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1

He pushed open the auditorium door _ (the whisper of old pine echoed in the silence as, up onstage,
slver glistened) _and stood with his hands on the cushioned meta seet a the end of Aide Z. Someone
had carpeted the great room and added fal se wooden arches. The hdl's perfect acoustics_(asingle,
gartled grunt resounded in the tillness) _ had been sacrificed to an ignorant remodd er's whim.

Martin stepped over the seat and then sat down. The other rows were well spaced and curved down
toward the stage. From this spot he would be able to see everything clearly. Not that he wanted to.

Being in the Dixon left him with avague feding of unease. He could see Terry standing next to the piano,
his hair combed back in agreasy ducktail that Elvis Predey would have been proud of. Terry haunted the
Dixon for Martin, and so did aknife, along, dender knife streaked with blood.

Martin ran his hand a ong the soft woven gray and pink seat cover. The hal was quiet. He would have
thought that people would be working franticaly, finishing last-minute projects before the performer
arrived. But Martin hadn't seen anyone since helet himsdf in the back door. He till found it amazing tht,
with al the recent concerns about murders at the Dixon, Wellman hadn't bothered to have the locks
changed. That would have been thefirst thing -- that had been the first thing -- Martin had done.

He sighed and closed hiseyes. If he strained hard enough, he could amost hear the feathers of former
performances till floating in the air: Rubingtein caressing the_Moonlight _like alover, Andre attacking
the _Trumpet Voluntary _with abrightness Clarke never imagined, and Rampa teasing the puckishness
out of Mozart. Tonight, though, tonight would be the best. Tonight was Stern.

|saac Stern, perhapsthe world's grestest violinist. But he was more than agreat musician. With his
gnomelike body and dancing eyebrows, Stern embodied passion, passion that he poured back into the
auditorium through hisviolin. Martin had seen only one other performer give so much emotion to the
music. Arthur Rubingtein, thirty years ago to the very day.

Arthur Rubingtein. Isaac Stern. Martin patted the seat and then relinquished it. He would have to Sit near
an exit closer to the stage.

2.
WILL THE PHANTOM OF DIXON THEATER STRIKE AGAIN?

(Rockridge) -- Security guards patrol the Dixon Theater as classical music buffs buy last-minute tickets
to this Oregon town'sfirst concert in nearly a decade. Henry Longfellow Wellman, the theater's owner,
hired the guards to prevent another murder.

Thirty years ago, after aperformance by pianist Arthur Rubinstein, stagehand Terrance G. Hodgeson
was stabbed to death on Dixon's stage. Ten yearslater aworker found an unconscious Rowena
Klingdest the day after trumpeter Maurice Andre appeared on the Dixon stage. In the |ate seventies,
following aconcert by flutist Jean-Pierre Rampa, the Phantom stabbed hisfina victim, Lorili Lee Anders.

No one knows who has committed the killings. Some have nicknamed the killer the Dixon Phantom
because of his ability to appear and disappear 0....

* * % %



Rowena crumpled the newspaper and threw it back at Jon. She hated it when the newspapers dredged
up that old story. "Piece of garbage,”" she said. "Y ou'd think | don't have enough to worry about.” She
flicked up the switch that illuminated the lights around the stage. "'Centrd lighting,' he says. 'Makesfor
moreintimacy,’ he says. 'No spots,’ he says. Christ, would you look at that, Jon?" She swept her hand
toward the big glass window of the booth overlooking the stage. "L ooks like a goddamn cavern out
there”

"I've been wondering why Wellman hired al those security guards.”

Rowena yanked the cover off the Neotek and then looked at her assistant. He was Sitting on a stool,
staring at the newspaper, one foot resting on abar and the other barely touching the floor. Histhick black
bangs hung over his eyes, and she could see the frown of concentration reflected in the narrowness of his
mouth.

"I don't know anything about running sound on asolo violinigt," she said. This_Phantom of the Opera_
stuff had her annoyed. If the past two stabbings had been done by a copycet killer like the police
believed, then the newspapers were just making things worse by publishing articles on the incidents
before Stern's performance. "We never had to do it in Sesttle. But this hal dumps sound so bad that I'm
afraid peoplein the back won't be ableto -- "

Jon wasn't looking at her. Hewas still studying the newspaper. Rowenayanked it from him and shoved it
inthetrash.

"What did Stern say to you when he was here?' she asked.
"They mention you in that article, you know."

Rowena could fed her lipstighten, and wondered if she would get age lines that turned the corners of her
mouth downward. "1 know," she said.

"I would think you wouldn't be here tonight.”
"And who would run the boards? Y ou? Y ou haven't paid attention al day."
"l just thought that -- "

"Y ou thought wrong." She winced at her own tone. She sounded shrewish, like she had those last few
monthsin Segttle, just before her divorce. She took a deep breath and decided to be conciliatory. "Let's
put this Phantom shit away and get busy, dl right? Tell mewhat Stern said.”

"He said the piano was out of tune.”

Rowena punched the on button for the Neotek. Feedback squealed into the little booth. Shiversran up
her back, and she stifled an urge to clasp her hands over her ears as she pulled down al of the sound
buttons. The VU meters dowly eased back into black asthe feedback quit, but the effects remained. Her
earsrang, and shefelt asif she were cringing insde hersalf. Sometimes she thought that if feedback
continued long enough, something inside -- the part that gppreciated harmony and beautiful music --
would explode.

"Danny tuned the damn thing thismorning," she said. Her voice sounded hollow after the violence of the
feedback.

"Wellman turned on the air-conditioning a noon. Change in temperature made the thing off enough that
the old man got angry about it."



Rowenabit back areply. A violinist of Stern's reputation was not, despite his age, an old man. Shetried
to make her words as soft as possible. "I saac Stern isagreat violinist. Since were going to be working
with him, we have to show him some respect.”

