Paxton said, but by his subjects and lesserlings. Satan intruded in
the affairs of man only on momentous occasions. Many of his
depredations were really done by one of his lieutenants, particularly
Beelzebub. 


Satan presided over such affairs as the seduction of a pope, the
stealing of a saint's soul, causing wars among nations, breeding
internecine strife within the Church most holy. His greatest
mischief--after Eden, of course--was the temptation of Christ. 


Most men can cope with a fiend, given the right methods, for all
fiends have their vulnerabilities. But few men have ever coped with
Satan. The Bishop of Clontarf did--he defeated Satan roundly. So did
several ascetic monks, a few original apostles and one or two others.
No woman ever did. 


The only way to cope with Satan was to summon the Magus. The Magus
would teach the victim the correct way to confront Satan. And even
then, with the help of the Magus, men did not always win. 


The drawings showed the Magus teaching the Bishop of Clontarf, and
the Bishop then pummeling Satan with a ò crucifix. 


There were inconsistencies and missing facts in Paxton's
description of the Magus. He had included at least a dozen drawings
of the Magus with his large white dog. One caption said: "With
heer redde on his heed and eyed in bleue. The dogge is hight
Repentaunce." His hair red on his head and eyed in blue. His dog
is called Repentance. 


Brendan decided that his mother really must have seen the Magus in
Ireland the day before Brendan was born: a red-haired priest, she
said, with blue eyes and an enormous white dog. Already the Magus
seemed closer to him. 


Brendan studied the dog. It was a huge mastiff, and in one drawing
he was baring his teeth at a hawk. 


The Magus was attired just like a monk, in a white cassock. Sewn
on the front of the cassock was a full-length cross made of dark
fabric and stretching from shoulder to shoulder and from throat to
toe. In one drawing he was menacing demons. At his feet was a
pentacle. Several demons were falling through the cracks in the
earth. "Get thee to Hell!" the caption said. And the Magus
was sternly pointing in that direction. Repentance was biting one of
the demons on his forked tail. 


The Magus, Paxton said, was an eternal wanderer of the earth, who
had fallen out of heaven and was seeking the pathway back. He was the
biggest foe on earth of Satan and of his tribe. Hundreds were his
acts, all bent on thwarting the work of the fiends of hell. The Magus
was to be called upon whenever Satan's presence was suspected. He
then gave a list of the Magus's many titles. When Brendan read it, he
sat in stunned silence. For on the list--which included Patron Angel
of Farm Animals, Protector of Dogs, Keeper of the Seal of Pym,
Protector of Lost Travelers, Benefactor of Monks and Mendicants,
Lover of Mankind--was the most stunning title of all: Champion of the
Purple Aura. 


Brendan stared at the words. Champion of the Purple Aura. Paxton
didn't explain the title. Below it was a "Recipe for Summoning
the Magus." 


Brendan could sit no longer. He got up, pulled on his coat and
went out into the bitingly cold air of sunset to pace up and down in
the footpaths worn in the snow. Several monks, bent against the cold
in their cowls, walked ahead of him. 


It was beautiful there. A long flight of crows flew by on the
other side of the frozen lake, cawing to each other, heading for
their nightly roost. The whole western sector of the sky was a
deep-rose color as the sun set Brendan watched his frosty breath hang
in the still air. 


He'd come to love the monastery. The warmth and peace inside, set
in the midst of a terrible northern winter, filled his heart with
great affection for the other monks. But he yearned to be with Anne.
She was never out of his mind. And now he felt a faint stirring of
hope. Might he see her again? Paxton had shown how to raise a demon.
Could he help Brendan? He had to find out. 


Brendan was thoroughly chilled when he went back into the
monastery. He was afraid to reopen Paxton for fear of disappointment.
Maybe he'd misread it. Maybe he'd made a bad translation. 


He went into the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee and
watched the sun drop behind the distant mountains. Darkness came
abruptly. At last he stood up and returned to the library. Brother
Luke was gone. His desk was put away and the room seemed colder.
Hostile almost. 


He opened Paxton again. And translated the passage with infinite
care. It was true: The Magus was Satan's archenemy; he was to be
called upon whenever Satan's presence was suspected; he was truly
Champion of the Purple Aura. 


Brendan now read the recipe for summoning the Magus. 


The instructions were simple and detailed. The supplicant was to
build two fires. He or she would don a purple gown and stand outside
in the open between the two fires in full view with head bared. The
company of a white dog was suggested; if possible, a purebred
mastiff. Paxton gave the prayer that was to be read aloud: 


"O Magus, hear my plea. 


"I am sore beset by Satan and his works. I believe in the
forgiveness of sins, in the redemption of fallen souls, in the
ultimate destruction of Lucifer and his followers. Come help me in my
struggle with this Arch Fiend, and I will requite thee with my
gratitude and with my prayers for the forgiveness of your
transgressions and for your safe return to the bosom of the Lord.
Amen." 


Brendan reread the instructions and the prayer with growing doubt.
Two fires? Head bared? In a purple gown? If he did that even at
night, he'd be easily visible to the creature. 


It would be a hidden race--between the creature and the Magus. And
Brendan would have to bet his life on the Magus reaching him first. 


He pictured himself standing out in the open with two fires, his
head bared in the freezing night air, uttering the prayer and
waiting. And waiting. In the warmth and relative safety of the
monastery library, he shrank from such a risk. There had to be an
easier way. He put Paxton back on the shelf and went off to supper. 


The eight monks sat in the refectory, eating. Their faces were
ruddy in the soft light and steam rose serenely from their soup. It
seemed more appealing a life than ever. Better than Paxton's game. 


Brendan took another walk after dinner, his feet crunching in the
snow, guided only by the moonlight. He had to take action soon. That
creature was preparing something spectacular, a catastrophe of great
magnitude. It had to be stopped. Also, he knew that eventually the
creature would detect his purple aura. His incredible luck couldn't
last much longer. In his dreams that night he saw Satan riding with
Death again. He woke in the morning with Anne's name on his lips. 


When he got up, he went looking for two metal barrels that could
contain a blazing fire. 
  
  


Getting the mastiff could prove to be difficult Any white dog
would do, but Brendan was not inclined to cut corners. 


It took a forty-mile trip in the monastery's old four-wheel Jeep
to find a mastiff. Brendan thought it strange that no one challenged
him when he rousted out the two old metal barrels; they never cast a
glance at the purple fabric he'd fashioned into a loose gown; and
they never even asked him why he wanted to use the four-wheel Jeep.
In the monastery every man's business was his own alone. 


The mastiff was quite the largest dog Brendan had ever seen, over
thirty inches at the shoulder, with rippling muscles, a deep chest
and a deep bass bark. It weighed over 150 pounds. The man who bred it
laughed when Brendan asked if he would have any difficulty handling
the dog. 


"Difficulty? Well, let's see." He walked Brendan down
behind his home to the dog pens. He opened the gate to a runway and
led Brendan to a pen and opened the door. 


"His name is Fury," the man said, and he laughed. 


The dog lay with his head on his paws. Faintly he wagged his tail
at his owner without raising his eyes. He was inexpressibly bored. 


"Up, you fearful monster," the man said. 


Fury yawned and sat up. 


"Doesn't he ever move?" 


"Oh, yes. In breeding season, he dances around like Fred
Astaire. He dotes on his work then. And of course, the mere sight of
food--I think he lies about all day just thinking about food. I'll
show you what I mean." The breeder leaned over and said into the
dog's ear, "Steak!" The dog jumped up and ran in circles,
barking at the sky. 


"Ah, sit down, you fiend," the breeder said. "A fat
chance you have of seeing real steak ever again... Prices--" He
looked at Brendan. "Just one thing you should remember. If this
breed ever closes its jaws on anything, it never lets go. Never."