"Yeah." Jon looked out the window &t the empty stage. "It'sjust that he comes on like everything hasto
be exactly perfect. Thisisn't Carnegie Hall. We do our bet.”

She nodded. "But we can get the piano retuned for him. Why don't you cal Danny back? Well seeif we
can get this settled before curtain.”

_And_, shethought, bending over the Neotek, welll seeif we can get this settled, too_. They rarely
used the expensive sound board, and the instant feedback had surprised her. Someone had been
monkeying with the controls, and that added to her annoyance. She was the only one authorized to touch
the machine.

The door clicked shut behind her as Jon let himsdlf out of the booth. She punched the speakers back on,
knowing that, with the touch of a button, the sound of the entire theater could come dive for her in that
littleroom.

3.

Danny Stevens clutched the red curtain dividing the wings from the stage and glared at the piano asif it
were an enemy. It had taken him nearly an hour to tune the damn thing that morning. He would work, fed
asif he had tuned it, and then hit middle C. The sound would dide away from the perfect pitch asif the
piano were ddliberately untuning itself.

And now they were asking himto do it again.

Heran hisgnarled hands dong his faded pants. The problem wasn't the air-conditioning, he thought as he
walked across the wooden floorboards that separated him from the piano. The problem was that the
damn piano didn't want to play that night.

Not that Danny could blame it. The piano had seen some awful sights over the years. A murder and two
stabbings, and who knows what €l se that happened backstage, night after night.

He pulled back the bench and sat down. The piano was a strange instrument, but agood one. It had a
richness of tone he had never heard before, and would probably never hear again. He believed the piano
was ahybrid or an experimental model made by a company that had never survived. No name marred
the black finish; no trademark hid inside the frame. The piano had qudities of dl the best pianos and the
identifying marks of none.

Without depressing any keys, he ran hisfingers across the board. The piano hated classical concerts.
Fortunately, none of the big orchestras or quartets had asked to use it. Only the soloists. And for them
the piano never stayed tuned. But it loved thelocal performers. Itstone was pure for the annua children's
musica and the high school productions. It faded into nearly nothing for the glee club performances, and
it wasthe star of thelocdl jazz band. But try to tuneit for arecital where the entire program had nothing
more modern than Tchaikovsky, and the piano would refuse, every time.

It had had no trouble playing for the first soloist. Danny had been just aboy then, barely twenty, when
Rubinstein had played the Dixon. Asacondition of his performance, he demanded that they provide him
with a"decent” piano. And so Martin, who had owned the place at the time, ran out and bought the
piano, even though the theeter redlly couldn't afford it. Two nights later, Rubingtein played the hell out of
the instrument. Danny remembered thinking, as he sat in the audience with tears Streaking hisface, that



the piano would never sound as good again. And, in hisown way, he had been right.

He played octave C's and winced at the dissonance. No arguing with Stern. The piano had did out of
tuneagain.

Danny tilted his head, played octaves, and began to tune the piano. He couldn't remember if he had had
to fight with the piano before Rubinstein's performance. He remembered tuning it, thinking that he hadn't
touched a piano that fine since Old Lady Steinglass had passed away two years before. The piano had
fdt like asupple woman in his hands, and Danny thought he had falleninlove.

Hewouldn't have fdleninlove with arecacitrant piano.

That meant the problem had started after the murder, after Martin had found Terry sprawled on the
stage, knife pinning him to the floorboards. Blood had spattered everything, and Martin had called Danny
to clean it off of the keyboard. Danny remembered how tenderly he had cleaned, making sure that each

drop disappeared.
But the piano hadn't been the same since.
“Hey, you!"

Danny jumped. His hands dipped and fell onto the keyboard, sending jangled, out-of-tune notes into the
rows of empty seats. He turned around and saw one of the security guards glowering at him. The man
was big, 0 big that he trained the seams of his shiny blue uniform. A pair of handcuffs dangled at his
wag likeagun.

"Whét are you doing here, old man?'
"l --" Danny cleared histhroat. "I'm tuning the piano.”
"Let's seeyour clearance.”

"l -- um, Rowena caled me, and Jon let mein the back.” Danny took a deep breath to calm himself. The
man frightened him. "'l was herethismorning.”

"I wasn't." The guard walked over to the piano. "I need to see your clearance.”
"I don't know what clearanceis,”" Danny said truthfully. He was beginning to shake.
"Then I'm going to haveto ask you to leave.”

Danny shot afrightened glance up at the booth. Rowenawas bent over a piece of equipment, her entire
body in profile. Danny _(flashed on amemory: Rowena-- ayoung Rowena, barely seventeen -- lying
beside the piano, her hand leaving atrail of blood down the polished wood. Her clothes hung in tatters
around her body, and her |eft breast rose like asmall idand of flesh out of her mutilated chest. He had
screamed, and the sound of his voice had reverberated through the hall, making her eydidsflutter)
stood up. He couldn't attract her attention without walking on the catwalks and messing with the lights.

"Can't wetdk to Rowena?' he asked.

The guard shook hishead. "I'm sorry, Sir. Y ou need clearance to be in the building. | can't let you be here
without it. | can take you outsde, and you would have to wait there while | talk to the lady mysdlf.”

"I'm tuning the piano!" Danny could hear anote of hysterical anger in hisvoice and wondered where it
came from. It would probably have been easier to go outside and wait while the giant talked to Rowena.



But Danny didn't want to.

Heturned and dammed hisfingers onto the keyboard, playing the opening notes of Grieg's Piano
Concerto in A Minor. The heavy chordsfilled the auditorium, and he tried not to flinch at the horrible
off-pitch sounds. The guard grabbed his shoulder -- tightly -- and Danny stopped, fedling frustrated.

"Danny?" Rowends voice through the booth intercom, sounding hollow and dmost inhuman.

It had worked. Danny let out the air he had been holding in hislungs. "Rowena, this guy wantsto throw
me out. Says| need clearance.”

"Oh, isit that time dready?| forgot. HE's clear, Mike. Send him up, and I'll give him the dip."
The guard let go of Danny's shoulder. "Sorry," the man said.

"Yeah." Danny shrugged his shoulders asif to get thefeding of the man's hand off his skin. Danny walked
to the edge of the stage and climbed down into the pit, then made hisway up the aide toward the booth.
He had agtrangefeding, asif he could see multipletimelayersdl at once. So many times he had walked
up that aide, past wooden chairs, past metal chairs, and now, past these padded things that were ever so
comfortable and had somehow destroyed the Dixon's sound. In his memory, his footsteps resounded
aong theadefloor. But only in hismemory.

He went out into the |obby, then opened the little, unobtrusive door that hid the stairway to the booth. He
loved the old theater. He had been in some of the new ones, with their space-age technology, booths
located in the center back where the good, cheap seats used to be, and had been thankful that Rockridge
gtill had the Dixon. Somehow those new theaters, pretty asthey were, lacked the heart of an older
theater, lacked the feding of time stretching and contracting asif the building itsalf were asort of time
mechine

He stepped into the booth. Rowenawas leaning against a stool, staring at the stage below. When he shut
the door, she turned and handed him adip of paper.

"Sorry | forgot, Danny," she said. She kept her eyes averted, as she dways had after the stabbing, asif
she couldn't forget that he had been the one who found her nearly dead on the stage below them. "They
added the clearance shit at noon. Thought it would be safer or something. | think it'sapainin the butt.”

Danny took his paper and shoved it in his pocket. "I was afraid you wouldn't hear me."
"I was playing with the Neotek or | wouldn't have."

He wanted to reach over and touch her, to reassure himsdlf that she was red. He had never done that,
never touched Rowena, never redly proven to himsdlf that she had survived the attack. Not that he had
touched her before, either. She had been too exuberant, filled with too much life. He used to love to
cometo the Dixon, just to watch Rowena prance around asif she had been born to the stage. But after
they let her out of the hospita, she had given up acting, given up everything except the hidden part of
theater, the lights and the sound, performed by amagician behind a cloak of darkness.

"Thanks," Danny said again, feding awvkward. "I better get back down again and finish.”

"Will you be around tonight?"

"Yesh"

"Good. That piano's so damn fussy, and who knows if Wellman will monkey with the air-conditioning



again. Y ou can watch from hereif you want."

Danny stared at her. She was built dender and tough, with long, glistening black hair that hung to the
center of her back. He would have loved to be in the booth with her, watching her fingers play the board
asif it were ababy grand. But she would haveto look at him, to actually see him asaliving, bresthing
humean being.

"| got tickets," he said. "But thanks."

Tickets. Helet himself out of the booth and alowed himself amoment of self-pity. He was taking Nancy
again, because there was no one ese. Nancy, the prude, who had never let him deep with her, not intwo
years of irregular dates and halfhearted efforts on his part. He supposed it was his fault. He had never
made an effort with women that really attracted him -- women like Rowena. She was nearly fifteen years
younger than hewas, and battle-scarred. Ever since Len had |eft, she looked asif she didn't care, asif no
onecould getin.

He stopped at the bottom of the stairs and leaned against therailing. He was done. She was aone. And
he embarrassed her. Those three factswere dl that mattered.

4.

Chrissy swished her satin skirt about her knees. She clutched the plagtic cup filled with wine and leaned
againg one of the pillars as she waited for Robert. Such abeautiful evening, amagical evening, likea
prom, only better. Shetook asip of the wine and savored its a coholic taste asit did down the back of
her throat.

Robert came out of the bathroom and tugged the edges of his deeves as he walked. He looked so
elegant with his silver-black hair and deegp tan accented by his suit. A number of women stopped talking
and stared as he walked past. Robert ignored them as he strode purposefully toward Chrissy. She smiled
to hersdlf as she watched him walk, the swing of his broad shoulders, the curve of hisbody asit tapered
downinto apair of long, supple legs. Perhaps tonight she would see the entire thing naked, not just
glimpsesin the back seat of acar.

"You look ddlicious," he said as he stopped beside her.

She made apurring noise in the back of her throat and put her head on his shoulder. Robert was specid.
Shedidn't care that he was so much older. He seemed to like treating her asif she were an adult. He
ordered wine for her although she wasn't legally supposed to drink it, and took her to see afamous
violinist that no one had ever heard of. Sheloved the excuse to wear her satin. She knew that the wide,
knee-length black skirt with the full waist, the soft white blouse with black trim and the flowery white
stockings made her ook like amodd. Her sister's black heels had been a nice touch, but almost

unnecessay.
Robert ran afinger down the side of her blouse. "Y ou ever been to a concert before?!
"U2 upinPortland,” she said.

He chuckled. "No, | mean ared concert.”

"Onelikethis?' She surveyed the lobby. The principa wastaking to the mayor. Both wore dark suits,
although not as nicely tailored as Robert's. Three of her dad's bowling buddies stood off in one corner,
watching their overdressed wives gossip about the stabbings. The orchestrateacher had acrowd of kids
around her. Some even wore jeans. One boy caught Chrissy staring at him, and he toasted her with an



imaginary glass. She snuggled even closer to Robert. "No, | never have.”

"Then there are a couple of things you should know." He put his hand flat on her back. She could fed his
palm burning through layers of satin. "God," be whispered suddenly. ™Y ou're not wearing abra."

"I'm not wearing panties, either.” She smiled up at him. His eyes had that smoky ook they usudly got
before he turned the car off down a side street and tugged at her jeans.

"Chrissy -- " he breathed, and she willed him to say it, thistime, to make the evening perfect. | loveyou
Chrissy. | loveyou._

She stood on her toes and pressed her face even closer to his. "Y es, Robert?!

"Jesus, girl." He twined hisfingers around the back of her neck, and she thought he was going to kiss her
right there, in front of the principal, the mayor, and everybody -- but then abell sounded, and Robert
pulled back. "Timetogoin."