Brother Zen made a place for the dog down behind the greenhouse in
an old tool shed, where it promptly went to sleep. And they fed him
from kitchen scraps, pounds of them. The dog loved to eat. Late at
night Brendan took it for a run on the ice. He threw a red ball and
the dog bounded after it. Fury conceived a great affection for
Brendan and would plant his front paws on Brendan's chest to lick his
face. Usually the movement was so quick Brendan was unprepared and
would fall backward with the huge dog on his chest. 


Two nights later, he was ready. He pulled the purple gown over his
winter clothes. "Good grooming doesn't count," he said,
looking in the mirror. 


It was a clear cold night. A full moon was to rise at 3 a.m. At 2
a.m., long after the monastery had gone to sleep, Brendan, as quietly
as he could, pulled the two barrels on a sled out on the ice a
distance from the monastery and set them up on a platform of bricks.
The holes around the base of the barrels acted as a draft and he soon
had a roaring fire in both barrels with hissing flames leaping at the
darkness. 


The moon was just rising in the southeast quarter of the sky.
Brendan gazed up. Never in all the years in the city had he seen such
a gathering of stars. The sky was encrusted with them. He felt as
though an enormous cosmic audience had come to observe. He unrolled a
canvas tarpaulin to stand on. 


Brendan looked critically at the arrangement. He was standing in
his purple gown before the lectern between the two barrels of fire.
The rising moon made everything a varying hue of silver. Details were
indistinct. On the lectern beside Paxton's book, in a hurricane
chimney, was a small candle that cast barely enough light to make the
prayer legible. At Brendan's side, the mastiff sat looking with
patient curiosity at him. 


Last chance to back down. Brendan thought about the dead horse,
about the burned church, the dead minister, the lethal Walpurgisnacht
with the inmates of the madhouse, and the dead monk Beaupré with his
twisted neck. And he thought about Aunt Maeve and Jackie and his
family. But most of all he thought about Anne. Without her, his life
was a living entombment. 


He pictured the creature growing ever stronger and leading legions
of adulators to sack and smash cities. He saw the creature attacking
his family, attacking Anne. 


He gazed back at the walls of the monastery. An icy draft stirred
the skirts of his purple gown. Within minutes he could be dead, lying
on the ice with his head twisted almost off his shoulders. 


Brendan stepped up to the lectern and prayed silently for strength
and deliverance, then addressed himself to Paxton's book. 


Patience. The issue could soon be decided. He pushed back his cowl
and removed his wool cap, exposing his head to the wintery night. He
looked at the text. Drawing a breath, in a loud clear voice he began
to read: "O Magus, hear my plea." After he'd read it
through once, he paused to scan the lake. The creature could come
with violent speed, he knew, from any direction, full of rage,
murderously. But which way would the Magus come? 


Fury looked fondly upon Brendan. Then he yawned and lay down.
Brendan read the prayer again. Nothing happened. 


The fire eagerly consumed the wood and soon all that remained was
a red glow of coals. Deliberately Brendan gathered up more firewood
from his pile and thrust it into the two barrels. Soon he had a
whistling, snapping fire going again. Once more he read the prayer
aloud and waited. His head was growing numb in the subzero
temperature and he could feel the cold penetrating his pac boots.
Standing near one of the barrels, he let the rushing heat bathe his
chilled head and his hands. 


Looking back at the monastery, set low on its island, he thought
about his warm bed. This was madness. It was after 4 a.m. 


The constellations had slipped westward and new stars had
appeared, new throngs to stare down at him. He added more wood to the
fire and read the supplication again. And still nothing happened. 


Out there in the darkness, somewhere under that large moon, the
creature must be prowling. Brendan was inviting instant death. 


With the penetrating cold, and the fatigue of the nightlong vigil,
Brendan was losing his resolve. His courage was at low ebb. The
yearning to flee grew more insistent. Life in the monastery was more
acceptable than ever. His bed seemed so tempting. 


Brendan closed the book and leaned over to warm his bare head once
more before putting his cap on. He yawned and the dog yawned. 


As Brendan turned back to the lectern, the dog's ears pricked. It
stood and peered intently into the darkness. Brendan looked in the
same direction across the ice to the far shore. The night was still
quite clear under the moon but all Brendan saw was a whited-out
winter world. He looked down again at the dog. It stood staring
attentively at the far shore. Then Brendan felt a tremor on the ice.
The ice shook. The sound of cracking ice scurried across the frozen
surface. Then came a rhythmical pounding. Something was running on
the ice but Brendan could see nothing moving. 


He could feel the steady pounding of running feet through the
soles of his boots. Brendan backed away a few feet from the fires. He
gauged the distance to the monastery. It was a very long run. He
looked again toward the noise. Far away in the moonlight, he made
out' a movement. The pounding was louder and the noise of crackling
ice closer. 


The dog cocked his head in great curiosity. The figure was nearer
and moving at great speed directly toward him. 


Then a shrill, angry titter carried through the darkness.
Brendan's heart quailed. 


The creature loomed out of the darkness, huge, larger than ever,
an expression of indignant rage on its hideous face, its forelimbs
raised to strike. Abruptly it came to a sliding stop and backed away
a step. It snorted in surprise, its furious wild eye fixed on
Brendan. From its body rolled its dank sickening odor. Around its
neck was draped a wrist-thick gold chain from which depended a mirror
in an oval gold frame. The creature had lovingly discovered its own
face. 


For a moment it seemed baffled. Then it raised itself to its full
height and in a rage beat its fists on its chest and stamped its
feet. Great cracks in the ice radiated from it. Cracking noises
sounded from all over the lake. 


The creature craned its neck, staring at Brendan's face in the
moonlight, studying the hair and the robe, pacing in a semicircle
before him, trying to see better. The mastiff, straining at its
chain, watched with great curiosity. 


"Purple," the creature said. "Purple!" 


"Get thee to hell," Brendan answered. 


The creature beat its breast in a rage and bellowed, raising its
forearm high in the air. 


Brendan walked after it, holding up his right index finger. "Let
me touch you, monster! One touch!" He hurried toward it. The
creature slipped and leaped to its feet to run off across the ice. 


"Down!" Brendan yelled after it. "Get thee to
hell." 


Far out on the ice, the creature beat its arms hysterically on the
chest. "Purple," it shouted once more. It gathered itself
and charged toward Brendan. 


Brendan looked about for a weapon. There was nothing. Fury was up
and barking wildly as Brendan threw up his arms to ward off the blow.
And suddenly there were two mastiffs barking and lunging. The
creature shrieked as the second mastiff bounded up and leaped at its
throat. 


The creature tried to turn and run but the dog bore it down on the
ice and savagely slashed at its throat. A man's figure stepped past
Brendan, roaring at the creature, "Down! Chimere! Down! Get thee
to hell!" 


The ice burst open. Huge cracks appeared. The creature fell into
the water, thrashing and shrieking. Then it sank. 


The man turned and looked with great concern at Brendan. "Are
you hurt?" 


Brendan shook his head. 


The man stared at Brendan's head. "Dear God," he said.
"Your aura's like a bonfire." He smiled with ineffable joy.
"Call me Timothy," he said. 


Timothy led Brendan inside the monastery. He had the kindest green
eyes Brendan had ever seen, and Brendan felt an immediate and
overwhelming affection for him. 


"We have only a few minutes," Timothy said. "Satan's
hawk will be here any moment." 


"Can you help me?" Brendan asked. 


"Yes. I can. But first we have to get you somewhere safe.
There's a place forty miles south of here, through the mountains at
the Great Gap. An old ruin of a monastery. I'll take care of the hawk
as long as I can while you make your way there. Travel at night only.
Keep your head covered. And watch for the hawk. If you see her, hide
immediately." 