"Oh, isthat what that means?' Shetried to will his gaze to remain on her, but he had looked away. He
took her hand and pulled her toward the center doors where people were lining up.

They got in line behind an overweight couple that Chrissy didn't recognize. Real pearls hung around the
woman's fleshy neck. Robert gripped Chrissy's elbow. "Now," he said, "there's etiquette to aclassica
music performance.”

Shewatched him talk, letting the sentences about when to clap and when not to clap flow through her as
if she were hollow. She made sure that her expression was wide-eyed and innocent. He liked that 10ok,
athough shedidn't practiceit often.

"What do | haveto do?' Chrissy asked.

Robert watched her for amoment, then asmilethat didn't reach his eyes crossed hisface. "Nothing,
honey. Just clap when | do.”

"O.K." Chrissy rocked back on her hedls, then looked at the line behind them. Rows and rows of people
wearing their very best clothes. She wondered, as the line started moving forward, why no one had come
alone. Apparently, the etiquette Robert had talked about included a date.

Robert handed their ticketsto Tammi Markston, who stood at the door. Tammi handed the stubs back,
aong with two programs. She leaned around Robert and giggled. "Hi, Chrissy.”

Chrissy made hersdlf smile. She hated it when Tammi acted so dumb. "How're you, Tam?"
"Not as good asyou, lookslike."

Robert put his hand against the small of her back and pushed her forward. Chrissy had to walk quickly to
keep from tumbling off the shoes. " Sometimes | forget just how young you are," he said with an edge of
irritationin hisvoice.

Chrissy wanted to grab at hisdeeve and tel him that she wasn't young, not really, but she knew that was
the wrong thing to do. She stepped down thefirst stair in the aide, pretending that she wasten years
older, but just as beautiful.

Robert stopped them five rows away from the stage.

"Grest seats,” Chrissy said.



"I would have liked them afew rowsfarther back," Robert said as he sat down, "but this hall dumps
sound so badly now that | didn't dare.”

Chrissy gazed up at the crysta chandelier, reflecting prisms of light around the auditorium. Then she
turned, tucked one foot underneath her thighs, and watched the peopletrail down the rows.

"Don't gawk, Chrissy."
"I'm not gawking," shesad. "'I'm memorizing."

Robert sghed and leaned alittle away from her. Chrissy watched him out of the corner of her eye and
frowned. Sometimes he seemed so happy to be with her, and sometimes he acted asif he couldn't stand
her at al. She settled back in her seat and tried not to move while she waited for the concert to begin.

5.

The house lights dimmed, leaving the full stage lightsilluminating the piano. Martin glanced up at the
booth, but he could see nothing. Rowena knew what she was doing, yet it seemed odd to himto givea
soloigt full lighting instead of spots. Spots were more intimate.

He shrugged and leaned back in his chair. There was nothing he could do. He turned dightly and stuck
hisfeet into the aide. He had chosen a seat closer to the exit, for what reason heredly did not want to
examine. Seat |, Row D. He had told himsdlf that the sound would be better from there, but heredly

waan't certain. What seemed more likely wasthat he offered himsdlf aquick escapeif something awful

happened.

A wave of gpplause rippled through the auditorium, and he felt aband of excitement tighten around his
stomach. A smal rotund man with the face of aleprechaun; ataler, thin man; and awoman waked in
stage right. The leprechaun carried aviolin. Martin smiled. He had never seen Isaac Sternin person
before.

Thewoman sat in achair beside the piano. Thetaller man folded himself onto the piano bench and hit
middle C. Stern played the note on hisviaolin. Martin winced. The piano was nearly a quarter-step off. He
certainly wouldn't have let it get so out of tune before a concert.

Stern tried to tune hisviolin to the piano. Just when Martin thought Stern was going to give up, the
violinist moved the music stand over, and played the opening notes of a Beethoven sonata. Martin
resisted the urge to consult his program. It had to be Beethoven. No other composer had such fullness of
sound. And Stern. Stern himself became the music. The man's entire body flowed to the music. His
eyebrows rose with joy and then fell again asthe piece ebbed into a sadness. Martin felt himsdf move
with the music, ebbing and flowing just as Stern did. Music was better than _(asingle, startled grunt
resounding in the stillness) _ sex and money rolled together. For abrief moment, he wished he still owned
the Dixon, but then he remembered seeing Terry pinned to the stage, the knife sticking up from his chest,
blood dripping from the piano. Martin had run up onto the stage, but Terry was dead. And Martin'slove
for the Dixon had died, too. That was the difference. He could visit her and remember how hefdt. But
he could never, ever love her again.

6.

Danny hated Beethoven. He sat tiffly through the piece, fedling asif he were being crushed, and trying
not to let anger at the piano overwhelm him. He knew where he would be during intermission. Onstage
with the damn piano, trying to make the thing sound good. It was embarrassing to have to tune a piano
threetimesin one day. People would think that he wasn't doing hisjob, when it redly was the piano's



fault.

Nancy started applauding and Danny applauded with her, happy that the Beethoven had ended. Stern
bowed, then looked at his accompanist. Danny stiffened. Would they call him now? Beforeintermission
even sarted? He could imagine himself climbing onstage, with Stern, the accompani<t, and the page
turner standing back as he hurriedly tried to tune the piano. The audience would rustle in their sedts, the
piano would dide out of tune, and Danny would get angrier and angrier --

The high, clear sound of aviolin brought him out of hisreverie. Stern had eased into a Schubert sonata.
Danny relaxed. The piano seemed to like Schubert. 1t was warming up to the romance, therichnessin the
musc.

Stern caressed hisviolin like alover. Danny watched and envied the other man as he poured himself into
his music. Once Danny had wanted to pour himsdlf into music like that. He had played the piano once,
and il did, but lacked the very thing that made Stern so great: the ability to make music live.

Shiversran up Danny's back. Good shivers of the kind he heard too rarely over the years. Thelast time
had been Rampal, making love to hisflute onstage.

The music continued, crescendoed into an amost dancelike ferocity. Danny felt the magic of Stern'sviolin
descend from the stage, reaching out to caressthem all.

7.

Rowena brought up the house lights. She wiped the sweat off her forehead and watched as, row by row,
the audience stood. Intermission. Danny got up and headed backstage. She swung her chair around and
shut down the Neotek so that the remaining audience members, the ones who were listening to the sound
system ingtead of pure Stern, wouldn't hear him tune the piano yet again.

Then she took adeep breath and stretched. Her entire body ached. She was too tense. All evening she
had been telling herself the tenseness came from carrying sound on asoloit, that it was adelicate task,
difficult to balance, but she knew she waslying. She hadn't been in the Dixon for aclassica concert since
Maurice Andre, twenty years ago. The night she had been stabbed.

The booth door siwung open, and Rowena gasped. Jon stepped in.
"Jonny, you're supposed to be downgairs.”
"I know," he said, "but | think we have a problem with the piano.”

She glanced on the stage. Danny was leaned over the piano, the accompanist and the page turner both
besde him. Danny was gesticulating wildly. "What?"

"It won't tune"
"Obvioudy."
"No, | mean, it won't tuneat al."

He stood behind her asif waiting for her to solve the problem. "Well," she said. "L et Danny work onit. |
can't do anything about the piano.”

Jon nodded. He started out the door, when Rowena added, "Next time use the headset."

He tapped the one he wore around his neck, the cord clutched tightly in hishand. "I tried. Y ou weren't



ansvering.”

Rowena started guiltily. She had pulled hers off a second before she upped the housdlights. Headsets
made her fed isolated, even though they gave lovely renditions of her performance with Stern. She
wanted the connection to the rest of theworld quickly.

"Sorry," shesad.

Hedidn't reply, but turned and disappeared down the stairs. Rowena had to get up to close the door
behind him. Then she turned back and looked out the glass. Danny was there done again, working with
the piano. Something about that piano bothered her, something about the way it sounded. It had been out
of tune since the night she saw Andre. Danny had been up on the stage, monkeying with it, and Martin,
the old owner, had aso been there trying to help. She had sat near the exit and listened, hoping that
someday someone would go to the same trouble to make sure her performances sounded as brilliant.

She made awhispery laughing sound in the back of her throat. Greet joke on hersdlf. She had come out
of that night atechie herself, no longer whole enough to stand onstage done.

She checked her watch, then reached over and sounded the return bell. With both hands, she picked up
the headset and did it over her ears.

"...do much about that piano,” Jon was saying. "Rowena?"
She adjusted the tiny mike and said, "'I'm here, Jon. What now?"
"Danny can't do much with that piano. What should | do?"

She thought for amoment. Delaying the concert was the worst thing she could do. Stern was on atight
schedule. He was taking a commuter flight not an hour after the concert ended. "Tell Stern helll haveto
livewithit -- and gpologize.”

"| get dl the great jobs," Jon muttered. She heard his side go dead. She pulled the headset back, turned
the Neotek back on, and dowly began to dim thelights.

8.

Chrissy tried not to sigh. She had sighed too many times aready. Robert was getting annoyed. Sherana
hand down the satin deeve of her blouse and tried to imagine what it would be like after the concert, just
her and Robert in his apartment. Maybe he would give her alittle more wine, and as he went into the
kitchen to get it, she would take off dl of her clothes, stack them nestly in achair across the room, and
then arrange hersdf for him on the couch. The smoky look would come back to his eyes, and everything
would bedl right.

Applause garted around her, but Chrissy dutifully waited until Robert started clapping before she did.
The old man was coming back out onstage, clutching hisviolin, and he looked upset, too. These concerts
definitely weren't fun. They were boring.

The old man walked to the edge of the stage and raised his hand. The applause dowly died.

"The Weber -- " He sounded like he was taking to agroup of children. " -- isbits of light dancing
through darkness. It isavery ddlicate piece. | beg your indulgence during it. The dightest noise could ruin
the music. So please, no coughing, no whispering. Just music.”

The gpplause started again. Thistime, Chrissy clapped without waiting for Robert. Siapping her hands



together seemed to be the only thing to aleviate the boredom. The old man poised his bow over the
violin, and everyone stopped clapping. Robert leaned forward. He had an intense expression on hisface,
one Chrissy had never seen before. She took the opportunity to sigh, knowing that Robert would glare at
her if she Sghed during the muscitsdf.

Suddenly the old man started to play. He hit the bow across the stringsin short, choppy movements. The
sounds reminded Chrissy of thetime her brother had tried the violin. The family had finaly made him quit
to stop the squeding.

Someone coughed behind her. She cheered silently. Robert was staring so intently that he didn't even
seem to notice. Chrissy Sghed again, and then settled hack, wishing that the concert would end.

0.

Danny unclenched hisfists when the Weber ended. He hated that atona stuff. It didn't matter if the piano
wasin tune or not. No one could tell. And that light-in-the-darkness business was there just so that
people would think that they understood it. Give him Schubert or Tchaikovsky or Schumann any time,
and he would be perfectly happy.

As people clapped around him, Danny checked the program. Mozart. Good. Maybe that would calm
him. He had been angry sinceintermission. The piano wouldn't tune. She had a persondity al her own.
He knew it, and the piano knew it. And during classical concerts, they were at war.

10.

Martin waited until Stern had finished his second encore before dipping backstage. The security guards
weren't worth their money; Martin could tell that much. He had entered the building in the afternoon,
using one of the side doors, and they hadn't caught him. Now he was backstage, the scene of the crimes,
near aworld-famous violinist, and they still hadn't checked hisID.

Martin leaned against the wall near the ladder up the catwalk. The stagehand passed him without even
giving him asecond glance. Martin watched as Stern began the Kreider. In just afew minutes, the
concert would be over and the trouble would begin.