"What if she sees me?" Brendan asked. 


Timothy's eyes became bleak. "Pray." 
  
 


It took only a few minutes to fit Brendan out with winter garments
and boots and a backpack. Timothy accompanied him to the edge of the
ice, giving him detailed advice. He finished by saying, "Cross
the lake that way. Keep your heading due south. And no matter what
you hear or see, don't stop. Run for your life." 


Guided by the bright moonlight, Brendan trotted across the ice to
the shore and disappeared among the trees. There was a long climb
ahead of him in woods that were still deep with snow. He turned and
looked back. He was leaving a clear trail in the snow behind him.
Then he heard the hawk. "Cree cree creel" she
shrieked, circling the monastery. When she saw Timothy she filled the
night with her cries. Timothy and the mastiff walked across the ice
away from Brendan with the hawk darting after them. 


Brendan climbed for an hour. Periodically he paused long enough to
get his bearings and to look back at the lake. It seemed to have
grown smaller. The monastery was barely visible among the trees;
Timothy, Repentance and the hawk were not visible at all. 


It was after five when he reached the crest, panting, mopping his
brow, not daring to push off his hood. His eyes studied the woods for
signs of the hawk. 


Then he started down the other side of the mountain. Many miles
south of him lay the Great Gap between the two mountains. That was
the way to safety. 


Soon he was struggling to keep his footing as his boots slipped
and slid down the snowy slope. He had to break his way through
thickets, ducking branches, stubbing against rocks. It was painfully
slow going and his back was complaining about the constant stooping
under the branches. Then he found the fire lane. A row of power-line
poles marched straight down the hill and he was able to increase his
speed, keeping to the edge of the cleared trail. 


The moon disappeared in black clouds, and later he was enveloped
in a swirling snowstorm. He was just barely able to follow the
powerlines down the slope. There was one good thing about the snow:
It was covering his tracks. 


At six thirty there was a little more light, and he knew that
above the snow clouds dawn was breaking. He was weary; his muscles
ached as if they had been pummeled by a club. He yearned to sleep. A
safe hiding place somewhere out of that searching wind was what he
needed. 


He had come down the long undulating slope and had crossed the
narrow tip of a valley before starting abruptly to climb again. He
came upon a sinuous roadway and followed it, feeling his tired legs
complain with every step. The road rose sharply and curved to the
left. 


He had walked into the middle of a field before he realized that
the road had turned away again. Before him, looming in the falling
snow, was an indistinct structure. He walked closer to it. It was a
summer cottage with a front porch. 


Brendan studied the building. Someone had left open the lattice
cover under the left side of the porch. He stooped down and peered
inside. There was a snowdrift that extended about five feet. Beyond
that was a thick bed of autumn leaves that had blown in there.
Brendan crept in, then with care shut the lattice cover like a gate.
Immediately, the wind was busily blowing snow through the interstices
of the lattice work. 


On his knees, crouching with his head bent, he opened his sleeping
bag, beat the snow off his clothing, unlaced his boots and slipped
into the bag. He'd barely zipped himself in when he fell asleep. 
 

  


The hawk's cry woke him. The snow had stopped but the wind was
still blowing. As he sat up, Brendan saw through the lattice across
the field and out on the roadway. While he'd slept, the snow and the
scouring wind had completely obliterated his tracks. The hawk cried
again, and he could just see her high above, an agitated speck in the
tumultuous clouds. 


Brendan crouched under the porch and waited. It was late afternoon
when Brendan could hear birds in the trees, cluttering. He knew the
hawk had flown off. A flock of crows arrived, dancing briefly on the
swaying boughs of some conifers, then went off with their raucous
calls echoing down the mountainside. The south-facing slope of the
roof above him was catching the full effect of the March sun, and he
could hear the eave dripping heavily. He also heard water trickling
somewhere under the snow. The afternoon was getting short and with
darkness all that snowmelt would freeze and make the footing
slippery. 


For two hours more he remained under the porch, watching intently
for the hawk. In the sunset a black form sailed over the house, and
with one glance Brendan knew she was back. As he watched, she swept
across the sky again in a slow semicircle, then wheeled north as
silently as death. A moment later she was a distant black dot over
the valley, curving this way and that, endlessly searching. Darkness
was not far off. 


He risked heating some dried soup in a cupful of snow over his
alcohol stove, ravenously drank it and ate two of his four
sandwiches. He felt stiff and ungainly. He yearned to stand and
stretch. He wished he had a weapon. How would he ever escape the
hawk's incredible eyes? 


Brendan swung back the lattice and stood up. The sun was gone;
only a faint redness in the west marked its descent. And already in
the east and south the evening stars had appeared. His luck was
holding: A huge moon was rising to light his way south. It was a
beautiful windless night and in the silence the only sound was the
crunch of his boots on the snow. He still felt stiff from the night
before. 


Soon the road crested and wiggled down toward a broad valley. On
the other side of the valley he saw the Great Gap between the two
mountains. They bulked like two whales. Between them was the glow of
the rail-junction city. Here and there in the valley he saw the
lights of farmhouses. The moon at three quarters cast an eerie ghost
light over the snow. He felt totally alone. But the worst of the
climbing and descending was behind him. Ahead lay a fairly straight
walk. Contrary to Timothy's advice, he stayed on the paved road. The
walking was much faster that way. 
  
  


It was sometime around one in the morning when the first gust of
warm air touched his face. A wind kicked up, moist and southerly,
full of rain. 


Brendan turned and looked back. In the moonlight his tracks were
clearly visible. He squinted into the moonscape, searching for any
movement, and found none. Then he turned and almost trotted toward
the interval. The backpack weighed heavily on his shoulders. 


Occasionally, a long way off he would see a car approaching and
then he would scamper off the road and wait for it to pass. Several
times, farm dogs set up a barking staccato and he was sure the hawk
heard it. 


Sweat was streaming from him now. After the months of inactivity
in the monastery, he was soft. He didn't know how much longer he
could keep up the pace he was setting. Once when he turned to look,
he saw the great mass of the mountain he'd crossed during the night.
In spite of his relentless pace during the last two hours, the
mountain seemed as close behind him as ever and the interval more
distant. He could almost convince himself the mountain was following
him. It began to rain and in a few minutes it was teeming, a warm
spring rain. 


The road was rising gradually, a long sweeping slope toward an old
fold of land. Under his rain poncho he heard himself panting now and
the calf in his right leg was tight and threatening to cramp. He
considered discarding the backpack. It had grown heavier with each
hour. 


The snow was melting rapidly away, and
he slogged through lakes of drowned slush. He was concentrating on
his footing when he heard the hawk's cree cree cree faintly
through the noise of the downpour. He immediately looked for a place
to hide. He broke into a run, and as he bounded around a curve he
almost ran into a railroad crossing light. Two red lamps were
blinking alternately. In front of him a freight train rolled, moving
slowly and picking up speed. Without hesitating, Brendan broke into a
run and trotted beside it, watching. A freight car with its sliding
door open approached him, he turned his body and flopped on the edge,
dangling his legs in air and kicking to get inside. He couldn't make
it. He dropped off, took another run and dived up. But the backpack
threw him off stride and he was still dangling. The train was rapidly
picking up speed and he got a glimpse of a tunnel ahead. With the
last strength in his legs he ran again, almost reaching a sprint, and
jumped up. His head and shoulders were inside; his legs dangled. He
could not pull himself in. Something gripped his collar. In a moment
he was dragged inside the boxcar. And a moment later the train
entered the tunnel. Things became pitch-dark. 




  
  




IV





[bookmark: chapter_12]CHAPTER 11

The Question

Anne went home every night. She would start a meal while playing
an album on the stereo. While the food cooked she would take a
shower. Then she would dress, turn off the stove and go to a
hamburger place. The next morning she'd find the food dried in the
pot on the stove and throw it away. 


She would start to dust the furniture. Later, the dustcloth would
still be in the middle of the table or stuck in a Venetian blind. She
didn't like being alone anymore. It took her a while to realize that
she was blaming herself for Brendan. If he really had trusted her and
believed her, he would have taken her with him. 


"My fault," she said to the mirror. "Dumb broad."


She went more and more to the Green on Green. Jackie was company.
A born bartender, a frustrated actor cadging TV parts on any passing
bit of film, he was also a listener to others' troubles. He wanted to
talk about his own problems sometimes, and would confide in Annie.
They propped each other up. Jackie's nightmare was failure in the
theater, he feared he would end up a middle-aged half-bald
glass-polishing bartender living over a saloon somewhere and once or
twice a week hustling some wino's wife up to his bed for a little R &
R. In pantomime he would stick his can out in the back ("Middle-age
spread," he'd say) and waddle up and down for her, making her
giggle. But when he looked sidewise a few years ahead, she could see
the doubt in the corners of his eyes. 


He was also part of Brendan's life. She stubbornly refused to
admit to herself that Jackie was a way of holding two fingers onto
Brendan's coattails. If ever he returned, she was sure he would come
back through the doorway of the Green on Green. 


Jackie also watched the door for Brendan's return. Brendan was his
prop, his cheering section. Jackie missed him. "I feel like
there's a draft coming up my back sometimes," he said to Anne.
"Like a ghost." 


"Do you believe in the occult, Jackie?" 


Jackie nodded seriously. "I believe it all. Leprechauns,
pookas, fairies, banshees, the whole kit." 


"Have you ever seen one?" 


"No, but I may any moment. I'm like the lady who said, I
don't believe in ghosts and I hope they leave me alone.'" 


Invariably Trevor would turn up. And shortly a whole gang of his
friends would appear. Trevor's bar bills were enormous. One evening
Jackie drew him aside and spoke earnestly to him for a few minutes.
Trevor drew out a checkbook and wrote a check. Jackie shook his head
as he put it in the cash register. 


Anne noticed that Trevor's Mends never bought him a drink, never
put a penny on the bar. 


"Do you pay for all that?" she asked him. 


"What?" 


"All the drinking your friends do?" 


"I suppose." 


"Tell me their names. What's her name there with the short
blond hair?" 


"I forget." 


"What does she do?" 


"Oh, she's a friend of his." 


"I see. What's his name, Trevor?" 


"I--let me see." 


"Where did you meet him?" 


"Oh--in some bar, I guess." 


"Trevor. Don't you know a freeloader when you see one?" 


He grinned sheepishly at her. "They're broke. They're actors
on the street." 


"Actors, me eye," Jackie said. "That one is an
accountant And the others are all something else." 


"Let them buy their own drinks, Trevor," Anne said. 


"Good," Jackie said. And he walked down the bar. Several
times Anne watched him shake his head at Trevor's friends and point
at Trevor. Shortly all of Trevor's friends had departed. 


"They didn't even say good night, Trevor," Anne said. 


He shrugged and smiled at her. "It was just a few dollars."


Later Jackie told her that the few dollars were often over a
hundred dollars a night. 


Anne regretted her intrusion in Trevor's affairs. Now when they
met, Trevor asked Anne for advice. Should he keep his current
accounting firm or hire a new one? His stockbroker was a friend from
college but lately his advice had been very bad. What should he do?
Trevor was a procrastinates. Confronted with a problem, he often did
nothing. 


Anne found herself calling him during the day and prodding him
like a mother. One day she realized it and withdrew her comments. He
grew upset. 


"First of all, Trevor," she answered, "I'm not
smart enough to give you good advice. What do I know about
stockbrokers? And secondly, you never take the advice anyway." 


He was upset. Anxious. "Annie, don't get mad I need to be
able to talk to you. I do take your advice. I'm getting a new
stockbroker and it's an all-business relationship this time. I don't
buy drinks for freeloaders anymore. I'm writing a play. Every day. My
whole life is getting straightened out because of you." 


He bought her a lovely pin. "For my business counselor,"
he said. "No strings, Annie. Just a way of saying thank you."


"Say thank you." 


He frowned. "Thank you." 


"Good. Now you said it. You don't need to give me a pin."
And she made him take it back. 


He grew quiet. Then he took her hand. "Anne. You told me
Brendan's not coming back. True?" 


"I'm afraid so, Trevor." 


"Then, follow my logic, if there's ever going to be a man in
your life, it won't be Brendan. Right?" 


"I'm afraid that's so also, Trevor. But--" 


"Shhh! Let me give my advisor some advice. Get on with your
life. Brendan's in your past." 


"And you're my future." 


"I would marry you right now." 


"Oh, Trevor. We'd end up in a divorce in two weeks." 


"Good. Wonderful. I mean I'd take fourteen days of marriage
with you if that's all I could get." 


She looked at him with awe. It was as though he were reading her
script with Brendan. "I'd take two weeks of living with you,
Brendan," she'd said. She took Trevor's hand in both of hers.
She knew exactly how he felt. He loved her and couldn't have her; she
loved Brendan and couldn't have him. Right now, tonight, she'd
eagerly, joyfully take fourteen days with Brendan. 


He smiled at her. "I need you. Brendan doesn't. And I'd make
you a wonderful husband. I adore you, Anne." 


"Enough, Trevor, enough." 


"Do you know what I'd do if you put your arms around me and
said 'I love you, Trevor'? My heart would burst with joy." 
 

  


Trevor took Anne to meet his mother. She lived in Marblehead, the
gold coast above Boston. They got a glimpse of it when the plane
circled for a landing at the Boston airport. A chauffeured limousine
was waiting for them. 


Marblehead is a promontory, an enclave of the very wealthy,
overlooking bay, harbor and ocean. The house was very large and done
in the Spanish style of the 1920's. Jay Gatsby could easily have come
out with a pair of binoculars to study Daisy's dock. 


Mrs. Townsend was a presence. Her husband's family had more money
than hers, but her antecedents were far more impressive, and the
mansion rehearsed it at every turning. There were valuable American
antiques that had been in her family for many generations; there were
portraits from the eighteenth century of soldiers and bankers and
preachers. There were framed deeds to property in Beacon Hill and
brown parchment maps, coats of arms, charters and military
commissions and photographs. And, of course, family trees. . She was
obviously determined to like Anne as she took her for a stroll
through the mansion. Trevor sat out on the patio with a cup of tea
and watched the sea. 


"You're very pretty, Anne," Mrs. Townsend said. "Very
sweet. I can see why Trevor adores you. I can see it all over his
face. You're the first girl he ever brought home." She brushed a
wisp of Anne's hair back and studied her with measuring eyes. 


Anne thought, There's a wedding gown from eight generations back
and she's wondering if she should suggest I wear it. The wedding:
Anne shrank for thinking about it. This mansion filled with
Bostonians of impeccable antecedents come to see the heir to a great
New England fortune marry a little Irish Catholic girl from New York.
It was too trite: the plot from a thousand novels. 


Now came the confrontation. Mrs. Townsend turned to face Anne.
"You may know I have absolutely no influence over my son.
Underneath that pleasant exterior of his is bedrock. He gets it from
my side of the family. Trevor does exactly as Trevor wishes. And I
choose to maintain a relationship with him by not fighting with him.
Long ago we divided the United States between us. I get all of New
England to Connecticut's southwest border and he gets all of New York
down through Virginia." She fixed a sharp eye on Anne. "That's
not so bad. He gets that wonderfully renascent Philadelphia society,
plus Baltimore and all of the carpetbaggers of Washington. The rest
of the country we left to recent immigrants." 