He had been out in the house during the first murder, picking up programs, adjusting seats, when he saw
that flash of slver on the stage. He turned in time to see Terry fdl, to hear the grunt that would be the last
sound that Terry ever made. Martin had chased over the entire theater that night, as had the cops, and
they never found anything. Not even footprintsin the mud outside. Nothing to show that person or
persons unknown had even entered the theater. Martin himsalf had been under suspicion for awhile, until
the cops found someone who had seen Martin drop his programs and run up to the stage to seeif he
could save his stagehand.

The frustration from that night rolled back at him. He hadn't been ableto save Terry or that other little girl
or Rowena. He had been to al three concerts and, at all three, had failed to catch -- to even see --
anything out of the ordinary.

He had gtarted studying the Dixon to seeif there were old legends that someone was trying to revive.
None. Noneat al. At least, not until the night Arthur Rubingtein played onstage. Not until Martin had
experienced atrue success.

The applause artled him. It sounded louder in the back for some reason. He hadn't even heard the
piece end. During the noise, Martin reached over and grabbed the railing on the ladder. He climbed
quickly, efficiently, remembering the seps asif he had climbed them the day before. By thetime the



applause ended, hewasin the very center of the catwalk, lying in a prone position, where he had a
perfect view of the stage. And there he saw it, easing out of the piano in wisps, the shape of aman
clutching aknife.

11.

In the seconds between the end of the gpplause and the rise of the housdlights, Danny shoved hisway
past the three people at the end of his row. He had to get backstage, had to apologize to Stern for that
awful piano. Then hewould go to the piano itsalf and see what was causing the problem. If the instrument
wasintune, hewould _(bashit) do something toit -- maybe even get Wellman to sdll the damn thing.

Hetook the side stairs onto the stage and then opened the door Ieading to the back, sending awell of
light into the audience. A security guard stopped him, but Danny fumbled in his pocket and pulled out the
clearance Rowena had given him earlier. The guard waved him on.

Danny got to the edge of the wingsjust as Stern was entering them. "Mr. Stern,” Danny said. "I'm the
piano tuner. | just wanted to gpologize for the -- *

The look Stern shot him was so full of anger that Danny had to take a step back. The accompanist smiled
half-apologeticaly and waited until Stern disgppeared into his dressing room. "He wants everything to be
perfect or he doesn't enjoy the music,” the accompanist said.

"It wasn't my fault," Danny said. "The piano-- "

"Yes, | know. | watched you try to tune it during intermission. The piano does seem to have amind of its
own. Perhgpsanew instrument isin order?"

Danny nodded. A new piano would help the Dixon more than anything else. He watched the
accompanist head back to the dressing rooms, and felt both relieved and embarrassed. Damn piano. He
turned and Stared at the gleaming black instrument, Sitting done onstage. The love affair wasfindly over.
Danny didn't think he could hate anything as much as he did that piano.

12.

Rowenadowly brought up the housdights. Her hands were shaking. The concert was over; the waiting
had begun. She watched as the audience stood up, turned back, and grabbed programs. The swell of
conversation buzzed into her headset, and she leaned back to shut off the Neotek, but thought the better
of it. The security guards would be handling the exits, guarding the doorsto the stage, keegping an eyeon
Stern himsdlf. No one would be watching the stage.

She punched the buttons turning on the speakers, then adjusted the headset so that it covered only one
ear. Shewould be able to hear Jon if he called, but she could aso hear the theater, hear strange noises
that no one else picked up.

The auditorium was emptying out. Her shivering increased. She turned her back on the stage, then picked
up thelogs and a pen, filling everything out before she had to go downgtairs and help Jon.

13.

Robert grabbed Chrissy's hand and tugged her into the aide. But instead of going up the stairs toward the
back of the theater, he went toward the stageitsalf. Chrissy stumbled twice trying to keep up with him,
and she crashed into amiddle-aged couple who glared at her furioudly.

"Sorry," shesaid. "Honest." But by the time the words had left her mouth, she was aready well past the



couple. Shetried to pull on Robert's hand. "Where are we going?' she asked, but he didn't answer.

He went up the side stairswhere that little man had gone just before they brought the lights up, and
stepped backstage. A security guard stopped them.

"Clearance?"

Robert frowned. He had clearly never encountered anything like this before. "I'm Robert Ashly. | used to
own the Dixon."

The guard shrugged. "I <till need clearance.”

A good-looking guy wearing headphones with alittle microphone trailing toward his mouth stopped and
watched. Finally he walked over to them. Chrissy smoothed her skirt and smiled at him, but the guy
didn't notice.

"Il vouch for him, Tom," the guy said. "Mr. Ashly gave me my firgt job here. Sweeping, remember, Sir?"
Robert nodded, athough Chrissy could tell that he didn't remember. "Thank you," he said.
"And | takeit thisisyour date?' the guy asked. He smiled at Chrissy. "Y ou haven't changed, Mr. Ashly."

A dight flush rosein Robert's checks. He tucked Chrissy's hand under hisarm and led her forward, past
cord and wires and drapes into an arealined with doors. He stopped at the one with aguard posted out
front and knocked.

The old man opened the door. He looked tired, and swest streaked hisface. "Y es?' The question was
clipped, dmost adismis dl by itsaf.

"Mr. Stern," Robert said in his most authoritative voice. "My nameis Robert Ashly, Jr. My father used to
play with the New Y ork Philharmonic -- *

"Bob! Yes. You'relittle Bobby."

"Yesr."

The old man stood back and held the door open. "Comein, comein. | have only amoment, but...."
Robert turned to Chrissy. "Wait for me here.”

She frowned asthe door dammed in her face. The guard looked at her with bemusement and then
amiled. "Fathers" he said.