And abruptly the two women stood laughing. The sense of humor, the
same wit--now Anne saw where Trevor got it. Mrs. Townsend led the way
down a long second-floor corridor. 


"This was the nursery. All three of my boys were raised
here." It was a huge room with bright white walls, life-sized
stuffed clowns, hobbyhorses, toys and toy boxes, and child-sized
furniture. In the middle of the room was an antique rocking horse,
the leather saddle cracked with age. 


Mrs. Townsend pushed it with a finger and watched it quietly rock
back and forth. "Imported from England for my
great-great-great-great grandfather. Belongs in a museum." 


They walked over to the window and looked out over the ocean. "How
many children do you want, Anne?" 


"Oh, a few--two, three." 


Mrs. Townsend nodded. "I'm not very crazy about the Irish,
Anne. They have too many flaws and practically no virtues. Up here
they treat life as if it were a football game between Notre Dame and
Oxford. If I had my choice Trevor would marry into one of the old
Boston families. Fortunately the other two have both married
fortunes. So I have no complaints. But--well, let's get to it, Annie.
How are the children going to be raised? Pape or Anglican?" 


Anne gave Mrs. Townsend a half smile. "My father would
describe you as one tough cookie, Mrs. Townsend." 


She lifted her head and chuckled. "I bet he describes you
that way too, doesn't he, Anne? Well, Trevor needs a tough cookie for
a wife. He's very wishy-washy about most things. Come-day, go-day. He
should be worrying about what church his children will go to, not me.
But the thought, I can assure, you, has never crossed his mind."
She turned that penetrating look to Anne again. "But it has
crossed yours." 


Anne nodded. "Maybe it's not as important as it used to be."


"Maybe. I must say I'm surprised. You're not what I expected
at all. You look like you have a lot of common sense, Anne. We may
end up hating each other. I'm sure I'm going to turn into a horrible
mother-in-law. But I'm going to watch and wait. You want to talk
about the wedding?" 


There was a wedding dress and she was going to be invited
to wear it. Mrs. Townsend watched Anne's face. "No answer. Okay.
We won't talk about the wedding. Let's go have a cup of tea and we
can both beard the affable idiot." 


And they both stood laughing together. To Mrs. Townsend it was an
accepted fact that her son would marry Anne. 
  
  


On the flight back from Marblehead, Trevor looked down at the
turbulent Atlantic Ocean and said, "Spring has already arrived
in Bermuda, Annie. How'd you like to sail there on the Hirondelle
with me?" 


Bermuda. She too looked down at the grim and gray Atlantic. Late
March in New York was just as grim and gray, a place where winter
always dies badly amid dirty slush and gutter trash, where everything
is begrimed with a white salt film and everyone has that
end-of-winter dowdiness. Spring in Bermuda. 


"Why not go meet it?" Trevor said. "We get two
springs that way. One on the island and another in New York when we
come back." 


He put a slight emphasis on "we." And she understood it
was a proposal. Marriage to Trevor. 


Anne looked down again at the gray water. She couldn't find a
reason to say no. 


"Can I sleep on it, Trevor?" 


"You'll give me an answer tomorrow?" 


"Yes. Tomorrow night." 


He wanted her to say Yes and he wanted her to say it then. He
bowed his head like a communicant praying. "We could leave
tomorrow morning," he offered. 


"I'll answer you. Tomorrow night,"
she said. "Seven o'clock." 



[bookmark: chapter_13]CHAPTER 12

Brendan and Timothy

Spring defeated winter by drowning it. The warm southerly air
combined with the torrential rains to melt the snow and thaw the
earth. The world was a vast lake of rain and meltwater. 


Brendan located the road up to the ruined monastery at one in the
morning and with the aid of a hiker's pole began the slow ascent.
Behind him streams had overflowed their banks, and cities and towns
were flooded. Up ahead of him, the mountain was gushing water from
every crevice. A gurgling river was running down the road, sweeping
stones, gravel and debris with it. He was surprised when his
flashlight picked up occasional patches of snow lying in the naked
woods, still unmelted. His feet were wet inside his boots. His legs
were soaked to the knees. 


The night before, the freight train had carried him miles south
before it slowed in a switching yard. The old derelict who had pulled
him on board the freight car showed him how to jump off while the
train was still moving. By then it was nearly dawn. 


At a nearby siding he found another empty freight car and there
he'd slept most of the day away. The rain was still pouring down late
in the afternoon; part of the switching yard was underwater. Long
before dark, Brendan was on the road again, moving toward the
mountain and the ruined monastery. 


Now he wondered how he would find the place in this blinding rain
and darkness. One aspect to his situation cheered him: The hawk could
probably not fly in this weather. So he used the flashlight freely. 


The old road climbed, then relented, only to climb again. He was
unable to see more than a few feet ahead but he knew he was following
a switchback road up to the crest of an old eroded mountain. And
somewhere up there were the ruins of the abandoned monastery. It
would be his ultimate rendezvous, the place where the central issue
of his life would be resolved. Up there was the battleground where he
felt sure he would either prevail or die. 
  
  


He almost missed the place. The only light on the whole
mountainside was his own flashlight; the only sound, the steady beat
of the late-winter rain in the barren woods. 


He stumbled over a boulder. Under his flashlight he saw that it
was dressed, squared, with traces of cement on one face--a stone from
some kind of structure, a building or a bridge. Searching for more
stones, he turned off the broken road and struggled through low
brush. He came upon others, finally a piece of standing wall, then
flagstone paving covered with sand and pebbles. A spout of water fell
from some wall high above and spattered on the flagstones. A
capricious breeze whipped the skirts of his poncho. 


He sensed the presence of another. In fact, he felt he was being
watched. Back and forth he strode several times, searching for
Timothy, then he called the Magus's name. The only answer was a faint
echo in the ruins. 


"Timothy," he called. 


" 'Mothy," answered the walls. 


"Timothy." 


" 'Mothy." 


The feeling that someone was there in the ruins watching him was
growing stronger. 


"Is anyone here?" he called. 


"Here," answered the walls. 


Brendan strode up and down the walkway with his flashlight and
vaguely pieced together in his mind the former architectural
arrangement. There evidently had been a two-floor residence building
with sleeping quarters, refectory, kitchen, storerooms and other
areas. This was coupled to the chapel by a long roofed-over walkway.
Beyond the monastery were the remains of an old stone barn. 


Roofing tiles were strewn on the ground everywhere, and in one
corner of the destroyed residence he found several old roof beams,
heavier than ship's timbers and partly eaten away by carpenter ants.
When the beams had fallen, part of the roof had come down with them. 


Timothy wasn't there. 
  
  


At the other end of the residence the floor was dry, and he spent
a few minutes clearing away debris in order to spread his sleeping
bag out. The spattering of dribbled rainwater crackled in the night.
It was too early to go to sleep, too dark to do anything else. So
Brendan sat alone in the wet night with his thoughts, while he brewed
a cup of coffee on his Primus stove. 


How improbable it all seemed, sitting here in a mountain
rainstorm, in the ruins of a monastery, waiting for a fallen angel,
fearful of an attack from a homicidal demon, and at the same time
expecting to participate in a battle of cosmic proportions. Absurd. 


He thought he heard footsteps. He cocked his head and tried to
locate them in the many noises of the rain. They sounded like sandals
slowly pacing over the sandy floor, approaching him. He scanned the
darkness. Was that the silhouette of a monk approaching him? It was a
clot of blackness and it seemed to be swaying from side to side. Then
it stopped and stood there, gazing at him. 


In sudden alarm Brendan jumped to his feet and groped for his
flashlight. He couldn't find it. 


"Who's there?" he demanded. The figure didn't answer
him. Brendan's hands groped along the length of his sleeping bag
again. "Damn!" he muttered. Was it moving closer to him
now? Brendan stood and stepped back. 


"What do you want?" he shouted. 


The figure moved another stride toward him. Brendan stepped back
and felt his foot kick the flashlight. He crouched quickly and groped
for it. He couldn't find it. He stood once more. The figure had moved
again, closer. Brendan's foot kicked the flashlight again and this
time he found it. 


He lit it. Nothing was there. Urgently he flashed the light about
him, along the ruined walls with their long dark rain stains and
along the floor with its scattered blocks of stone and pebbles. He
was quite alone. 


He might have dozed sitting on his sleeping bag with a half cup of
cold coffee still in his hand. A sound like falling pebbles somewhere
roused him. He listened again. A few more pebbles fell. Then
distinctly he heard the sound of footsteps again, crackling along the
flagstones, slowly approaching him. 


Brendan stood up. "Who's there?" he demanded. He waited,
watching, as the steps drew closer. When he perceived the figure
again with its cowled head, the flashlight was ready. He turned it
on. 


Nothing. There was nothing there. He walked over to the spot.
There was some trick of sound caused by the rain. He sat on his
sleeping bag for an hour wide-awake, waiting for the footsteps again.
But they never came. When he grew drowsy, he slipped into his
sleeping bag and in a moment he was sound asleep. 
  
 


Footsteps woke him again. The rain was still pouring down, and the
many runoffs from the old roof spattered and dribbled all about him.
These footsteps were like sandals walking on the crackling sand on
the flagstones. 


"Away. Come away," cooed a low voice. "Away. Come
away. Quickly. Quickly. Quickly." And the feet scuffled off in
the darkness. 


Brendan sat up. Had he dreamed it? He lay propped on one elbow,
listening attentively. It was as dark as ever and the storm hadn't
diminished a bit. He lay back and wondered what to do. 


Then the sound of sandals came up to him again. 


"Away. Come away," the low voice called. "Away.
Come away. Quickly. Quickly. Quickly. Follow me." 


Brendan seized his flashlight and hurried after the voice. 


"Stop!" he called. "Whoever you are, stop!" 


He didn't find the scuffling feet, or the voice. His flashlight
uncovered nothing but the old stone walls and tumbled debris. He
turned to go back to his sleeping bag. He would pack his stuff and
clear out to come back in the morning--even at the risk of being seen
in daylight. 


He heard a clatter. It sounded like falling pebbles. Then came
heavy splats of falling water, then a boom that shook the floor like
a wrecker's ball. He shone the flashlight around and illuminated his
camping equipment. 


Everything was in good order except the sleeping bag. Resting on
it where it fell was a huge square stone. It easily weighed fifty
pounds. He would have been killed outright by it if he'd not gotten
out of his bag to pursue the phantom footsteps. Something had saved
his life. 


He rolled the stone off his sleeping bag. Then he moved the bag a
few feet away, drank the last of his cold coffee and got back into
the bag. He lay listening for the return of the footsteps, sure he
would not sleep another minute that night. 
  
  


He was awakened by the licking tongue of Repentance. It was
morning and when he sat up, he looked past the spraddled legs of
Timothy at the grim face of dawn. A mumbling rain fell on the soaking
woods. Not far from him sat the fifty-pound stone that had crashed
down onto his sleeping bag. He wondered if someone had deliberately
dropped it. 


"We have so little time," Timothy said. "And we
have so much to do. But first I want to explain what's happening to
you." And he began with Brendan's purple aura. He explained the
relentless contest between him and Satan to find it. Then he told the
story of the war in heaven, the creation of hell and the destruction
of Eden and the Lord's pronouncement about finding a purple aura. 


Timothy told Brendan of his endless life of wandering the earth,
companioned by despair and loneliness and forced to witness man's
terrible history from the day Adam and Eve were put out of Paradise. 


"If you forgive me, Brendan," Timothy said, "then I
will return to heaven, and Satan and his legions will suffer final
punishment." 
  
  


The ruined monastery was just as he had pieced it out in the
darkness: and with the living quarters on one side and the chapel on
the other, connected by a covered walkway. Beyond the living quarters
stood the barn, larger than he had imagined. There had been a dairy
herd, a pigpen, a hen house and a number of acres of cultivated land
now overrun with lofty oaks more than fifty years old. 


Short sections of the original stone walls were still visible in
the underbrush, but even in these the trees had been at work and had
spilled most of them. 


There was a dripping everywhere inside the structure. Great holes
in the roof showed wherever he looked. Of the two buildings, the
chapel was in the better condition, although there were many gaping
holes in the roof here too, through which rain poured. Most of the
interior woodwork was long gone: the choir stalls, the pews, the
kneelers and the benches. The pulpit in stone still endured but all
that was left of the altar was just a raised stone dais. All the
other trappings and furnishings were gone. 


There had been two stained-glass windows; now there were just two
narrow arch-shaped window holes in the stone walls, stained darkly
from the rain, looking like the battered, stunned eyes of a beaten
pugilist. 


Birds had gotten in everywhere and nested, swifts and sparrows,
several owls, a community of starlings--and a colony of bats. The
walls were streaked with guano and the floor was littered with old
nests. Near one of the two chapel windows a tree had grown up,
desperately spreading its branches for the little life-giving light
that got through the roof holes. 


Brendan opened the rotted door to the bell tower and saw the bell
at his feet, fallen in a tangle of splintered beams and old rope. It
must have made a great noise when it crashed. 


The air of desolation and abandonment filled Brendan with sadness.
The monastery seemed an old battlefield in which the wrong side had
prevailed. There was a mood of mourning. It was a place of defeat.
Where had the monks gone? Why had they left? 


"Demons got in," Timothy told him. "The battle
lasted for a whole month, night and day. The monks won but the few
who survived abandoned the place." 


Brendan wished Timothy had chosen a site more auspicious. 
 

  


That morning Brendan went to Timothy. "Are you sure Satan and
his followers will all be punished?" 


"The Lord Himself said it, Brendan." 


"It seems to me that you paid for your part in the rebellion
in heaven a very long time ago. It's too bad you didn't find a purple
aura before the human race lived through all that terrible history."


Timothy nodded. "Satan has done unspeakable things to man."


"Man has done unspeakable things to man," Brendan said.
"He doesn't need much help from Satan. When do we start the
ceremony?" 


"Later today." 


Timothy went into the chapel alone. 
  
  


Brendan paced. The several times he looked into the ruined chapel,
Timothy was on his knees, praying. 


Brendan went for a walk. The rain had stopped and he walked to the
crest of the road to look out over the range of low mountains that
reached away to the north and west. Large flights of migratory birds
were flying north. Spring again. He returned to find Timothy still in
the chapel on his knees. And he remained there for hours more. When
late afternoon sunlight was slanting into the ruins, Timothy still
remained on his knees. At dusk Brendan was sitting on a fallen stone
block when a shadow passed in front of him. He looked up and saw her,
the magnificent black hawk, touched by the last light of day. She
wheeled first left then right. A moment later, she whizzed by his
head and alighted in a pine tree to regard him with her fierce eyes.
Then she gave a great flap and flew off. Cree cree cree, she
cried. Brendan went to the chapel to tell Timothy. 
  
 


Timothy came out of the chapel almost immediately: He stared with
an unsettling intensity for a time into Brendan's eyes. Then handed
him a white robe. "Wash yourself and put this on. Hurry." 


He had not asked whether Brendan would forgive him. 
  
 


The cold twilight air raised gooseflesh. Brendan drew up a bucket
of water from the old well. It was numbingly cold water. After
dumping it over himself, he toweled off quickly. When he'd put on the
white gown, he hastened to the chapel. The wind was increasing. It
soughed on the rough edges of the decayed walls and it rocked the
bare trees. 