It took aminute before she redlized that he thought Robert was her father. She threw back her shoulders
and made hersdlf ook taler. "He'smy fiance," shelied, athough she hoped that would be true by the end
of the evening. The expression on the guard's face seemed dmost like pity. She turned her back on him
and walked past the doors, behind some more curtains, and onto the corner of the stage. She sat there,
dangling her feet over the edge, and stared into the empty rows of seats.

14.

The stage was quiet, empty. So wasthe hall. Martin lay across the catwalk, clutching the meta platform
with his hands, feding the cool datsagaingt hischest. So far, nothing. Nothing since he had seen that
shadow rise out of the piano.



If hedlitted hiseyes, he could still seeit, hovering there, but he was beginning to redlize that it was his
imagination. He blamed himsdf for Terry's death. But asthe killings continued, after each mgjor solo
performance in Rockridge, Martin felt the blame grow heavier within himsalf. He had set up thefirst
concert with Rubingtein. He had laid the groundwork for the other gppearances. He had given the Dixon
itsgtart.

And, as he had watched over the years, he noted that it was only when the piano was used for classica
music that the killings happened. Thelocd jazz performances brought no demonsto the Dixon's stage.
Neither did the high school's end-of-the-year musical. Even the orchestras, the famous, well-known
orchedtras, left the Dixon unscathed. Only the soloists provoked the Phantom -- and only the famous
soloigts at that.

Martin watched Danny cross the stage. Danny was good at his profession, good enough to be working in
Portland instead of Rockridge, but the man himsalf was strange. If Martin hadn't been with Danny the
night Rowenawas stabbed, he would have blamed the piano tuner. After dl, Danny had been at dl three
concerts, fiddling with the piano. Danny never attended any of the other events. And for some reason,
after dl three performances, he had been angry, so angry that Martin was dmost afraid of him.

Danny was angry now; Martin could seeit in the way the tuner moved, the short, choppy bursts of
motion followed by long steps. He approached the piano, played octave C's, and when the dissonance
echoed throughout the theater, he dapped the open frame with the pam of hishand. A dight
reverberation of wires, dmost ahumming, drifted up to Martin. Then, as he watched, the ghost cregture,
the shade beside the piano, touched Danny's neck with its knife.

Danny ydped and whirled. The creature filtered into Danny's open mouth, and suddenly his posture
atered. He stood straighter, seemed more powerful. His right hand was arched asif it held an imaginary
knife. He played severd clear notes on the piano, striking each with hisleft hand, and as the succession
of out-of-tune notes grew, so did the object Danny was holding. By the time he was done, the knife was
solid and slver, gleaming againgt the darkness of the stage.

Martin got up and hurried along the catwal k. He had to do something -- before Danny did.
15.

Chrissy drummed her heds againgt the edge of the stage. What the hell was taking him so long? And why
didn't he take her dong? She would have liked to meet afamous violinigt, evenif hismusic had been
boring.

Someone yel ped. She turned quickly, her heart pounding. The piano tuner was standing beside the
instrument, playing notes at random. She took a deep breath. All that talk at school about the Phantom
made her more nervous than she cared to admit.

A hand touched her shoulder. She jumped, trying not to scream. The good-looking guy, the one who had
let them in the back, had crouched down beside her. "Thisisnot asafe placeto be," he said. "Where's
Mr. Ashly?'

"Taking to that violinist." She couldn't quite keep the resentment out of her voice.
"And hedidnt let you go dong?'

She shook her head. Suddenly she felt tearsin the back of her eyes. Robert treated her so mean
Sometimes.



"Let metel you something,” the guy said. His blue eyeswere fringed with long black lashes, the kind girls
would kill for. ™Y ou may not like this, but maybe you'll remember it -- "

"What's your name?' she asked.
"I'll remember, Jon."

He took a deep breath and drew hislips back so that they almost made astraight line. "Mr. Ashly was
forced to sall the theater several years back. Do you know why?'

She shook her head. She hadn't even realized, until Robert had told the security guard, that he had
owned the theater the first time he had lived in Rockridge.

"They kicked him out of town. Said he raped some girl. _Statutory _rape -- she was too young."
"I'm eighteen,” Chrissy whispered.

"I know, or he wouldn't have even brought you here. But you know what you are, don't you? Youre his
way of spitting at the community.”

"l am not!" shedid away from him, asif putting more physical distance between them would make his
words go away.

"Honey, I'm sorry --"

"No, you're not. You just said that to upset me. Well, you upset me. Why don't you leave me adone?’
w o

"Go away."

He stood up. "'l am sorry. Honest | am. Just be careful "

Sheturned her back on him and brought her knees up to her chest, not caring if some pervert was hiding
in those empty seats out there and saw that she wore nothing under her black skirt. Robert wasn't using
her. Robert loved her. She could tell. Robert --

The scream made her turn. It was long, frightened, and male -- and it ended abruptly, even as Chrissy
saw what was happening. The piano tuner had grabbed Jon and shoved aknife in his back. Jon had
falen forward across the piano, and he wasn't moving.

Chrissy scrambled to her feet. The sound of her hedls scuffling against the wood made the piano tuner
turn. His eyeslooked wrong, glittery. He grabbed the hilt of the knife and pulled it out of Jon'sback. The
knife glittered, too, athough something told Chrissy that the knife should have seemed dull; it should have
been dripping blood.

She looked for an opening on the stage, away to return to Robert or that security guard, to go anywhere
away from that man with the knife. And then, suddenly, in two steps, he was across the stlage and
grabbing her, raising the knife. She kicked back at him, hard, with her Sster's heels, and her leg
shuddered as the hedl connected. He squedled, and the knife swung past her. She could hear the sound
of awoman screaming, long, hollow, amost inhuman screams that seemed to come from everywhere and
nowherein the theater. Someone had seen; someone would save her. Chrissy bit her lower lip and tried
to wrench free of the man's grip. But he was strong, and it seemed like everywhere she turned, therewas



aknife, slver, gligening in the light that graced the stage. Shetried kicking again, and missed. He brought
the knife down, and in the last second, she moved. The blade grazed her arm, ripped her satin (her
satin!), and chunked heavily into the skin along her somach. Shelet out an_oof _ of pain, and clutched at
the knife, but he had dready pulled it free.

Suddenly the man released her. Another man had grabbed him from the back, aman she hadn't seen
before, and the two were struggling like men in amovie, only thiswasred. Chrissy drew in air to scream,
and then decided that screaming was dumb. Someone el se was screaming ill, that long, hollow sound,
and she looked up and saw that it was the woman in the booth, the glass booth toward the back of the
theater. Her hands were splayed againgt the glass, and her mouth was open, and she was screaming.

Jon Hill lay across the piano, his blood dripping down his back and falling in a puddle beside hisfet.

Chrissy had to find Robert or a security guard. She had to leave. She turned and fled into the darkness
that was backstage, not redlizing that the stickiness she felt was blood flowing from her sde onto her
black satin skirt.

16.

Hefdt like he was drowning, trapped insgde dl of that anger, violence, and fear. Danny had lost control
of hisown body. He had been invaded, violated, and held hostage inside of himsdlf. He remembered
holding the girl, fedling the sharpness of her hed againgt his shin, smelling the sharp scent of her fear --
and yet, he knew that he wasn't doing anything to her at al. He had been reduced to atiny being insde of
himsdf, cringing against amuch stronger force.

Hisbody was fighting Martin now, holding him, stabbing a him with the knife. Danny's arm shook asthe
knife connected with Martin's shoulder, making asquishing sound asit pounded deep into hisflesh.
Martin moaned but did not scream, and Danny reached for him, tried to break through the wall that was
keeping him prisoner, to warn Martin to get away.

Danny could do nothing. Hetried to yell, but his mouth wouldn't open. The wall seemed to shudder with
laughter, seemed to crave _(blood, more blood -- the music had drained it) _ something that it needed

Danny's body to get.

He began exploring thewall, trying to find any chinksthat would let him through, help him back into his
own body, set himself free.

17.

The girl ran. Rowena stopped screaming, let air out of her throat, and sighed. Thank God. The girl was
safe. Suddenly the scene before her became clear. The girl was safe, but Martin wasfighting for hislife

againg Danny.

_(Danny? But he was the one who found her. He had been out drinking the night before, depressed
because the piano wouldn't tune))

She had to do something. The security guards would have heard the noise, but they might not makeit in
timeto do anything. Danny seemed to have more strength than she thought him capable of. Hewas
whipping that other man around, in astabbing frenzy, bringing the knife down again and again. They
whirled closer to the piano, to _(Jon. Holy Mother of God, that was Jon!)__ the pool of blood on the
floor. They knocked the music stand aside, and its clatter filled the tiny booth. And suddenly Rowena
knew what she had to do.



She flipped around to the Neotek and began pushing up buttons. And then she punched it on, amplifying
the sound in the auditorium. Feedback squedled from dl the speakers. She kept bringing the sound up,
making the feedback worse, until her earsfelt asif they would burst. Shiversran down her back, and her
skin dmost cringed, like it did when someone ran fingernails down a blackboard. The feedback might not
stop the men, but it might help.

Rowenaturned back to the glass, saw them down there. They had separated. Danny was on his knees,
his hands covering his ears. The knife dangled beside his face like an obscene earring, although from her
distance, it seemed to be losing definition. A security guard ran toward him, and then another, and
another, al three wincing as the feedback attacked their ears. Two grabbed Danny and yanked him to his
feet. And then, suddenly, the knife disappeared. Danny opened his mouth -- to scream, perhaps -- and
something gray and not quite solid floated from him to the piano. He dumped forward, and the guards
hed to hold him to keep him from faling over.

She dammed her fist on the Neotek, stopping the feedback. Her earsrang, but she felt strangely and
amazingly eated, asif she had just run athree-mile race and won.

18.

Martin saw it before the guards did. Danny was dead. Flat-ass, stone-cold dead. Martin got up dowly,
clutching his shoulder. Blood oozed between hisfingers, but hefdt dl right. He supposed he wouldn't
when the shock wore off. He was arting to breathe alittle more clearly, his mind turning over the
events. Rowena had nearly killed the thing. The feedback ate at it, nearly swallowed it whole, the strange,
amogt antimusic sound had nearly destroyed it. And leaving when it did had killed Danny.

Outside, srens echoed. Someone had had the presence of mind to call the cops. Martin supposed he
would have to make a statement. He surveyed the scene, looking with sadness upon the techie who died
before he could get down there. He would use that man's blood as an excuse to destroy the piano, no
matter what Wellman said. The piano had to go, be burned, something. It was the connection between it
and the music, the well-played classical music, that had caused dl the trouble at the Dixon.

The teenage girl that Danny had attacked stood in the wings. Her boyfriend (Robert Ashly. Dear God.
Robert Ashly after little girls again) had put his suit coat around her shoulder and was clutching her tightly

Martin watched as the police streamed in. They would start asking questions. He wanted to think, not
about what he would tell them, but about the horrible suspicion that was growing in hismind.

If the piano possessed people and caused them to kill, who had killed Terry? Martin hadn't. He knew
that. He remembered picking up programs, hearing Terry's grunt of pain.

And who had stabbed Rowena? Danny hadn't. He and Martin had gone out drinking that night. They left
the theater together, Danny because he wanted to get away from that goddamn piano, and Martin
because, because he hated the Dixon sometimes, on nights of successful concerts when he remembered
that he no longer owned her.

And what had happened during the last concert, the Rampal concert, the night that other girl got killed?
Martin didn't know, or if he did, he couldn't remember. He had been in the theater, but he couldn't
remember anything except waking up the next morning with blood beneath hisfingernails.

He sat on the edge of the stage and waited for the cops, wondering if he had the gutsto tell them the
truth, and knowing that he did not.