A familiar sound arrested him. Faintly at first, then clearly, he
heard the hoofbeats. 


The chapel was lit by a scattering of candles. In contrast to the
rising wind, it had a calm and serene air to it, a quiet festiveness.
The candles, in sconces, were contained with glass hurricane
chimneys. In the mounting wind, the small flames seemed vulnerable
and fragile. 


As he entered the chapel, Brendan got his last look at the night
sky, just before the moon was smothered. It was the angriest sky he
had ever seen: black, twisted raging clouds, dead black with moonlit
edges, immensely high, like a mad funeral procession with deep and
frightful canyons between. As they crossed the chapel to the altar,
drumming drops of rain announced the onset of a storm. Timothy
removed his cloak and turned to face Brendan. He was stunning. His
stature had increased; his presence was commanding; his beauty
breathtaking. He was standing in his true angelic form. Brendan had
never seen such radiance. 


Timothy turned to the altar and prayed with head bowed. The wind
blew out several candles. 


The hoofbeats were louder. Brendan glanced at Timothy. 


"Do you hear the hoofbeats, Timothy?" he asked. 


Timothy nodded slowly. 


The hoofbeats were faster. The animal was at a full gallop. To
Brendan the strategy was clear: Satan would use Death to stop the
ceremony. The black rider and horse were coming for him. 


"Hurry, Timothy!" he called. 


The hoofbeats sounded on the flagstone walkway just outside the
chapel. The horse that had haunted Brendan's visions charged into the
chapel and stopped in front of him. It was a towering animal,
snorting, its ribs heaving, its wild eye ogling Brendan. The rider,
hooded and gowned in black, stared down at him. And behind sat Satan,
his mad, molten-green eyes filled with rage. 


"Brendan," Timothy said. "Say you forgive me."


"Silence!" Satan roared as he stepped down from the
black stallion. "Say one word and you will die!" 


"Brendan," Timothy said softly. "Say 'I forgive
you.'" 


"If you speak," Satan bellowed, "you will die!"


"Speak, Brendan. Let your love speak." 


Brendan looked at the great black saddle: the end of life. One
word and he would be carried to hell. He looked at the fiery green
eyes of man's greatest tormentor. Then he looked back at the saddle. 


"Brendan," Timothy said. 


Brendan nodded. "I forgive you, Timothy." 


The black horse bridled violently. The rider pointed at Brendan,
then pointed at the empty saddle behind him. Brendan shook his head.
And Death pointed again. Brendan felt unable to resist. He stepped
toward the saddle. He looked at the stricken face of Timothy, then
reached up to pull himself into the saddle. 


"I forgive you, Timothy," he said again. "May God
hear your prayer." 


But before Brendan could climb up, Timothy disappeared. Then the
horse and rider disappeared. Satan's bellow shook the building. Then
he too disappeared. 
  
  


Trevor was coming for his answer at seven. Yes or no. Brendan or
not. Marriage or not. Anne hurried home from the studio and
immediately opened her closet. Standing on a chair, she got down her
largest suitcase. She said aloud, "I can't believe I'm doing
this." With a pencil and a pad she began making a list of what
to bring to Bermuda. 


It was a relief: She'd made a decision. And she admitted she liked
stepping into the magic world of great wealth. For the first time
since Brendan had left nearly three months past, she felt a sense of
well-being. 


Trevor rang the bell precisely at seven. And when she pushed the
door buzzer to admit him, she was thinking of the great smile that
would spread over his face upon hearing her say Yes. His footsteps
were on the stair, bounding two at a time. 


He skipped into her apartment, slightly breathless, his mouth
hanging open with expectation. 


"Yes?" he asked almost prayerfully. 


"No." She had astonished herself. 


Trevor sagged. His smile fell. "Annie--" 


"Oh, Trevor, I'd give anything to be able to say Yes. I'm so
fond of you I wouldn't hurt you for the world." 


"Then don't." 


"I can't marry you out of pity." 


"You can marry me for any reason you want, Annie--" 


"Oh, Trevor, you're making this so hard for me." 


"I want to. I'm trying to make you say Yes. Say Yes. Say it."


She put her hand over his eyes. "It hurts to look at you."


"I'll never ever find another like you, Annie. You're the
most wonderful thing that's ever happened to me. If you don't marry
me, I'll be haunted by you for the rest of my life. I love you, Anne,
more than anything in the world." 


She touched his cheek. "Oh, I like you as much, Trevor--"


"Sleep on it another night, Annie. Please?" 


She sighed, almost tempted. "If I said Yes tomorrow I'd only
change it to No the day after." 


He was bewildered. "Annie, I know this would be a wonderful
marriage for both of us. Please think it out again." 


"Oh, Trevor. I have thought--" 


He gripped her by the shoulders. "He's not coming back,
Annie. Never!" 


She raised her chin a little higher. "Yes, he is." 


Trevor dropped his hands to his sides, then abruptly patted her
arm and turned and left. She heard every one of his heavy steps going
down the stairs. 


She watched him on the street from her window. She felt sick, a
knot in her stomach. She'd hurt him terribly. And she knew that she
still needed him; he'd kept her from going crazy with longing and
loneliness and she'd become deeply fond of him. But she had to stay
there in the apartment, for someday Brendan would come swinging
around the corner and smile up at her. He had to. And she had to be
there. 


As she stood on her chair, putting her suitcase away, she felt the
loneliness flowing from the corners toward her once again, like a
rising tide. 


"Oh, Annie," she said aloud. "Brendan's never
coming back and now neither will Trevor." Her loneliness had
doubled. 
  
  


She was despondent the entire evening, feeling sorry for Brendan,
feeling sorry for Trevor and trying not to feel sorry for herself.
She could hear her friends shouting in baffled rage at her when she
told them that she'd turned Trevor down. 


"For a ghost," they would say. "You turned him down
for a memory who's never coming back." 


Her odd compulsion had returned: Every few minutes she would go to
the window and look down. But there was no Brendan striding around
the corner. 


But one time when she went to the window and looked down, a man
came around the corner and crossed the walk. 


"Oh!" she cried. She ran down the stairs, opened the
door and ran into the street. "Brendan! Oh, Brendan!" She
gripped the front of his heavy jacket in both fists to keep him from
disappearing again. But his arms were firmly around her and she felt
his breath on her cheek. 


"Oh, Brendan. I almost left! A few hours ago. I might have
missed you!" 


She held his hand firmly in both of hers and led him inside. They
were both trying to talk at the same time. 


"Are you all right?" she kept asking. "Is it safe
now?" She sat with her arms around him, patting his back as
though to ease a great pain. 


"Yes," he said. "It's
all over. I'm home to stay." He kissed her. 



[bookmark: chapter_14]CHAPTER 13

Confrontations

The confusion and alarm in the great Hall of Pandemonium was
overwhelming, and Satan stood by his throne, quietly regarding the
packed chamber. 


In his hand he held the faded blue ribbon he had taken from Eve's
hair. By the light of the flickering torches, his green eyes danced
with excitement and anticipation. 


Every demon who could push and shove his way into the Hall now
stood shouting conversation with others. They all pointed at Satan.
Many scouting groups came and went, fully armed. Beelzebub and his
staff stood holding unrolled charts of the fortifications of hell. 


Demons were sharpening their weapons everywhere. Someone had set
up a forge and sparks were jumping with each hammerblow on the molten
sword blades. 


"So!" the demons were shouting at each other. "It's
come to pass. Timothy finally won. We're all in for it now." 


Now no one was paying any attention to the damned in the torture
chambers. Many of them had wandered off into other caves and tunnels,
stunned and aware only that the pain had stopped. Down at Charon's
ferry, the latest shipment of dead souls had arrived from earth, and
they stood on the dock, terrified and weeping, milling about,
wondering what was going to happen next. They watched the great din
in the Hall with awe. 


Beelzebub's eyes were enormous with fear, anger and anticipation
as he approached the throne. He held forth the chart "We'll have
an extraordinarily difficult time defending this place, Satan,"
he said. "I've been telling you since early days that we need
better defenses." 


"Put your charts away, Beelzebub," Satan said. 


"Away! Minutes count! Possibly seconds!" 


"I understand. But that is not our battle plan." 


Beelzebub snorted. It was the closest he had ever come to
insubordination. 


Satan cast the chart aside. It rolled down the steps and was soon
trampled by the scuffling crowd. 


"What are your orders?" Beelzebub asked. 


"There will be no final defense. No Thermopylae." 


"I'm not submitting without a fight!" Beelzebub cried. 


"None of us are. We'll fight. But not here." 


"Not here?" 


"No. Sound the call for assembly." 


It took Beelzebub a few minutes to find the bugler and a few more
minutes to lead him to the dais. Satan nodded at him and the bugler
raised his horn and sounded assembly. The incredible din of voices
died slowly away and the chamber was filled with complete hushed
silence. The bugler sounded assembly once again. This time a great
shout went up and the demons hastened to their assembly places. 


Satan looked at them with satisfaction. He had taken them up, a
battered band of defeated, humiliated, frightened fallen angels and
wielded them into this tough, disciplined, fighting force that now
stood silently watching him. 


"Hear me," he said to the assembly. "This is the
day we always knew would come. But this is not the day of your
destruction." There was a moment of hesitant silence, then a
great shout went up. They brandished their arms and shouted his name.


"We are not going to die like hunted animals here, scurrying
through these caves and tunnels. No. We are going to fight to
victory!" 


He watched their overjoyed faces. "We are going to fight to
victory up there. In heaven!" 


The troops went wild. They waved their weapons and shook their
helmets in air and shouted his name. 


"Hear me," he went on. "This is the moment we have
waited for, the moment we have trained so hard and long for. We
should have done this a very long time ago. We are invincible." 


Another prolonged shout went up. 


"We'll have our revenge! And we'll have it right now. Victory
or oblivion. Follow me!" 


With a multitudinous roar in his ears, Satan rose, and with him
rose all his legions. He led them to the passageway out and up. They
streamed heavenward, rank on rank, column by column, freighted with
enough arms and hatred to last a dozen wars. And every one of them
had his eyes fixed on Satan. In a short time the place was empty. The
underworld had not one fiend left in it. 
  
  


Up through the firmament they rose, up into the skies they had
fallen through so long ago. They flew for days. They ascended through
whole galaxies, moving on a fixed course, exultant, determined,
hurrying eagerly to the final battle. Each day's password was the
same: revenge. 


Satan kept his eyes fixed ahead, alert for his first view of the
great gates. This time he would conquer or be destroyed. If he
failed, he would welcome oblivion. 


Heaven: How humiliated he had been there. All that loyal service
he had devoted to the Lord. Then disgraced by demotion in front of
all the hierarchy. He still burned with shame and fury every lime he
remembered the defeat and the Fall and the beating while chained to a
wall. And the eternity in the burning lake that had seared off the
last traces of goodness from his charred soul. And the Lord's parting
shot, the last thunderbolt that scarred his leg. 


He looked ahead. There would be no turning back: By now the
angelic host must have been alerted. Satan pictured the alarums and
trumpeting going on up in heaven, the hasty assembly, the seeking for
weapons long ago laid aside, golden angels trying to recall the
drills and military commands that hadn't been used in tens of
thousands of years. 


He had the advantage. He had the troops, with the muscle-hard
training, he had the plan of battle and he had the advantage of
surprise. This time there would be no Timothy to fail him. 


"Do you think," Beelzebub asked, "the Lord has
foreseen all this?" 


"If He has, then He has foreseen His own defeat!" Satan
answered. "I will have Him! I will humble Him! I will make Him
pay for every moment." He looked down at the vast army that
followed him. 


"Invincible!" he shouted. "Invincible!" 


And the hordes of demons shouted back to him, filling the
firmament with their cries. Satan nodded grimly at them. He had made
them the terror of the universe. 


Scouts had been sent ahead, the fleetest demons on point, watching
lest the Lord sent an army to meet them in midair. Satan wanted to
join battle in heaven itself, inside the great gates. 


But strangely, no angels were encountered. No watches had been
posted by heaven. And soon Satan's scouts came streaming in to report
that the great gates of heaven stood wide open. 


"Don't stop," Satan commanded. "Full speed ahead.
Before they shut them. Charge! Charge for victory!" 


The hordes of hell raised their weapons and shouted their war
cries. They increased their speed and roared toward the great gates. 


There were no guards, no advance parties of angels to challenge
them. Satan was the first to rush through the gates and into heaven. 


In spite of his vivid memory, it was far more beautiful than he
remembered. But there were no angels. There were no challengers
anywhere. And the terrain was changed: the pavilions, the flowers,
gone; the fields of Elysium, fallow, the streams, dried up. 


His legions poured through the gates with murderous shouts. Arms
clanking, swinging swords whistling, they quickly spread out. 


"Search," he ordered. "They're hiding somewhere."


Satan gathered his lieutenants on the hill where the Lord's
pavilions had stood. He took out the pale and faded blue ribbon and
pressed it to his face. Faintly, almost beyond recall, the last whiff
of the perfume of apples entered his nostrils. Soon now, he told
himself. But now in the silence they all heard the voice of the wind.
Its whine was unbearable, a chilly and lonely cry that would forever
haunt the place, forever make heaven uninhabitable. 


Satan stood stony-faced as the last of the scouts came in from the
most distant reaches of heaven. The place was long empty, abandoned
ages ago. 


He felt the eyes of his lieutenants on him, seeking an
explanation. How could they not see what was so obvious? They had
been completely and finally defeated. 


They waited expectantly, suppressing smirks--victory without a
stroke. 


He raised his eyes and looked out over the galaxies. He could
wander forever in those great wastes, searching for God, who could
forever elude him. This was his final punishment. 


The Lord had taken Eve and all the angelic host and gone away
beyond his reach forever. And Satan was left abandoned, revenge
forever denied him, Eve forever withheld from him. He was unable to
die, unable to stop suffering, punished for eternity, a living death
of no hope. 


In his breast unrequited love struggled with unappeasable hatred.
Satan in love; love in Satan. Oh, terrible irony. Instead of finding
Eve, he had found despair. 


"No!" Satan cried. He shook a
fist at the indifferent stars. "No! No! No!" 



[bookmark: chapter_15]Epilogue

It was spring. The sky was filled once again with migrating birds,
moving north, following ancient instincts, eager to reach their
destinations to mate, breed, rear young. 


Nations of snow geese, continents of Canada geese, multitudes of
warblers in their countless hues, varieties, breeds, and
configurations, clouds of robins, marauding bands of jays, great
flapping tribes of crows, starlings, grackles, small bands of rufous
towhees, tight flights of purple finches sailing like buckshot, and
predators--the falcons, the hawks, the eagles, the buteos--all raced
northward. 


And the great black hawk saw them all. She flew higher, she flew
faster, she gloried in her undiminished strength and dared the sun.
She soared, she wheeled and somersaulted. 


At mid-morning she felt hunger and from a towering height dived on
a flock of mourning doves and took one in a single pass, exultant in
her prowess. 


On the white branch of a dead sycamore
at the end of a lake near the Delaware Water Gap, she tore open her
kill and scooped out the red meat inside. When she was finished she
preened her feathers and groomed her breast and flew aimlessly away,
her life, now and forever, without hope or purpose. 
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